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1 - HER FATHER’S DEBT

MF / Virgin / Age Gap / Enemies to Lovers / Wealthy / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The rain painted greasy streaks down the living room window, distorting the streetlight’s glare into something sickly and ominous. Erica curled tighter into the worn corner of the sofa, a biology textbook open but unread on her lap. Her father, Ned, paced a nervous trench in the threadbare carpet, his own reflection in the dark glass a ghost of the man he used to be. The clock on the mantel ticked, each second a hammer blow on the silence. Then, a car door thudded shut outside. A deep, expensive sound.

Ned froze. His face went the color of ash.

Three knocks followed. Not loud, but definitive. They didn’t ask. They announced.

Erica’s stomach dropped through the floor. She knew, without knowing how she knew, that the fragile life they’d been clinging to was over.

Ned opened the door. The man who filled the doorway wasn’t what she’d imagined a monster to look like. He was… beautiful. In a way that felt like a threat. Tall, broad-shouldered, draped in a black wool coat that spoke of silent money. His hair was dark, swept back, and his eyes, even from across the room, held a chilling, analytical calm. He stepped inside, rainwater glistening on his shoulders like scattered diamonds. The air in the room thickened, grew cold.

“Ned,” the man said. His voice was a low, velvet rumble. It didn’t need to be loud. “We need to talk about your account.”

“Marco. Please, I just need a little more time,” Ned stammered, wringing his hands.

Marco’s gaze slid past Ned, past the shabby furniture, and landed on Erica. She felt it like a physical touch—a slow, assessing sweep from her bare feet to her wide, frightened eyes. A flicker of something unreadable passed through his expression. Interest? Calculation?

“Time,” Marco repeated, as if tasting the word and finding it sour. “Time is a commodity you’ve exhausted.” He strolled further in, his presence making the room feel small and cheap. “The number is fifty thousand. It’s not a suggestion.”

Ned began to sob, a pathetic, broken sound. “I don’t have it. You know I don’t. Take the house, it’s all I—”

“This?” Marco cut him off, a faint, dismissive glance around. “This isn’t collateral. This is kindling.”

Erica’s heart hammered against her ribs. She stood up, the textbook tumbling to the floor. The movement drew Marco’s eyes back to her, and this time, he didn’t look away.

“There is,” Marco said, his attention fully on her now, “another form of currency.” He turned his head slowly back to Ned. “I’ll wipe the ledger clean. Every cent. In exchange, I take her for the night.”

The world tilted. Erica heard her own sharp intake of air.

“No!” Ned’s cry was raw, desperate. He lurched forward, but a single, raised hand from Marco stopped him dead. “You can’t. She’s my daughter. She’s just a girl.”

“She’s a woman,” Marco corrected, his tone flat and final. “And she’s the only thing of value in this room. My offer stands for sixty seconds.” He didn’t look at his watch. He just stared at Erica, waiting.

The silence was a living thing, choking them. Ned wept openly, shaking his head, muttering “no, no, no” like a prayer. Erica looked at her father—his slumped shoulders, the tears carving paths through the grime of failure on his face. A lifetime of his promises, all broken. A lifetime of her fear, always present. And in that moment, a strange, cold clarity settled over her. This was the only real choice she’d ever get to make.

“Yes.”

The word fell from her lips, quiet but absolute.

Ned’s head snapped up. “Erica, no! Baby, don’t—”

“I don’t care,” she said, and she found she meant it. The fear was still there, an icy knot in her belly, but beneath it, a reckless current surged. She looked directly at Marco. “You leave him alone. You never come back here. The debt is gone.”

A slow, approving smile touched Marco’s mouth. It didn’t reach his eyes. “Agreed.”

He gestured toward the door. Erica didn’t look at her father again. She walked past him, the shabby familiarity of the living room falling away behind her like a shed skin. Marco’s hand settled at the small of her back, a warm, firm pressure that guided her out into the damp night and into the low-slung, black sports car that purred at the curb.

The drive was a silent blur of neon and rain. He didn’t speak. The city lights slid over the sharp planes of his face, painting him in fleeting shadows and gold. Erica watched him, the powerful ease with which he commanded the machine, the world outside. A treacherous, unwanted heat began to uncoil within her, mingling with the dread. He was terrifying. He was magnetic.

The elevator to his penthouse was a glass capsule soaring up the side of a building. The city sprawled beneath them, a galaxy of light. He stood beside her, close enough that she could smell his scent—clean linen, cedar, and something darker, uniquely male. Her reflection in the glass looked like a stranger: pale, young, determined.

His home was a study in minimalist luxury—cold marble, sleek steel, floor-to-ceiling windows holding back the night. He shrugged off his coat, revealing a simple, exquisitely tailored shirt that stretched across his shoulders. He moved to a sideboard, poured two glasses of champagne. The bubbles fizzed, a sound absurdly delicate in the vast quiet.

He handed her a glass. Their fingers brushed. A tiny, electric spark.

“To new arrangements,” he said, his eyes holding hers over the rim of his glass.

She took a sip. The wine was dry, crisp, bracing. It steadied her. Or maybe it was the way he was looking at her—not as a thing he’d acquired, but as a puzzle he intended to solve.

“You’re not what I expected,” she heard herself say.

“And what did you expect?”

“A monster.”

He set his glass down. “Monsters come in many forms, Erica. Sometimes they wear the face of a desperate gambler.” He took a step closer. The space between them hummed. “Tell me what I need to know.”

She understood. Her throat tightened. She looked down into the golden liquid in her glass. “I’ve never… been with anyone.”

He went very still. Then, a slow breath escaped him. He lifted a hand, and his knuckles traced the line of her jaw, so lightly it was almost not a touch at all. It was a question.

“That changes things,” he murmured. His voice had dropped, softened around the edges. “It makes you precious. It means I will be… attentive.”

The word, spoken in that rumble, did something to her. The ice in her belly melted, flooding her veins with liquid warmth. She lifted her gaze to his. In the dim, reflected city light, his expression had shifted. The cold calculation was gone, replaced by a focused, simmering intensity.

He took the glass from her unresisting hand and set it aside. Then his hands came up to cradle her face. He was so much taller, his presence enveloping her. He studied her for a long moment, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones.

“You’re sure?” he asked. The question was genuine, a last thread of decency offered.

Her answer was to rise onto her toes and press her lips to his.

It wasn’t a skilled kiss. It was clumsy, urgent. But he met it, and then he took control. His mouth was warm, firm, moving over hers with a devastating expertise that made her knees weak. He tasted of champagne and something infinitely more intoxicating. His tongue traced the seam of her lips, and she opened for him with a small, surrendering sound. The kiss deepened, turning slow and exploratory and deeply, shockingly sensual. One of his hands slid into her hair, tilting her head back; the other arm wrapped around her waist, pulling her flush against the hard, unyielding line of his body. She felt the evidence of his arousal pressing against her belly, and a jolt of pure, sharp desire shot through her core, hot and startling.

He broke the kiss, his breathing slightly uneven. Her own came in shallow pants. Without a word, he took her hand and led her from the vast living room, down a hallway, and into his bedroom. It was dominated by a huge bed with black linens, a dark island in a room of soft, ambient light.

He turned her to face him, his eyes never leaving hers. His fingers found the hem of her simple sweater. He lifted it, and she raised her arms, letting him draw it over her head. The cool air kissed her skin. His gaze traveled over her plain white bra, the gentle curve of her waist, and a muscle ticked in his jaw. His touch was methodical, reverent. He unhooked her bra, letting it fall away. His eyes darkened as he looked at her bare breasts, her nipples tightening into tight peaks under his scrutiny.

“Bellissima,” he breathed, the Italian word a rough caress.

He bent his head, and his mouth closed over one peak. The sensation was electric—a hot, wet pull that sent arcs of pleasure straight to the heart of her. She gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his tongue swirling, his teeth grazing with just enough edge to make her whimper. All the while, his hands worked on the fastening of her jeans, pushing them and her panties down her hips in one slow, deliberate motion. She stepped out of the pooled fabric, standing completely naked and exposed before him.

He straightened, drinking in the sight of her. Then he guided her backward until her legs hit the edge of the mattress. She sat, then lay back, the sheets cool and smooth beneath her. He stripped off his own clothes with efficient, graceful movements. And then he was there, kneeling on the bed, gloriously naked.

Her eyes widened. He was powerfully built, all lean muscle and taut skin. And between his legs… her breath caught. He was thick, long, fully erect, the head flushed a deep, ruddy color. It was intimidating, a primal promise of possession.

He saw her look and gave a slight, understanding smile. “Easy,” he soothed. “We go slow.”

He didn’t move between her legs immediately. Instead, he began to kiss her again, a trail of fire down her neck, across her collarbones, over the swell of her breasts and down her quivering stomach. His hands mapped her hips, her thighs, gently coaxing them apart. She trembled, every nerve ending screaming to life.

When his mouth finally found the heart of her, she cried out. The first touch of his tongue was a soft, probing exploration that made her hips jerk off the bed. He held her down with a firm hand on her stomach, his other hand spreading her wider for him. And then he began to feast.

There was no hesitation, no tentativeness. He devoured her with a focused, relentless expertise that shattered her within minutes. His tongue was a wicked instrument—flicking, lapping, circling her clit with a rhythm that built a terrifying, exquisite pressure low in her belly. He slipped one finger, then two, inside her, curling them in a way that made her see stars. The sounds she made were foreign to her—desperate, broken moans, pleas that had no words. The coil of tension wound tighter, tighter, a gathering storm. Her hands fisted in the sheets, her back arched. The world dissolved into sensation—the wet, hot pull of his mouth, the deep, filling stretch of his fingers, the scent of her own arousal mixing with his.

“Marco… please…” she begged, not even knowing what she was begging for.

He gave a low, humming sound against her that vibrated through her very core. And then it broke. The orgasm crashed over her in a series of violent, shuddering waves, tearing a ragged scream from her throat. She pulsed around his fingers, her entire body convulsing in a release so profound it felt like dying.

He gentled her through it, his mouth softening, his fingers stilling. When the last tremor subsided, he moved up her body, kissing her stomach, her breasts, finally claiming her mouth again. She could taste herself on his lips, a salty, intimate flavor that should have shamed her but instead ignited a fresh, desperate hunger.

He settled his weight between her thighs, the broad head of his cock pressing against her slick, swollen entrance. He looked into her eyes, his own dark with desire, his forehead damp with sweat.

“This will hurt,” he whispered, a raw honesty in his voice. “Only for a moment. Then… it will be good. I promise you.”

She nodded, unable to speak. She wrapped her legs around his hips, an instinctive, welcoming gesture. He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion.

The pain was sharp, bright, a tearing sensation that made her gasp and dig her nails into his shoulders. He held perfectly still, buried to the hilt inside her, his body rigid with the effort of control. He kissed her eyelids, her cheeks, whispering words in a mix of English and Italian that were nonsense and everything all at once.

“There,” he murmured, his voice strained. “È fatta.” It is done.

The burning sting began to recede, replaced by a feeling of incredible fullness, of being stretched and claimed in a way that was fundamentally altering. She shifted experimentally, and the friction sent a new kind of shock through her system. A low moan escaped him at the movement.

He began to move. Slow, deep strokes that dragged every inch of him against her sensitive inner walls. The pain was a memory, eclipsed by a rising tide of pure, carnal pleasure. Each thrust hit a spot deep inside her that made her cry out. He found a rhythm, steady and deep, the sound of their bodies joining a wet, intimate slap in the quiet room.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice guttural.

She forced her eyes open, meeting his fierce gaze. At that moment, she wasn’t a debt payment. She was his. The knowledge should have terrified her. It set her on fire.

His pace increased. The slow, measured thrusts became harder, faster, driving her up the bed. He hooked an arm under her leg, lifting it, changing the angle, and she saw white. Another climax began to build, faster and harder than the first.

“Cum for me again,” he growled against her ear, his breath hot. “Let me feel you.”

It was an order she couldn’t disobey. The second orgasm ripped through her, even more intense than the first, a raw, screaming release that clenched her around him like a vice. Her vision blurred.

With a roar that was part triumph, part surrender, he drove into her one last, devastating time and held. She felt the hot, sudden flood of his release deep inside her, the pulse and throb of him as he emptied himself. He collapsed atop her, his weight a crushing, delicious anchor.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing mingling. The city lights still glittered outside, indifferent. He shifted, rolling to his side and taking her with him, keeping them joined. He brushed the damp hair from her forehead.

“The debt,” he said, his voice returning to its usual calm, though roughened at the edges. “It’s gone. As of now.”

She nestled into the hard plane of his chest, the reality of what she’d done—what she’d felt—washing over her. “I… I didn’t hate it,” she whispered, the confession startling her.

A low chuckle vibrated in his chest. His hand stroked down the curve of her spine, possessive and strangely tender. “Good.” He paused. “I would like to see you again. This doesn’t have to be a transaction.”

She looked up at him, at the sharp, handsome lines of his face softened in the aftermath. “What would it be?”

His thumb traced her lower lip. “An arrangement with… mutual benefits.”

2 - SEDUCING STEPDAD

MF / Taboo / Stepdad / Age Gap / Virgin / Cheating / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“You’re not a little girl anymore.”

The words hung in the air, a low rumble that seemed to vibrate right through the plush couch cushions. Lana’s gaze was fixed on Rick’s profile, illuminated by the flickering light of the television. He wasn’t looking at her. He was staring straight ahead at the movie, his jaw tight, a muscle ticking in his cheek. The air between them felt thick, charged, like the moment before a summer storm breaks.

“I haven’t been for a long time,” she whispered back, her voice barely audible over the movie’s soundtrack.

He turned his head then, and the full force of his attention was a physical weight. His eyes, a deep, stormy blue she’d spent years memorizing, scanned her face. She saw the conflict there, the war between what he was supposed to be and what he wanted. It was a war she’d been stoking for years, ever since her mother brought this handsome, quiet man home. He’d been a fortress, a stepfather who built careful, respectful walls. And Lana, from the awkward age of thirteen to the woman of eighteen she was now, had been the patient siege engine, chipping away with every shared laugh, every accidental brush of hands in the kitchen, every time she caught him looking just a second too long.

Her mother’s business trip had been the final breach. The house, usually filled with her mother’s bustling energy, had become a silent, intimate arena. For two days, they’d orbited each other, a polite dance of “How was your day?” and “Pass the salt.” The tension was a living thing, coiling tighter with every shared meal, every evening spent in the same room pretending to watch TV.

Tonight, she’d chosen her weapons carefully: soft, thin cotton pajama shorts and a matching tank top, no bra. The fabric clung in ways she knew were provocative. She’d sat closer than usual on the couch, the heat of his body a magnetic pull. The movie was a blur. All her senses were tuned to him—the clean, masculine scent of his soap, the way his worn t-shirt stretched across the broad planes of his chest, the faint sound of his breathing.

“Lana,” he said, her name a warning and a caress all at once.

“I think about you,” she blurted out, the confession tearing free. “All the time. I have for… years. I’m still… I’ve never… with anyone.”

The admission of her virginity landed between them, stark and vulnerable. Rick’s eyes darkened, the storm in them intensifying. He looked pained. “Don’t,” he ground out, his voice rough. “You don’t know what you’re saying. This is wrong. I’m your—”

“You’re not my father,” she cut in, her own voice gaining strength. She shifted, turning her body fully towards him, one leg curling beneath her. The movement made the neckline of her tank top gape, offering a shadowed glimpse of the curve of her breast. “You’re Rick. You’re the man I want.”

The last thread of his restraint snapped. A low, visceral sound escaped him, and he moved. It wasn’t a gentle lean; it was a claiming. One large hand cradled the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair, as his mouth crashed down on hers.

The kiss was nothing like her teenage fantasies. It was hotter, deeper, more desperate. It was all heat and pressure and the shocking, slick slide of his tongue against hers. The taste of him—spearmint and something uniquely, essentially male—flooded her senses. She melted into it, a soft whimper vibrating in her throat as her hands came up to clutch at his shoulders, the hard muscle there flexing under her palms.

When he finally broke the kiss, they were both breathing in ragged, open-mouthed gasps. His forehead rested against hers, his eyes squeezed shut. “God, Lana…”

“Please,” was all she could manage.

Her hands slid down his chest, over the firm ridges of his abdomen, her fingers trembling as they found the button of his jeans. The denim was strained, a prominent, hard bulge pressing insistently against the fabric. She fumbled with the button, then dragged the zipper down. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room.

He didn’t stop her. He watched, his breath coming in short, sharp bursts, as she reached into the open fly of his boxer briefs. Her fingers brushed against hot, silken skin, and then she found him. Her eyes widened. He was thick, heavy, a solid weight in her palm that felt both alien and thrillingly right. The skin was like velvet pulled taut over steel. A bead of moisture had gathered at the tip, and she smeared it with her thumb, feeling him jerk in her hand.

“Like this?” she murmured, more to herself than to him, as she began to move her hand.

She used a tentative, exploratory stroke, her fist closing around his girth. His head fell back against the couch, a guttural groan tearing from his throat. The sound went straight to her core, a hot, liquid pulse answering deep inside her. Emboldened, she tightened her grip, learning the rhythm he seemed to like—a long, slow pull from the root to the tip, her thumb swirling over the slick head.

“Christ, your hands,” he rasped, his own hands coming up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. “So soft.”

But she wanted more. The urge was primal, a need to taste, to consume. She slid off the couch, her knees hitting the plush carpet. Looking up at him from between his spread thighs, the visual was devastating. He was huge, magnificent, jutting proudly from his open jeans. His stomach was clenched, his abs defined even through his shirt. The raw hunger on his face, the way he looked down at her with pure, unadulterated lust, erased any last shred of doubt.

She didn’t hesitate. Leaning forward, she opened her mouth and took just the broad, flushed head of his cock inside. The taste was musky, salty, profoundly intimate. He hissed, his fingers threading back into her hair, not forcing, but holding, guiding.

“Easy,” he whispered, his voice strained. “Just go slow.”

She obeyed, letting her tongue flatten against the sensitive underside as she sank down, taking more of him. The stretch of her lips, the feeling of him filling her mouth, was intoxicating. She moved with an eager, innate rhythm, bobbing her head, hollowing her cheeks. Her own need was a throbbing ache between her legs, growing more insistent with every choked sound of pleasure she drew from him. She could feel the tension coiling in his thighs, the way his hips gave tiny, involuntary thrusts.

“Enough,” he growled suddenly, his voice thick.

His hands under her arms, he hauled her up from the floor and back onto the couch, then onto his lap in one fluid motion. She straddled him, the thin barrier of her pajama shorts doing nothing to mute the hard, hot pressure of him against her damp center. He crushed his mouth to hers again, the kiss tasting of her own saliva and his desire.

His hands slid under her tank top, pushing the soft cotton up and over her head. The cool air pebbled her nipples, and then his mouth was there, hot and wet, closing over one peak. The sensation was electric, a sharp, sweet pull that arced directly to her clit. He suckled deeply, his tongue lashing, his teeth grazing with just enough edge to make her cry out. He lavished the same attention on the other breast, until both were sensitized, aching, the peaks hard and dark against her pale skin.

“Rick,” she gasped, arching into his mouth, her fingers scrabbling at the hem of his shirt.

He helped her pull it off, and then her palms were on his bare chest, exploring the dusting of dark hair, the powerful contours, the heat of his skin. He was everything she’d imagined, solid and real under her hands.

In one swift, powerful motion, he stood, lifting her with him as if she weighed nothing. Her legs wrapped instinctively around his waist, her arms around his neck. He carried her down the hall, not to her girlish bedroom, but to the master suite—her mother’s room, his room. The king-sized bed was a dark expanse in the moonlight filtering through the blinds. He laid her down in the center of it, his weight following, caging her between his muscular arms.

His hands made quick work of her shorts and panties, stripping them down her legs and tossing them aside. He knelt between her thighs, his gaze burning a path over her naked body. She felt exposed, utterly vulnerable, and more turned on than she’d ever been in her life.

“You’re sure?” he asked, the last vestige of his conscience surfacing. His voice was gravel.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” she breathed, reaching for him.

He needed no further invitation. Positioning himself, he used his hand to guide the broad head of his cock to her entrance. She was wet, slick with her own arousal, but he was so much larger than her fingers had ever been. He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion.

The pain was immediate and sharp, a bright, stinging stretch that made her gasp, her eyes flying open. She tensed, her nails digging into his biceps.

“Shh,” he soothed, his voice a rough whisper against her ear. He stilled, buried to the hilt inside her, letting her body adjust to the incredible, full feeling. “Just breathe. You’re so tight. So perfect.” He dropped kisses along her jaw, her throat. “You’re mine now, Lana. All mine.”

The words, possessive and wrong and utterly thrilling, seeped into her. The initial sting began to recede, replaced by a deep, stretching fullness that felt… good. Incredible. He began to move, a slow, deliberate withdrawal followed by an even slower, deeper thrust.

“Oh,” she moaned, the sound punched out of her.

The friction was unlike anything she’d ever felt—a hot, delicious drag that sparked something deep in her belly. He set a steady, relentless rhythm, each stroke hitting a spot inside her that made her toes curl. The slap of skin against skin, the wet, slick sounds of their joining, the ragged symphony of their breathing filled the room.

Her hips began to meet his, tentatively at first, then with more confidence, finding a cadence. The pleasure built, a coil winding tighter and tighter with every deep, penetrating thrust. He watched her face, his own a mask of intense concentration and raw need.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice strained. “Take me. All of me.”

The coil snapped. Pleasure detonated through her, a white-hot wave that started in her core and radiated out to her fingertips. Her back arched off the bed, a silent scream on her lips as her inner walls clenched and fluttered around his invading length in rhythmic, uncontrollable pulses. The intensity was blinding, wiping all thought, leaving only sensation.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself to the root, a harsh, guttural shout tearing from his throat as he came. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his release deep inside her, a final, intimate claiming that seemed to go on and on, each jet milking another aftershock from her own trembling body.

He collapsed onto her, his weight a comforting anchor, his face buried in the crook of her neck. They lay there, tangled and slick with sweat, the only sound their gradually slowing breaths.

After long minutes, he rolled to the side, pulling her with him so she was tucked against his chest. His fingers traced idle patterns on her bare shoulder. The reality of what they’d done began to settle in the quiet dark.

“We can’t… your mother can never know,” he said finally, his voice low and serious. “This has to be our secret.”

Lana turned her head, nuzzling into the solid warmth of his chest. The scent of sex and him was everywhere. A profound, sleepy contentment filled her. The secret felt like a treasure, not a burden. “She won’t,” she promised, her voice soft but sure. “I’m glad it was you. I’m glad my first time was with you.”

3 - THE PACT

MF / Virgin / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

"Happy twenty-first."

Kendra's voice was a soft murmur against his lips, the words tasting of vanilla frosting and cheap champagne. Max's only reply was the tightening of his arms around her waist, pulling her flush against him in the center of her quiet, post-party apartment.

The kiss deepened, a slow, searching thing that felt less like a first and more like a long-overdue continuation. Her fingers tangled in the soft hair at the nape of his neck. His hands slid from her waist to the small of her back, pressing her closer until she could feel the hard, insistent ridge of him against her stomach.

It was the only catalyst they needed.

Everything that followed—the awkward shuffle towards her bedroom, the way he nudged the door shut with his heel—unspooled with a frantic, silent purpose. The pact had started as a joke in the back of a boring sophomore year chemistry class. They had laughed about it then, two teenagers who couldn't imagine still being "inexperienced" by twenty-one.

But as the years passed and other romantic interests fizzled out, the silly promise had morphed into a sacred, unspoken tether. Now, the deadline had arrived, and the weight of that six-year-old vow was a physical truth hanging between them in the dim light of her bedside lamp. There was no more laughing; there was only the heavy, electric realization that they were finally going to keep their word.

He was here. She was ready. They were doing this.

Kendra’s back met the closed door, and Max’s mouth found hers again, hotter this time, less tentative. His teeth caught her lower lip, a gentle scrape that sent a bolt of pure, undiluted awareness straight to her core. She gasped into his mouth, and he swallowed the sound, his hands coming up to frame her face. His thumbs stroked her cheekbones, a gesture so tender it made her chest ache.

She broke the kiss, her breathing unsteady. “Max.”

“Kendra.”

Her name in his voice, rough and familiar, was the final permission. Her hands dropped between them, fingers fumbling with the button of his jeans. The denim was stiff, the metal cool. He didn’t help, just watched her, his eyes dark and intent, his own breathing a shallow rhythm in the quiet room. The zip of the fly was obscenely loud. She pushed the fabric down over his hips, just enough.

Her hand slipped inside the opening of his boxers. The first touch was electric—silk-over-steel heat, velvety skin stretched taut. He made a sound, a sharp intake of air that was almost a hiss. She curled her fingers around him, feeling the weight, the solid, thrilling length of him. He was thicker than she’d imagined, the skin impossibly soft, the vein along the underside a prominent ridge under her thumb. She began to move her hand, a slow, experimental pump from root to tip.

Max’s head fell back against the door with a soft thud. His eyes closed. “Fuck.”

“Is this…?” Her voice was barely a whisper.

“Yes. God, yes. Just like that.”

Emboldened, she tightened her grip slightly, learning his rhythm through the feedback of his body. A bead of moisture welled at the tip, and she swept her thumb over it, spreading the slickness, making her strokes smoother, wetter. His hips began a faint, involuntary push into her fist. The sight of him, surrendered to her touch, his strong jaw clenched, sent a flood of damp heat between her own legs.

She wanted more. She needed to taste that surrender.

Without a word, her hand stilled. She sank to her knees on the carpet, the worn fibers scratchy against her skin. She looked up at him from this new, subservient angle. His eyes opened, heavy-lidded, looking down at her with a mix of awe and desperate hunger.

“Kendra…” It was half-protest, half-plea.

She silenced him by leaning forward, her breath ghosting over the damp head of his cock before her lips parted and she took him into her mouth.

The sensation was a revelation. Salty, musky, uniquely him. She closed her lips in a firm circle, using her tongue to explore the smooth crown, to lap at the slit. He was hotter here, more alive. A full-body tremor went through him. One of his hands came to rest gently on the top of her head, not pushing, just anchoring.

She took him deeper, her jaw stretching. She focused on the sensations—the way his thighs tensed, the low, ragged groans that tumbled from his throat, the slight buck of his hips she had to steady with a hand on his stomach. She found a rhythm, bobbing her head, hollowing her cheeks, her free hand cupping and gently rolling the tight, furred sac below. His breathing became ragged pants. The fingers in her hair tightened almost imperceptibly.

“Stop,” he gritted out, his voice strained. “I’m too close. Not yet.”

She released him with a soft, wet pop, looking up. A string of saliva connected her lips to his glistening shaft for a second before breaking. He hauled her to her feet, his mouth crashing back onto hers, kissing her with a frantic passion that tasted of her own ministrations. His hands went to the hem of her silky birthday top, and he pulled it up and over her head in one swift motion. Her bra followed, the clasp giving way under his impatient fingers.

The cool air of the room puckered her nipples an instant before his mouth found one. He didn’t just suck; he devoured. His tongue lashed the stiff peak, his teeth grazed with careful, thrilling pressure. A jolt of sensation, sharp and sweet, arced from her breast to her clit, making her cry out and arch into him. He lavished the same attention on the other, his hand coming up to knead the soft weight of the breast his mouth had just abandoned. The dual assault melted her bones. Her head fell back, a moan tearing from her throat as liquid fire spread through her veins.

He walked her backward until her knees hit the edge of the bed. She fell onto the comforter, and he followed her down, his body covering hers, a welcome, heavy warmth. He kissed a trail down her stomach, his tongue dipping into her navel, making her muscles quiver. His fingers hooked into the sides of her leggings and panties, dragging them down her legs in one long, slow pull. She was completely bare to him now, exposed under the lamplight and his scorching gaze.

He settled between her thighs, but didn’t enter her. Instead, he looked. His eyes traced the thatch of dark curls, the glistening pink folds already swollen and eager. “So beautiful,” he murmured, the words vibrating against her inner thigh where he placed a kiss. “You have no idea.”

Then he lowered his head.

The first flat stroke of his tongue from her opening to her clit was a shock of pure, white-hot pleasure. She jolted, a strangled gasp escaping her. He did it again, slower, more deliberately, his tongue broad and wet and perfect. He explored her like he was learning a new language, tracing her outer lips, circling her entrance, flicking against the tight, desperate bud of her clit until her hips began to lift off the bed in a silent plea for more.

He gave it to her. He sealed his mouth over her core, sucking gently, his tongue finding a relentless, rhythmic pressure against her most sensitive spot. One of his hands slid under her, gripping her ass, holding her in place for his feast. The other hand came up, his fingers sliding through her wetness, gathering it, before one blunt fingertip pressed against her entrance.

“Max… please…”

He pushed inside, just the first knuckle. The stretch was exquisite, a filling, claiming pressure. He began to move his finger in a slow, corkscrew motion, in time with the wicked suction of his mouth. The dual sensations coiled a spring of tension so tight inside her she thought she might break. Her hands fisted in the comforter. Sounds she didn’t recognize—whimpers, choked-off cries—spilled from her lips. The world narrowed to the heat of his mouth, the slick friction of his finger, the building, terrifying pressure in her core.

Just as the first flutters of an orgasm began to gather, he stopped.

He rose above her, his face wet with her arousal, his eyes wild. He fumbled for the nightstand drawer where she’d stashed the condoms. The rustle of foil, the sound of him rolling the latex down his impressive length—it was all surreal, happening too fast and not fast enough.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head nudging against her slick folds. He looked into her eyes, his own full of a question.

“Yes,” she breathed, wrapping her legs around his hips. “Now.”

He pushed forward.

There was a moment of shocking, burning pressure. A sharp pinch that made her gasp and her eyes water. She stiffened beneath him.

He froze. “Okay? Do you want me to stop?”

“No.” She shook her head, her nails digging into his shoulders. “Just… give me a second.”

He held still, a monument of strained control, his muscles trembling with the effort. He leaned down and kissed her, a deep, consuming kiss that distracted from the initial sting. As their tongues tangled, her body began to relax, to accept. The burning faded, replaced by a profound, stretching fullness. She felt occupied, in the most fundamental way.

“Keep going,” she whispered against his lips.

He withdrew slowly, then pushed back in, a little deeper this time. The friction was strange, intense, but the sharp pain was gone. He set a gentle, rocking rhythm, each stroke stroking something deep inside her that began to glow with a low, spreading heat. She met his tentative thrusts, her hips learning the cadence.

“More,” she heard herself say.

His pace increased. The gentle rocking became steady, solid drives. The bedsprings began a soft, rhythmic complaint. The slap of skin on skin, the wet, intimate sound of their joining, filled the room. Each thrust dragged his pelvis against her clit, sparking little stars of pleasure that began to outshine the lingering discomfort.

He shifted his angle, and there—a bright, shocking burst of sensation so good it made her cry out. He found it again, and again, hitting a spot inside her that made her see flashes of light behind her eyelids.

“Right there,” she panted. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He drove into her with renewed focus, his rhythm fracturing into something harder, more urgent. His control was slipping. Sweat beaded on his forehead, dripped onto her chest. The sounds he made were raw, guttural, each one fueling her own rising fire. The tight coil in her belly wound itself anew, tighter and hotter than before. The world dissolved into sensation: the smell of sex and his skin, the sight of his rapt, agonized face above her, the glorious, stretching fullness with every plunge, the delicious friction building right at the brink of too much.

She was climbing, teetering on an edge she’d never known. Her legs tightened around him, her back arching. A high, thin sound escaped her as the tension shattered.

Her orgasm washed over her in a series of relentless, pulsing waves. It wasn't a single burst, but a sustained, electric current that locked her muscles and stole her breath. Her inner walls clenched around him, milking his length in rhythmic spasms she couldn't control.

The feeling of her contracting around him broke his last restraint. With a choked, gravelly shout, he buried himself to the hilt and held there, his body rigid. She felt the hot, rhythmic pulses of his own release through the thin latex barrier, a final, intimate connection. He collapsed onto her, his weight a crushing, wonderful anchor as they both floated back to earth, hearts hammering in a frantic, syncopated rhythm.

Time stretched, punctuated only by their slowing breaths. Eventually, he rolled to the side, disposing of the condom before gathering her back against him, her back to his chest. His arm was a heavy band across her stomach, his lips pressed to her shoulder.

In the tranquil, wordless aftermath, with his warmth seeping into her, the truth she’d held for years felt too large to contain.

“Max?”

“Hmm?”

“I’m glad it was you.”

His arm tightened. “Me too.”

She took a deep, shaky breath. The words tumbled out, soft but clear in the quiet dark. “I think… I’ve known for a long time you were the only person it could ever be. Not just for this. For… more.”

He went very still behind her. Then, he turned her gently to face him. In the dim light, his expression was unreadable for a heartbeat. Then, a slow, real smile touched his lips—the same smile he’d had when he gave her his class ring to wear on a chain senior year.

“Are you asking me to be your boyfriend, Kendra?”

Her courage faltered. “Is that… stupid?”

He kissed her, softly, sweetly. “No, it’s not stupid. It’s sweet. And yes, I want to be your boyfriend.”

4 - STEPSISTER’S FORBIDDEN REQUEST
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“Lucas, I don’t want to go to college a virgin.”

The words hung in the air between them, a declaration so stark it seemed to absorb the last of the light from the single lamp in the living room. Lucas froze, the wine glass halfway to his lips. The burgundy liquid caught the low glow, looking suddenly like something illicit. He set the glass down with a soft clink that sounded unnaturally loud.

“Jade,” he started, his voice a low rasp. He cleared his throat. “What are you saying?”

Jade’s courage, a fragile thing fueled by two glasses of Pinot Noir and the profound silence of a house empty of parents, wavered. She looked at her stepbrother—the sharp line of his jaw, the familiar curve of his mouth, the protective, almost possessive way his gaze had followed her since she’d returned from boarding school three weeks ago. He’s always looked at me like that, she thought. But tonight it feels different.

“I’m saying I’m tired of being the inexperienced one,” she said, the words tumbling out faster now. “I’m eighteen. I’m home. And you…” She trailed off, her own boldness startling her.

Lucas leaned forward, elbows on his knees. The movement brought him closer, and she caught his scent—clean cotton, a hint of cedar from his cologne, something uniquely, essentially male. “And me?”

“You’ve been looking at me differently since I got back. Don’t deny it.” Her own gaze didn’t flinch. “And I’ve… noticed.”

A slow, incredulous breath escaped him. He ran a hand through his dark hair, leaving it disheveled. “Jade, you’re my sister.”

“Stepsister,” she corrected softly, the word a key turning in a lock.

The correction hung there. It changed everything and nothing. The legal fiction of their relationship, a bond formed when they were twelve and fourteen, dissolved in the charged quiet. What remained was the raw, undeniable fact of them: a young man of twenty-one and a young woman of eighteen, alone in a house that suddenly felt too small.

Lucas’s eyes darkened, the hazel flecks in them swallowed by the dilation of his pupils. “You have no idea what you’re asking.”

“I know exactly what I’m asking,” she whispered. “I’m asking you to show me. To help me. I trust you.” The last part was the truest thing she’d said all night. In a world of strangers and new beginnings, Lucas was her anchor. The thought of his hands, his body, guiding her through this threshold was not frightening. It was a relief. A forbidden, thrilling relief.

For a long moment, he just looked at her, his expression unreadable. Then, with a shake of his head that seemed more surrender than refusal, he stood up. He didn’t speak. He simply held out his hand.

Her heart hammered against her ribs as she placed her palm in his. His fingers closed around hers, warm and sure, and he pulled her to her feet. The simple contact sent a jolt through her, a direct line of heat from her hand to the pit of her stomach. He didn’t let go as he led her out of the living room, down the dim hallway, and into his bedroom.

The room was unmistakably his—neat, smelling of clean laundry and him. A desk with a computer, a shelf of textbooks, a bed with a dark blue comforter. He closed the door behind them, and the snick of the latch was the final seal on their pact. The outside world ceased to exist.

He turned to face her, still holding her hand. “Last chance to back out,” he said, his voice gravelly.

In answer, Jade stepped into him. She rose on her toes, her free hand coming to rest on his chest, feeling the solid muscle and the rapid beat of his heart through his thin t-shirt. She pressed her lips to his.

It wasn’t a skilled kiss. It was tentative, a question. Lucas answered it with a groan that vibrated through his chest and into her mouth. His arms came around her, one hand splaying across the small of her back, the other tangling in her hair. He took control of the kiss, his mouth moving over hers with a hunger that stole the air from her lungs. His tongue traced the seam of her lips, and she opened for him, a soft sound escaping her as he explored her mouth. The taste of him—wine and mint and something darker, more primal—was intoxicating.

Her hands slid under his shirt, her nails scraping lightly over the ridges of his abdomen. He broke the kiss with a sharp inhale. “Jade…”

“Show me,” she breathed against his lips, her own hands moving to the waistband of his sweatpants. Her fingers trembled as she hooked them into the fabric, along with the band of his boxers, and pushed. They slid down his hips, revealing the hard, defined lines of his pelvis, the trail of dark hair that led down…

And then she saw him.

Her breath caught, not in a clichéd hitch, but in a full, stunned suspension. Oh. He was… magnificent. Thick and long, already fully erect, the head flushed a deep, ruddy purple. A single, glistening bead of moisture pearled at the tip. It was a reality so much more potent than any whispered description or furtive online image. This was Lucas. This was the forbidden flesh of her stepbrother, offered to her.

“You’re staring,” he murmured, a thread of amusement in his voice, though his own breathing was ragged.

“I’ve never…” She reached out, her fingertips hovering an inch from his heated skin. “Can I?”

“Yes.”

The first touch was electric. Her fingers closed around his shaft, her thumb sliding over the smooth, velvety head. He was hot, so hot, like steel wrapped in silk. She felt him jump in her hand, a pulse of pure life. Experimentally, she stroked down the length, then back up, her grip tightening just a fraction. A ragged groan tore from his throat, his head falling back.

“Like that,” he gritted out. “Just like that.”

Encouraged, she began to move her hand in a steady rhythm, up and down, marveling at the feel of him. The skin moved fluidly over the rigid core beneath. She watched, fascinated, as her pale hand worked his darker flesh. The scent of him, musky and masculine, filled her senses. A powerful, unfamiliar ache bloomed between her own thighs, a deep, throbbing need.

She looked up at his face, at the tendons standing out in his neck, the raw desire etched into his features. Without breaking eye contact, she sank to her knees on the carpet.

“Jade,” he warned, but it was a plea.

She leaned forward, her breath ghosting over the sensitive head. She pressed her lips to the bead of moisture, tasting his salt. The flavor was intimate, shocking, his. Then, opening her mouth, she took him inside.

The feeling was overwhelming. The sheer size of him, the heat, the texture of smooth skin over unyielding hardness stretching her lips. She made a small, muffled sound around him. Lucas’s hand came to rest on the back of her head, not pushing, just holding, his fingers threading through her hair.

“Easy,” he whispered, his voice strained. “Just… use your tongue. Don’t try to take it all.”

She obeyed, finding a rhythm. She swirled her tongue around the broad head, licked along the prominent vein on the underside, sucked gently as she pulled back. She learned by the sounds he made—the sharp hiss when she did something right, the low, continuous groan that was her constant soundtrack. Saliva coated her chin, the lewd, wet sounds of her efforts filling the quiet room. The power was intoxicating. To have this strong, protective man trembling under her inexperienced mouth, to feel him grow even harder, to know she was the cause… it stoked a fire in her own core to a fever pitch.

When his thighs began to tremble and his grip in her hair tightened, he gently pulled her off. “Enough,” he rasped, hauling her to her feet. “My turn.”

His hands went to her clothes, and he undressed her with a frantic, worshipful haste. Her sweater was pulled over her head. Her jeans and panties were peeled down her legs. Her bra was unclasped and discarded. She stood naked before him, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin, her nipples pebbling into tight, sensitive points.

Lucas’s gaze was a physical caress, traveling over every inch of her. “God, you’re beautiful,” he breathed, and the awe in his voice melted her last shred of self-consciousness.

He lowered his head to her breast, his mouth closing over one taut peak. The sensation was a lightning strike. His tongue was rough, hot, laving and flicking. He sucked, deep and rhythmic, and the pull seemed connected directly to the aching heart of her. A cry tore from her throat, his name—“Lucas!”—a broken syllable of pure sensation. He moved to her other breast, giving it the same devastating attention, his teeth grazing the peak with just enough pressure to make her knees buckle. He caught her, his arm strong around her waist, and walked her backward until her calves hit the edge of his bed.

He laid her down on the dark comforter, her body a pale contrast against the blue. He knelt between her legs, his hands sliding up her inner thighs, pushing them wider. He looked at the heart of her, glistening and exposed, and a shudder ran through his entire frame.

“So ready for me,” he murmured, his thumb finding her clit.

He rubbed a slow, deliberate circle, and her back arched off the bed, a wordless sob of pleasure escaping her. He added a finger, sliding it deep inside her, stretching her. The fullness was a shock, a promise of what was to come. He worked her with his thumb and finger, curling and stroking, until she was writhing, her hips lifting off the mattress to meet his hand, her breaths coming in sharp, desperate pants.

When he withdrew his hand, she whimpered at the loss. He positioned himself over her, the heavy weight of his erection pressing against her soaked entrance. He braced himself on his forearms, his face inches from hers.

“This will hurt,” he said, his eyes searching hers. “Just at first. Tell me to stop and I stop. Promise me.”

“I promise,” she whispered, wrapping her arms around his neck, pulling him down for a searing kiss.

He pushed forward.

A sharp, burning pain tore through her, a white-hot lance of sensation. She gasped into his mouth, her fingers digging into the hard muscles of his shoulders. He went still, buried to the hilt inside her. The feeling of being filled, of being stretched to her absolute limit around him, was overwhelming. The pain was there, acute and undeniable, but beneath it was something else—a profound, shocking rightness. He was inside her. Lucas was inside her.

“Okay?” he gritted out, his body trembling with the effort of holding still.

She nodded, tears pricking her eyes. “Okay. Don’t stop.”

He began to move. Slowly, agonizingly slowly, he withdrew almost all the way, then slid back in. The second thrust was easier, the sharp edge of pain blunting into a deep, full ache. The third was smoother still. By the fourth, the ache had begun to transform, warming, spreading, becoming something else entirely.

A low moan built in her throat. He found a rhythm, a steady, deep piston of his hips that drove him into her again and again. The friction was exquisite. Each stroke brushed a spot deep inside her that sent sparks skittering along her nerves. Her legs came up to wrap around his waist, locking him to her, pulling him deeper. The slap of skin against skin, the wet, slick sounds of their joining, his ragged breaths in her ear—it was a symphony of their transgression.

“You feel…” he groaned, burying his face in her neck. “God, Jade, you feel unreal.”

He shifted his angle slightly, driving into her with more force. The new pressure was electric. A coil of tension, tight and hot, began to wind in her lower belly. Her moans became louder, more urgent, matching the increasing pace of his thrusts. He was losing control, his movements becoming harder, faster, more desperate. The bedframe began a rhythmic protest against the wall.

The world narrowed to the point where their bodies joined. The coil snapped.

Her climax ripped through her without warning, a seismic wave of pleasure that convulsed her entire body. Her inner muscles clamped down on him in rapid, fluttering pulses, milking his length. A raw, guttural cry was torn from her lips, her vision whiting out at the edges. She was pure sensation, a vessel of ecstasy.

Feeling her clamp around him was Lucas’s undoing. With a final, deep drive, he stilled, his own body locking. A hot, wet rush flooded her depths as he came, his release pulsing into her in thick, endless waves. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a welcome anchor as they both shuddered through the aftershocks.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of their mingled, labored breathing. Slowly, he rolled to his side, taking her with him, his softening cock slipping from her body with a tender, intimate finality. He tucked her against his chest, his arms wrapping around her possessively. She nuzzled into the sweat-damp skin of his neck, inhaling the scent of their shared sin.

“I’m glad it was you,” she whispered into the quiet dark, the words heartfelt and simple.

His arms tightened around her. He pressed a kiss to her temple. “Me too.” A beat of silence, then the inevitable. “This stays between us. Our secret.”

She nodded against his chest. “Our secret.”

5 - A GAME DAY GOOD LUCK CHARM
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The air in the dorm room was thick with the scent of stale laundry and ambition, a smell Jace knew as well as his own reflection. He was sprawled on his bed, a playbook open but unread on his chest, when the soft, insistent knock came. Not the heavy fist of a teammate. This was different. A secret.

He opened the door, and the hallway’s fluorescent glare framed her. Brooke. Coach’s daughter. Eighteen, he had to remind himself, the number a weight in his gut. She wore a thin, dark hoodie over what looked like tiny shorts, her cheerleader’s legs pale and endless in the low light. Her blonde hair was a messy halo, and her eyes—wide, blue, and utterly direct—held a challenge that made his blood hum.

“Jace,” she said, her voice a low tremor that didn’t match her steady gaze.

“Brooke. You can’t be here.” He made to close the door, but her foot, clad in a simple sneaker, slid forward to block it.

“I know. That’s the point.” She pushed past him, the brush of her body against his in the narrow doorway a spark on dry tinder. She turned inside his Spartan room, taking in the trophies, the discarded gear, the single bed. “I’m here to give you a good luck charm. For the big game.”

He closed the door, the click of the lock louder than a gunshot in the quiet. He leaned against it, crossing his arms. “A charm.”

“Uh-huh.” She turned to face him, pulling the hoodie over her head in one fluid motion. Underneath, she wore only a thin, lace-trimmed camisole. The fabric did little to hide the pert, athletic shape of her breasts, the hard points of her nipples pressing against the material. “Me.”

Every warning from Coach Vanderley—‘You look at her, you’re off the team. You breathe near her, I’ll end you.’—echoed, then dissolved into static. The forbidden was a living thing in the room now, pulsing between them. He could see the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the faint flush on her neck. She wasn’t just beautiful; she was off-limits, and that made her an obsession he’d tried to bury for months.

“Your father would kill me,” he said, the words a formality.

A slow, knowing smile touched her lips. “Only if he finds out.” She stepped closer, the scent of her—clean soap and something sweet, like vanilla—washing over him. “I’m a virgin, Jace. I want you to be my first. Think of it as… a pre-game ritual. For luck.”

He couldn’t resist. The admission, the sheer audacity of it, shattered the last of his resolve. In two strides, he closed the distance, his hands finding her waist. She was small, her frame tight and toned from years of gymnastics and cheer. He lifted her easily, her legs wrapping around his hips as he carried her the few steps to the desk chair. He sat, pulling her down onto his lap, her heat searing through his shorts.

“This is insane,” he murmured against her hair.

“I know.” Her breath was warm on his neck.

Then her hands were between them, fumbling with the button of his athletic shorts. The zipper’s rasp was obscenely loud. She pushed the fabric down over his hips, freeing him.

Her eyes went wide. A soft, almost inaudible sound escaped her—not fear, but stark, visceral appreciation. His cock was thick, heavy, already fully hard and curving up against his stomach. She wrapped her fingers around him, her touch tentative at first, then firmer as she began to stroke. The feeling was electric. Her palm was soft, her grip unsure but eager, exploring his length, the smooth head, the prominent vein running along the underside.

“God,” he groaned, his head falling back. His hands tightened on her hips.

Emboldened, she slid off his lap, sinking to her knees on the worn dorm carpet. She looked up at him, her blue eyes holding his, and then she lowered her mouth.

The first touch of her lips was a shock of wet, tentative heat. She took just the crown into her mouth, her tongue flicking experimentally. He hissed, his fingers tangling in her hair. “Easy,” he managed, but she was already learning, her mouth opening wider, taking more of him. The sensation was raw, untutored, and unbelievably hot. Her teeth grazed him once, and she adjusted, her lips forming a tight seal as she began to bob her head slowly. He could feel the tension in her neck, the effort, but also a growing hunger in the way her hands clutched at his thighs, the soft, wet sounds filling the room.

He let her explore for a few desperate, exquisite minutes, watching her blonde head move in his lap. But the need was a fire in his gut. Gently, he pulled her up by her shoulders. “My turn.”

He stood, bringing her with him, and peeled the camisole over her head. Her breasts were perfect handfuls, high and firm with pale pink nipples that tightened instantly in the cool air. He bent his head, taking one into his mouth, sucking deeply. She cried out, her back arching, her fingers clawing at his shoulders. He switched to the other, lavishing it with the same attention, his hands sliding down to hook into the waistband of her tiny shorts and panties. He pushed them down her legs in one motion, and she stepped out, naked before him.

Jace took a moment, drinking her in. Her body was a masterpiece of athletic youth—taut stomach, strong, sculpted legs, the gentle flare of her hips. And between her thighs, a neat, blonde triangle of curls. He guided her back toward the bed, laying her down on the navy blue comforter. He followed her down, settling between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs wider.

“Jace…” Her voice was a whisper, laced with anticipation and a thread of nerves.

He didn’t answer with words. He lowered his head and pressed his mouth to her.

Her taste was clean, musky, utterly feminine. She jolted as his tongue found her core, a sharp gasp tearing from her throat. He licked a slow, firm stripe from her opening to her clit, and her hips bucked off the bed. He held her down, anchoring her with his hands on her stomach, and did it again. And again. He explored her with his tongue, learning her folds, circling the tight, swollen bud of her clit until her breathing became ragged, broken pleas.

“Please… oh god, please…” she chanted, her hands fisting in his sheets. Her thighs trembled against the sides of his head. He slid a finger inside her, finding her tight, impossibly hot, and wet. He added a second, stretching her gently, curling them as he sucked her clit into his mouth.

Her climax hit her suddenly, a violent, twisting wave. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound, her body bowing off the bed as she pulsed around his fingers. He rode it out with her, his mouth gentle now, until the last tremors subsided and she fell back, boneless and panting.

He moved over her, his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. He looked down at her, her face flushed, lips parted, eyes glazed. “This might hurt,” he warned, his voice gravel.

“I don’t care,” she breathed, wrapping her legs around his waist. “I want it. I want you.”

He pushed forward.

There was a moment of intense, breathtaking tightness. He felt her body resist, then yield. She winced, a sharp inhalation, her nails digging into his biceps. He froze, buried completely inside her, feeling the incredible, velvety heat of her clenching around him. “Okay?” he gritted out.

She nodded, her eyes squeezed shut. Then they opened, finding his. “Move.”

He began to withdraw, then slide back in, a slow, deliberate rhythm. The initial sting on her face melted into something else—a dazed, building pleasure. Her hips began to meet his, tentatively at first, then with more confidence. The slick, wet sound of their joining filled the room, a primal counterpoint to their ragged breaths.

He couldn’t hold the slow pace for long. The feel of her, the forbidden thrill, the sheer physical perfection of her body accepting his, drove him wild. His thrusts became harder, faster, driving the bedframe against the wall with a rhythmic thud. She moaned with each impact, her head thrashing on the pillow, her breasts bouncing. He hooked his arms under her knees, pushing her legs back toward her shoulders, opening her wider, sinking even deeper. Her moans turned into sharp, continuous cries.

“Jace… I’m… I’m gonna…”

He flipped her over before she could finish. Pulling her up onto her knees, he entered her from behind in one deep, powerful thrust. The new angle made her scream. He gripped her hips, his fingers biting into her flesh, and set a punishing, athletic pace. Each drive of his hips slammed into her, the slap of skin on skin echoing. He could see everything—the curve of her spine, the clenched muscles of her ass, the place where their bodies joined, glistening and tight. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing hard, fast circles.

It tipped her over the edge. Her second climax tore through her with a force that locked her muscles, her internal muscles clamping down on his cock in rhythmic, milking pulses. Her cry was muffled by the comforter. The sensation was too much. With a raw groan, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release erupting in hot, endless spurts inside her.

He collapsed over her back, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in ragged unison. The room was silent except for the sound of their lungs struggling for air. Slowly, he slid out of her and rolled onto his back, pulling her with him. She curled into his side, her head on his chest, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his skin.

For a long time, neither spoke. The reality of what they’d done began to seep back in, cold around the edges of their warm, sated bodies.

“We can’t do this again,” Jace said finally, his voice rough. “He’ll literally murder me, Brooke. And then he’ll bench my corpse.”

Brooke propped herself up on her elbows, her eyes bright with a defiant, post-coital glow that made Jace’s heart skip a beat. She looked down at him, her blonde hair falling forward, the blue of her eyes sharpened by a stubbornness he had only ever seen on the sidelines of a championship game.

“Let him try,” she whispered, her voice regaining its strength. She leaned down, pressing a lingering, proprietary kiss to the hollow of his throat. “I’m not just a one-time distraction, Jace. I’m going to be your permanent good luck charm. I’m coming back here before every single game—and I don't care what my dad says.”

Jace reached up, his hand tangling in her hair as he looked at the girl who had just dismantled his every defense. The risk was astronomical; it was his scholarship, his career, and his future on the line. But as she shifted against him, the heat of her skin reminding him of the incredible way she had just come apart in his arms, the danger felt secondary.

“You’re going to get us both in so much trouble,” he groaned, even as he pulled her back down for a deep, hungry kiss.

“Then it’ll be the best trouble of our lives,” she promised, her lips curved into a wicked smile against his.

Jace didn't need any more convincing. Some rules were meant to be broken—especially when the prize was this legendary.
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“The debt is cleared, Lila. But this desk won’t be the last surface I have you on.”

His voice, a low rumble still thick with release, cut through the haze of her own climax. Lila lay sprawled across the polished mahogany, her body a map of new sensations—the cool wood beneath her heated skin, the dull, stretching ache between her thighs, the slick proof of him drying on her inner leg. Her own pulse thrummed in her ears, a frantic echo of the rhythm he’d just set inside her.

She pushed herself up on trembling elbows, meeting Mr. Thorton’s gaze. He stood beside the desk, his trousers still bunched around his ankles, his shirt unbuttoned and clinging to the sweat on his chest. He looked utterly disheveled, utterly powerful. And he was watching her with an expression that was not dismissal, but appraisal.

“You want to see me again?” she breathed, the question leaving her before she could cage it.

A corner of his mouth lifted. Not quite a smile. A concession. “I do.”

It had started three hours earlier, with a text message that felt like a death knell.

—

Mr. Thorton: Come to my office at 4 PM.

Lila’s stomach had bottomed out. The numbers on her bank statement flashed behind her eyes, a neon sign of failure. Three months. Ninety days of ignored envelopes with his embossed letterhead, of panicked calculations over instant noodles, of pleading voicemails to her parents that went unanswered. She was nineteen, a second-year art student drowning in a city that glittered just outside her grimy studio window. The apartment was a converted attic in one of his older buildings, a shoebox with sloping ceilings and pipes that sang in the winter. It was all she could afford, and now she couldn’t afford even that.

She’d dressed with a numb sort of care—clean jeans, a simple sweater, her hair pulled back. Armor for the execution. The ride in the mirrored elevator of his downtown management firm felt like an ascent to a gallows. The receptionist, polished and unsmiling, directed her to a pair of heavy oak doors.

He was behind a desk the size of a small boat, his back to a wall of glass that framed the steel-and-cloud skyline. Marcus Thorton. Early forties, with threads of silver at his temples that spoke of authority rather than age. His suit was charcoal, impeccably tailored, and his eyes were the cool grey of a winter sea. He didn’t stand when she entered.

“Miss Johnson. Sit.”

She perched on the edge of the leather chair, her knees pressed tightly together. The air smelled of lemon polish and expensive cologne.

“Your account is in arrears. Significantly.” His voice was calm, devoid of accusation. It was worse that way. “The standard notice period has lapsed.”

Tears pricked behind her eyes, hot and humiliating. She willed them back. “I know. I’m so sorry, Mr. Thorton. My student loan was delayed, and then my part-time hours were cut… I’m trying. I’ll have something next week, I swear.”

He leaned back, steepling his fingers. “Promises don’t pay mortgages, Miss Johnson. Or maintenance fees.” He let the silence stretch, watching her squirm. “I could evict you today. It would be a simple matter.”

The word evict echoed in the quiet room. It meant her portfolio left on the curb, her mattress in the rain, the end of everything. A sob threatened to claw its way out of her throat. In a moment of pure, desperate insanity, she heard herself speak.

“Is there… is there anything else? Any other way?” Her voice was a threadbare whisper.

One of his eyebrows lifted a fraction. “Another way?”

She swallowed, the truth of her situation crashing over her. She had no family money. No rich friend. No hidden talent the world was waiting for. All she had was… herself. A young, untouched body she’d guarded with a kind of anxious pride. It suddenly seemed like a stupid, worthless currency.

“I don’t have any money,” she said, the words scraping out. “But I have… me.” She forced her eyes up to meet his. “I could… I could give you that. To clear the debt.”

The silence that followed was absolute. The hum of the city below faded into a distant murmur. His grey eyes traveled over her—not with the leering appraisal she’d feared from older men on the subway, but with a detached, analytical curiosity. As if she were an unusual artifact whose value he was assessing.

“Your virginity,” he stated, the word clinical in the plush office.

She flinched but nodded, her face burning.

He was quiet for a long moment. Then, he stood. “Come with me.”

He led her not out of the office, but through a private door behind his desk she hadn’t noticed. It opened into a small, sleek elevator. They rode in silence up to the penthouse level. The doors parted directly into his living space—a vast expanse of minimalist furniture, concrete floors, and that staggering, floor-to-ceiling view.

“Here,” he said, his voice softer now, yet no less commanding. He stopped in the center of the living area, near a long, low sofa. “Undress.”

This was it. The point of no return. Her fingers felt thick and clumsy as she pulled her sweater over her head. The cool air raised goosebumps on her arms and across her bare breasts. She fumbled with the button of her jeans, pushed them and her underwear down her legs, stepping out of the pooled fabric. She stood before him, utterly exposed, her arms hanging stiffly at her sides. She felt a wave of dizzying vulnerability, but beneath it, coiling low in her belly, was a thread of something else. A thrilling, terrifying anticipation.

He didn’t move for a moment, his gaze a physical weight tracing the lines of her body—the gentle slope of her shoulders, the tight peaks of her nipples tightening under his scrutiny, the faint tremble in her thighs, the neat triangle of dark hair at their junction.

“Good,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. Then his eyes locked on hers. “Now, come here.”

She took a shaky step forward. He didn’t touch her. Instead, he nodded toward the front of his trousers.

“Unzip me.”

Her breath faltered. She moved closer, the scent of him—woody cologne and clean starch—filling her senses. Her fingers, cold and trembling, found the metal tab of his zipper. She pulled it down slowly, the sound obscenely loud. Reaching into the opening of his boxers, her knuckles brushed against the hard, hot line of his erection. She curled her fingers around him, drawing him out.

He was… substantial. Long and thick, the skin stretched smooth and dark over rigid flesh. A bead of moisture glistened at the tip. The reality of him, of what she was about to do, made her head swim.

“Use your hand,” he instructed, his voice a low thrum. “Show me what you think I’d like.”

She had no idea what he’d like. She’d only ever touched herself, furtive and quick in the dark. Tentatively, she wrapped her fist around his girth, her fingers not meeting. She began to move her hand up, then down, a clumsy, dry stroke.

“Slower,” he said. A command, not a critique. “Your other hand, too. Use the moisture.”

She brought her other hand up, cupping the head, smearing the slickness there down his length. The sensation of him, of the silken skin sliding over unyielding hardness, was fascinating. She fell into a rhythm, up and down, her grip firming as she gained a faint confidence. His breath changed. A slow, deep inhalation through his nose. His hips gave a slight, involuntary push into her encircling hands.

A low groan vibrated in his chest. The sound went straight through her, a spark landing in that coiled warmth in her core. She had done that. With her inexperienced hands.

“Enough,” he rasped. His own hands came up, not to take over, but to cradle her head, his thumbs stroking her jaw. “On your knees, Lila.”

She sank down, the cool concrete firm against her kneecaps. He was at her eye level now. He guided himself toward her mouth. “Open.”

She parted her lips, allowing him to nudge the broad head inside. The taste was musky, salty, uniquely him. He didn’t thrust. He let her find her way. She closed her lips around him, her tongue tentatively exploring the smooth crown, the prominent vein along the underside. She took more of him, the stretch of her jaw a new, strange ache. She began to move her head, copying the rhythm of her hand, her tongue swirling, her lips tight.

His fingers threaded into her hair, not pulling, just holding. His breathing grew rougher. “Good girl,” he gritted out. “Just like that. Take it all.”

She hollowed her cheeks, sucking gently as she took him deeper, until she felt him bump the back of her throat. She relaxed, letting him slide further, a muffled sound of effort escaping her. The feeling of power was intoxicating. This stern, unshakeable man was trembling under her mouth.

With a sudden, fluid motion, he pulled himself from her lips. His hands gripped her under her arms, lifting her to her feet as if she weighed nothing. He turned her and guided her backward until her bare bottom met the edge of the massive mahogany desk in his study—a partner to the one in his office below.

“Sit,” he ordered, his voice rough.

She hoisted herself up, the wood shockingly cold against her skin. He stepped between her splayed knees, his hands coming up to cup her breasts. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, and a sharp, electric jolt shot through her. He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one peak.

The sensation was nothing like her own timid touches. His mouth was hot, demanding. He sucked, his tongue flicking and circling, then grazing the tip with his teeth—not biting, but a promise of pressure. A sound escaped her, a high, thin moan she didn’t recognize as her own. Her back arched, pushing her breast deeper into his mouth. He lavished the same attention on the other, his hands kneading her flesh, claiming it. The ache between her legs became a throbbing, insistent pulse. She was wet, a slick heat she could feel gathering.

He straightened, his eyes dark, his own control visibly fraying. He gripped her hips, pulling her to the very edge of the desk. “Look at me,” he said.

She dragged her gaze up to his. He positioned himself, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He pushed forward, just an inch.

A sharp, stretching, burning pain made her gasp, her fingers scrabbling against the slick desktop. Her whole body went rigid.

He stilled. Completely. His hands softened on her hips. “Breathe, Lila,” he said, his voice surprisingly gentle amidst the storm in his eyes. “Just breathe. Let your body accept me.”

She forced a shuddering breath into her lungs, then another. The initial sting began to recede, replaced by a feeling of incredible fullness as he remained buried in that first, shocking inch. He was so big, stretching her in a way that felt impossible. She gave a tiny, tentative nod.

He moved again, with exquisite slowness, sinking deeper. The burn flared, then subsided into a deep, stretching ache. He filled her completely, a sensation so profound it stole the air from her lungs. He was still, letting her adjust, his forehead resting against hers. She could feel the pounding of his heart through his chest, or maybe it was her own.

“Alright?” he murmured.

She nodded again, unable to speak.

He began to move. Withdrawing almost completely, then sliding back in with that same deliberate, controlled pace. Each stroke fanned the ache into something else. A friction that sparked along nerves she never knew existed. The pain melted, transformed into a building pressure, a delicious fullness that demanded more.

His pace increased, not to a frantic race, but to deep, powerful thrusts that drove her up the desk. Each one jolted through her, hitting a spot inside that made her see stars. Her moans became continuous, a desperate melody matching the rhythmic slap of skin against skin. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper, needing that friction, that perfect, devastating pressure.

“That’s it,” he growled, his composure shattering. “Take it. All of it.”

He was piston-like, relentless, each plunge wringing another ragged cry from her throat. The world narrowed to the point where their bodies joined, to the sweat-slick friction, to the building, coiling tension in her core. It was a crescendo, a wave gathering height and force, terrifying in its intensity.

He suddenly pulled out of her, his hands gripping her waist. “Turn around,” he commanded, his voice raw. “Over the desk.”

Dazed, she complied, pushing herself up on trembling arms and turning, bending over the cool mahogany. He positioned himself behind her, his hands spreading her cheeks, his thumb brushing over her slick, swollen entrance from behind before guiding himself back in.

This angle was deeper, more invasive. He entered her in one smooth, claiming stroke, drawing a choked scream from her that was half shock, half overwhelming pleasure. He held her hips in a firm grip, his fingers biting into her flesh, as he set a new, driving rhythm. Each thrust rocked her entire body forward, her breasts rubbing against the polished wood. The sounds were obscene, wet and fleshly, and they fueled her own unraveling.

The coil inside her snapped.

Pleasure detonated, white-hot and all-consuming. It ripped through her in relentless waves, clamping her around his invading length, milking him. Her vision whited out. A broken, sobbing cry was torn from her throat as she convulsed against the desk.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt. A hoarse shout was punched from his lungs as he pulsed inside her, hot and endless, his body shuddering against hers. He collapsed over her back, his weight pressing her into the desk, his breath hot and ragged against her shoulder.

They stayed like that for long minutes, joined, spent, the only sounds their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal.

He was the first to move, withdrawing from her body with a soft, wet sound that made her blush even in her spent state. He righted his trousers but didn’t fully dress. He looked down at her, where she still lay draped over his desk, her body humming with the aftershocks of sensation.

“The debt is cleared, Lila. But this desk won’t be the last surface I have you on.”

Now, as she sat up, the reality of his words—and her own eager, thrumming response to them—settled over her. The nervous girl from three hours ago was gone. In her place was someone who knew what it felt like to be utterly possessed, and who, to her own shock, wanted to feel it again.

She slid off the desk, her legs holding her steadier than she expected. She found her clothes, began to dress under his watchful silence. As she pulled her sweater on, she finally spoke, her voice quiet but clear. “When?”
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The master bedroom was a sanctuary of masculine order and quiet, a place Ciara had rarely entered in the three years since her mother’s death. The air smelled of clean laundry, cedar from the closet, and the faint, sharp scent of Gabe’s aftershave. He stood by the window, a silhouette against the streetlight’s glow, his back to her. He’d changed out of his work clothes into a worn grey t-shirt and soft-looking sweatpants that hung low on his hips. The sight of him, so solid and real in the dim quiet of the house, made the last of her prom-night adrenaline evaporate, replaced by a thrumming, decisive heat.

She hadn’t knocked. The door had been ajar, and she’d simply pushed it open, the rustle of her taffeta skirt the only announcement. He turned, and his eyes—those guarded, weary eyes that had seen her through tears and algebra homework—widened just a fraction. “Ciara? You’re home early. Everything okay?”

“No,” she said, and her voice didn’t waver. It was a clear, cool note in the warm room. “Everything is not okay.”

He took a step toward her, his brow furrowing with that familiar, protective concern. “Did something happen? Someone hurt you?” His hands, those big, calloused hands that could fix a carburetor or bandage a scraped knee, clenched at his sides.

“You,” she breathed out, the word hanging between them. “You’re what’s not okay. The way you look at me. The way you don’t look at me.”

“Ciara…” His voice was a low warning, a rumble of distant thunder.

“I’m tired of it, Gabe. I’m so tired of being the little girl in the pink room down the hall.” She took a step forward, the crystals on her dress catching the faint light, scattering tiny stars across the ceiling. “I turned eighteen three months ago. And tonight… I looked at all those boys, and all I could think was that they weren’t you.”

A muscle ticked in his jaw. He looked away, running a hand through his dark hair. “You don’t know what you’re saying. You’re upset. The dress, prom night… it gets to your head.”

“It’s in my heart,” she corrected, moving closer. She was within arm’s reach now, close enough to see the flecks of amber in his brown eyes, to smell the unique, warm scent that was just him. “It’s been in my heart since you carried me to bed when I cried myself to sleep after Mom died. Since you taught me how to change a tire. My mom is gone, but we’re still here. You’re the only real thing I have left.”

“I’m your stepfather,” he ground out, the words seeming to cost him.

“You’re Gabe,” she whispered, and she reached out, her fingertips brushing the back of his clenched fist. The contact was electric. He flinched as if burned, but he didn’t pull away. “And I am a virgin. And I don’t want to be. Not anymore. I want to give it away. I want to give it to you.”

His control shattered. She saw it happen—a crack in the dam, a sudden, raw vulnerability in his eyes that was quickly swallowed by a dark, hungry wave of something else. His hand uncurled and turned, capturing her fingers. His grip was firm, almost painful. “Ciara. This is a line. Once we cross it, there’s no going back to what we were.”

“I don’t want what we were,” she said, her other hand coming up to rest on his chest. She felt the powerful beat of his heart through the soft cotton. “I want what we are. Right now. I belong to you. You know I do.”

A low, tortured sound escaped him. It was surrender. His free hand came up, trembling visibly as he cupped the side of her face, his thumb tracing the arch of her cheekbone. His gaze searched hers, looking for doubt, for hesitation. He found only a fierce, unwavering certainty that mirrored the storm in his own.

“God help me,” he murmured, and then he was pulling her into him.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a claiming. His mouth was hot and desperate on hers, his tongue sweeping past her lips with a possessive urgency that stole the air from her lungs. She kissed him back with all the pent-up longing of three years, her hands sliding up to tangle in the hair at the nape of his neck. He tasted of coffee and mint and a deeper, wilder flavor that was purely male. His arms wrapped around her, crushing the stiff fabric of her dress between them, one hand splayed against the small of her back, pressing her into the hard, unyielding line of his body.

When he broke the kiss, they were both breathing in ragged, open-mouthed gasps. His eyes were black with need. Without a word, his hands went to the side zipper of her dress. The sound of it parting was obscenely loud. He pushed the straps from her shoulders, and the heavy blue fabric pooled at her feet with a sigh, leaving her in only a simple white lace bra, matching panties, and her heels.

He stared, his chest rising and falling. “Jesus,” he breathed, the word full of reverence and shock.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice husky. Her fingers went to the waistband of his sweatpants, finding the tie. She loosened it, then hooked her thumbs into the fabric, pushing it down along with his boxer briefs in one firm motion.

He sprang free, thick and heavy and already fully erect. A gasp caught in Ciara’s throat. She’d seen pictures, of course, in the furtive glances at the internet that every teenager takes, but nothing had prepared her for the reality of him. The sheer, potent maleness of it. The skin was dark velvet, stretched taut over a formidable length and a thick, prominent crown. A single, glistening bead of moisture had already gathered at the tip.

“You’re… magnificent,” she whispered, the word feeling inadequate.

She didn’t wait for permission. She wrapped her hand around him, her fingers not quite meeting. He was searing hot, the skin like silk over steel. A violent tremor went through him. She began to move her hand, a slow, tentative stroke from root to tip, learning his shape, his weight. His head fell back, a ragged groan tearing from his throat. Pre-cum slicked her path, making the glide smoother, wetter. She tightened her grip slightly, establishing a rhythm, watching in fascinated awe as his stomach muscles clenched and his thighs tensed.

“Ciara… stop… if you keep…” he managed, his voice strangled.

“I don’t want to stop,” she said, and she sank to her knees on the carpet.

The world narrowed to the space between his legs, to the musky, clean scent of him, to the powerful throb she felt under her palm. She leaned in, her breath ghosting over the sensitive head. She heard his sharp intake of air. Then, with a courage that came from somewhere deep and sure, she opened her mouth and took him inside.

The taste was salty, musky, and profoundly intimate. She closed her lips around him, using her tongue to explore the frenulum, the smooth ridge. He was big, filling her mouth, stretching her lips. She relaxed her jaw, letting him slide deeper, her hand working the base he couldn’t reach. His own hands came down to cradle her head, his fingers threading through her upswept hair, not forcing, but holding, as if she were something precious and terrifying.

“Fuck,” he hissed, the word a prayer and a curse.

She found a rhythm, bobbing her head, hollowing her cheeks, listening to the guttural sounds of pleasure she pulled from him. Saliva gathered, making lewd, wet sounds in the quiet room. The act was messy and imperfect and utterly consuming. A powerful sense of ownership swept through her—she was doing this to him, reducing this strong, stoic man to a shuddering, vulnerable state. The thought coiled hot and tight in her own belly.

With a sudden, choked sound, he pulled her up. “Enough,” he growled, his voice raw. “I need to feel you. All of you.”

He stripped the bra and panties from her with a swift, efficient urgency that left her completely bare. His eyes devoured her—the gentle swell of her breasts, the flat plane of her stomach, the soft thatch of dark curls at the junction of her thighs. He backed her toward the bed, his mouth finding hers again in a searing kiss as his hands roamed her body. His touch was everywhere, mapping her, claiming her. He bit down gently on the curve of her neck, then soothed the spot with his tongue, sending a lightning bolt of sensation straight to her core. His mouth moved lower, capturing a taut nipple, sucking hard until she cried out, her back arching off the mattress he’d laid her on.

He worshiped her body with his mouth and hands, licking, biting, kneading, until she was a writhing, breathless mess, her skin flushed and sensitive. His fingers finally slid between her legs, finding her wet and swollen and ready. He circled her clit, once, twice, a slow, maddening tease that made her hips buck.

“Please, Gabe,” she begged, the words torn from her. “Now.”

He positioned himself between her thighs, the blunt, hot head of his cock nudging at her entrance. He looked down at her, his face a mask of strained control. “This will hurt,” he warned, his voice thick.

“I don’t care,” she gasped, wrapping her legs around his hips, pulling him closer. “I want it. I want you.”

He pushed forward.

A sharp, burning sting tore through her. Her eyes watered instantly, a small, wounded sound escaping her lips. She gripped his muscular arms, her nails digging into the hard biceps. He went utterly still, buried deep inside her, his body trembling with the effort.

“Breathe, baby,” he murmured, dropping kisses on her damp eyelids, her forehead, her parted lips. “Just breathe. It’ll pass.”

He held her like that, not moving, letting her body adjust to the incredible, stretching fullness of him. The initial sting began to fade, replaced by a deep, aching pressure that wasn’t entirely unpleasant. It was a feeling of being occupied, of being irrevocably connected. She shifted her hips experimentally, and a new sensation, a spark of something hotter, brighter, flickered to life.

He took that as his cue. He began to move, withdrawing almost completely before sliding back in with a slow, deliberate stroke that made her gasp. The friction was exquisite, the burn transforming into a radiating heat that spread through her lower belly. He set a deep, steady rhythm, each thrust hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her head thrashing on the pillow.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice a rough caress.

She forced her eyes open, meeting his intense gaze. At that moment, there was no stepfather, no stepdaughter. There was only Gabe and Ciara, bound together in the most primal way possible. The connection was devastating. He began to move faster, harder, his hips driving into her with a primal intensity that made the bedframe creak in a rhythmic protest. The sound of skin slapping against skin, their mingled gasps and moans, filled the room.

The coil inside her wound tighter and tighter with every powerful thrust. Her world dissolved into pure sensation—the scrape of his sweat-dampened shirt against her nipples, the delicious weight of his body pinning her down, the relentless, perfect friction where they were joined. A pressure built, immense and terrifying, at her very center.

“Gabe… I’m… something’s happening…” she cried out, her voice breaking.

“Let it happen,” he grunted, his pace becoming frantic, losing its rhythm in his own climb toward the edge. “Cum for me, Ciara. Now.”

It broke over her like a wave, a crashing, blinding release that tore a scream from her throat. Her body convulsed around him, milking his length in rhythmic pulses. The intensity of it was shocking, wiping her mind clean of every thought except the pleasure ripping through her. Her climax triggered his own. With a final, deep thrust that buried him to the hilt, he shouted her name, his body locking as he emptied himself inside her in hot, pulsing jets.

He collapsed on top of her, his full weight a comforting, solid presence. They lay tangled together, slick with sweat, hearts pounding a frantic, slowing duet against each other’s chests. The air was thick with the scent of sex and spent passion.

After a long while, he shifted his weight to the side, gathering her against him. His fingers traced idle patterns on her bare shoulder. In the quiet dark, his voice was a soft rumble. “No one else,” he said, the words a vow. “Never. You understand? No one else touches you. Ever.”

Ciara nestled closer, her body humming with a deep, satisfied ache. She pressed a kiss to the hollow of his throat. “There is no one else,” she whispered, the truth of it settling in her bones. “Just you. You’re my home.”
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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 worshipped.

“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 - THE STUDENT’S GOODBYE GIFT

MF / Taboo / Teacher Student / Virgin / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The final bell’s echo had long since faded, leaving the old classroom in a hushed, dusty silence. Nora stood just inside the door, her knuckles white where they gripped the strap of her book bag. The air smelled of chalk dust, old paper, and the faint, clean scent of his cologne. Mr. Woodward hadn’t looked up from his grade book, his pen moving in steady, precise ticks. But she knew he’d heard her come in.

“Nora,” he said, his voice a low rumble that filled the space between the rows of empty desks. “You should be on the bus.”

“I know.” Her own voice sounded too thin, too young. She took a step forward. The floorboard creaked. “I couldn’t leave without… saying a proper goodbye.”

Now he looked up. His eyes, the color of worn denim, held hers. They were a teacher’s eyes, sharp and assessing, but beneath that, she saw the flicker of something else. Something she’d spent her entire senior year imagining in the dark of her bedroom. The fantasy was a polished stone in her pocket, worn smooth by constant touch. Him. Always him.

“A proper goodbye,” he repeated, putting down his pen. The sound was final. He leaned back in his chair, the leather sighing. “What does that entail, exactly?”

He was making her say it. The game was part of it, she realized. The last test. Heat bloomed across her chest, creeping up her neck. She let her bag slide to the floor with a soft thud. “You know what I want. I’ve turned eighteen. I’m graduating. I don’t want to walk out of this room… out of this school… without knowing what it’s like to be with you.”

The confession hung in the air, stark and undeniable. For a long moment, he didn’t move. Then, with a fluid, deliberate motion, he stood. He was taller than she remembered from behind her desk. He came around it, stopping a foot away. The space between them felt charged, like the moment before a summer storm breaks.

“This is a profound risk,” he said, his gaze tracing the line of her jaw, the rapid flutter of the pulse in her throat. “For me. For you.”

“I don’t care.”

A slow smile touched his lips, one she’d never seen before. It wasn’t a teacher’s smile. It was hungry. Predatory. “Yes, you do. But you want it more.” He reached past her, and she heard the decisive click of the door lock. The sound was obscenely loud. Final. Her breath caught, not hitched, but simply stopped for a three-count heartbeat.

Then his hands were on her, one sliding around the small of her back, the other cupping the nape of her neck. He pulled her against him, and the contact was electric. The crisp cotton of his shirt against her cheek, the solid wall of his chest, the heat radiating from him. He smelled of ink and man and something darker, muskier. His mouth found hers, not with gentle exploration, but with a claiming intensity that stole the last of her thoughts. His tongue pressed against the seam of her lips and she opened for him, a low sound vibrating in her throat as he tasted her, deep and thorough.

When he broke the kiss, they were both breathing in ragged sync. His eyes had darkened to a stormy blue. “Tell me you’re sure, Nora. Now.”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

His hands moved to his belt. The rasp of the buckle, the slide of the zipper—each sound was a spike of pure, liquid anticipation in her veins. He guided her hand to the opening. Her fingers, trembling slightly, brushed against hot skin and coarse hair. Then she touched him. The reality of him was a shock. He was thick, heavy, already half-hard and silken-soft over an iron core. She wrapped her hand around him, her fingers not meeting, and gave an experimental stroke. He was velvet over steel. A shudder went through him, and his head tipped back, a muscle jumping in his jaw.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She did, her eyes wide, as she stroked him again, learning the shape and weight of him. He grew harder, fuller, in her grasp, until he was a rigid, heated column against her palm. The power of it, of seeing the unflappable Mr. Woodward undone by her touch, was more intoxicating than any fantasy.

“Good girl,” he murmured, and the praise sent a bolt straight to her core. “Now, get on your knees.”

The command was simple, absolute. She sank down, the worn linoleum cool through her tights. The world narrowed to the space between his legs, to the impressive, ruddy cock standing at attention before her. She’d read about this, dreamed about it, but nothing prepared her for the sheer, intimidating reality. The salty, clean scent of him filled her senses. She leaned in, her lips parting.

The first touch of her mouth to the head was tentative, a brush of warmth. He was smooth, like heated marble. She opened wider, taking just the crown inside. A bead of moisture bloomed on her tongue, sharp and musky. She moaned at the taste, the intimacy of it, and the sound seemed to spur him. His hand came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just present.

“More, Nora. Take more.”

She obeyed, sliding her lips down the shaft, her tongue flattening against the sensitive underside. The stretch of her mouth was unfamiliar, a little painful, but overwhelmingly erotic. She found a rhythm, bobbing her head, using her hand to stroke what she couldn’t take. His breathing grew harsh above her. His fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her pace, a little faster, a little deeper. The sounds were filthy, wet, and utterly captivating. She looked up, her eyes watering, and met his gaze. He was watching her, his expression a mask of intense, focused pleasure. Seeing his control fray because of her was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

“Enough,” he growled suddenly, his voice thick. He pulled her up, not gently, and turned her toward the broad, scarred teacher’s desk. With swift, efficient motions, he pushed her skirt up around her waist and hooked his thumbs in the waistband of her tights and panties, dragging them down to her ankles. The cool air kissed her bare skin, making her gasp. “Up. On the desk.”

She scrambled onto the smooth, worn surface, the wood cool against her thighs and back. He stood between her legs, spreading them wide with his hands. She felt utterly exposed, vulnerable, and more aroused than she thought possible. Her wetness was a slick, undeniable truth.

“So perfect,” he muttered, more to himself than to her. He leaned down, and his mouth was on her.

The first stroke of his tongue was a lightning bolt. It wasn’t gentle or teasing. It was a direct, purposeful assault on her most sensitive flesh. He licked a broad, flat stripe from her opening to her clit, and her back arched off the desk, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. He did it again, and again, his tongue probing, circling, flicking. He found a rhythm that was merciless, his mouth sealing over her clit, sucking gently, then harder, while his tongue worked in relentless circles. One hand held her hip pinned to the desk, the other slid beneath her, fingers digging into the flesh of her ass to tilt her up for a better angle.

Pleasure, sharp and coiling, built with terrifying speed. It wasn’t a slow burn; it was a wildfire, fanned by every expert stroke of his tongue. She was babbling, a stream of “please” and “yes” and “more” and “right there.” Her hands fisted in her own hair, her heels digging into the small of his back, trying to pull him closer, deeper. The tension coiled tighter, a spring wound to its limit. She was on the very edge, her body trembling, her breaths coming in desperate pants.

He pulled back, leaving her throbbing and empty. She whimpered, a sound of pure loss. “Not yet,” he said, his chin glistening. “I want to be inside you when you cum.”

He straightened, his own breathing ragged. He reached into his pocket, and the tear of a foil packet was the only warning before he sheathed himself. He moved closer, the blunt, solid head of his cock nudging against her slick entrance. He looked into her eyes, his own dark with need. “This will hurt. For a moment.”

She nodded, biting her lip. He pushed forward.

The sensation was a bright, stinging flash of pain. A tight, burning pressure as her body resisted the unfamiliar intrusion. She cried out, her nails scraping against the desktop. He stilled, buried to the hilt inside her, his body trembling with the effort of holding back. “Breathe, Nora,” he urged, his voice strained. “Just breathe.”

She did, forcing air into her lungs. The sharp pain receded, softening into a deep, full ache. He was so much more than she’d imagined, stretching her, filling her in a way that felt impossibly intimate. She shifted experimentally, and a new sensation bloomed—not pain, but a deep, internal friction that made her gasp.

He began to move. Slow, shallow thrusts at first, letting her body adjust. Each stroke dragged his length against sensitive, untouched places, sending sparks up her spine. The ache transformed, melting into a building wave of pleasure that began to crest with every inward push. She wrapped her legs around his hips, pulling him deeper. Her moans were constant now, a low, needy soundtrack to the slap of skin against skin.

“You feel like heaven,” he gritted out, his pace quickening.

The desk began to rock with the force of his thrusts. He leaned over her, capturing her mouth in a searing kiss, swallowing her cries. The combination was overwhelming—his taste, his scent, the hard heat of him pounding into her, the rough wood beneath her back. The coil inside her wound tight again, tighter than before, a desperate, screaming tension.

“I’m… I can’t…” she sobbed against his mouth.

“Cum for me, Nora,” he demanded, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, perfectly angled. “Now.”

The command shattered her. The orgasm ripped through her with violent, exquisite force. Her vision whited out. Her inner muscles clenched around him in a series of frantic, rhythmic pulses, milking his length. A raw, guttural scream was torn from her throat, echoing in the empty classroom.

He groaned, a deep, ragged sound of pure release, and drove into her one last, final time. She felt him pulse inside her, a hot, throbbing rush that seemed to go on and on, filling the condom, filling the space he’d carved inside her. He collapsed over her, his weight a welcome anchor as they both shuddered through the aftershocks.

For a long time, there was only the sound of their labored breathing mingling in the quiet room. Slowly, he pulled out, the loss of him making her feel strangely empty. He disposed of the condom in the small trash can by his desk, then helped her sit up. Her legs felt like water. He handed her her discarded clothes, his movements efficient, the teacher returning.

As she dressed, fingers fumbling with buttons, he watched her. “You have my number,” he said, his voice back to its normal, measured tone, though his hair was mussed and his shirt untucked. “When you get to college. Settled in. Call me.”

Nora nodded, smoothing her skirt. Her body felt used, gloriously sore, and utterly transformed. The fantasy was no longer a stone in her pocket; it was a brand on her skin, a memory etched into her very bones. She looked at him—really looked—and saw not just her teacher, but the man who had just shattered and remade her world in the span of twenty minutes. She felt a strange, powerful certainty settle in her chest.

She was ready for anything now.

10 - BREAKING THE BRO CODE

MF / Taboo / Brother’s Best Friend / Virgin / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The late summer air was thick and sweet, heavy with the scent of jasmine from the main house’s trellis. It clung to Evie’s skin as she crossed the dark lawn, the damp grass cool under her bare feet. The guest house was a single, soft-lit rectangle against the night, a silent promise. Her heart wasn’t racing; it was a steady, deep drumbeat, a certainty that had settled into her bones hours ago. She’d watched her brother’s taillights vanish down the driveway. She’d counted to one hundred. And then she’d gone.

She didn’t knock. The door was unlocked.

Brandon was on the worn leather couch, a half-dismantled motorcycle carburetor on the coffee table, grease darkening the lines of his fingers. The guest house had been his sanctuary for the last two months after his parents had kicked him out. It was a place of grease, cold beer, and the low hum of the radio that Evie had listened to from her bedroom window. Now, standing in the doorway, the distance between his mechanical world and her quiet life felt like a single, electrified step she was finally ready to take.

He looked up, not startled, but with a slow, assessing focus that made the air in the small room feel thinner. He’d always looked at her like that, ever since she’d stopped being just his best friend’s kid sister. A look that saw the woman, not the girl.

“Evie.” His voice was a low rumble, the sound of gravel under tires.

“Hi.” She stayed by the door, her thin cotton sundress suddenly feeling like the only thing she owned. The speech she’d practiced evaporated. The careful logic about university and experience dissolved into one raw, simple truth. “I don’t want to go away to college in the fall… not knowing.”

He didn’t understand. His gaze traveled over her, from the nervous twist of her hands to the bare curve of her shoulders. “Not knowing what?”

“What it’s like.” Her own voice surprised her, clear and steady. “I don’t want my first time to be some drunken fumble in a dorm. I want it to be… real. I want to remember it.”

A muscle in his jaw tightened. He wiped his hands on a rag, the movement deliberate. “Your brother would put me through a wall.”

“He doesn’t have to know.” She took a step forward, the floorboards cool under her soles. “It’s my choice. It’s my body. And I… I choose you.”

The silence that followed was a living thing, charged and humming. He stood, unfolding his tall frame, and the distance between them shrank to nothing. He smelled of engine oil, cheap soap, and the night itself. His hands, when they came up to cradle her face, were warm and rough.

“You’re sure?” The question was a whisper against her temple.

In answer, she rose on her toes and pressed her mouth to the strong column of his throat, feeling his pulse jump against her lips. A confirmation. A yes.

A sound, almost a growl, vibrated in his chest. His arms wrapped around her, one hand sliding into her hair, tilting her head back. His mouth found hers, not with gentle exploration, but with a hungry, claiming heat that stole the breath from her lungs. His tongue swept inside, tasting of coffee and a dark, smoky sweetness that was all him. It was nothing like the awkward kisses she’d known before. This was a conversation, a demand, and a surrender all at once. Her hands fisted in the soft cotton of his t-shirt, holding on as the world tilted.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Fuck the bro code,” he muttered, and the coarse word, spoken in that velvet-rough voice, sent a jolt straight to her core. He sat back on the couch, pulling her down with him so she straddled his lap. The hard ridge of his denim-clad erection pressed against the damp, thin fabric of her panties, and a sharp, sweet ache blossomed low in her belly.

His mouth traveled from her lips to the sensitive spot just below her ear, then down the slope of her neck. His teeth grazed her skin, not biting, but promising. A hot shiver, not down her spine, but radiating outwards from where his lips touched. She arched into him, a silent plea. One of his hands slid down her back, over the dress, and cupped her ass, pulling her tighter against him, grinding her down on that delicious pressure.

“Brandon…” His name was a sigh, a prayer.

“Tell me what you want, Evie.” His voice was muffled against her skin.

“You. All of you.” Emboldened by the darkness and the rightness of it, her fingers fumbled for the button of his jeans. The metal was cool. The zipper rasped loudly in the quiet room. She pushed the denim down over his hips, and her eyes widened.

She’d seen diagrams. She’d overheard whispers. Nothing prepared her for the reality of him. Thick, rigid, and already glistening at the tip, his cock lay heavy against his stomach. A dark vein traced its length, pulsing with the same rhythm she felt in her own blood. He was large, intimidatingly so, and a flutter of genuine nerves mixed with the sharp thrill of anticipation.

“Jesus,” she breathed.

He watched her face, his eyes dark pools in the lamplight. “You don’t have to—”

“I want to.” She wrapped her fingers around him, the skin hot and smooth as silk over steel.

He was hard, yet yielded slightly to her grip. She stroked, tentatively at first, then with more confidence as he hissed a sharp breath between his teeth. A bead of clear fluid pearled at the slit. Acting on an instinct she didn’t know she possessed, she leaned down and swiped it away with her tongue. The taste was salty, musky, uniquely him.

The groan that tore from him was raw, unfiltered. His hands tightened in her hair, not forcing, but guiding. “Again.”

She needed no further encouragement. She opened her mouth and took him in, as much as she could. The weight of him on her tongue, the faint, clean scent of his skin, the way his hips gave a minute, helpless jerk—it was power and submission in one act. She explored with lips and tongue, learning what made his breath catch, what made his fingers tremble against her scalp. She hollowed her cheeks, bobbed her head, her own arousal a throbbing counterpoint between her legs, soaking through her panties. The wet sounds, his stifled curses, the creak of the leather couch—it was a symphony of want.

“Enough,” he rasped, pulling her up. “My turn.”

He stood, lifting her effortlessly, and carried her the few steps to the unmade bed. He laid her down, then knelt beside her. His eyes never left hers as his fingers found the thin straps of her sundress. He pushed them down her arms, peeling the dress away like a second skin until she lay bare except for her white cotton panties, already dark with her own moisture.

His gaze was a physical touch, heating every inch of skin it traveled over. “Fucking perfect,” he murmured, more to himself than to her.

Then his mouth was on her, but not where she desperately wanted it. He kissed the hollow of her throat, the curve of her breast, his tongue swirling around one nipple until it drew into a tight, aching peak. He moved to the other, giving it the same relentless attention, while his hand smoothed down her stomach, fingertips tracing the trembling muscles. He kissed her navel, her hip bones, the inside of her thighs, his stubble a delicious abrasion against her tender skin. He was everywhere but the one place that was screaming for him, a slow, exquisite torture that had her twisting the sheets in her fists.

“Brandon… please…”

“Please what?” His breath feathered over her damp curls.

“There. Please.”

A slow, wicked smile touched his lips. Then he hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and drew them down her legs. The cool air hit her wet flesh, and she shuddered. He settled between her legs, spreading her wide with his shoulders, and looked his fill. The intimacy of it, his focused study, made her blush from head to toe.

“So pretty,” he whispered, and then his mouth was on her.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike. He didn’t tease. He licked a long, slow stripe through her folds, gathering her wetness, humming with appreciation. He found her clit and circled it, his tongue firm and knowing. The sensation was so intense, so foreign and perfect, that a broken cry tore from her throat. Her hips lifted off the bed, seeking more. He gave it to her, licking and sucking, his fingers sliding inside her, stretching her gently, curling in a way that made stars burst behind her eyelids. The pleasure built, a tight, coiling spring in her belly, threatening to snap. Just as she felt herself hovering on the edge, he pulled away.

She whimpered in protest, her body trembling with unmet need.

He was sheathing himself in a condom he’d pulled from the nightstand, his movements swift. Then he was over her, bracing himself on tattooed forearms, his cock nudging at her entrance. The broad head pressed against her, and the stretch was immediate, a bright, startling fullness.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice strained.

Her eyes, glazed with pleasure, found his. He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion. There was a sharp pinch, a burning stretch that made her gasp, her nails digging into the dark ink on his arms. He held still, his entire body trembling with the effort.

“Breathe, baby. Just breathe.”

She did, forcing air into her lungs, and as she relaxed, the pain receded, replaced by a staggering sense of fullness, of being utterly claimed. He began to move, shallow retreats followed by deeper pushes, each one easier than the last. The friction was extraordinary, a slow, building fire in her core. A low, rhythmic sound started in her throat, part moan, part sob.

“That’s it,” he gritted out, his pace gradually increasing. “Take me. All of me.”

And she did. Her legs wrapped around his waist, heels locking at the small of his back, pulling him deeper. The slap of skin on skin, the wet, slick sounds of their joining, his ragged breaths hot against her ear—it was primal, perfect. The coiling tension returned, magnified a hundredfold by the deep, dragging thrusts of his cock inside her. He shifted his angle slightly, and on the next thrust, he hit a spot that made her vision whiten.

“Oh god… Brandon!”

His name became a mantra on her lips, chanted with every drive of his hips. He was fucking her in earnest now, his control fraying, his body slamming into hers with a force that shook the bedframe. The world narrowed to the place where they were joined, to the overwhelming sensation of being filled, stretched, and worshipped by his relentless rhythm. The spring inside her wound tighter, tighter, until with a final, deep grind of his pelvis against her clit, it shattered.

Her climax tore through her with violent, stunning force. Her back arched off the bed, a silent scream on her lips as her inner muscles clamped down on him in rhythmic, pulsing waves. The pleasure was blinding, all-consuming, wiping every thought from her mind except the feel of him buried deep inside her as she fell apart.

Her convulsions triggered his own release. With a guttural shout, he drove into her one last time, his body seizing, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself into the condom. He collapsed atop her, his weight a comforting anchor as they both gasped for air, slick with sweat, tangled together.

Slowly, the world seeped back in. The buzz of the lone lamp. The scent of sex and summer night. The frantic beat of his heart against her chest, slowing to match her own.

He rolled off her, disposing of the condom, then gathered her against his side. For a long time, they just breathed.

As the cool air began to dry their skin, they dressed in silence. He pulled on his jeans, commando, and she slipped her sundress back over her head, the fabric feeling different now, like a secret against her skin.

He caught her wrist as she turned to leave. His touch was gentle but firm. “Evie. We have to be smart about this. Your brother…”

“I know.” She turned her hand to lace her fingers with his. A shy smile, born of pure, unadulterated happiness, touched her lips. “He won’t know. I’ll be careful.” She leaned in, brushing a kiss over his stubbled cheek. “I’ll come back. Tomorrow night.”

11 - THE ENEMY’S EMBRACE
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The heavy iron gates groaned open, swallowing the sleek black car that carried Tessa Volante to her fate. The Volkov estate loomed ahead, a monolith of dark stone and sharper angles against the twilight sky. It felt less like a home and more like a fortress built to contain secrets. Or prisoners. At eighteen, Tessa wasn’t sure which category she now fell into.

Her father’s strained face flashed in her memory. “It’s the only way to end this, Tessa. The debt… it will destroy us. He asked for you. Only you.” The words had been a cold blade, severing her childhood in one clean cut. The Volkovs were monsters, villains in every bedtime story her nanny had ever whispered. And Viktor Volkov was their prince.

The car stopped. A man in a severe suit opened her door. The air here was different—crisp, pine-scented, and charged with a silent threat. She followed the man through a cavernous entry hall, her heels a timid tap-tap on the marble, echoing in the vast silence. He led her to a set of double doors, knocked once, and opened them without waiting for a reply.

Viktor Volkov stood before a floor-to-ceiling window, a silhouette against the dying embers of the sun. He turned, and the stories did not do him justice. He wasn’t a monster; he was a sculpture. Sharp cheekbones, a jawline that could cut glass, and eyes the colour of a winter storm—pale grey and utterly unreadable. He was younger than she’d imagined, perhaps only a decade her senior, but the power around him was a tangible weight.

“Tessa.” Her name in his mouth was not a greeting. It was an assessment.

She couldn’t speak. Her throat had sealed itself shut.

He took a slow step toward her, then another, closing the distance with a predator’s grace. He didn’t touch her. He simply looked, his gaze a physical traversal from the nervous flutter at her throat, down the simple silk dress her mother had insisted she wear, to her trembling hands. “You know why you are here.”

It wasn’t a question. She managed a single, jerky nod.

“Then we begin.” His voice was a low, velvet rumble that seemed to vibrate in the space between her ribs. “Undress.”

One word. It hung in the opulent room, stripping her faster than any hands could. The clinical command brooked no argument, no romance. This was the transaction. Her innocence for his family’s mercy. A hot shame washed over her, followed by a startling, defiant spark of curiosity. This was the enemy. This was the man she was supposed to hate. And he was… mesmerizing.

Her fingers felt thick and clumsy as they found the zipper at the back of her dress. The sound of it parting was obscenely loud. She let the fabric slide from her shoulders, catching it at her elbows before it could pool at her feet. She couldn’t meet his eyes. She focused on the intricate pattern of the Persian rug beneath her feet as she stepped out of the dress, then hooked her thumbs into the sides of her lace panties. They joined the small pile. Finally, with a shaky breath, she reached behind to unclasp her bra. The cool air of the room kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She was utterly bare before him.

The silence stretched, taut and humming. She forced her chin up.

Viktor’s stormy eyes were no longer cold. A heat had kindled in their depths, a hungry, focused intensity that raked over her naked form. He didn’t speak. He just drank her in—the gentle slope of her shoulders, the full curve of her breasts with their tight, rose-pink peaks, the narrow waist flaring to hips, the thatch of dark curls at the junction of her thighs. His gaze was a brand.

“Come here,” he said, his voice now rough at the edges.

She walked to him, each step an eternity. He didn’t move until she was within arm’s reach. Then, his hand came up, not to caress, but to frame her jaw, his thumb stroking once over her lower lip. A jolt, electric and sharp, shot straight down her spine to settle in a low, unfamiliar ache.

“Your father’s most valuable asset,” he murmured, almost to himself.

Her understanding was slow, fogged by fear and that strange, building heat. He guided her hand to the front of his tailored trousers. The fine wool was smooth, but beneath it, she felt the formidable, rigid outline of him. Her fingers fumbled with the belt, the button, the zipper. The metallic rasp was final. She reached into the opening, her knuckles brushing the hot, silken skin of his abdomen, and took him in her hand.

He was… substantial. Thick and heavy, the skin like heated velvet over unyielding steel. A single, prominent vein pulsed under her tentative touch. A drop of moisture gleamed at the tip. The scent of him, clean soap and something darker, uniquely male, filled her senses.

“Look at me while you do it,” Viktor commanded, his breath warm against her forehead.

Tessa dragged her eyes up to his. Holding that stormy gaze, she began to move her hand. A slow, tentative stroke from root to tip. His eyelids grew heavy. She repeated the motion, gaining a faint rhythm, her palm learning the shape and weight of him. A low, approving sound vibrated in his chest. Emboldened, she tightened her grip, watching his lips part, seeing the controlled mask slip for a fraction of a second to reveal raw hunger.

“Enough,” he growled, his hand covering hers to still her movements. “Your mouth. I want to feel your mouth.”

He didn’t push her down. He waited. The choice, the action, was to be hers. The final surrender. Tessa’s heart hammered against her ribs. She sank to her knees on the luxurious rug, the world narrowing to the fierce, proud length of him standing before her. She leaned forward, her hair falling like a curtain around her face, and touched her tongue to that bead of salt at his tip.

The taste was musky, primal. His taste. A shiver that was not revulsion, but revelation, went through her. She opened her lips wider, taking just the broad head into the wet heat of her mouth.

Viktor’s fingers speared into her hair, not forcing, but anchoring. “Yes,” he hissed.

She ventured further, letting him slide deeper, her tongue exploring the sensitive ridge beneath. She found a rhythm, bobbing her head slowly, one hand still wrapped around his base, the other braced on his thigh. The sounds were filthy, wet and intimate, and each one fanned the fire in her own belly. She felt him grow even harder, heard his breathing grow ragged. His grip in her hair tightened, guiding her pace, urging her to take him deeper until her throat fluttered around him. A choked gasp escaped her, part protest, part thrill.

With a sudden, powerful motion, he pulled himself from her mouth. Before she could process the loss, his hands were under her arms, lifting her effortlessly to her feet and then carrying her the few steps to the massive bed. He laid her down on the cool duvet, her body a pale contrast against the dark fabric. He followed her down, his weight settling beside her, not on her. His head dipped, and his mouth closed over one taut nipple.

The sensation was devastating. Not gentle. A hot, wet suction that pulled a sharp cry from her lungs. His tongue lashed the peak, his teeth grazing with just enough pressure to make her arch off the bed. He paid the same ruthless attention to the other, his hand sliding down her trembling stomach, through her curls, to find her core.

She was drenched. His fingers slid through her folds with ease, a rough, knowing stroke that had her hips jerking. One finger, then two, pressed inside her. It was a stretching, filling sensation, both foreign and perfect. He worked them in and out, his thumb finding a tiny, swollen nub above, circling it with a precision that stole the air from her lungs. A coil of pure, white-hot pleasure tightened deep within her, so intense it bordered on pain.

“Please,” she heard herself whimper, not knowing what she was begging for.

He withdrew his hand. He moved over her, bracing himself on his arms, his cock nudging insistently at her entrance. His eyes locked on hers. “Look at me,” he ordered again. “See who takes you.”

He pushed forward.

The invasion was a bright, shocking burst of pain. She gasped, her nails digging into the hard muscle of his shoulders. Her body tensed, resisting the impossible stretch. Viktor stilled, buried to the hilt inside her, his face a mask of strained control. A sheen of sweat glistened on his brow. “Breathe, Tessa,” he commanded, his voice gritted. “Just breathe.”

She forced a breath in, then out. The sharpness began to recede, melting into a profound, aching fullness. He felt enormous inside her, a claiming presence that touched something deep and untouched. She shifted experimentally, and a new sensation, a spark of something far better than relief, flickered through the ache.

He began to move. A slow, deliberate withdrawal, then a deep, rolling thrust that seated him perfectly. The pain was gone, replaced by a friction that ignited every nerve. He set a relentless, possessive pace, each stroke deep and measured, hitting a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. The sounds of their bodies joining, skin slapping against skin, his low grunts, her broken moans, filled the room.

“You’re so tight,” he rasped against her ear, his breath scalding. “So perfect. Taking me so well.”

His words, filthy and praising, wound the coil inside her tighter. Her legs wrapped around his hips, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts with a rising desperation of her own. The burning pleasure built, a cresting wave that threatened to shatter her. Just as she felt herself teetering on the edge, he pulled out of her.

Before she could protest, his hands were on her, turning her onto her hands and knees. He mounted her from behind, one hand gripping her hip, the other tangling in her hair. The new angle was deeper, more animalistic. He drove into her with a force that pushed her forward with every thrust. This was no longer a transaction. This was a conquering. And to her horror and elation, her body welcomed it.

The coil snapped. Her climax tore through her without warning, a violent, convulsing wave of pleasure that clenched around his invading length, milking him, pulling a guttural roar from his throat. He slammed into her once, twice more, then stilled, his body bowing over hers as he found his own release. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of him filling her, the final, intimate seal of their bargain.

For long moments, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He slowly withdrew from her body, the loss feeling profound. He collapsed beside her, one arm thrown over his eyes. The silence returned, but it was different now—sated, heavy with the scent of sex and sweat.

Tessa lay on her stomach, trembling, her mind a whirlwind. The fear was gone. In its place was a raw, hollowed-out feeling, and beneath that, a terrifying, thrilling ember of… something else.

Viktor spoke first, his voice back to its cool, composed rumble, though edged with a new roughness. “The debt is settled. The war is over.”

A tear, absurd and unexpected, leaked from the corner of her eye into the duvet. It was done. She was free to go. She should feel relief. She felt emptiness.

Then he turned his head on the pillow, those storm-grey eyes capturing hers. “But I find I am not… satisfied.”

Her breath caught. “What?”

“The debt is a number on a ledger. This…” He gestured vaguely between their naked bodies. “This is not a number. I want to see you again, Tessa. Not as collateral. Come back tomorrow.”

The command was there, but so was a question. She stared at him, at the man who had just taken her virginity with brutal, world-altering thoroughness. The man she had been taught to hate. And in his eyes, past the control, past the cold heir, she saw the same bewildered flicker she felt in her own soul. A connection forged in conflict and sealed in passion. A connection she hadn’t expected, and now couldn’t imagine walking away from.

She swallowed, her voice a husk of itself. “Tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow,” he confirmed, his hand sliding across the silk sheets to rest heavily on her thigh. The touch was possessive, a silent reminder that while her father’s debt was erased, a new, more complicated bond had been written in its place.

Tessa didn't pull away. The cool air of the room was returning, but where his skin met hers, she felt a lingering, branding heat. She looked around the darkened chamber—the fortress that had terrified her hours ago—and realized the walls hadn't changed, but she had. The girl who had walked through those iron gates was gone, replaced by someone who had discovered a dark, hungry power in her own surrender.

“I’ll be here,” she whispered.

Viktor’s jaw tightened, a flash of something—pride, perhaps, or a predatory satisfaction—flickering in his gaze. He leaned in, his lips hovering just inches from hers, the scent of their shared exertion thick between them. “Good. Because I’ve only just begun to learn the depths of what you can take, Tessa Volante.”

He stood then, unabashedly naked, his powerful form moving with the same lethal grace she’d seen earlier. He reached for a silk robe at the foot of the bed, throwing it on but leaving it open. He looked back at her, sprawled and flushed against his pillows.

“My driver will return you to your father’s house tonight. Tell him the Volkovs are satisfied. For now.”

Tessa rose slowly, her body aching in places that felt like a secret language she was only beginning to translate. She dressed in the silence, her simple silk gown now feeling like a costume she had outgrown. As she walked toward the door, she paused, looking back at the man silhouetted against the moonlight.

He was already watching her, the storm in his eyes stilled but deep. She didn't say goodbye. She didn't need to. The iron gates would open for her tonight, but she knew, with a certainty that hummed in her blood, that they would never truly close on her again.

12 - A VIRTUAL REALITY ROMANCE
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The sterile glow of Gracie’s laptop screen was a familiar comfort, a world of logic and predictable outcomes. At eighteen, she spoke the language of code fluently, but the language of flirtation, of touch, remained a complete mystery. Listening to her roommate recount her latest hookup, Gracie had felt a familiar heat of awkwardness creep up her neck. She’d buried herself deeper in her work, the click-clack of her keyboard a shield against a world of intimacy she couldn’t decipher.

That’s why she’d downloaded the new VR social app, ‘Nexus’. It was easier to be brave when you were just an avatar. And in that digital space, she found Jacob.

His avatar wasn’t flashy, but it exuded a quiet, unshakable confidence that made her own simplistic digital form feel suddenly shy. For weeks, they met in simulated gardens and on virtual beaches, talking for hours. He was witty, sharp, and he listened to her talk about coding problems with genuine interest. The flirtation was a slow, delicious burn, a game of intellectual chess that consistently left her breathless. He never pushed, only teased, building a tension so palpable she could feel it humming in her veins long after she took the headset off.

When he suggested meeting at the massive video game expo downtown, her first instinct was to panic. This is it, she thought. The moment the digital fantasy crashes into awkward, sweaty-palmed reality. But his voice, calm and sure through the audio feed, had settled her. “It’s just me, Gracie. The same guy who thinks your algorithm for detecting trolls is genius.”

Seeing him in person was like watching a high-resolution texture load over a low-poly model. Jacob was… more. His quick wit was even faster, his laughter warmer. He wasn’t just a game developer; he was a lead designer on a title she adored, and his passion was infectious. The gentle demeanor she’d sensed through the screen was real, a calm center in the roaring chaos of the expo hall.

Now, in the quiet opulence of his hotel suite, the distant city lights painting shifting patterns on the ceiling, that built-up tension had reached its breaking point. The air between them was thick with it. He was looking at her, not as a brilliant coder or a quirky avatar, but as a woman. His gaze was a physical touch.

Her heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird. Summoning a courage she didn’t know she possessed, she closed the small distance between them and pressed her lips to his.

It wasn't a graceful kiss. It was rushed, fueled by weeks of pent-up wanting. But he met her with a soft, surprised sound that melted into a low groan, his hands coming up to cradle her face, slowing her down, teaching her the rhythm with the gentle sweep of his tongue. When they finally broke apart, both were breathing heavily.

“I want you to be my first,” she whispered, the words hanging in the air between them, a confession and a plea.

His eyes darkened, but his smile was tender. “Are you sure, Gracie?”

“Never been more sure of anything in my life.”

He nodded, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Then we go slow. You tell me everything you’re feeling. Every single thing.”

He started with her shirt, the soft cotton brushing over her sensitized skin as he lifted it. Each button of her jeans was a tiny revelation, the drag of the zipper a shockingly loud sound in the quiet room. He kissed every new inch of skin he uncovered—the hollow of her throat, the slope of her shoulder, the delicate curve of her breast above her simple lace bra. When he finally unsnapped it, his breath hitched. “You’re so beautiful, Gracie.”

He laid her back on the plush duvet, his mouth closing over one nipple, then the other, his tongue swirling and teasing until she was arching off the bed, her fingers tangled in his hair. He worshipped her with his lips and tongue, tracing a path down her stomach, nipping gently at her hip bones, until he reached the waistband of her plain cotton panties. He hooked his fingers in them and drew them down her legs, his eyes never leaving hers.

Then it was his turn. He stood, and with a few efficient movements, he was naked. The air left Gracie’s lungs in a soft whoosh. He was all lean muscle and taut skin, and god, he was big. Thick and heavy and utterly intimidating. A fresh wave of nervousness washed over her, but it was chased away by a bolt of pure, liquid heat.

She reached for him, wrapping her hand around his length, learning the feel of him, velvety soft skin over steel. He groaned, his head falling back. “Your touch… fuck.” Encouraged, she leaned forward, pressing a timid kiss to the tip, tasting the salty pre-cum beading there. His hissed inhale was all the approval she needed. She took him into her mouth, slowly, letting her tongue explore the sensitive vein on the underside. She found a rhythm, sucking gently, swirling her tongue around the head, lost in the intoxicating sounds she was pulling from him, the way his hands fisted in the sheets.

He gently pulled her back up, kissing her deeply, his taste still on her lips. “I wanna taste you,” he murmured, pushing her back onto the mattress.

He settled between her legs, his hands spreading her open for his gaze, for his mouth. The first flat stroke of his tongue across her slit made her cry out. It was an electric shock of pure pleasure. He licked into her, deep and slow, then focused on her clit, circling it with a relentless, perfect pressure. She was already teetering on the edge, her hips bucking against his face.

Then his thumb found her other hole, circling the tight, virgin pucker. She gasped. “Jacob…”

“Just a little,” he breathed against her, his voice thick with desire. “Trust me.”

She nodded, feverish, lost in sensation. He pressed a single, slick finger against the tight ring of muscle, applying a gentle, persistent pressure as his tongue lashed her clit. The dual assault was overwhelming, a confusing, exquisite mix of mild burn and blinding pleasure. The pressure built, coiling tightly in her core until it snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, seizing wave that left her shuddering and gasping beneath him, her vision whiting out.

Before she could even come down, he was moving over her, his body covering hers. He sheathed himself in a condom, then guided his cock to her entrance. He pushed inside with a slow, inexorable pressure, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that was just on the right side of painful. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, wanting all of him. He began to move, a deep, rhythmic pace that stole the breath from her lungs. Every thrust was a lesson in pleasure, hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars.

Just as she felt another climax beginning to build, he stilled. “I’m not done with you,” he whispered, his voice rough.

He rolled them over, pulling her on top of him for a deep, possessive kiss before maneuvering her onto her hands and knees. The new position left her feeling exposed, vulnerable. She heard the cap of a bottle click open, then the cool, slick sensation of lube against her most forbidden place. She tensed.

“Breathe, Gracie,” he soothed, massaging the tight muscle, preparing her. “Just breathe for me.”

The blunt head of his cock pressed against her. It was a much more intense pressure, a fuller, deeper stretch. He pushed slowly, inch by agonizingly slow inch, until he was fully seated inside her, his body flush against her back. He held still, letting her adjust, peppering her spine with kisses.

“Okay?” he breathed.

“Yes… oh god, yes…”

He began to move, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper, longer strokes. The sensation was incredible, a full, aching pressure that rubbed against every nerve ending. The initial stretch melted into a deep, rolling pleasure that mingled with the aftershocks from her first orgasm. He gripped her hips, his rhythm becoming faster, more urgent, his grunts of pleasure music to her ears. She met him thrust for thrust, the slapping of their skin a wild rhythm in the quiet room. This felt debauched, perfect, his. Another orgasm, different from the first, built and crashed over her, a tidal wave of ecstasy that made her clench around him convulsively.

Her convulsing muscles pushed him over the edge. With a guttural groan, he buried himself deep inside her, his own release shuddering through him. He collapsed over her back, both of them a sweaty, trembling heap on the rumpled sheets.

After a few moments, he gently pulled out and disposed of the condom before gathering her into his arms, pulling the covers over them. He held her close, his heartbeat a steady drum against her ear. The silence was comfortable, filled with the scent of sex and his cologne.

He kissed her forehead. “Gracie,” he murmured, his voice sleep-roughened and utterly sincere. “I think I’m in love with you. I want to be with you. For real.”

Her heart, already so full, swelled until she thought it might burst. She curled tighter into his embrace, a smile gracing her kiss-swollen lips. “I love you too, Jacob.”

13 - ANNA’S SEXUAL EDUCATION
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“Are you sure?” Riley’s voice was a low, gravelly hum against her ear, his hands pausing at the waistband of her jeans.

Anna’s breath hitched. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. This is it. This was the moment she’d both fantasized about and feared. She could still pull back, make an excuse, return to the safety of her dorm and her quiet, untouched life. But the memory of her roommates’ laughter, their easy chatter about hookups and exploits, steeled her resolve. She wasn’t going to be left behind anymore.

“Yes,” she breathed out, the word barely a whisper but ringing with a certainty that surprised her. “I’m sure.”

His lips curved into a soft, approving smile. “Okay then.”

_

The decision had been born out of sheer frustration three weeks prior. Anna sat on her bed, trying to study, while Chloe and Maya dissected their weekends with surgical precision.

“—and then he just looked at me, you know?” Chloe was saying, painting her toenails a vicious red. “Like he wanted to devour me. We didn’t even make it back to his place. The stacks in the library, can you believe it?”

Maya giggled, shoving Chloe’s shoulder. “Slut. At least I had the decency to use a bed. This guy from the rugby team? Total animal. I could barely walk the next day.”

Anna kept her eyes glued to her textbook, the words blurring into nothing. She felt like a visitor in her own life, a spectator to everyone else’s adventures. At eighteen, her sexual experience was a short, awkward, and frankly disappointing chapter she preferred to forget. The boasted conquests of her roommates felt like a foreign language she didn’t speak.

The next day, she saw the flyer tacked to a bulletin board outside the student union: Campus Wellness Initiative: Exploring Intimacy & Consent. A 4-week workshop. It was clinical. Safe. Empowering, the text promised. She signed up before she could talk herself out of it.

The class was held in a pleasantly lit seminar room. And there was Riley. He wasn’t much older than the students, maybe mid-twenties, with kind eyes and a calm, grounding presence. He spoke about communication, about desire as a conversation, about the power of a simple “yes” and the equal power of “no.” He made it sound less like a performance and more like a discovery.

Anna found herself speaking up during the second session, her voice small but clear. “How do you know what you want if you’ve… never really had it?”

Riley had focused his full attention on her, and it wasn’t intimidating. It was… warm. “That’s a great question,” he said, his voice sincere. “You start by giving yourself permission to be curious. And you find a partner who honors that curiosity, not one who rushes it.”

Their conversations after class started with workshop formalities—I liked your point about non-verbal cues—and slowly deepened. They’d talk over bad coffee, and Anna found herself telling him about her insecurities, the pressure she felt. He never judged; he just listened.

Which is how she ended up here, in his tidy, book-lined apartment, her pulse thrumming as his fingers worked the button of her jeans.

_

The shush of her zipper sounded unnaturally loud. Riley knelt before her, his movements deliberate and unhurried. He hooked his fingers into the denim and guided it down her hips, down her thighs, letting the rough material whisper against her skin until she could step free. His knuckles brushed the inside of her knee, then her calf, a trail of fire following his touch.

He looked up at her, his gaze holding hers as his palms slid back up her legs, over the lace of her simple cotton panties. She trembled under his hands, a full-body shudder of anticipation. “You are so incredibly beautiful, Anna,” he murmured, his voice full of awe.

His thumbs hooked into the waistband of her panties and drew them down, his breath warm against the newly bared skin of her stomach. She was completely exposed to him now, standing in the soft light of his living room. The air felt cool on her naked skin, a stark contrast to the heat building within her.

He didn’t move to take his own clothes off. Instead, he guided her gently to the rug, cushions from the sofa already arranged on the floor. He laid her down as if she were something precious, and followed her down, settling between her thighs.

The first touch of his mouth on her inner thigh was electric. He placed a series of soft, open-mouthed kisses along the sensitive skin, working his way inward with agonizing slowness. She sank her fingers into his hair, not to guide him, but to anchor herself. Her head fell back, a low moan escaping her lips as his tongue traced a slow, deliberate circle around her center, teasing, learning her shape.

“Riley…” His name was a plea on her lips.

He answered by finally, finally bringing his mouth to her. A slow, flat stroke of his tongue from bottom to top made her hips jerk off the cushion. He held her steady, his hands firm on her hips, as he explored her. He didn’t just devour her; he tasted her. He licked and suckled, finding a rhythm that had her mewling, her back arching. The coil of pleasure in her belly tightened with every flick of his tongue, every soft hum of approval from him. The world narrowed to this point of exquisite contact, to the building pressure threatening to shatter her. She came with a broken cry, her body convulsing under his masterful mouth, waves of pure sensation washing over her until she was boneless and breathless.

Before she could fully float down, she pushed at his shoulders, a new kind of determination seizing her. “My turn.”

She guided him onto his back, her hands fumbling only slightly with the buckle of his belt. She revealed him slowly, her eyes taking in the hard lines of his body. He was already fully erect, and she wrapped her fingers around his length, earning a sharp hiss from him. She loved the weight of him in her hand, the smoothness of his skin over the hard ridge beneath.

Leaning down, she mimicked his patience. She breathed him in, then touched her tongue to the tip, tasting the saltiness of him. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound that fueled her confidence. She took him into her mouth, slowly, letting her tongue swirl around the head before sinking down further. Her hand worked in tandem with her mouth, and she lost herself in the rhythm, in the sounds she was pulling from him, in the way his hands fisted in the rug beneath them. The power was intoxicating.

When he gently pulled her off, his eyes were dark with need. “I need to be inside you, Anna. Now.”

She simply nodded, her own need roaring back to life. He sheathed himself with a condom in a swift, practiced motion, and then he was over her, guiding himself to her entrance. He pushed in with one slow, inexorable thrust that stole the air from her lungs. She was so sensitive, so full. He stilled, letting her adjust, his forehead pressed to hers. “Okay?” he whispered.

She could only nod, wrapping her legs around his waist to pull him deeper.

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that built with each thrust. The angle was perfect, each movement hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. His thrusts became harder, more urgent. “Turn over,” he growled, his voice thick with desire.

She obeyed without hesitation, getting on her knees, presenting herself to him. He kneaded the flesh of her hips, his grip possessive. When he entered her from behind, the change was immediate and shocking. It was deeper, more primal. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a slick, rhythmic slap. She met him thrust for thrust, driving herself back against him, chasing the new, overwhelming peak he was building inside her. She felt wild, untamed, completely connected to the raw physicality of the act.

Her second climax ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave that clenched around him. It was enough to push him over the edge. He called out her name, his body shuddering as he found his own release.

They collapsed together onto the cushions, a tangled, sweaty heap of limbs. He pulled her back against his chest, his arms a secure band around her. She could feel the wild hammering of his heart against her spine, slowly beginning to calm.

She lay there, enveloped in his warmth, the scent of their sex a sweet, musky perfume in the air. The anxiety, the feeling of being left behind, was gone. In its place was a profound, humming peace. She felt… whole.

14 - THE BACHELORETTE AUCTION

MF / Virgin / Age Gap / BDSM / Blowjob / Flogging / PIV Sex / Anal

The air in the ballroom tasted like chilled champagne and whispered promises. Sloane stood at the edge of the silent auction tables, nineteen and vibrating with a strange, unplaceable energy. She wasn’t supposed to be a prize. The charity gala needed volunteers, warm bodies in pretty dresses, and she’d raised her hand, thinking of tax deductions for her parents and a story to tell her roommate. Now, wearing a simple black sheath that felt both too tight and insubstantial, she waited backstage for the “Bachelorette Auction” to begin. Her heartbeat was a dull, insistent thrum against her ribs. A virgin’s heartbeat. She’d decided to keep that fact to herself. It felt like a secret weapon, or a terrible vulnerability—she hadn’t decided which.

The announcer’s voice, slick and smooth, called her name. She walked onto the low stage, the lights bleaching the color from her skin, turning the audience into a sea of blurred, tuxedoed shapes. The bidding started. Polite, charitable numbers floated up from the darkness. A thousand from an elderly gentleman she recognized from the society pages. Fifteen hundred from a tech CEO with a kind smile. It was happening. She’d have a pleasant, awkward dinner. She’d talk about her art history major. She’d come home untouched.

Then a voice cut through the murmurs, a low, dark rumble that seemed to bypass her ears and settle directly in the pit of her stomach.

“Fifty thousand.”

A collective inhalation swept the room. Sloane’s gaze snapped to the source. He stood near the back, a silhouette of impeccable tailoring and contained power. Donovan Vane. She’d heard the rumors, of course. Whispers of private clubs, of unconventional tastes, of a man who collected experiences, not things. His wealth was legendary, his reputation a cocktail of awe and quiet scandal. The announcer stammered, asked for competing bids. Silence. The gavel fell with a sound like a bone cracking.

Fifty thousand dollars for her.

He didn’t come to collect her with a smile. A discreet, severe-faced woman escorted Sloane through a service entrance to a waiting town car, black and silent as a hearse. Donovan was already inside, a figure carved from shadow and expensive wool. He didn’t speak as the car slid into the night. He simply looked at her, his eyes a pale, assessing grey in the passing streetlights. The air in the car grew thick, charged. Sloane’s mouth was dry. She knew she should say something, protest the strangeness, the intensity. But the words dissolved before they could form. Something in his stillness, in the absolute certainty of his presence, coiled a hot, unfamiliar thread of arousal deep within her.

The car stopped not at a restaurant, but before an unmarked, polished steel door in a converted warehouse district. Donovan led her inside without a word. The interior was a study in muted luxury: dark wood, low leather seating, the faint scent of sandalwood and clean, cool air. It was utterly silent, empty. A private club. The rumors were true. Her heels tapped a nervous rhythm on the stone floor as he guided her down a corridor to a heavy oak door.

He opened it. The room beyond was not a bedroom. It was a chamber. Soft, indirect lighting glowed from recessed panels in the walls. The centerpiece was a wide, upholstered bench, covered in what looked like black leather, padded and waiting. Along one wall, a cabinet with a glass front displayed an array of objects—silver, black, intricate. Her mind, trained in art history, tried to categorize them as sculpture, but her body, with a sudden, shocking lucidity, knew exactly what they were.

Donovan closed the door. The click of the lock was definitive. He turned to her, finally breaking his silence. His voice was that same velvet rumble, but here, in the intimate quiet, it felt like a physical touch.

“You’re a virgin, Sloane.”

It wasn’t a question. A jolt of pure panic electrified her. “How…?”

“I make it a point to know,” he said, his gaze holding hers. He took a step closer. He wasn’t tall in an overwhelming way, but he seemed to occupy all the space in the room. “The experience I’ve paid for, involves your complete surrender. You will do as I say. You will take what I give you. Do you understand?”

She should have run. She should have screamed. Every sensible nerve screamed at her to do just that. But that hot thread inside her had become a pulsing wire, burning away the fear, leaving behind a raw, terrifying want. She had never felt this—this magnetic pull toward the unknown, this ache to be undone. Her protest died unspoken. She gave a single, slight nod, her throat too tight for words.

A faint, approving smile touched his lips. “Good.”

He moved then, not with haste, but with devastating efficiency. He unbuckled his belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft hiss. He unzipped his trousers. And then he was free. Sloane’s eyes widened. He was… substantial. Thick and long, already fully erect, the head flushed a dark, ruddy color against the pale, smooth skin of his shaft. It was a primal, intimidating sight. He didn’t touch himself. He simply looked at her, then at the space on the lush carpet before him.

“Knees.”

The command was soft, absolute. Her body obeyed before her mind could catch up. The expensive fabric of her dress whispered as she sank down, the pile of the carpet pressing into her knees. He stepped forward, until he was mere inches from her face. The musky, clean scent of him filled her senses. Male. Dominant. He curved a hand behind her head, not roughly, but with a firm, guiding pressure.

“Open your mouth.”

She did, her lips parting. He guided himself forward. The first touch of the smooth, hot crown against her lower lip sent a lightning bolt of sensation straight to her core. She gasped, and he used the moment to press inside. The stretch of her lips around his girth was immediate, shocking. He didn’t thrust. He let her acclimatize, the solid, living weight of him on her tongue a reality that shattered every preconception.

“Use your tongue,” he instructed, his voice a low thrum above her. “Explore. Learn the shape of me.”

Tentatively, she flicked her tongue along the underside, tracing a thick vein. A low, gratified sound came from his chest. Encouraged, she swirled the tip around the broad head, tasting a faint, clean saltiness. She took him deeper, her jaw aching wonderfully, the sensation of being filled, of serving this specific, carnal purpose, igniting a flush across her chest and neck. She found a rhythm, bobbing her head, one hand coming up to cradle the heavy, tight weight of his sac. His fingers tightened in her hair, not pulling, just holding, anchoring her to the act. The wet, slick sounds of her mouth on him filled the quiet room. Pleasure, sharp and unexpected, coiled in her own belly. She was giving a blowjob. And a part of her, a deep, secret part, sang with the rightness of it.

After what felt like both an eternity and a heartbeat, he gently withdrew. “Stand up.”

She rose on unsteady legs. He turned her, his hands on her shoulders, and found the hidden zipper at the back of her dress. He drew it down in one long, slow motion. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in only her simple lace panties and bra. He didn’t ask. His hands went to the clasp of her bra, deftly releasing it. The straps fell away. Her small, pert breasts were exposed to the cool air, her nipples hardening instantly into tight, sensitive buds. He palmed one, his thumb brushing over the peak, and a sharp, sweet ache made her knees weaken. Then his fingers hooked into the sides of her panties and drew them down her legs. She stepped out, naked, vulnerable, and more aroused than she had ever been in her life.

“Bend over the bench. Present yourself.”

She moved to the padded leather, the surface cool against her overheated skin. She leaned forward, her torso resting on the bench, her ass raised in the air, her feet slightly apart on the floor. The position was one of utter exposure. She felt the cool air on her most intimate places, felt the vulnerable pinkness of her folds, still virgin-tight, exposed to his gaze. Her cheeks burned with a shame that only fed the fire inside.

She heard him move, heard the soft click of the glass cabinet opening. He returned. In her peripheral vision, she saw it first: a flogger with multiple, supple black leather tails. He let it drape against the back of her thigh. The leather was cool, almost soft.

“This is for sensation,” he said calmly. “To wake up your skin. To prepare you. Breathe through it. Accept it.”

The first swing was a whisper, the tails landing across both cheeks with a soft, spreading thud. It was a surprise, a sting that quickly melted into a warm, radiating glow. She made a small sound, a gasp. The second swing came, slightly harder. The sting bit deeper, followed by that same pervasive heat. The third, the fourth. He varied the placement, across the fullest part of her ass, lower, on the sensitive undercurve. The sensations layered—sharp sting, deep warmth, a thrumming echo that seemed to vibrate into her very core. With each impact, her body clenched, and a corresponding pulse of wetness seeped from her untouched entrance. Pain and pleasure blurred, fused into a single, overwhelming current. A yelp escaped her on a harder strike, a sound that held no protest, only raw, unraveling feeling.

He stopped. His hand, warm and large, smoothed over the heated skin of her rear, caressing the warmth he’d created. “Beautifully marked,” he murmured. “And beautifully wet.”

She heard the tear of a foil packet, the slick sound of him sheathing himself. Then the blunt, broad head of his cock was there, nudging against her slick, virgin entrance. He paused, applying the slightest pressure.

“This will hurt,” he said, no pity in his voice, only fact. “But not for long. Breathe out.”

She exhaled shakily, and he pushed forward.

The pain was a bright, searing stretch, a tearing fullness that made her cry out, her fingers digging into the leather of the bench. He held still, buried to the hilt inside her, an invader claiming uncharted territory. The burn was immense, a feeling of being split open. Tears sprang to her eyes. He waited, his body a solid, unmoving presence against her back, his breath warm on her neck.

Slowly, incrementally, the sharp edge of pain began to recede, replaced by a feeling of incredible, stretching fullness. The sensitive nerves, shocked into awareness, began to send different signals—not of violation, but of completion. He began to move, a slow, deliberate withdrawal and a gentle, probing thrust. The friction changed. The burn melted into a deep, internal massage, a rubbing against places inside her that had never been touched. A low, broken moan tore from her throat. It felt… good. Unbelievably, shockingly good. The initial pain was now just a memory, a gateway to this consuming sensation.

He established a rhythm, each thrust going deeper, firmer. The bench rocked slightly with their motion. The sounds filled the room: their mingled breaths, the wet, rhythmic slap of his body against her heated skin, her own soft, involuntary whimpers. He angled his thrusts, and on one deep stroke, he brushed a spot that made her entire body jolt, a white-hot spark of pleasure so intense she saw stars.

“There,” he grunted, sensing her reaction.

He adjusted, aiming for it now with every powerful drive. The pleasure built, a coil winding tighter and tighter in her lower belly. She was fucking. She was being fucked. And she was climbing, helplessly, toward a peak.

Just as the tension threatened to snap, he stopped, pulling out completely. A sob of frustration escaped her. He reached for a small bottle, and she heard a click, then the sound of him slicking his fingers. Those wet, cool fingers found the tight, untouched pucker of her asshole. He circled it, a slow, insistent pressure. Her body went rigid with a new kind of shock.

“Relax,” he soothed, his voice thick with his own need. “Just relax into it.”

The tip of one finger pressed, and with the slick lubricant, it sank into the impossibly tight ring of muscle. The invasion was bizarre, intrusive, a burning stretch different from before. He worked the finger slowly, in and out, and as her body grudgingly accepted it, the burn transmuted into a strange, full feeling. He added a second finger, stretching her more, the sensation blossoming into a deep, perverse ache that somehow amplified the empty, throbbing need between her legs. He scissored his fingers gently, and a choked, wanton sound came from her. It was too much. It was not enough.

He removed his fingers. She felt the broad, slick crown of his cock replace them, pressing against that same forbidden entrance.

“Donovan,” she whimpered, her voice ragged.

“Yes,” he answered, and pushed.

The entry was a slow, inexorable conquest. The stretch was profound, monumental, a feeling of being filled beyond capacity. She screamed into the leather, her body convulsing around the intrusion. He held, buried in the clenching, searing heat of her ass, his own breathing ragged in her ear. The pain was overwhelming, a bright, sharp universe of it. But beneath it, woven through it, was that same thread of shocking, illicit pleasure. He began to move, tiny, shallow movements at first, letting her body adjust to the unbelievable fullness.

Then, as her inner muscles began to relax, to clutch him in a different, rhythmic way, he deepened his strokes. Each thrust was a revelation—a friction so intense, so intimate it seemed to touch her soul. The pain receded, not gone, but blended into a maelstrom of sensation that was overwhelmingly, brutally pleasurable. He fucked her ass with a steady, driving pace, one hand gripping her hip, the other tangling in her hair. The sound was lewder, wetter. Her own cries became guttural, animal sounds of pleasure-pain. The coil in her belly, which had never fully unwound, wound again, tighter, fueled now from this new, shocking source.

“That’s it,” he growled, his control fraying. “Take it. Your ass is gripping me like a vise.”

His words, crude and explicit, pushed her over the edge. The orgasm didn’t crest; it detonated. It ripped through her from that deeply penetrated core, a convulsive, shattering wave that clenched every muscle in her body, that locked her rectum around his driving cock in rhythmic, milking spasms. She shattered, screaming, her vision whiting out, sensations of pain and ecstasy fusing into one blinding supernova.

Her climax triggered his. With a raw, guttural shout, he drove deep and held, his body rigid against hers. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his release flooding her depths, jet after jet, a claiming so intimate it felt like a brand. They stayed locked together, shuddering, for long moments, the only sounds their ragged, desperate breaths slowly settling.

He softened, slipped out of her. A mess of lubricant, her own fluids, and his cum dripped from her well-used body. She was boneless, wrecked, her mind a blissful blank. He gently turned her, easing her onto the bench, her back against the cool leather. He looked down at her, his grey eyes dark, intense, but his expression held a trace of something like awe.

Sloane blinked up at him, her body humming, every nerve ending singing a chorus of aftermath. A slow, dazed smile touched her swollen lips. “I… I didn’t know it could feel like that.”

Donovan traced a finger along her jawline, his touch surprisingly tender. “I know.” He paused, studying her flushed face, her well-marked skin. “I would like to see you again, Sloane. On your terms, but within my world.”

Her mind, fogged with endorphins and satisfaction, didn’t hesitate. The word left her lips, soft but clear. “Yes.”

15 - FORBIDDEN LUST AT THE GRADUATION PARTY

MF / Taboo / Best Friend’s Dad / Age Gap / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The air in Mr. Harrison’s office smelled of leather-bound books and expensive scotch, a stark contrast to the humid, sugar-scented chaos of the graduation party happening just beyond the thick oak door. Kellie had watched him slip away twenty minutes ago. Now, standing before his imposing mahogany desk, her heart was a frantic, trapped bird against her ribs. He hadn’t noticed her yet, his back to her as he poured a finger of amber liquid, the crystal decanter catching the low lamplight.

She took a sharp breath, the sound slicing through the quiet. He turned, his expression not one of surprise, but of cool, appraising recognition. He’d known she would follow.

“Kellie.” His voice was a low rumble, velvet over gravel. “Shouldn’t you be with the other graduates? Celebrating?”

She swallowed, the gesture loud in her own ears. Her sundress, a flimsy yellow thing she’d chosen with deliberate innocence, felt suddenly transparent under his gaze. “I’m tired of celebrating a future I don’t understand.”

One eyebrow arched. “Oh?”

The words tumbled out, rehearsed yet raw. “I leave for college in eight weeks. Everyone talks about… experiences. Freedom. But I don’t want to go there… naive. I don’t want to be some clumsy girl fumbling in a dorm room with a boy who doesn’t know any more than I do.” She stepped closer, the Persian rug muffling her steps. “I want to know what it’s supposed to feel like. With someone who knows.”

A slow, deliberate sip of his drink. His eyes, a dark, stormy blue, never left hers. “That’s a dangerous thing to ask for, Kellie.”

“It’s not a question,” she said, her boldness shocking her and sending a jolt of liquid heat straight to her core. “It’s an offering. From me. To you.”

Silence stretched, thick and electric. Somewhere downstairs, a bass beat thumped, a distant, irrelevant echo. He set his glass down with a soft clink. The sound was a period, ending one life and beginning another. He moved then, not towards her, but to the office door. His hand, large and sure, turned the lock. The metallic snick was the loudest sound she’d ever heard.

When he faced her again, the civilized mask had slipped. The hunger she’d sometimes glimpsed, a fleeting shadow in his eyes when he thought no one was looking, was now the only thing she could see. It was a physical force, pressing the air from the room. “You understand what this is,” he stated, a question in form only. “You understand this is a betrayal of my daughter’s trust. Of your friendship with her.”

Kellie nodded, a quick, jerky motion. “This has nothing to do with her. This is between us.”

A low, approving hum vibrated from his chest. “Then show me.”

Her fingers, which had been clenched at her sides, felt numb and clumsy. She closed the final distance between them, the toes of her sandals almost touching his polished Oxfords. The scent of him—sandalwood, scotch, pure male—wrapped around her, dizzying. She reached for his belt, the cold buckle a shock against her fingertips. Her movements were unpracticed, fumbling with the leather tongue. He didn’t help, simply watched, his breathing slow and controlled while hers came in shallow gusts.

Finally, the belt gave way. The button of his trousers was next, then the zipper. The sound was obscenely loud, a slow, metallic purr. She pushed the fine wool and crisp cotton aside, and there he was.

Her breath caught, not in a clichéd hitch, but in a full, stunned suspension. He was… magnificent. Thick and long, already fully hard, a prominent vein pulsing with a slow, steady rhythm along the length. The skin was smooth, stretched taut, the head a dark, flushed plum. A faint, musky scent, clean and primal, rose to meet her.

Tentatively, she wrapped her hand around him. The heat was a brand. The solidity, the weight of him in her palm, made her knees weak. She began to move her hand, a clumsy up-and-down motion, her thumb brushing over the slick bead of moisture that had gathered at the tip. His sharp, inhaled breath was her reward. He’s not as unmoved as he looks.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She dragged her gaze from the mesmerizing sight in her hand up to his face. His jaw was tight, a muscle flicking in his cheek. His eyes were hooded, dark with a lust so intense it was almost violence. Keeping her eyes locked on his, she lowered herself, her sundress pooling around her on the rug. She leaned forward, her free hand bracing on his thigh, and took him into her mouth.

The taste was salty, clean, profoundly male. She enveloped him slowly, her lips stretching, her tongue flattening against the sensitive underside. A groan, deep and ragged, tore from his throat. The sound vibrated through her, sparking an answering throb between her own legs. She found a rhythm, working him deeper, learning the shape of him with her mouth, her tongue circling the head before taking him deep again. She looked up, her eyes watering slightly, and the sight of him—head thrown back, eyes closed, his powerful frame trembling with the effort of control—unleashed a flood of wet heat between her thighs.

“Enough.” The word was guttural.

He pulled himself from her mouth with a soft, wet sound. In one fluid motion, he hauled her to her feet. His hands went to the thin straps of her sundress, pushing them off her shoulders. The fabric slid down her body, a whisper of cotton falling to the floor, leaving her in only simple white cotton panties. He looked his fill, his gaze a scalding touch that travelled from the frantic pulse at her throat, over the swell of her small breasts and peaked nipples, down the flat plane of her stomach, to the damp spot already darkening the fabric between her legs.

“Off,” he said, nodding at the panties.

She hooked her thumbs in the waistband and pushed them down, stepping out of them. Now she was utterly bare before him, under the harsh, honest light of his desk lamp. He reached out, not to caress, but to possess. His large hands spanned her waist, lifting her as if she weighed nothing, and placed her on the edge of his massive desk. Papers rustled, a pen clattered to the floor. The polished wood was cool against her bare skin.

He knelt before her.

The sight of Mr. Harrison, this powerful, imposing man, on his knees between her spread thighs, was more erotic than anything she could have imagined. He didn’t speak. He simply leaned in, his breath hot against her inner thigh, and then his mouth was on her.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike. A soft, flat stroke from her opening all the way up to the sensitive nub of her clit. Kellie cried out, her hands flying back to brace herself on the desk. He didn’t tease. He feasted. His tongue was relentless, circling, flicking, plunging. He used his lips to suck, his stubble providing a delicious, rough counterpoint to the wet silk of his tongue. One hand came up to hold her hip steady, the other slid beneath her, fingers pressing into the flesh of her backside, opening her wider to him.

Sensation built, a coil of pure, white-hot pleasure tightening low in her belly. She was making sounds she didn’t recognize—high, desperate whimpers, his name a broken chant. The world narrowed to the point where his mouth worked her, to the slick, wet sounds, to the overwhelming pressure gathering inside her. Just as she felt herself teetering on the edge, he pulled back.

She whimpered in protest, her body arching off the desk, seeking the lost contact.

He stood, his own clothes now an intolerable barrier. He shrugged out of his suit jacket, tore at his shirt buttons, not caring where they flew. His chest was broad, dusted with dark hair, his shoulders powerful. He freed himself from his trousers and boxers, his erection springing back, thicker and darker than before, glistening from her mouth.

He moved between her thighs, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her to the very edge of the desk. The broad, blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, slick with her own arousal and his saliva. He looked into her eyes, his own blazing.

“This will sting,” he said, no apology, just fact.

He pushed forward.

A sharp, tearing pain bloomed, bright and shocking. Kellie gasped, her eyes flying wide. A wince twisted her features. He stopped immediately, buried only an inch inside her incredible tightness. He held perfectly still, his body a statue of strained muscle, a sheen of sweat on his brow. The pain was a hot ring, a foreign, stretching fullness. But beneath it, she could feel the heat of him, the promise of connection.

“Breathe,” he murmured, his voice thick. “Just breathe, Kellie. Let your body accept me.”

She forced a long, shuddering breath. Then another. The initial sharpness began to recede, softening into a deep, aching stretch. The feeling of being so utterly filled was overwhelming, terrifying, and exhilarating. She gave a tiny, experimental roll of her hips.

A groan was ripped from him. “That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice ragged. “Now take me.”

He began to move, withdrawing slowly until just the tip remained, then sliding back in with a deliberate, authoritative stroke. Deeper this time. The burn was still there, but it was transforming, melting into a sensation so profound it stole the air from her lungs. It was fullness, it was friction, it was a deep, internal caress against a place she never knew existed.

He set a punishing, possessive rhythm, each thrust driving her further up the desk, his grip on her hips sure to leave bruises. The slap of skin against skin, the creak of the heavy desk, their mingled, ragged breaths—it was a symphony of their transgression. The pain was a distant memory, utterly consumed by a rising tide of pleasure. It built from her core, spreading in hot waves to her fingertips, her toes, the roots of her hair.

His pace grew frantic, his control fraying. “Look at me,” he demanded again, his voice a raw scrape.

She forced her eyes open, meeting his wild, possessive gaze. In that moment, she saw not her best friend’s father, but a man consumed by a desire he’d held at bay for years. It was the final catalyst.

The coil inside her snapped.

Her climax tore through her without warning, a violent, seismic release that arched her back off the desk. A silent scream parted her lips as her inner muscles clenched around him in rapid, rhythmic pulses, a tight, milking grip. The intensity of it was blinding, a white-out of pure sensation.

The feel of her convulsing around him was his undoing. With a final, deep thrust that buried him to the hilt, he stilled. A hot, guttural roar escaped him as he came, his own release jetting deep inside her in hot, pulsing waves. She felt the flood of it, an intimate, claiming heat that seemed to amplify her own fading tremors.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heaving breaths. He remained inside her, leaning over her, his weight braced on his arms on either side of her head. The scent of sex and sweat and spilled scotch hung heavy in the air.

Slowly, carefully, he withdrew. The loss of him felt immense. He righted himself, his movements once again measured, though his breathing was still uneven. He fetched a soft cloth from a small adjoining bathroom, returning to clean her with a surprising, almost clinical gentleness. The cool cloth on her overheated skin made her shiver.

He helped her sit up, then handed her her discarded sundress. She dressed in silence, the simple cotton feeling like a costume now. He pulled on his boxers and trousers, leaving his shirt hanging open.

He turned to her, his face an unreadable mask, though his eyes were still dark. “When you come back from college,” he said, his voice back to its normal, controlled timbre, “I’d like to see you.”

Kellie nodded, her own voice a whisper. “I’ll miss you.” She found her sandals, slipped them on. “I’ll call. When I come home for winter break.”

16 - TEACHING CLARA
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“Teach me.”

The words hung in the air of Jared’s sleek, minimalist apartment, a stark, vulnerable counterpoint to the low hum of the city outside. Clara stood just inside his doorway, her knuckles white where they gripped the strap of her book bag. She’d practiced the line in the mirror for a week, but hearing it aloud, in this space that smelled of sandalwood and old paper, made her stomach flip.

For years, her life had been a series of grades and gold stars, a pristine record that left her feeling half-finished. She was tired of being the girl who studied life instead of living it. She didn’t want a boyfriend or a fumbling peer; she wanted the man standing in front of her to dismantle her innocence with the same sophisticated precision he used to design his buildings.

Jared, leaning against the back of his sofa with a tumbler of amber liquid in hand, didn’t move. His gaze, the color of weathered slate, held hers. A slow smile touched his lips, not mocking, but… intrigued. “Clara. That’s a rather specific request from my quiet neighbor who studies botanical illustrations.”

“I’m twenty,” she blurted out, as if her age were a credential. “And I’ve… I’ve never been kissed. Not really. Not like… like it means something. Everyone else, they just know. I don’t. I focused on other things. And now I feel… left behind.” The confession tumbled out in a rush, her cheeks burning. She focused on an abstract painting on his wall, a swirl of charcoal and deep blue, to avoid his eyes.

He set his glass down on a coaster with a soft click. The sound was final, a decision made. “Come here.”

It wasn’t a command, but an invitation woven from dark velvet. She let her bag slide to the polished concrete floor and walked to him, the space between them shrinking with each step that echoed her frantic heartbeat. He didn’t touch her at first, just studied her face—the faint freckles across her nose, the uncertain set of her mouth.

“Honesty is a rare currency,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “And you’ve just paid a considerable sum. So. A lesson.”

He closed the last inch. His hand came up, not to her face, but to cradle the back of her head, his fingers threading into the soft, chestnut waves of her hair. His other hand settled on the curve of her waist, a warm, solid weight through her thin cotton shirt. He gave her time—a second, a lifetime—to pull away. She didn’t.

Then he kissed her.

It was nothing like the clumsy, theoretical pecks she’d imagined. It was a slow, deliberate claiming. His mouth was soft but insistent, moving over hers with a patience that unraveled her. He tasted of whiskey and mint, a sophisticated, adult flavor that made her head spin. His tongue traced the seam of her lips, and on a gasp, she opened for him. The first slide of his tongue against hers sent a jolt straight down her spine, a live wire of sensation that pooled, hot and liquid, low in her belly. She made a sound, a tiny, desperate whimper she didn’t recognize.

He broke the kiss, his forehead resting against hers. Her breathing was shallow, uneven. “That,” he murmured, his breath warm on her damp lips, “is a proper hello. The rest… is a conversation.”

His hands moved. One stayed anchored in her hair, tilting her head back. The other slid down from her waist, over the swell of her hip, and came to rest on the back of her thigh, urging her closer. She felt the hard ridge of his erection through his tailored trousers, pressed against her stomach. The reality of it, the size and the heat, stole the air from her lungs.

“Touch me, Clara.”

Her hands, which had been hanging uselessly at her sides, trembled as she brought them up. She fumbled with the buckle of his leather belt, the metal cold and unfamiliar under her fingers. He watched her, his eyes hooded, as she finally managed to release it. The button of his fly came next, then the zipper. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room.

She pushed the fine wool fabric aside. He wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her gaze dropped, and her mouth went dry.

He was thick, the shaft a smooth, flushed column of flesh, curving slightly upward. A bead of clear moisture already glistened at the tip. It was intimidating. Beautiful. Real.

“Go on,” he encouraged, his voice rough.

She wrapped her fingers around him. The skin was like heated silk over steel. She stroked, tentatively, from root to tip, her thumb smearing the slickness. He groaned, a deep, visceral sound that vibrated through her palm. Emboldened, she tightened her grip, finding a rhythm, up and down, her wrist twisting slightly on the upstroke the way she’d read about. His hips gave a minute thrust into her hand, his control fraying.

“Good. So good,” he gritted out. “Now your mouth. Just the head. Suck it.”

She sank to her knees on the plush rug. The position felt shockingly submissive, yet powerful. He was at her mercy here. She leaned in, her breath ghosting over the sensitive crown. The scent of him—clean skin, salt, masculine musk—filled her senses. She opened her mouth and took just the broad, smooth tip inside.

The taste was tangy, sharp. She swirled her tongue around it, experimentally. His hand fisted in her hair, not pulling, just holding. “Yes. Like that. Now a little more. Let your throat relax.”

She took him deeper, inch by inch, until she felt him nudge the back of her throat. She gagged, her eyes watering, and pulled back.

“Easy,” he soothed, his thumb stroking her temple. “Breathe through your nose. Find the rhythm.”

She tried again, establishing a slow, sucking cadence. His moans became a continuous, hungry soundtrack. The feeling of him filling her mouth, the weight on her tongue, the way his body tensed and trembled—it was utterly absorbing. She was learning him, the way his breath caught when she applied suction, the way his thighs tightened when she used her hand to stroke what she couldn’t take.

“Enough,” he finally gasped, pulling her gently but firmly up by her arms. “My turn.”

His hands went to the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head. Her plain, practical bra followed. The cool air kissed her skin, and she crossed her arms over her chest on instinct.

“Don’t,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper. He uncrossed her arms, his gaze sweeping over her. “Look at you. Moonlit alabaster. Perfect.” He palmed one small breast, his thumb circling her nipple until it tightened into a hard, aching peak. He bent his head and took it into his mouth.

The sensation was electric. The warm, wet suction, the flick and graze of his teeth, the rough drag of his tongue—it was almost too much. He lavished attention on one, then the other, until they were both bright, sensitive points of fire. His free hand slid into the waistband of her jeans, cupping her through her cotton panties. She was drenched, the fabric soaked.

“Off. All of it.”

He helped her shimmy out of her jeans and panties until she stood naked before him, bathed in the low light from a single floor lamp. His gaze was a physical caress, warming her more than any blanket. “Stunning,” he breathed, before sweeping her up into his arms as if she weighed nothing.

He carried her to the bedroom, a spacious room dominated by a large platform bed with crisp, grey linens. He laid her down in the center, following her down, his body covering hers. The feel of his clothes against her bare skin was a delicious friction. He kissed her again, deeper, more consuming, as his hand found its way between her thighs.

His fingers parted her folds, stroking through the slick heat. One finger, then two, slid inside her. She arched off the bed, a broken cry escaping her. He worked them in and out, his thumb finding the swollen, desperate bundle of nerves above. He circled it, pressed it, his rhythm relentless.

“You’re so ready for me,” he murmured against her neck. “So tight and hot. I’ll go slow. Tell me if you need me to stop.”

She couldn’t form words, could only nod frantically into his shoulder. He positioned himself between her legs, the blunt, broad head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion.

There was a sting, a sharp, burning stretch that made her gasp. He stilled, buried just inside, letting her body clench and adjust around him. He kissed her eyelids, her cheeks, whispering nonsense that sounded like poetry. The burn began to fade, replaced by a feeling of incredible fullness, a heat that spread through her core and out to her fingertips.

“More,” she pleaded, her voice ragged.

He sank deeper, then deeper still, until he was fully seated inside her, their bodies joined completely. The feeling was overwhelming—the stretch, the intimacy, the sheer rightness of it. He began to move, withdrawing almost completely before sliding home again. Each stroke was a slow, deliberate lesson in pleasure, building a coil of tension deep within her.

His pace gradually increased, the smooth glide of him inside her becoming faster, harder. The slap of skin on skin, the creak of the bed, their mingled, ragged breaths—it was a symphony of sex. He shifted, hooking her legs over his shoulders, driving into her at a new, devastating angle. She cried out, her hands scrambling for purchase on the sheets.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Cum for me, Clara. Let me feel you.”

The coil snapped. Pleasure detonated through her, wave after wave of pure, white-hot sensation that clenched her entire body. Her inner muscles spasmed around his cock, milking him, pulling him deeper into the vortex of her climax.

He groaned, a sound of pure surrender, and followed her over the edge. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release inside her, a final, intimate claim. He collapsed beside her, pulling her into his side, their bodies slick and spent.

For a long time, they just breathed. The scent of sex and sweat hung heavy in the air.

He turned his head on the pillow, looking at her. A genuine smile, one she’d never seen before, softened his architect’s face. “You were a natural.”

The words warmed her, but they also crystallized something. This wasn’t just a lesson. The way her body still hummed for him, the way she already missed the weight of him on top of her… She didn’t want a teacher.

She wanted him.

She propped herself up on an elbow, meeting his gaze. “Jared… what if… what if we didn’t stop with just one lesson?”

He traced a finger along her jawline. “What are you proposing?”

“A… curriculum,” she said, the ghost of a smile on her lips. “A real one.”

He understood. His eyes darkened with something more than lust. Possibility. “A real relationship.”

She nodded, her heart hammering again, but this time with hope.

“Then we’d better get started on the next chapter,” he said, his hand sliding down to rest possessively on her hip.

17 - THE DEBUTANTE’S DESIRES
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“Take off your clothes.”

The words, sharp and clear as cut glass, hung in the perfumed air of the bedroom. Sienna stood before him, the last echoes of the orchestra three floors below a distant, irrelevant hum. Her chin was lifted, her eyes—a startling, determined blue—held his without a flicker.

Marcus didn’t move. His posture was a monument to control, hands clasped behind his back, feet planted in the plush ivory carpet. “Miss Thorne. Your guests are waiting.”

“Let them wait.” She took a step closer, the silk of her champagne-colored ballgown whispering a secret against her thighs. “I’m not asking you as my employee, Marcus. I’m telling you.”

—

How did it come to this?

It began an hour ago, in the glittering cage of the ballroom. Sienna had smiled until her cheeks ached, accepted hollow compliments from sons of her father’s associates, and danced with men whose eyes assessed her like a stock portfolio. She was the prize exhibit, the perfectly polished daughter of billionaire Alistair Thorne. Eighteen years of gilded halls, private tutors, and a life measured out in approved activities and chaperoned outings. Her constant shadow was Marcus: six-foot-four of silent, watchful muscle in a tailored black suit.

He was a fortress. A statue. For three years, he’d been a presence as fixed as the estate’s old oak trees, seeing everything and revealing nothing. But Sienna had seen the flicker—the brief, unguarded moment last week when she’d stumbled in the garden and his hand had shot out to steady her. His grip had been iron, but his thumb had pressed, just once, against the inside of her wrist. A half-second of contact that had sent a current through her so violent it left her dizzy. It wasn’t the touch of a bodyguard following protocol. It was the touch of a man.

The rebellion had simmered, then boiled over tonight. The debutante ball was the ultimate performance. She was to be presented, pristine and untouched, to a world that already owned her. The thought was a suffocating weight. No. If her first time was a transaction, she would choose the currency. And she wanted it to be him. The one man paid to look, but forbidden to touch.

She’d excused herself, pleading a headache, and climbed the grand staircase, feeling Marcus’s gaze like a physical pressure between her shoulder blades. In her suite, she’d dismissed her maid. She stood before her floor-to-ceiling window, watching the distant lights of the city, her reflection a ghost in the glass. Then she’d turned, walked to the intercom by her bed, and pressed the button for his private line.

“My room. Now.”

He’d arrived in ninety seconds, his expression professionally blank, but a faint tension around his eyes. “Is there a problem, Miss Thorne?”

“Close the door.”

He did. The solid click of the lock was the first beat of a new rhythm.

“I want you to fuck me, Marcus.”

The air left his lungs in a quiet, controlled rush. His jaw tightened. “That’s not appropriate.”

“I’m tired of appropriate.” She moved toward him, the scent of her jasmine perfume and the night’s champagne weaving around them. “I’m tired of being the perfect virgin in the perfect dress. I want it to be you.”

“My job is to protect you,” he said, his voice low, gravelly with restraint. “Not to…”

“Not to what?” she challenged, stopping a foot away. She could see the rapid pulse at the base of his throat. “You think some trust-fund boy in there will know what to do? You think he’ll see me? You look at me, Marcus. You always have. I see it.”

He remained rigid. “This is a line I cannot cross.”

Anger, hot and bright, flashed through her. She was done with being denied. “Then you’re fired. Effective immediately. I’ll call security and have you escorted off the property.”

The professional mask cracked. A raw, stark emotion flared in his dark eyes—not anger, but something hotter, hungrier. It was the look she’d been chasing. “You wouldn’t.”

“Try me.” The words were a dare, whispered across the space between them.

A long, silent war played out across his face. Duty, honor, career—they warred with the desire she’d finally named. She saw the exact moment he surrendered. His shoulders, always held so square, dropped a fraction. The wall came down.

“Sienna.” Her name on his lips was a confession.

“Take off your clothes,” she repeated, the command now a velvet-wrapped plea.

His hands, those capable, dangerous hands, went to his tie. He pulled it loose, the black silk slithering free. The jacket followed, dropped carelessly on a velvet chair. His eyes never left hers as he unbuttoned his crisp white shirt, revealing a chest of hard, defined muscle, dusted with dark hair. His skin was pale in the soft bedroom light, marked here and there with old, silvery scars—a history she knew nothing about.

He unbuckled his belt, the sound loud in the quiet room. He pushed his trousers and briefs down in one motion, stepping out of them.

Sienna’s breath caught, but not in a hitched cliché. It simply stopped, her lungs forgetting their function. He was… monumental. Thick and heavy, already fully erect, curving up against his stomach. She’d seen classical statues, but this was living flesh, potent and intimidating. A faint, musky scent reached her, purely male.

“My god,” she breathed, the words all air.

“Last chance to change your mind,” he said, his voice now a rough caress.

She shook her head, closing the distance. Her hand, which had never touched a man this way, trembled only slightly as she reached out. Her fingers wrapped around him. The skin was like heated silk over solid steel. A bead of moisture glistened at the tip. On instinct, she swiped her thumb over it, spreading the slickness. He made a sound, a deep groan that seemed to start in his chest.

Emboldened, she began to move her hand, a slow, tentative stroke. His heat seared her palm. She watched, fascinated, as her pale hand moved on his darker, rigid flesh. This is power, she thought. Real power. Not the cold, distant power of money, but this—the ability to make this formidable man shudder, to make his eyelids grow heavy.

“Like this?” she asked, tightening her grip, speeding up.

“Yes.” The word was gritted out. His hand came up to cover hers, showing her a firmer rhythm. “Just like that.”

She learned quickly, her strokes growing more confident. His hips began a slight, involuntary push into her fist. The sight of him, so large and vulnerable in her hand, sent a corresponding ache blooming deep within her, a warm, insistent pulse that made her shift her weight.

Without breaking her rhythm, she sank to her knees on the carpet.

“Sienna—” His protest was weak.

“I want to,” she said, and leaned forward.

The first touch of her tongue to the sensitive head was a revelation—salty, clean, profoundly intimate. She licked a slow stripe from base to tip, then took him into her mouth. She could only manage a part of his length, her lips stretching. He groaned again, a hand coming to cradle the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her carefully styled curls.

She moved on him, guided by his subtle cues—the tightening of his fingers, the choked-off sounds he made. Her own desire was a live wire, sparking with every suck, every time he pushed gently deeper. She felt him swell, his muscles coiling.

“Stop,” he rasped, pulling her head back gently. “I’m too close. Not yet.”

He drew her to her feet, his eyes burning. “My turn.”

His hands went to the delicate straps of her gown. With a sharp tug, they snapped. The heavy silk bodice loosened, and he pushed it down, baring her to the waist. The cool air pebbled her skin, but his gaze was a brand. He looked his fill, his expression one of stark, reverent hunger.

“So beautiful,” he murmured, not as a bland compliment, but as a fact discovered.

He bent his head, his mouth finding the curve of her neck. His lips were soft, but his teeth were not. He nipped, a sharp, possessive sting that made her cry out, her hands flying to his shoulders. He soothed the spot with his tongue, then trailed a path of open-mouthed kisses down her collarbone. He took one taut, pink nipple into his mouth, sucking deeply, his tongue flicking the peak until she was gasping, her fingers digging into his hair.

He pushed the gown the rest of the way down, letting it pool at her feet. She stood before him in only a pair of lace panties. He hooked his thumbs in the sides and drew them down, kneeling before her as he did. He didn’t stand. Instead, he pressed his face against the soft skin of her inner thigh, inhaling deeply. Then he kissed her there, where she was already slick and swollen.

His tongue found her core, and Sienna’s legs nearly buckled. A sharp, electric pleasure, utterly foreign and devastating, shot through her. He licked her with slow, deliberate strokes, exploring her folds, circling the sensitive nub at her apex. He built a rhythm, one hand splayed on her stomach to hold her steady, the other gripping her hip. The world narrowed to the wet, hot pressure of his mouth, the rough texture of his tongue, the dizzying climb of sensation. She tangled her hands in his hair, holding on as the pleasure mounted, coiling tighter and tighter until it shattered. She came with a choked scream, her body convulsing against his mouth, seeing bursts of white light behind her eyelids.

He held her through it, gentling his touch until her tremors subsided. Then he stood, lifting her effortlessly into his arms and carrying her to the vast bed. He laid her down on the duvet, her pale skin a stark contrast against the dark sapphire silk.

He positioned himself between her thighs, his weight braced on his arms. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He looked into her eyes, his own dark with passion and a question.

“Now,” she whispered, arching her hips.

He pushed forward.

There was a moment of sharp, blinding pressure, a tearing sensation that made her eyes water. She gasped, her nails scoring his back. He froze, buried deep inside her.

“Sienna,” he breathed, his face taut with the effort of holding still.

He lowered his head, capturing her mouth in a deep, consuming kiss. It was a distraction and an anchor. He tasted of her, of salt, of desire. He kissed her until the initial sting began to fade, replaced by a profound, stretching fullness. An ache, but one that promised something more.

“Okay?” he murmured against her lips.

She nodded, wrapping her legs around his waist. “Keep going.”

He began to withdraw, then slide home. The second stroke was easier, the third brought a spark of something that wasn’t pain. He set a slow, deep rhythm, each thrust a deliberate claiming. The friction built, the deep, rhythmic ache transforming, melting into a spreading heat that radiated from her core. She met his thrusts, her hips learning the cadence of his.

His control began to fray. The slow, measured pace fractured into something more urgent, more primal. His muscular body drove into hers, pressing her deep into the mattress. The bedframe gave a soft, rhythmic protest. He was everywhere—his scent, his sweat, the powerful flex of his back under her hands, the guttural sounds torn from his throat. She was lost in it, in the sheer physicality, the delicious sense of being taken, of her sheltered world being utterly, gloriously dismantled.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice raw.

She opened her eyes, meeting his fierce gaze. In that look, the last vestige of the bodyguard vanished. This was just Marcus, a man consumed.

“I want to be on top,” she panted.

In one fluid motion, he rolled them over. Now she straddled him, his thickness still seated deep inside her. She rose up on her knees, then sank back down, a moan escaping her at the new angle. She placed her hands on his chest, feeling the pounding of his heart, and began to ride him. She set the pace, slow and rolling at first, then faster, finding the angle that made her gasp. She watched his face, watched his composure unravel as she took her pleasure from him. Her hair fell around them like a curtain, her breasts bouncing with each movement.

He gripped her hips, his fingers leaving marks, helping her move. “That’s it,” he growled. “Take what you want.”

The tension coiled again, tighter, hotter than before. Her movements became frantic, less controlled. He felt it too, his thrusts becoming sharper, deeper from below. The world dissolved into a single, white-hot point of sensation.

“Marcus!” His name was a plea and a prayer as the climax ripped through her, a violent, consuming wave that clenched around him, milking his own release.

He shouted, a raw, unfettered sound, and poured himself into her, his body arching off the bed. They crashed together, a tangle of slick limbs and ragged breaths.

For long minutes, the only sounds were their slowing heartbeats and the distant, forgotten music from below. The scent of sex and sweat hung heavy in the air.

Sienna collapsed onto his chest, her cheek against the damp, solid muscle. His arms came around her, holding her close in a way that felt nothing like duty.

A slow, sated smile touched her lips. “I’m glad it was you.”

His hand stroked her hair, his touch now tender, possessive. “It will always be me,” he said, his voice a low rumble in his chest. “Not as your bodyguard. As your man.”

18 - THE GYMNAST’S VICTORY CELEBRATION
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“I want you to be my first.”

Alana’s declaration, soft yet absolute, hung in the quiet space of Derek’s living room. The air, still thick with the phantom echoes of the restaurant’s celebration and the car ride home, seemed to crystallize around her words. Her gaze, the same unflinching one she leveled at the balance beam, was fixed on him.

They’d just returned from the celebratory dinner, the gold medal still resting on the mahogany side table as a silent witness to their shared triumph. But as Derek looked at her, he realized the celebration was merely a preamble; the true victory Alana was seeking tonight wasn't a score on a judge's card, but the final, irrevocable bridge between her sheltered girlhood and the woman she had become under his tutelage.

The victory champagne hummed pleasantly in Derek’s veins, but her statement hit him with the sobering force of a cold spray. He took a step back, the leather of his sofa creaking faintly behind his calves. “Alana. No.” His voice was a low rasp, the coach’s authority battling a sudden, visceral tremor deep in his gut. “That’s… I can’t. I’m your coach.”

“You were my coach,” Alana corrected, her own voice gaining strength. She hadn’t moved from the center of the room, a slender monument in her simple black dress. The cut was modest, but on her compact, muscular frame, it was a study in lethal elegance. Every curve was a testament to discipline, every line a promise of power. “The competition is over. That chapter is closed.” She took a step forward, closing the distance he’d tried to create. The scent of her—clean sweat barely masked by floral perfume, the adrenaline of victory—wrapped around him. “I’m eighteen. I’m a legal adult. I’ve spent my life controlling every muscle, every breath, every thought for one goal. And I got it. Now…” She swallowed, a faint movement in the line of her throat. “Now I want something for me. Something I don’t know how to do.”

“It’s not right,” he argued, but the conviction was bleeding from the words. His eyes traced the defiant set of her jaw, the fierce hope burning in her hazel eyes. He saw the champion, yes, but beneath it, he saw the girl who had trusted him with her body’s potential for years. The shift in that trust was tectonic, terrifying, electrifying. “I don’t want to take advantage.”

A ghost of her competitive smile touched her lips. “You’re not taking. I’m giving.” Her hands, those small, capable hands that could grip uneven bars and launch her into flawless flight, rose. They didn’t tremble. One settled on the center of his chest, over the solid drum of his heart. The other went to the buckle of his belt. The click of the metal release was obscenely loud.

“Alana—” His protest was a breath, not a command.

“I know what I want, Derek.” Her name on her lips wasn’t ‘Coach.’ It was a statement, an intimacy that bypassed a decade of titles. Her fingers worked the button of his trousers, then found the zipper. The slow, grating descent of the metal teeth was a countdown. “I’ve wanted it for a long time.”

He stood paralyzed, a statue of conflict. Every professional instinct screamed. Every other instinct, the ones he’d locked down tight through years of focused training, roared to life. He felt the cool air of the room touch his skin as the fabric of his pants and boxer-briefs parted under her insistent pull. And then her warm, dry palm encircled him.

The contact was a bolt of pure lightning, arcing from his groin to the base of his skull. A rough sound, part groan, part surrender, tore from his throat. He was already hard, a fact that shamed and exhilarated him in equal measure. She looked down, her breath catching not in a clichéd hitch, but in a soft, awed exhalation.

“Oh,” she whispered.

Her analytical gaze, the one she used to dissect a vault technique, swept over his length. He was thick, heavily veined, rigid with a tension that had built over countless sessions watching her powerful, graceful body strain and soar. Her fingers tightened experimentally, learning the texture of him, the silken skin over steel-core hardness.

Then she began to move. Her first strokes were tentative, a novice’s exploration. But Alana was a prodigy in all things physical. Within moments, her rhythm found its cadence—firm, sure, a perfect blend of pressure and glide. Her thumb swept over the slick head on each upstroke, smearing the bead of moisture that had gathered there. Her eyes were on her work, a faint line of concentration between her brows, as if mastering this was her new compulsory routine.

The sensation was devastating. The visual of her—his champion, his perfect athlete—standing demurely in her dress while her hand worked his cock was enough to unravel him. He braced a hand on the back of the sofa, his knuckles white. “God, Alana…”

She looked up then, meeting his eyes. The determination there was molten, mixed with a curiosity that burned. Without breaking that gaze, she sank to her knees.

The sight stole the air from his lungs. Alana on her knees was a submission that felt like a conquest. The black fabric of her dress pooled around her. She leaned forward, her face inches from him. He felt the warm gust of her breath before her lips, impossibly soft, pressed a kiss to his tip. A jolt, sharp and sweet, shot through him.

Then her tongue emerged, a pink flash, and she licked a slow, deliberate stripe from root to crown. She tasted him, her eyes closing for a second in focus. When they opened, they held a new kind of fire. She took him into her mouth.

The heat was immediate and consuming. Her mouth was a tight, wet heaven. She didn’t deepthroat him—this was her first time—but what she did was somehow more erotic. She used her lips, her tongue, the gentle suction of her cheeks with the same meticulous attention to detail she applied to a tumbling pass. She explored the sensitive ridge beneath his head, traced the throbbing veins with the tip of her tongue, took him deeper in shallow increments, learning her own limits.

One of her hands remained at the base of him, stroking in tandem with her mouth. The other crept up, her fingers sliding into the hair at his nape, not pulling, but anchoring herself to him. The soft, wet sounds of her effort filled the quiet room, a filthy, beautiful music. Derek’s head fell back, a string of curses and praises tumbling from his lips. His hips gave a minute, involuntary thrust, and she took it, a muffled sound of surprise vibrating around him that only intensified the pleasure.

He couldn’t let this continue. Not like this. The coil in his abdomen was winding too tight, too fast. With an effort that felt Herculean, he slid his hands under her arms. “Enough,” he growled, the word thick. He pulled her up, her lips leaving him with a soft, wet pop. Her mouth was glistening, her eyes dazed with a mixture of pride and want.

He didn’t speak. Words had failed. Instead, he bent, hooked an arm behind her knees, and lifted her against his chest as easily as he’d spotted her on a dismount. She was a compact weight of muscle and tension, her arms looping instantly around his neck. He carried her down the hall, shouldering his way into his bedroom, a Spartan space dominated by a large, low bed.

He laid her down on the dark comforter. The dim light from the hallway carved the planes of her body. He stood over her, drinking in the sight. Then his hands went to the thin straps of her dress. He pushed them down her shoulders, following the path with his mouth, tasting the salt of her skin, the fine dusting of chalk that never quite washed away. He peeled the dress down, over the swell of her small, perfect breasts, over her taut abdomen, down her legs until she lay naked before him.

Her body was a masterpiece of athleticism. Not soft, but carved. Sleek muscle corded her thighs and arms. Her stomach was a flat plane of definition. Her breasts were high and firm, the nipples drawn into tight, dusky peaks. A neat, blonde triangle of curls nestled between her powerful thighs. She didn’t shy away from his scrutiny; she watched him watch her, her chest rising and falling with quickened breaths.

“You are… breathtaking,” he finally managed, his voice sandpaper-rough.

He joined her on the bed, his own clothes discarded in a heap on the floor. His body was a match to hers—broad shoulders, carved chest, the powerful legs of a former competitor. He kissed her, and this time it wasn’t a coach’s celebratory peck. It was deep, consuming, his tongue claiming the taste of himself from her mouth. His hands mapped her, not as a coach assessing form, but as a man discovering a new continent. He palmed her breast, his thumb circling her nipple until it ached against his touch. His mouth followed, sucking the tender peak, his tongue flicking until she arched off the bed with a sharp cry, her fingers digging into his shoulders.

He moved lower, his kisses a burning trail down her midline. He nuzzled the crisp hair at the apex of her thighs, and her whole body tensed in anticipation. Then his tongue found her.

The first, flat stroke made her cry out, a sound of pure, shocked sensation. She was already wet, her arousal a tangy, intimate flavor. He lapped at her, learning her folds, finding the swollen nub of her clit with a focused precision that mirrored her own on the apparatus. He circled it, teased it, then sucked it gently between his lips. Her hips came off the bed, a powerful, involuntary undulation. He held her down with a firm hand on her stomach, his mouth working its magic.

He explored her entrance with his tongue, dipping inside, feeling her inner muscles flutter around the intrusion. He added a finger, sliding one deep into her tight, clutching heat. She was so snug, the resistance beautiful and fierce. He crooked his finger, finding a rough patch inside her, and rubbed it in time with the suction of his mouth.

“Derek… I’m… something’s…” Her words fractured into gasps.

Her legs trembled, her powerful muscles quivering with a new kind of strain. He felt the tension coiling in her, winding tighter and tighter. With a final, relentless swirl of his tongue, he pushed her over. Her orgasm broke over her in a silent, seismic wave. Her back arched spectacularly, every muscle corded in exquisite rigor before she collapsed, boneless and panting, onto the bed. A sheen of sweat coated her skin, gleaming in the low light.

He moved over her, his body settling between her thighs. The broad head of his cock nudged against her slick, swollen entrance. He looked into her eyes, which were wide, sated, but alight with a new resolve.

“This will hurt,” he warned, his voice strained with the effort of holding still.

She nodded, her teeth catching her lower lip. “I know. Do it.”

He pushed forward. The barrier was unmistakable, a tight, brief resistance. She winced, a sharp intake of breath hissing through her teeth. Her eyes squeezed shut. He stopped, fully sheathed in that impossible, clutching tightness. He held himself utterly still, buried to the hilt in her heat. He lowered his head, kissing her eyelids, her cheeks, her mouth. “Breathe, champion,” he murmured against her lips. “Just breathe through it.”

She obeyed, her chest rising in a deep, shuddering inhalation. The pained pinch on her face began to ease, replaced by a look of dazed wonder. She shifted her hips experimentally, a tiny movement that made them both groan. “You feel…” she whispered, “…huge.”

He began to move. Slowly at first, shallow withdrawals followed by deep, careful re-entries. The friction was sublime, an agonizing pleasure made more intense by the faint, coppery tang of her virginity and the overwhelming sense of possession. Her body adapted with an athlete’s quickness. Soon, her hips began to meet his, tentatively, then with more confidence.

He established a rhythm, powerful and driving, the same relentless, athletic pace he’d demanded of her in training. The bedframe tapped a steady beat against the wall. The sounds of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against damp skin, of their ragged breaths mingling, filled the room. He watched her face, a canvas of unfolding pleasure. Her eyes were open, locked on his, mirroring his own escalating frenzy.

“Ride me,” he grunted, rolling onto his back and pulling her with him.

She straddled him without hesitation, her strong thighs caging his hips. For a moment, she simply sat, impaled, her head thrown back as she acclimated to the feeling of him so deep inside from this new angle. Then, with the natural grace of a born performer, she began to move. She rose and fell, controlling the depth and speed with a stunning, muscular precision. Her inner muscles gripped and released him in a rhythmic milking that dragged him toward the edge. Her breasts bounced with her motion, her hands braced on his chest for leverage. The sight of her above him, powerful and in command, her face etched with ecstasy, was the most erotic thing he had ever witnessed.

The pressure built, a storm gathering in his loins. Her movements grew more frantic, less controlled. A deep, guttural moan tore from her throat. “Derek, I’m going to… again…”

“Cum with me,” he commanded, his hands gripping her hips, driving her down onto him as he thrust up, meeting her final, desperate plunge. His release erupted, hot and endless, pumping into her as her own climax triggered, her body convulsing around him in pulsating waves. She collapsed forward onto his chest, their sweat-slick bodies sticking together, their hearts hammering a frantic, synchronized tattoo against each other.

For long minutes, the only sound was their ragged breathing slowly calming. Finally, she lifted her head, her face serene, glowing. He brushed a damp strand of hair from her cheek.

“I’m proud of you,” he said, the words meaning more than they ever had in a gym.

A slow, secret smile touched her swollen lips. She nestled her head back into the hollow of his shoulder, her voice a contented murmur against his skin.

“I wanted this more than I wanted the gold medal.”
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“You can either take a three-day suspension, which goes on your permanent record, or you can accept a private correction here in my office, Miss Clarke.”

The words hung in the air of the Dean’s office, thick and heavy as the antique mahogany furniture. Karyn stood frozen before the massive desk, her hands clenched into damp fists at the sides of her pleated skirt. Dean Roberts didn’t look up from the file he was reviewing; he merely waited, the silver at his temples catching the low light from the brass desk lamp. The clock on the wall ticked, each second a hammer blow against her ribs.

A suspension. The words echoed with a finality that made her stomach drop. Her scholarship, her spot on the debate team, her parents’ brittle pride—all of it, gone in a single line on her transcript. All because she’d tried to sneak back into her dorm an hour after curfew, her heart pounding with a silly, secret thrill that now tasted like ash.

“A… private correction, Sir?” Her voice was a thread, barely there.

Finally, he looked up. Dean Roberts was a man carved from authority. In his fifties, with a stern, handsome face that spoke of discipline and control, he regarded her with eyes the color of a winter sky. They held no warmth, only a cool, assessing clarity.

“Yes. A lesson in respect for the rules of this institution. Conducted here, now. It remains between us. No record. No parents notified.” He closed the file with a soft, definitive thud. “Do you accept?”

The choice was no choice at all. Karyn felt a strange, dizzying current move through her, part terror, part something else—a dark, liquid heat that pooled low in her belly, entirely unwelcome and impossible to ignore. This is insane, a voice in her head screamed. But another, quieter voice whispered, What does he mean?

“I… I accept, Sir.”

“Good.” He leaned back in his leather chair, the material sighing under his weight. “Remove your clothes.”

The command was so blunt, so utterly devoid of ceremony, that for a moment Karyn thought she’d misheard. The air left her lungs in a soft rush. She stared, her mouth slightly agape.

“Sir, I…” she stammered, her face flooding with heat.

“You accepted the terms, Miss Clarke. The lesson begins with obedience. Remove everything. Now.”

Her fingers felt numb, clumsy. They fumbled with the small pearl buttons of her cardigan, her movements jerky. The soft wool fell to the deep burgundy carpet with a soundless heap. Next, the simple white blouse. Each button released was a small surrender. The air in the room was cool against her skin, raising goosebumps along her arms. She kept her eyes fixed on a point just past his shoulder, on a framed diploma from an Ivy League school. Her heart drummed a frantic, erratic rhythm against her sternum.

The skirt’s zipper was a loud rasp in the quiet. She stepped out of it, then stood in her plain white cotton bra and panties, her arms crossing instinctively over her chest. She’d never felt so exposed, so utterly laid bare. The vulnerability was a physical ache.

“All of it,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

A tremor ran through her. She unhooked her bra, letting it fall. Her breasts felt heavy, the nipples tightening instantly in the cool air. Then, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, she pushed them down her thighs, stepping out of the final scrap of fabric. She was naked. Standing in the center of the most powerful man’s office at Lockwood University, completely vulnerable.

Dean Roberts’ gaze swept over her, clinical and thorough. She felt it like a physical touch—a slow scan from the tips of her bare toes, up her trembling legs, over the soft curve of her belly, the swell of her breasts, finally meeting her eyes. His expression didn’t change, but something in the atmosphere shifted, charged.

“Come here.”

She took the few steps to the front of his desk, the carpet rough under her soles. He remained seated, a king on his throne. “I… Dean Roberts,” she whispered, the words sticking in her dry throat. “I should tell you… I’ve never… I’m a virgin. I’ve never done anything like this.”

A flicker of something—interest, perhaps—passed through his cool eyes. “Then you are in the perfect position to learn. I will teach you everything you need to know. Your first lesson is in the power of attentive service.”

He unbuttoned his trousers, the motion efficient and unhesitating. The zipper's descent was a metallic whisper that seemed deafening. He freed himself, and Karyn’s breath faltered.

He was thick, and heavy, and already fully erect, a stark, fleshy contrast to the dark wool of his suit. The sight of him, so blatantly male and powerful, sent another shocking jolt of that strange heat straight through her core. It pulsed, a deep, unfamiliar throb.

“Touch me.”

Her hand lifted, hovering in the air between them. She’d never touched a man before, not like this. Her fingertips brushed the hot skin, and a small, involuntary sound escaped her—a gasp caught in her throat. He was so warm. So solid. She closed her fingers around him, her grip tentative and unsure.

“Firmly,” he instructed, his voice even. “Use your whole hand. Move it.”

She obeyed, tightening her grasp, beginning a slow, awkward slide up and down his length. The skin was like silk over steel, a fascinating, terrifying texture. She watched her own pale hand moving, mesmerized by the contrast, by the sheer wrongness and intimacy of the act. A drop of moisture beaded at his tip, and, acting on some instinct she didn’t understand, she spread it with her thumb, smoothing her movement. His subtle, sharp inhale was her first reward.

“Better,” he murmured. “Now, on your knees.”

The command brooked no argument. Karyn sank to the carpet, the rough pile digging into her kneecaps. She was level with him now, his cock standing inches from her face. The musky, clean scent of him filled her senses—soap, starch, and something uniquely male.

“Open your mouth.”

She parted her lips. He guided himself, the broad head nudging against her. “Slowly. Take just the head. Use your tongue.”

The first touch of him to her tongue was a revelation—salty, smooth, alive. She closed her lips around him, taking him into the wet heat of her mouth as instructed. He was too big, stretching her lips, filling her. She relaxed her jaw, letting him slide a little deeper. Her tongue moved tentatively, tracing the prominent vein on the underside. The low, approving rumble from above was a vibration she felt in her own bones.

“That’s it. Deeper now. All the way.”

He didn’t force her. He waited. Karyn pushed forward, taking more of him, feeling him press against the back of her throat. Her eyes watered. She focused on the rhythm, on the slide of her lips, the swirl of her tongue. The act felt profoundly submissive, and yet, a thread of power wove through it—the power to elicit that soft groan from him, the power to make this formidable man close his eyes for a moment. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking gently, and his hand came to rest on the back of her head, not pushing, just holding. The weight of it was a brand.

After minutes that stretched into an eternity of wet, rhythmic sounds and her own pounding heart, he pulled her gently away. “Stand up. Turn around. Bend over the desk.”

Her legs were weak as she rose. The polished mahogany surface was cool and smooth against her feverish palms as she leaned forward, presenting herself to him. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She heard a drawer open, close. Then a new sound—a soft, menacing swish of air.

The first strike of the leather crop landed on the back of her thigh. It wasn’t a brutal blow, but it was sharp, precise, a line of pure, startling sensation that bloomed into a stinging heat.

“Ah!” The cry was torn from her.

Swish. Thwip.

Another stripe, parallel to the first. Then another, on the other thigh. The pain was bright and clear, a sharp contrast to the heavy arousal coiling in her belly. Each strike made her flinch, made her muscles clench. A low moan built in her throat, escaping as a breathy sigh. The sting settled into a warm, throbbing flush, painting her skin a vivid, shameful red. She was panting, her forehead pressed to the cool wood.

The crop was set aside. She heard the rustle of clothing, the tear of a foil packet. Then his hands were on her hips, large and possessive. The blunt, wet head of his cock pressed against her entrance, a pressure so foreign and immense it stole her breath.

“This is your final lesson, Karyn.”

He pushed forward.

The pain was immediate and shocking. A sharp, tearing, stretching burn that made her cry out, her fingers scrambling against the desktop. He was too big, splitting her open, filling her in a way that felt impossible. She was tight, unyielding, and he was an inexorable force. He paused, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming fullness.

“Breathe,” he commanded, his own voice strained.

She dragged in a shuddering gasp. The initial sharp agony began to recede, melting into a deep, aching stretch. He began to move, withdrawing slowly before pushing back in with that same deliberate, authoritative stroke. The friction was incredible. The burn transformed, morphing into a different kind of heat—a building, rhythmic friction that sparked something primitive deep inside her.

He set a steady, punishing pace. Each thrust rocked her forward on the desk, her breasts flattening against the wood. The sounds were obscene—the wet slap of skin on skin, their mingled breathing, her own soft, choked sounds that were no longer just of pain. The earlier sting from the crop merged with the deep, internal friction, creating a feedback loop of sensation that was overwhelming. A strange, intense bliss began to pulse in time with his movements, centered in that secret, now-occupied part of her.

One of his hands slid from her hip, up her spine, to tangle in the hair at the nape of her neck. He fisted it, not yanking, but applying steady pressure, pulling her head back, arching her spine. The new angle drove him even deeper. A broken sob escaped her lips, but it was laced with a ragged thread of pleasure.

“You feel that?” he growled, his voice thick, close to her ear. “That’s the consequence of your actions. You take it. You learn from it.”

She could only nod, a frantic little motion. She was learning. Oh god, she was learning. The coiled tension in her belly was winding tighter, a spring about to snap. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, clenching instinctively, trying to pull him deeper still. Her world had narrowed to this desk, to the grip in her hair, to the relentless, perfect friction of him moving inside her.

His rhythm began to fracture, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, less controlled. The desk creaked in protest. A guttural sound ripped from his chest. “Now, Karyn.”

It was the permission she didn’t know she needed. The spring shattered. Her climax ripped through her without warning, a silent, seismic wave of pure sensation that locked her muscles and stole her vision in a burst of white light. Her channel pulsed around him in frantic, rhythmic contractions, milking him, drawing him deeper into the convulsing heat.

The feel of her tightening around him dragged him over the edge. He drove into her one last, final time, burying himself as deep as he could go, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her. A long, ragged groan poured from him, a sound of pure, unrestrained completion.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing echoing in the quiet office. He slowly released her hair, his hand smoothing down her back in an almost soothing gesture. He withdrew from her body, the loss feeling profound and strangely empty. Karyn stayed bent over the desk, spent, trembling, her mind a blank static.

He attended to himself, the quiet sounds of movement somehow more intimate than what had just transpired. Then, his hand was on her shoulder, turning her gently around to face him. She leaned back against the desk for support, her legs utterly useless. She was a mess—flushed, sweaty, her thighs sticky, her sex throbbing with a dull, full ache.

Dean Roberts regarded her, his own breathing steadier now, his expression unreadable once more. He reached out, his thumb wiping a stray tear—from pain or overwhelm, she didn’t know—from her cheek. The gesture was shockingly tender.

Karyn looked up at him, her blue eyes wide and dazed. The fear was gone, evaporated in the furnace of what had just happened. In its place was a bewildered, humbling clarity. Her voice, when it came, was hoarse but clear.

“I… I think I enjoyed that, Sir.”
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The sleek, silver sports car looked entirely out of place against the backdrop of rusted grain silos and the cracked asphalt of Main Street. Becca sat behind the wheel, staring in disbelief as a thin plume of white smoke drifted from the hood—a mechanical surrender that felt like a personal insult to her father’s credit card. This was meant to be a simple shortcut to her family’s summer estate, not an unscheduled stop in a town that seemed to have been forgotten by time.

Reluctantly, she managed to coast the dying vehicle into the only open business in sight: a weathered garage with a faded sign that read Jax’s Auto & Repair.

The man who emerged from the shadows of the service bay was a stark departure from the boys she knew at the country club. He was tall, his skin bronzed and marked by an intricate sleeve of dark tattoos that wound around corded muscle. Grease stained his white tank top, and a smudge of oil darkened one sharp cheekbone. When he looked at her, his storm-grey eyes didn't defer to her designer clothes or the expensive car; they appraised her with a blunt, masculine curiosity that made the hair on her arms stand up.

"Gasket's blown," Jax stated an hour later, wiping his hands on a rag as the sun began to dip below the horizon. "I can fix it, but I’ll need to order the part from the city. You’re stuck here until morning."

With the town’s only motel boarded up, Jax offered her his couch in the small, sparse apartment perched above the garage. Over the next few hours, the initial awkwardness melted into a heavy, electric tension. Away from the expectations of her wealthy social circle, Becca found herself captivated by his rough edges and the unstudied way he spoke. She told him about her sheltered life, her perfect grades, and the suffocating feeling of being "untouched" in every sense of the word.

As the crickets began to hum outside, the conversation turned hushed and dangerous. Becca’s heart hammered against her ribs as she looked at the rugged man sitting across from her.

"I’ve spent my whole life being careful," she whispered, the confession tasting like iron and honey. "But I don't want to be careful tonight. I’ve never been with anyone, Jax... and I want my first time to be with someone like you."

“You sure about that, princess?”

The question, low and rough, cut through the thick air of the small apartment. Becca’s eyes, wide and dark, were fixed on the man standing before her. Jax hadn’t moved, but his gaze was a physical weight, tracing the line of her throat, the frantic pulse at its base.

“Yes,” she breathed out, the word barely a sound. “I’m sure.”

Jax stood, his large frame casting a long shadow over her. He reached out, his calloused thumb tracing the line of her jaw, before he led her toward the bedroom.

“Look at me, Becca.” His voice was a command, soft but absolute. “Look at what you’re asking for.”

His hands went to the buckle of his belt. The rasp of leather through denim loops was obscenely loud. He popped the button of his worn jeans, dragged the zipper down with a deliberate, grating sound. He pushed the heavy fabric down over his hips, and there it was.

Becca’s mouth went dry.

It was thick, heavy, and already half-hard, resting against a thatch of dark hair. It was nothing like the sterile diagrams in health class or the airbrushed, perfect specimens in the clandestine videos she’d glimpsed on a friend’s phone. This was real. Alive. The skin was a shade darker than the rest of him, the prominent vein a faint blue road map under the surface. It was intimidating. It was magnificent.

“Jesus,” she whispered, the word a prayer and a curse.

“Go on,” he murmured, his voice a velvet rumble. “Touch it. See if you still want this.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a trapped bird. The scent of him—motor oil, clean sweat, the faint, rain-damp earth from outside—filled her head. She took a step forward, the floorboards creaking under her designer flats. Her hand, trembling slightly, reached out. Her fingertips, cool and soft, made contact.

The skin was hot. Silken. It jumped under her touch, thickening, growing heavier in her palm. A low, approving groan vibrated in Jax’s chest. Emboldened, she wrapped her fingers around him, marveling at the sheer girth, the impossible firmness beneath the soft sheath. She began to move her hand, a tentative up-and-down motion, learning the texture, the weight.

“Like that,” he encouraged, his voice strained. “Firm. Yeah.”

She watched, fascinated, as he grew fully hard in her grasp, becoming a rigid, heated column. The head, flushed a deep, ruddy purple, emerged fully from its hood. A single, clear bead of moisture welled at the tip. Acting on an instinct she didn’t know she possessed, she leaned forward, her breath ghosting over the sensitive skin. She looked up, meeting his storm-grey eyes, and opened her mouth.

The first touch of her tongue to that salty bead was electric. A sharp, primal flavor exploded on her taste buds—pure, musky male. Jax’s whole body tightened, a cord pulled taut. She took him into her mouth, slowly, letting her lips stretch around his width. The sensation was overwhelming—the heat, the slight give of the skin, the solid reality of him filling a space that had never been filled. She bobbed her head, experimenting with pressure, with rhythm, guided by the guttural sounds he made above her.

“Fuck, Becca… your mouth…” His hands came up, not to force her, but to cradle her head, his thumbs stroking her temples. The tenderness of the gesture, juxtaposed with the raw carnality of the act, made her moan around him. The vibration drew a sharp hiss from his lips.

He let her continue for a few more exquisite, sloppy minutes, then gently pulled her up. “Enough,” he rasped. “My turn.”

His hands were on her clothes, efficient and sure. The delicate buttons of her blouse gave way under his calloused fingers. He pushed the silk from her shoulders, letting it pool on the dusty floor. His eyes darkened as he took in her lace bra, a frivolous, expensive scrap of nothing. The clasp surrendered at his touch. Her breasts spilled free, pale and full in the dim light from the single bulb. He didn’t just look; he studied her, his gaze a brand.

“Perfect,” he muttered, before lowering his head.

His mouth was hot and wet on her nipple. He didn’t just suckle; he laved, he nipped with careful teeth, he drew the tight peak deep until she cried out, her fingers tangling in his short, dark hair. He paid equal, devastating attention to the other, his free hand kneading the soft weight he wasn’t tasting. Sensations crashed over her—the slight sting of his bite, the incredible pull of his mouth, the rough scrape of his stubble on her tender skin. He mapped a path down her stomach with open-mouthed kisses, his tongue dipping into her navel, until he was on his knees before her.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her skirt and underwear, dragging both down her legs in one motion. The cool air hit her bare skin, followed immediately by the scorching heat of his gaze. She stood there, completely exposed, in the middle of this strange, sparse room, for this near-stranger to see. The vulnerability should have been terrifying. It was exhilarating.

“Look at you,” he breathed, his hands spreading her thighs apart. “So fucking pretty.”

Then his mouth was on her, and the world dissolved.

There was no tentative exploration. He knew what he was doing. His tongue was a broad, flat stroke through her folds, finding her clit with unerring accuracy and circling it with relentless, focused pressure. A shocked, ragged sound tore from her throat. Her legs buckled, but his hands on her hips held her steady. He feasted on her, licking and sucking, his nose nudging against her, breathing her in. The coiling tension in her belly wound tighter, a spring about to snap. She’d touched herself before, furtive and quick, but this… this was an assault of pleasure, deliberate and expert. Her hips began to move of their own accord, rocking against his face, seeking more of that devastating friction.

“Jax… I’m… I can’t…”

He pulled back, his lips and chin glistening. “You can. And you will. But not like this. Not the first time.”

He rose, a towering, tattooed figure, and swept her into his arms. He carried her the few steps to the narrow bed against the wall and laid her down on the coarse cotton sheets. He stripped off his t-shirt, revealing a landscape of ink and hard muscle, then kicked his jeans the rest of the way off. He loomed over her, his heavy cock pressing against her inner thigh. He reached between them, his fingers finding her wetness, spreading it, testing her readiness. One thick finger slid inside her, and she gasped at the unfamiliar fullness.

“Okay?” he asked, his voice gravel-rough with restraint.

“Yes. Please. Now.”

He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, holding her gaze as he began to push forward.

The stretch was immense, a burning, tearing sensation that made her eyes fly wide. A sound, half-gasp, half-sob, escaped her. He stopped immediately, buried only an inch inside.

“Look at me,” he commanded again, his voice soft.

He lowered himself, bracing his weight on his forearms, and captured her mouth in a deep, consuming kiss. His tongue mimicked the act his body was pausing, and the pain began to recede, blurred by a wave of dizzying intimacy. He kissed her until she relaxed beneath him, until her hips tilted up in a silent plea.

He began to move again, a slow, inexorable invasion. The burn returned, sharp and bright, but beneath it, a deeper, more profound feeling bloomed—a sense of being filled, of being claimed. He sank deeper, and deeper still, until his hips met hers and he was fully sheathed inside her. They both went utterly still, joined in a breathless, profound silence. She could feel every inch of him, a hot, rigid presence that seemed to touch her very core.

“Keep going,” she whispered, awed.

He began to move. A slow, deliberate withdrawal, then a smooth, powerful thrust back in. The bedframe protested with a rhythmic creak… creak… creak… that matched their breathing. The initial sting melted away, replaced by a building friction that sparked along her nerves with each drive of his hips. He set a steady, relentless pace, each stroke hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. Her nails dug into the hard planes of his back, scoring over the raised ink.

“Feel good?” he grunted, his breath hot against her ear.

“So good… harder…”

He obliged, his thrusts becoming deeper, more forceful. The slap of skin on skin joined the creaking bed, a lewd, perfect music. The coil in her belly was winding again, tighter and hotter than before, fed by the relentless drag of him inside her. She could feel her own wetness, hear it with every plunge. Her world narrowed to the points of contact: his mouth on her shoulder, biting down gently; his hands gripping her hips, lifting her to meet him; the incredible, stretching fullness where they were joined.

“Want you on top,” he growled suddenly. “Want to see you.”

In a fluid motion, he rolled them over, never slipping out of her. She straddled his hips, her hair falling around her face like a curtain. The new angle was a revelation. She could control the depth, the pace. She rose up, feeling him almost slip free, then sank down, taking him all the way, a slow, delicious impalement. A moan ripped from her throat. His hands came up to cup her breasts, his thumbs rubbing her nipples as she began to ride him, finding a rhythm that made her thighs burn and her core clench.

His eyes were locked on hers, watching every flicker of pleasure on her face. His tattoos shifted and danced on the hard canvas of his chest under her splayed hands. She was close, so close, the pressure building to a screaming peak.

“Jax, I’m going to…”

“Cum for me, princess,” he urged, his own control fraying. His hips pistoned up to meet her downward strokes. “Let me feel it.”

The climax detonated without warning. It wasn’t a gentle wave; it was a seismic event, a white-hot burst of pure sensation that radiated from her core to her fingertips, to her toes, shaking her apart. Her inner muscles clamped down on him in rhythmic, milking pulses. A raw, uninhibited cry tore from her lips as she ground down against him, milking every last shuddering spasm.

The sight of her cumming, the feel of her tight heat convulsing around him, shattered his restraint. With a guttural roar, his hands clamped on her hips, holding her down as he drove up into her one last, deep time. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flooding her insides, a pulsing, intimate claim. He held her there, locked together, as the last tremors racked both their bodies.

Slowly, the world swam back into focus. The smell of oil and rain. The rough sheets under her knees. The heavy, satisfied weight of the man beneath her. She collapsed forward onto his chest, her ear pressed over the frantic, slowing beat of his heart. His arms came around her, holding her close as their breathing gradually evened out.

After a long while, he spoke, his voice a rumble in his chest. “You’ll come back.”

It wasn’t quite a question.

Becca, her body humming with a deep, satiated ache, nuzzled against his skin. “I’ll come back and visit you.”
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The heavy oak door of the old confessional booth muffled the world outside. Mary could smell the beeswax polish on the wood, the faint, lingering fragrance of incense that clung to everything in the church. Her own scent—clean cotton and nervous sweat—felt childlike in comparison. She knelt on the worn velvet kneeler, her fingers laced so tightly together her knuckles ached. The lattice screen between them was a web of shadows, obscuring Father Thomas’s face, but she could feel his presence, solid and still on the other side.

“In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit,” his voice came through the screen, a low, familiar rumble that always seemed to settle something restless inside her.

“Amen,” she whispered. She had rehearsed this a hundred times in her head, in the quiet dark of her bedroom.

“It has been one week since my last confession,” she began, the rote words a shaky anchor. She listed the small, expected sins. Impatience with her younger brother. A moment of vanity, lingering before the mirror. A distracted mind during prayer. She paused, the silence swelling, filled only with the sound of her own pulse in her ears.

“Is there anything else, my child?” he prompted, his tone gentle, pastoral.

Mary closed her eyes. The words, when they came, were a fragile exhalation. “My thoughts, Father. They are… impure. They are a sin against chastity.”

She could sense him leaning slightly closer; a subtle shift in the darkness. “These thoughts, Mary. Can you give them shape? Understanding them is the first step toward mastering them.”

“They have a shape,” she said, her voice gaining a thin, desperate strength. “They have your face.”

The silence that followed was absolute. It wasn’t the silence of prayer, but of a held breath, of a dam straining. She heard the faint creak of his weight on the other side.

“Mary…” His voice was different. Stripped of its professional calm, it was just a man’s voice, thick with something she couldn’t name.

“I’m to take my preliminary vows next month,” she rushed on, the dam breaking. “To begin my postulancy. I am to give myself to God, completely. But I… I am a vessel that has never been filled. I don’t know the touch of a man. The real touch. And all I can think… all I dream… is that it is your touch I want to know.”

“This is a dangerous path,” he said, but the words sounded automatic, a whisper against a rising storm. “You must pray for strength. For clarity.”

“I have prayed,” she insisted, pressing her forehead against the cool lattice. “And my prayer is this. It is you. Only you. I am here, confessing that my only sin is wanting you.”

Another creak. Then the soft click of his booth door unlatching. Her heart hammered against her ribs. The heavy curtain of her own booth was drawn aside, and he was there. Father Thomas stood in the dim light of the vestry, his black cassock making him a tall silhouette. His face, usually so composed in its kindness, was a mask of tortured conflict. His eyes, a deep, stormy blue, held hers with an intensity that stole the air from her lungs.

Without a word, he turned and walked toward the small rectory office just off the main hall. He did not look back. It was not an invitation. It was a test.

Her legs moved of their own accord. She rose, her modest floral dress swishing around her calves, and followed him. The office was a small, book-lined room dominated by a wide, dark oak desk. Late afternoon sun slanted through the stained-glass window, painting the room in fragments of jeweled light. He closed the door behind her. The solid thud of it shutting felt like the sealing of a tomb, or a womb.

He turned to face her, his back against the door. “What are you asking of me, Mary?” The question was a raw thing.

“Truth,” she answered, taking a step closer. The space between them crackled. “Before I give my life to a celestial bridegroom, I want to know an earthly one. Just once. So I know what I am renouncing.”

“It is a sacrilege,” he breathed, but his gaze was tracing the line of her neck, the curve of her lip.

“I see it in your eyes,” she whispered. “You feel it, too.”

Something in him shattered. A low, guttural sound escaped his throat, and in two strides he closed the distance between them. His hands, large and warm, came up to cradle her face. His thumbs stroked her cheeks, and the tenderness of it made her eyes sting. He searched her face, his own a battlefield of devotion and desire.

Then he bent his head.

The first brush of his lips against hers was a question. Soft, tentative, a barely-there pressure. It was nothing like she’d imagined. It was everything. A spark leaped in the pit of her stomach. She leaned into it, her lips parting on a sigh. That was all the answer he needed.

The kiss deepened, transforming. It was no longer a question, but a claiming. His mouth moved over hers with a hunger that was terrifying and exquisite. His tongue touched the seam of her lips, and she opened for him, a flower turning to the sun. The taste of him—black tea and something uniquely, essentially male—flooded her senses. His hands slid from her face, one tangling in the hair at the nape of her neck, the other splaying against the small of her back, pressing her flush against him.

She felt the hard, insistent ridge of his erection against her belly, even through the layers of their clothes. The reality of it, of his desire meeting hers, sent a bolt of pure lightning through her. Her own hands, which had hung limply at her sides, found courage. They slid up the rough black wool of his cassock, over the solid planes of his chest, and settled on his shoulders, clinging.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged, his forehead resting against hers. “We must stop. God forgive me, we must.”

“Don’t,” she pleaded, her voice trembling. “Don’t ask for His forgiveness. Not yet.”

Her hands drifted down, over his chest, his stomach. Her fingers fumbled with the leather belt of his cassock, then found the simple button and zip of his trousers beneath. He did not stop her. He watched, his eyes dark pools of fire, as she undid them. The sound of the zipper was obscenely loud in the quiet room.

She pushed the heavy fabric of his trousers aside, revealing the stark white of his cotton boxer shorts. The material was thin, stretched taut by the undeniable, rigid shape beneath. For a heartbeat, she simply stared at the way he strained against the fabric, the heat of him radiating through the weave. Then, her fingers hooked into the elastic waistband, drawing the cotton down over his hips.

And there he was, springing free, thick and heavy and impossibly real. Pulsing was the word that came to her mind. Alive with a heartbeat of its own. Her breath caught, not in a hitch, but in a full, arresting stop. She wrapped her fingers around him, her touch tentative. The skin was like heated silk over iron. A pearl of moisture gleamed at the tip.

She looked up at him, seeking guidance. His jaw was clenched, a muscle ticking. He gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod.

She began to move her hand, a slow, unsure slide. His sharp intake of breath was her reward. Emboldened, she tightened her grip, establishing a rhythm. Up, and down. The friction was smooth, aided by the slickness from his body. She watched, mesmerized, as his length moved in her fist, as his control visibly frayed. His hips began to match her rhythm with tiny, helpless thrusts.

“Mary,” he groaned, the sound torn from deep within him.

It wasn’t enough. She wanted to taste the sacrilege. She sank to her knees on the worn Persian rug, the rough wool scratching her skin. The position felt shockingly right—kneeling before him, but not in prayer. In worship of a different kind. She leaned forward, her breath ghosting over the sensitive head. She glanced up once more. His eyes were shut, his face a sublime agony.

She opened her mouth and took him inside.

The sensation was a flood. The musky, salty taste. The smooth, broad head pressing against her tongue. The faint, primal scent of him. She relaxed her jaw, letting him slide deeper, until her lips met her own fingers still wrapped around his base. A deep, vibrating groan came from above her. One of his hands came to rest gently on the crown of her head, not forcing, just… present.

She began to move. Slowly, learning the shape of him with her mouth. She sucked lightly, drawing more of that primal taste onto her tongue. She used her hand in tandem, creating a wet, tight tunnel for him to move in. His breaths became ragged prayers, whispered words she couldn’t distinguish. The hand on her head tensed, fingers threading through her hair.

“Enough,” he suddenly gasped, his voice strained. “I can’t… not like this.”

He gently pulled her to her feet. His eyes burned into hers as his hands went to the simple buttons of her dress. He opened them one by one, his fingers surprisingly deft. The fabric fell away from her shoulders, pooling at her feet. She stood before him in only her plain white cotton bra and panties, her skin pebbling in the cool air.

“So pure,” he murmured, his gaze a physical caress that swept over her.

He unhooked her bra, letting it fall. His calloused palms cupped her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples until they drew into tight, aching peaks. He bent his head and took one into his mouth, sucking strongly. The sensation was a direct, electric line to her core, making her gasp and arch against him.

He knelt then, mirroring her earlier position. His hands hooked into the waistband of her panties and drew them down her legs. She stepped out of them, utterly exposed. The colored light from the window danced over her bare skin.

He didn’t hesitate. He placed his hands on the backs of her thighs, urging them apart, and put his mouth on her.

The first touch of his tongue was a revelation. A soft, wet stroke through her folds, parting her. It was not like anything she could have conceived. It was intimate, shocking, divine. He licked her with a slow, thorough curiosity, then with a growing, focused hunger. He found the sensitive, swollen nub at her apex and circled it with the very tip of his tongue, a relentless, gentle torture.

Pleasure, sharp and bright, detonated inside her. Her hands flew to his head, her fingers gripping his dark hair. A broken sound, half-sob, half-moan, escaped her. Her knees trembled. He held her firmly, his mouth working magic, drinking from her as she began to pulse and clench around nothing. The climax built, a terrifying, beautiful wave, and then crashed over her, leaving her shuddering and breathless, her cries muffled by her own arm thrown over her mouth.

Before she could recover, he stood, his own need a palpable force. He turned her, firmly but not roughly, and bent her over the cool, smooth surface of the oak desk. Papers rustled under her cheek. He positioned himself behind her. She felt the broad, insistent head of him nudge against her entrance, still wet from his mouth.

“This will hurt,” he whispered, his body covering hers, his mouth near her ear. “But only for a moment. This is our secret sacrament.”

He pushed inside.

A sharp, stinging tear. A fullness so profound it stole her breath. She cried out, a short, sharp sound swallowed by the wood of the desk. He held himself still, buried to the hilt, allowing her body to adjust, to stretch around him. He kissed her shoulder, her neck, whispering nonsense, prayers, endearments.

Then he began to move.

Slowly. Withdrawing almost completely, then sliding back in, a measured, powerful rhythm that stroked something deep within her. The initial sting began to fade, replaced by a strange, building warmth. A friction that sparked and smoldered. With each thrust, he went deeper, touching a place that made her see stars behind her closed eyelids. The pain melted, transmuted into a burning, clutching ecstasy.

His pace remained relentless, not frantic, but sure. Each stroke was a deliberate claiming. His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into her flesh, holding her steady for his invasion. The sounds filled the room: their ragged breathing, the wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin, the soft creak of the desk under their combined weight.

She was dissolving. The good, pious Mary was fracturing under this primal, physical truth. This was not a sin. It was a communion more real than any she had taken at the altar. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, a silent plea for more.

He understood. His rhythm faltered, grew harder, faster. His control was slipping. A deep, animal groan ripped from his chest. “Mary… God…”

His thrusts became erratic, desperate. He drove into her one last, searing time and held, his body rigid against hers. She felt him pulse deep inside her, a hot, liquid release that seemed to go on and on, filling the empty space he had carved within her. He collapsed over her, his weight a comforting anchor, his breath hot on her neck.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of their breathing slowing. Finally, he softened and slipped from her body. A warm trickle followed. He turned her gently, pulling her upright and into his arms. They stood, clinging to each other, naked and spent in the colored light.

He spoke first, his voice gravelly with spent passion and regret. “We must never speak of this. Not to anyone. Not ever. It never happened.”

Mary leaned her head against his chest, listening to the frantic beat of his heart slowly calm. She felt raw, new, shattered and remade. A profound, perilous peace settled over her. “I have never,” she whispered, the truth of it crystalline, “felt closer to heaven.”
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The silence in Natalia’s bedroom was always a heavy, expensive thing, broken only by the scratch of Leo’s pen over her calculus workbook. The air smelled of lemon wood polish and the faint, floral perfume she wore. Leo kept his eyes on the equations, a fortress of focus against the other presence in the room. Natalia. She sat cross-legged on the plush cream carpet, a textbook open but ignored in her lap, watching him. He could feel the weight of her stare like a physical pressure against his skin.

“You’re not even looking at problem seven,” he said, his voice softer than he intended. He cleared his throat. “The limit as x approaches infinity.”

“I’m bored of limits,” she said. Her voice wasn’t petulant. It was flat. Final. “I’m bored of all of it. This room. These rules. This… prison.”

Leo finally looked up. She was eighteen, but in the late afternoon light filtering through the gauzy curtains, she seemed both younger and older all at once. Her dark hair was pulled into a careless ponytail, a few strands brushing her cheek. The private school uniform—a pleated plaid skirt and a crisp white blouse—looked like a costume on her. Her father’s decree hung between them, unspoken but palpable: Any boy who touches her dies.

“We should focus, Natalia. Your test is Friday.” He sounded like a coward to his own ears.

She didn’t blink. “I don’t care about the test. I care about living. Before I suffocate.” She unfolded her legs and stood in one fluid motion. The movement brought her closer to the edge of the bed where he sat at her desk. “I’m a virgin, Leo.”

The statement landed like a physical blow. He froze, the pen slipping from his fingers. “You… you shouldn’t tell me that.”

“Why not? It’s the truth. And I’m tired of it being true. I want it to not be true.” She took another step. The scent of her perfume grew stronger, something like jasmine and rain. “With you.”

A cold spike of pure terror lanced through his gut, followed instantly by a wave of heat so intense it made his head swim. Her father. The man with the cold eyes and the reputation painted in whispers of cement and blood. “Natalia, no. Your father—”

“Is at his warehouse. He won’t be back for hours.” Her gaze held his, unwavering. There was a challenge there, but beneath it, a raw, trembling want that made his mouth go dry. “Aren’t you tired of being afraid of him, too?”

He was. God, he was. But fear was a survival instinct, and it screamed at him to grab his backpack and run. Yet his body refused to obey. She was magnetic. The curve of her lips, the defiant set of her jaw, the way her chest rose and fell with a rhythm that was suddenly the only thing he could hear. Irresistible. The word echoed in the hollows of his fear.

He stood, a shaky, automatic response. “This is insane.”

“I know.” A ghost of a smile touched her lips. It was the most beautiful, dangerous thing he’d ever seen.

Before he could form another useless protest, she moved. Not with hesitation, but with a decisive finality that stole the air from his lungs. She stepped into his space, her hands coming up to frame his face. Her fingers were cool against his flushed skin. Her eyes searched his for a moment—looking for permission, for courage, for a partner in this madness—and then she closed the last inch between them.

Her mouth met his.

It wasn’t a tentative, first-time kiss. It was a claim. Her lips were soft but demanding, parting under his with an urgency that bypassed thought. The taste of her—mint and something uniquely, devastatingly her—flooded his senses. The terror in his chest didn’t vanish; it twisted, braiding itself with a desperate, rising hunger. His hands came up, hovering at her waist, afraid to settle. She made a sound against his mouth, a muffled noise of frustration, and pulled him closer, her body aligning with his. The feel of her, soft and firm and real through the layers of their clothes, shattered his last vestige of control.

His arms wrapped around her, crushing her to him. He kissed her back, deep and searching, his tongue sliding against hers. The world narrowed to the slick heat of her mouth, the press of her breasts against his chest, the faint tremble he could feel in her shoulders. She was the one who broke the kiss, breathing raggedly, her eyes dark and wide.

Without a word, she turned and walked to her bedroom door. The click of the lock engaging was louder than a gunshot in the quiet room. A point of no return, crossed.

She walked back to him, her steps measured. Her fingers went to the button of his jeans. He watched, mesmerized, as she popped it open and tugged the zipper down. The sound was obscenely loud. She didn’t look up at his face, her focus entirely on her task. She slipped her hand inside the open fly, past the band of his boxers.

Her touch, when it came, was electric. Her fingers closed around him, her grip unsure but determined. He was already hard, achingly so, and her cool, smooth palm sliding over his heated skin drew a choked gasp from him. He was big, heavy in her hand, and she took a moment just to feel him, her thumb tentatively stroking the sensitive head, smearing the bead of moisture that had gathered there.

“Natalia…” Her name was a plea, a warning, a prayer.

She finally looked up, meeting his gaze as her hand began to move. Up. Down. A slow, clumsy, devastatingly erotic rhythm. “I want to see,” she whispered, her voice husky. “I want to know what it feels like.”

She sank to her knees on the plush carpet.

The sight of her there, in her pristine uniform, on her knees before him, her dark eyes fixed on his cock as she guided it from his jeans, was the most illicit, breathtaking image he could ever have conjured. Her lips parted. She leaned forward, her breath washing over him, hot and damp. Her first touch of her tongue was a tentative flick against the tip. He jerked, his hands fisting at his sides.

She took him into her mouth.

The heat was instantaneous, overwhelming. She was nervous, her movements awkward, but the sheer, wet suction of her mouth, the gentle scrape of her teeth, the way her tongue swirled experimentally, shattered all coherent thought. His head fell back, a guttural sound tearing from his throat. He threaded his fingers into her hair, not to guide her, but to anchor himself. She took more of him, her mouth sinking down, then pulling back with a soft, wet sound that went straight to his core. She found a rhythm, shallow and slow, learning him. The feel of her hot, velvet mouth, the sight of her cheeks hollowing, the submission and the boldness of the act itself, fed a frenzy in him that began to outpace the fear.

When he felt his control fraying at the edges, he gently tugged her hair. She released him with a soft pop, her lips swollen and glistening. Her eyes were glazed, her breathing shallow.

“My turn,” he rasped.

He pulled her to her feet. His fingers went to the tiny buttons of her white blouse. They were frustratingly small, but his urgency made him clumsy. He fumbled, and she brushed his hands away, her own fingers flying down the front, popping the buttons open one by one. She shrugged the blouse off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. A simple, white lace bra held her breasts. He reached around her, his fingers finding the clasp. It gave way. The bra followed the blouse.

Her breasts were full, pale and perfect in the dim light, her nipples a dusky pink, already drawn into tight peaks. He cupped one, the weight of it a sweet heaviness in his palm. He lowered his head and took the nipple into his mouth.

She cried out, a sharp, surprised sound that melted into a moan. He laved it with his tongue, then sucked, deeply, drawing the taut bud into the heat of his mouth. He worshipped one, then the other, licking, sucking, nipping with gentle teeth until they were a bright, flushed red, pebbled and exquisitely sensitive. Her hands were in his hair, clutching, her hips arching unconsciously towards him. He peeled her skirt down her legs, along with her white cotton panties. She stepped out of them, naked now except for her knee-high socks.

He stood back, drinking her in. She was every forbidden fantasy made flesh. Long legs, a flat stomach, a thatch of dark curls at the junction of her thighs. She was trembling, but she held his gaze, allowing him to look his fill.

He stripped off his own shirt, kicked off his jeans and boxers. His erection stood thick and eager between them. He guided her back onto the bed, the ivory duvet cool against her skin. He lay beside her, kissing her again, his hands roaming over the smooth planes of her stomach, the swell of her hips, the soft skin of her inner thighs. He touched her there, his fingers sliding through her folds. She was wet, slick with her own desire and the aftermath of her nervous attentions to him. He circled her entrance, then slid a finger inside.

She gasped into his mouth, her body tensing. “Leo…”

“Shhh,” he murmured against her lips, kissing her deeply as he began to move his finger, slowly, in and out. He added a second, stretching her gently, feeling her inner muscles clench around him. Her breaths came in short, sharp pants. When he found the small, swollen nub of her clit and rubbed it with his thumb, her back arched off the bed, a broken, wanting sound escaping her.

He shifted over her, settling between her thighs. The broad head of his cock nudged against her entrance. He looked down into her face. Her eyes were wide, her lips parted. There was fear there, yes, but it was eclipsed by a trust so profound it stole his breath.

“Okay?” he whispered.

She nodded, biting her lower lip. “Yes. Please.”

He pushed forward.

A sharp, choked gasp. Her body went rigid beneath him, her fingers digging into his biceps. Her eyes screwed shut. He was inside her, but only just, halted by the thin, resisting barrier. He held still, the feel of her impossibly tight and hot around him a pleasure so intense it was near-pain. He lowered his head, kissing her eyelids, her cheeks, her mouth.

“Look at me,” he urged softly.

Her lashes fluttered open. Tears welled in the corners of her eyes, but she held his gaze.

“Breathe,” he said. He kissed her, a slow, deep melding of their mouths. He felt her body begin to soften, the tension in her thighs easing. He pushed again, a slow, inexorable inch. A wince, a muffled whimper against his lips. He swallowed the sound, kissing her until she relaxed around him. Another inch. Then he was fully sheathed inside her, buried to the hilt, their bodies joined.

He stayed there for a long moment, letting her adjust, feeling her inner muscles flutter around him in tiny, involuntary spasms. Then he began to move.

He started slow, shallow thrusts, watching her face for any sign of pain. It faded, replaced by a dawning wonder. Her legs came up to wrap around his waist, pulling him deeper. The pace built, driven by a frantic, desperate energy. It was passion, yes, a hungry, clawing need to consume and be consumed. But beneath it, woven into every drive of his hips, was the chilling, exhilarating terror of discovery. Every creak of the bedframe, every muffled slap of skin on skin, felt like a siren call. It made the pleasure sharper, more illicit, a stolen thing of immense value.

He fucked her with a deep, pounding rhythm, each thrust hitting a spot inside her that made her cry out, her nails scoring his back. The room filled with the sounds of their coupling: wet, slick friction, ragged breathing, the soft, pleading noises she made with every deep penetration. He changed their angle, and she cried out, her head thrashing on the pillow. “There… oh, God, right there…”

He could feel his own climax coiling, a tight, hot spring in the base of his spine. He wanted her to cum first. He slid a hand between them, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing in frantic circles against the swollen bud as he pistoned into her.

Her climax took her violently. Her body bowed, a silent scream on her lips before sound erupted—a raw, shattered sob of release. Her inner walls clenched around him in rhythmic, milking pulses, dragging him over the edge with her.

His own release was a white-hot detonation, blinding and absolute. He drove into her one final, deep time, burying himself as deep as he could go as he spilled into her, a hot, rushing flood that seemed to drain every ounce of fear and tension from his body. He collapsed onto her, his weight heavy, their sweat-slick skin sticking together. For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing mingling in the quiet room.

Then, from outside, cutting through the haze of satiation, came the distinct, low growl of a powerful engine turning onto the gravel driveway. Tires crunched.

Her father’s car.

The world snapped back into horrifying, crystal-clear focus.

Leo was moving before the engine cut off, a surge of adrenaline burning through the post-coital lethargy. He rolled off her, off the bed, his movements frantic and graceless. He snatched his boxers and jeans from the floor, yanking them on with trembling hands. Natalia lay still for a second, watching him, her expression unreadable. Then she slid off the bed, picking up her panties and skirt, dressing with a swift, quiet efficiency that mirrored his panic.

He had his shirt on, was buttoning his jeans, when she finished. She stood before him, still in just her skirt and unbuttoned blouse, her hair disheveled, her lips kiss-swollen. She reached out, her fingers brushing his as he fumbled with his zipper.

He looked up, met her eyes. The fear was back, cold and greasy in his stomach.

“Leo.” Her voice was steady, low. “That was my first. My only. It will always be you.”

The words were a brand, a promise, a curse. He stared at her, the enormity of what they’d done—the risk, the transcendent pleasure, the potential death sentence—crashing over him. The front door opened and closed downstairs. Heavy footsteps echoed in the marble foyer.

He leaned in, his forehead touching hers for a fleeting second. “It was worth it,” he breathed, the truth of it shocking him even as he said it. “Just to have you.”
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“Look at you,” Charles murmured, the words a dark, velvety hum that seemed to vibrate through the very air. “So perfect. So ready.”

Allie’s breath hitched, a sharp, desperate little sound. Her wrists, bound by soft black cuffs, strained against the leather restraints tethered to the bedposts above her head. Her naked body, pale and trembling, was a pristine canvas he had every intention of claiming.

He let the tips of the black feather tickler drift down her side, from the delicate curve of her underarm to the gentle flare of her hip. Her skin pebbled instantly, a wave of goosebumps following the feather’s torturously light path. She squirmed, a low whimper escaping her parted lips.

“Please…” she breathed, the word barely more than an exhalation.

“Please what?” Charles asked, his voice laced with a calm authority that belied the frantic pounding of his own heart. He dragged the feather back up, this time tracing the inner swell of her breast, circling ever closer to a taut, rose-colored nipple.

She arched her back, a silent plea. “I don’t know…”

He smiled. Oh, but you will.

—

It had started less than an hour ago, an unexpected earthquake in his carefully controlled world. The arrival of his father, his bright and chatty stepmom, and her—Allie, his eighteen-year-old stepsister, all long limbs and wide, curious eyes. They’d come for a pre-Christmas visit, filling his quiet apartment with noisy cheer before heading out to brave the holiday crowds, leaving a trail of discarded coats and the scent of his stepmom’s perfume in their wake.

Allie had stayed behind, complaining of a headache. Charles had been retrieving aspirin from his bathroom when he heard the soft thump from his bedroom.

He found her kneeling by his closet, the black lacquer box—the one he kept locked and hidden behind a stack of sweaters—sitting open on the floor before her. An array of polished leather, gleaming metal, and dark silicone lay spilled across the carpet like a pirate’s forbidden treasure. Her fingers were hovering over a pair of silver nipple clamps, her expression a mixture of shock and intense, burning curiosity.

“Allie.” His voice was sharper than he intended, laced with a panic he quickly tried to smother.

She jumped, snatching her hand back as if burned. Her cheeks flushed a deep, pretty crimson. “Charlie! I… I was looking for an extra blanket and I… it fell. I’m so sorry.”

He strode over and knelt, starting to gather the items with a haste that felt clumsy. “It’s fine. Just… don’t touch this stuff. It’s not for you.”

“Why?” she asked, her embarrassment seemingly overridden by her fascination. She pointed. “What’s that one for?” It was a delicate, wicked-looking little flogger.

“You’re too young for this,” he said firmly, the statement feeling hollow even as he said it. She was eighteen. A legal adult. And the way she was looking at the objects, not with fear, but with a raw, open hunger, was sending a jolt straight to his groin.

“I’m not a kid,” she insisted, her voice dropping to a whisper. Her eyes met his, and the charge between them was sudden and undeniable. “Show me.”

The two words hung in the air, a challenge and an invitation. He could see it then, the same restless desire to push boundaries that he recognized in himself. It was wrong. She was his stepsister. His father’s wife’s daughter. A thousand alarms blared in his mind.

But a deeper, darker impulse silenced them all. The part of him that craved control, that thrived on the yielding of another, saw a perfect, untouched opportunity. His gaze traveled over her—the innocence in her face, the woman’s body hinted at beneath her sweater.

His decision was a physical sensation, a tight, hot coil winding in his stomach. “Are you sure?” he asked, his voice now a low, intimate rasp.

She nodded, her breath coming quicker. “Yes.”

That was all it took. The dam broke. “Then take your clothes off. All of them. Lie on the bed.”

And she did. Without a word of protest, with a trust that was both terrifying and electrifying, she peeled away her layers until she was bare, lying back on his dark duvet, her skin glowing in the low winter light. He’d gotten the box, his hands steady now, his focus absolute.

—

Now, back in the present moment, he discarded the feather. He picked up the silver clamps, letting them dangle from his fingers. Her eyes widened slightly, but she didn’t flinch. He leaned over her, his shadow falling across her body. With a deft movement, he fastened the first clamp to her nipple. She gasped, a sharp intake of air as the pressure bit into the sensitive flesh. He secured the second one, and a full-body shudder wracked her frame. A thin, high moan escaped her lips—not of pain, but of startled, intense sensation.

He watched her, mesmerized, as the dull ache began to mingle with a throbbing heat, her back arching again, presenting her bound, clamped breasts to him. He reached for the vibrator, a sleek black wand. He didn’t tease. He flicked it on, its low buzz suddenly the loudest thing in the room, and pressed it directly against her clit.

Her reaction was instantaneous and glorious. Her hips jerked off the bed. A choked, guttural cry was torn from her throat. “Ohgod!”

He held it there, firm and unwavering, watching her unravel. Her thighs trembled. Her head tossed side to side on the pillow. The noises she made were raw, unfiltered, a symphony of pleasure-pain that fed the beast inside him. He moved the vibrator in slow, tight circles, and her moans became a continuous, breathy stream.

He set the vibrator aside, its buzz still humming against the sheets. Her eyes were glazed, her lips swollen from where she’d been biting them. He took the wrist restraints next, buckling them securely, the click of the clasps final and authoritative. She tested them once, a weak pull against the straps, and the vulnerability in that small action made his cock twitch painfully against his zipper.

He picked up the vibrator again, but this time, he selected a different attachment—a smooth, life-like dildo. He coated it with lubricant, the sound slick and obscene. “Open your legs wider,” he commanded.

She obeyed, spreading herself for him completely, utterly exposed. He guided the tip to her entrance, watching her face. Her eyes were locked on his, filled with a heady mix of trust, fear, and aching need. He pushed it into her, a slow, inexorable invasion. She cried out, her inner muscles clamping down around the silicone intruder as he worked it in and out, establishing a rhythm that had her gasping, her hips trying to meet his thrusts.

He couldn’t wait any longer. He unzipped his pants, freeing his aching erection. He brought the tip to her lips. “Open.”

She did, and he slid his cock into the wet heat of her mouth. He watched himself disappear between her lips, her eyes watering as he hit the back of her throat. He fucked her mouth with shallow, controlled thrusts, the gagging sounds she made only fueling his desperation. This is wrong, this is so wrong, a voice chanted in the back of his mind. He ignored it, focusing on the exquisite tightness, the absolute submission.

He pulled out, her saliva glistening on his length. He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock pressing against her slick, stretched opening. He was poised to plunge into the heart of her.

“Charlie, wait,” she panted, her voice strained. “It’s… it’s my first time. I’ve never…”

The words should have been a bucket of ice water. They should have broken the spell. But they didn’t. They only made the possessiveness roar louder within him. He would be her first. The thought was a dark, triumphant fire. He saw the hesitation in his own mind, a fleeting image of his father’s face, but it was swept away by a tidal wave of pure, carnal need.

“I know,” he said, his voice gravelly with lust. “Just relax.” And he pushed forward, breaching her virginity with one smooth, firm stroke.

She yelped, a sharp sound of genuine pain, her body stiffening beneath him. He held still, buried deep inside her, feeling the incredible, hot tightness of her virgin pussy grip him like a fist. He gave her a moment, letting the initial shock subside, dropping kisses onto her shoulder, her neck.

Then he began to move. Slowly at first, then harder, deeper, establishing a punishing rhythm that rocked the entire bed. Her cries transformed, the pain melting into something else, something primal and hungry. Her nails dug into her own palms within the restraints. “Yes… oh, fuck, yes…” she moaned, her hips rising to meet his thrusts.

He could feel her climax building, the fluttering tension coiling tighter and tighter inside her. He drove into her, over and over, each slam of his hips punctuated by her ragged gasps. When she came, it was with a shattered scream, her body bowing off the bed, her inner muscles convulsing around his cock in relentless, milking waves. The sensation was too much. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt and poured his release into her, his own orgasm a blinding, shattering explosion that seemed to tear a piece of his soul out with it.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Slowly, reality began to seep back in. He leaned over, his hands trembling slightly now, and unbuckled the restraints from her wrists.

She brought her arms down slowly, wincing at the stiffness. She looked up at him, her eyes hazy and sated. A faint, red mark was already blooming on one wrist.

He pulled out of her, the action feeling suddenly profoundly intimate and wrong. He stood, turning away to compose himself, to tuck himself back into his pants. The silence stretched, heavy and loaded.

“No one can ever know about this, Allie,” he said, his back to her, his voice rough. “This was a mistake.”

He heard the sheets rustle as she sat up. When he finally turned to look at her, she was sitting on the edge of the bed, hugging her knees to her chest, but her gaze was not one of regret. It was one of fierce, awakened hunger.

“A mistake?” she said, her voice surprisingly steady. A slow, secretive smile touched her lips. “It didn’t feel like a mistake. I want to do it again.”

24 - THE VIRGIN’S SURRENDER

MF / BDSM / DDLG / Virgin / Medical Exam / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

The penthouse was silent, a gilded cage overlooking the city’s glittering skyline. Kendra stood just inside the doorway, her silk dress feeling suddenly insubstantial against the chill of the air conditioning. Or maybe it’s just him.

Cole was leaning against the marble bar, a tumbler of amber liquid in one hand. He was dark. Not just his hair, or the stubble shadowing his jaw, but in the way he carried himself—a contained, predatory stillness. He was in his thirties, with the kind of weathered handsomeness that spoke of power, not leisure. His eyes, the color of a winter storm, tracked her every tiny movement.

“Kendra.” His voice was a low rumble that seemed to vibrate in her bones. “Come here.”

It wasn’t a request. She knew her role. She was eighteen, a peace offering wrapped in silk and youth. The arrangement was simple: her hand for a truce between warring families. She’d agreed, for her father, for her brothers. But as she took the five steps toward him, the real reason, the deep, shameful one, uncoiled in her stomach: a hot, curious ache.

He didn’t touch her. He just looked, his gaze a physical weight. “Do you know why you’re here?”

“To… to marry you.” Her voice was a whisper.

“To belong to me,” he corrected, his tone leaving no room for argument. “There are rules. The first one is the most important. You will call me ‘Daddy.’ Not Cole. Not sir. Daddy. Do you understand?”

The word was illicit, electric. It should have felt wrong. It didn’t. It felt like a key turning in a lock she didn’t know she had. “Yes.”

“Good girl,” he said, and the praise sent a shiver straight down her spine. He set his glass down. “Our families have a bargain. But I have my own terms. I need to verify the merchandise.”

Her breath hitched. The merchandise.

“Strip. Now.”

His command brooked no hesitation. Her fingers trembled as they found the zipper at the back of her dress. The silk sighed as it pooled at her feet. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She stood before him, completely exposed. He didn’t look at her with lust, not exactly. It was more like appraisal. He circled her slowly.

“Turn around.” She did. “Bend over. Place your hands on the bed.”

She obeyed, her heart hammering against her ribs. The king-sized bed was an expanse of black linen. She leaned over it, presenting herself. She heard the rustle of clothing, the click of a cap.

“Stay still.”

A cold, slick droplet landed at the very center of her, making her jump. Lube. Then, the blunt, firm pressure of a single, thick finger, circling, pressing, invading. She gasped, her knuckles white on the sheets. He was methodical, clinical even, as he worked his finger inside her tight, untried channel. The stretch was immense, foreign, a sharp pinch of protest that quickly melted into a strange, deep throb.

He withdrew his finger, holding it up. It was clean.

“Wonderful,” he murmured. He sounded pleased. “Good. You are intact. A perfect, untouched little girl for Daddy.” He came around to face her, his own clothes now discarded. He was fully, intimidatingly erect. He guided her to her knees on the plush carpet before him.

“Open your mouth.”

She did, her eyes wide, fixed on the heavy, veined length of him. The head nudged against her lips. The taste was musky, salty, purely masculine. “Lick it. Get it nice and wet for Daddy.”

Tentatively, she flicked her tongue against the broad crown. A low groan escaped him, and the sound was a shot of pure adrenaline to her system. He likes this. I’m doing this right. She opened wider, taking him in, her tongue swirling as he’d instructed. His hand settled on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding.

“That’s it. Use your lips. Suck.”

She did. She hollowed her cheeks, learning the rhythm of his subtle hip movements. The world narrowed to this: the weight on her tongue, the salty pre-cum she learned to swallow, the ragged sound of his breathing, and the hot, slick ache growing between her own thighs. She was dripping, her own need a shocking, undeniable tide. She serviced him not out of duty, but out of a desperate, newfound hunger for his approval, his pleasure.

He pulled back after what felt like both an eternity and a moment. “Onto the bed. On your back.”

She scrambled up, lying down, her body humming with anticipation. He knelt between her legs, his eyes dark with intent. “This will hurt,” he stated, no false comfort in his voice. “But only for a moment. Be a good girl and take it for Daddy.”

He leaned over her, his body a warm, heavy blanket. The broad head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance. She was panting, her hips tilting up of their own accord. He pushed.

There was a tearing, burning sensation. A single, sharp cry was torn from her throat. He stilled, buried deep, letting the pain radiate and then slowly, slowly ebb. It was replaced by a feeling of incredible fullness, a stretching that bordered on pain but was already tipping into something else. He began to move, shallowly at first, each withdrawal and thrust stoking a fire in her core.

“You’re so tight,” he grunted, his control fraying. “Such a good girl, taking all of Daddy.”

His words unraveled her. The pleasure built, coiling tighter and tighter, a spring wound beyond bearing. His thrusts became harder, deeper, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She came with a sobbing gasp, her body convulsing around him, the waves of pleasure so intense they bordered on pain.

But he wasn’t finished.

In one smooth motion, he rolled her onto her stomach. A fresh chill of lube, this time there. She tensed.

“Shhh,” he soothed, his voice rough. “Daddy’s just going to use this other hole. My good girl has two holes to serve me, doesn’t she?”

The blunt pressure returned, more insistent, at a place never meant for this. The initial breach was a white-hot lance of pure wrongness. She cried out, her fingers clutching the sheets. He held still, letting her body fight and then, inevitably, surrender. The burn faded, replaced by a searing, stretched-full sensation that was somehow even more intimate.

“Good girl,” he growled, beginning to move. The friction was different, hotter, tighter. The shameful pleasure returned, amplified. With every punishing thrust, he grunted his approval. “My perfect little girl. Taking all of me.”

She came again, a second, shocking orgasm ripping through her, this one born from complete submission, from being used exactly as he desired. It triggered his own release. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his body going rigid above her. A hot flood filled her, a claiming so primal it made her whimper.

He collapsed beside her, spent. The room was filled with the sounds of their ragged breathing. After a moment, he turned her head toward him. His eyes were no longer the storm. They were possessive, satisfied.

“You did very well,” he said, his thumb stroking her cheek. “My perfect, obedient girl.”

And Kendra, her body thoroughly used and singing with spent pleasure, knew with absolute certainty that she would do anything, anything, to hear him say that again.

25 - A TABOO ROCK CONCERT ROMANCE

MF / Virgin / Taboo / Stepbrother / Age Gap / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The bass vibrated through the floorboards and up into Katie’s bones, a physical sensation that was both thrilling and terrifying. On stage, drenched in sweat under the hot lights, was Jonas. Her stepbrother. Her idol. He was a different person up there, all raw energy and throaty vocals, his fingers flying over the fretboard of his guitar. She watched, mesmerized, from the edge of the mosh pit, feeling an unfamiliar, hot twist low in her belly.

Later, outside the venue, the cool night air did little to quell the heat in her veins. She found him by the tour van, laughing with the rest of the band.

“Jonas! That was amazing!” she gushed, throwing her arms around his neck, inhaling the scent of cigarette smoke and his particular, musky sweat.

He hugged her back, a brotherly pat on the shoulder. “Hey, kiddo. Glad you made it. Parents worried?”

“They said I could come if I came straight to you after,” she said, not letting go. “Can I… can I come back to your hotel? Just for a bit? I don’t want the night to end.”

He hesitated, his smile faltering. “Katie, I don’t know. It’s late. You’re…”

“Eighteen,” she insisted, the word feeling heavy and significant on her tongue. “Please? Just one drink from your fancy minibar.”

He saw the desperate hope in her wide eyes, the same look she’d given him when she’d begged him to teach her guitar chords years ago. With a resigned sigh that felt more like a surrender, he nodded. “One drink. Then I’m calling you a cab.”

The hotel room was a mess of discarded clothes, guitar cases, and room service trays. Jonas navigated the chaos with a practiced ease, heading straight for the minibar. He pulled out two small bottles of beer, popping the caps and handing one to Katie.

She took it, her fingers brushing his. A spark. Did he feel it too? She took a long swallow, the bitter liquid cold and calming. She took another, then another, feeling the alcohol melt the last of her nervous inhibitions.

“You were incredible tonight,” she said, her voice softer now. “I couldn’t take my eyes off you.”

“Thanks, Katie-Cat,” he said, using the old childhood nickname. He was leaning against the dresser, watching her.

“Don’t call me that.” The words came out sharper than she intended. She put the empty bottle down with a definitive clink. “I’m not a kid anymore, Jonas. Look at me. Really look at me.”

And for the first time, he did. He saw the womanly curve of her hips in her tight jeans, the swell of her breasts under her concert t-shirt, the determined, hungry set of her jaw. The little sister was gone, replaced by this breathtaking, nerve-wracking stranger.

“Katie…” His voice was a low warning.

“I don’t want anyone else,” she whispered, stepping closer. The space between them crackled. “I’ve never wanted anyone else. I want you to be my first.”

The admission hung in the air, thick and shocking. Jonas felt the world tilt. Wrong. This is so wrong. But the heat flooding his system, the hard, sudden ache in his groin, argued a different, more primal truth.

“We can’t,” he breathed, but it was a weak protest, his body betraying his words as he didn’t move away.

“We can,” she insisted, and then she closed the distance, pressing her mouth to his.

It was hesitant at first, just a soft, unsure pressure. Then his resolve shattered. A low groan escaped him as his hands came up to cup her face, his lips moving over hers, parting them. The taste of her—spearmint gum and cheap beer—was intoxicating. His tongue met hers, and a jolt of pure, undiluted desire shot straight through him.

He walked her backward until her legs hit the edge of the bed. His fingers, usually so deft on guitar strings, fumbled with the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head. The sight of her in a simple lace bra stole the air from his lungs. So beautiful. He unhooked it, letting it fall away, and his mouth was on her breast before she could even gasp.

He sucked one taut, pink nipple into the heat of his mouth, lavishing it with his tongue, nipping gently with his teeth. Her back arched off the bed, a sharp, keening cry ripped from her throat. “Jonas!” Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him to her as he worshipped her other breast, drowning in the softness of her, the sweet, salty taste of her skin.

He unbuttoned her jeans, peeling them and her panties down her legs in one fluid motion. She was naked now, laid bare before him, trembling. He knelt on the floor at the foot of the bed, hooking her legs over his shoulders. He could see her, all of her, glistening and pink and utterly perfect. He didn’t tease. He leaned in and buried his face between her legs.

Her cry was half-shock, half-ecstasy. His tongue was flat and firm against her core, licking a slow, steady stripe from her entrance to her clit. She bucked against his mouth. He held her hips down, his grip firm, as he devoured her. He explored every fold, every sensitive hidden spot, learning what made her whimper and what made her scream. He focused on her clit, circling it with the tip of his tongue, then sucking it gently.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she choked out, her body tightening like a coil.

“Let go, Katie,” he murmured against her, his breath hot on her wet skin. “Cum for me.”

The command, growled against her most intimate place, shattered her. Her orgasm crashed over her, a tidal wave of sensation that made her vision whiten at the edges. She convulsed around nothing, crying out his name as her body shook with the force of it.

As she came down, panting, he stood and stripped off his own clothes, his erection standing hard and proud. She stared, wide-eyed, a fresh wave of desire washing over her fatigue. “I want to,” she whispered, pushing herself up.

She knelt before him on the bed, taking his length in her small hand. She was inexperienced, tentative, but her eager enthusiasm was its own aphrodisiac. She leaned forward and licked the drop of moisture from his tip, making him hiss. Then she took him into her mouth.

The heat was staggering. She couldn't take all of him, but she tried, her lips stretching around his girth, her tongue swirling around the head. The sight of his little sister, her eyes closed in concentration, her mouth stretched around his cock, was the most erotic thing he had ever seen. He let her explore for a moment, his hands gently in her hair, before gently pulling her away. “Not yet,” he rasped. “I want to be inside you.”

He laid her back on the rumpled sheets, positioning himself between her thighs. He guided himself to her entrance, the head of his cock nudging against her wet heat. He looked into her eyes, a final, silent question. She nodded, biting her lip. “Please.”

He pushed in, slowly, so slowly, breaching her tightness. She gasped, a sharp intake of breath, her nails digging into his arms. He stilled, letting her adjust, kissing her forehead, her cheeks, her lips. “Okay?” he murmured.

“More,” she begged, her hips lifting, taking him deeper.

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that made her whimper with each thrust. Her tightness was a silken fist around him, overwhelming. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in deeper still. Her pleas became a mantra. “Harder, Jonas. Please, harder.”

He lost control. The careful, gentle pace vanished, replaced by something raw and animalistic. He drove into her, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. The headboard hammered a frantic rhythm against the wall. Her cries were loud, uninhibited, filling the small room. He flipped her over onto her hands and knees, entering her from behind, and the new angle made them both groan in unison.

He gripped her hips, pounding into her, watching himself disappear into her body. The slap of skin on skin was obscenely loud. She was meeting him thrust for thrust now, her back arched, her head thrown back. “I’m gonna cum again,” she wailed, her inner muscles beginning to flutter around him.

That was all it took. Her climax triggered his, a cataclysmic eruption that ripped through him. He thrust deep, as deep as he could go, and held there, groaning her name as he emptied himself inside her, his own release seemingly endless.

They collapsed onto the bed in a heap of sweaty, spent limbs. He was still half on top of her, his face buried in her hair, the weight of what they had just done crashing down on him. A cold knot of guilt tightened in his stomach.

Katie felt his shift in mood. She turned in his arms, her eyes soft and sated. She cupped his cheek. “Hey. Don’t. Don’t. That was… it was everything I wanted. Everything.” She kissed him, slow and deep. “Our secret, okay?”

He nodded, pulling her closer, the warmth of her body seeping into his. “Our secret,” he repeated.
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