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Chapter 1

I only meant to check on her.

It was just after lunch when I saw her out by the fence, hanging laundry with the baby strapped to her chest. Her dress was pale blue, loose and long like all of them, but the wind pressed it just enough to give shape to what it tried to hide. Her hair was tucked up in that little white bonnet, skin fair, cheeks pink from the sun.

I leaned over the fence. “Miriam.”

She jumped like a skittish colt, then turned, squinting at me with those big pale eyes.

“Oh—Caleb.” She said my name like she’d never quite gotten used to it in her mouth. “Afternoon.”

“Didn’t mean to startle you,” I said, grinning a little. “Just wondering if you need anything. Firewood, tools, someone tall enough to reach the stovepipe—”

She looked down, like she wasn’t sure if it was proper to smile at a man anymore.

“I’m fine.”

“You don’t look fine,” I said, stepping up to the gate. “You look like a woman who’s been holding this whole damn world together by thread and prayer.”

That earned a quick laugh, covered up fast by her hand.

The baby squirmed a little in his sling, grunting softly.

“Stove’s been acting up,” she murmured. “Doesn’t heat like it used to. But I can—”

“I’ll take a look.”

I didn’t wait for her to argue. Just unlatched the gate and stepped in.

Inside, the place was neat but worn—bare wood floors, simple furniture, no electricity, not even plumbing beyond the pump in the sink. The kind of quiet house that felt… untouched. Like time forgot it. Except for the smell—bread, soap, and something unmistakably female underneath it all.

The stove sat sulking in the corner, fire still low in the belly. I crouched and checked the flue. Warped, just like I’d thought.

“Need a wrench and a little muscle. I’ll go get it.”

She hesitated. “You’ll… come back?”

I looked up at her. Her cheeks were red. Her eyes didn’t quite meet mine.

“I’ll be back,” I said. “Don’t start missing me too hard in the meantime.”

When I returned twenty minutes later, she had a plate of bread and jam waiting on the table.

“Didn’t want you to work on an empty stomach,” she said softly.

I fixed the stove while she hovered close—too close not to notice the little details. The way she bit her bottom lip when she concentrated. The slight bounce of her breasts as she leaned to check my work.

Once the fire caught full and the stovetop heated up like it should, she stood back and smiled.

“You’ll stay for supper.”

It wasn’t a question.

I stood, brushing soot off my hands, and stepped close—just enough to test the air between us. “If you’re askin’, I’d be stupid to say no.”

Her throat bobbed once, and her voice came out even softer.

“I’m not asking.”

Her table was narrow, built for four but only set for two. I sat on the side where the chair didn’t wobble, still smelling a little like smoke and metal. She moved around the kitchen in quick, quiet steps, as though she was worried I’d vanish if she took too long.

The food was simple—roast potatoes, cabbage, some kind of stew that smelled better than anything I’d had all week. Everything was laid out nice. Fork and knife perfectly straight. Napkins folded in little squares. She even poured water into glass jars like it was some fancy dinner.

Miriam sat down across from me, her hands folded in her lap, head bowed in a quick, silent prayer. When she looked up, her lashes lifted slow, and she caught me watching her mouth instead of my plate.

“You pray before every meal?” I asked, picking up my fork.

“Yes,” she said, quiet but firm.

“What about after?”

Her brows furrowed a little. “After?”

I smiled, real slow. “For what comes after the meal.”

Her lips parted like she was about to scold me—or maybe ask what I meant. But she didn’t. Just looked down at her plate, cheeks blooming pink.

We ate mostly in silence, the kind that crackles when neither of you wants to be the first to speak.

“You always this quiet?” I asked, leaning back in the chair. “Or just when I’m around?”

She peeked up at me through those thick lashes. “I don’t know what to say.”

“You’re doing fine so far.”

“I don’t…” She hesitated, stirring her food. “I don’t usually eat with a man. Not like this.”

“Like what?”

“In my home. With no one else around. It’s not… proper.”

I tilted my head. “But you still invited me.”

She nodded once. “I did.”

“Why?”

Her fingers tightened slightly around her fork. Her voice was barely above a whisper. “I wanted company.”

I let the silence hang just long enough for her to fidget, then said, “That why you keep looking at me like that?”

She went still.

“I—”

“You’ve been watching me the whole time,” I said, calm. “Since I walked in. Even when I’m not looking.”

She didn’t deny it.

So I leaned forward, slow, resting my arms on the table. “You’re curious about me, Miriam?”

She nodded once. Breath shallow.

I smiled. “What exactly are you curious about?”

Her lips parted again, but no words came out. Her eyes dropped to my hands, big and dirty and rough, still streaked with soot from her stove.

I saw it in her—how badly she wanted to ask.

How scared she was that I’d answer.

She still hadn’t answered.

Just sat there, eyes locked on my hands like they were doing something dangerous all on their own. She opened her mouth again, maybe to change the subject, maybe to confess—hell if I knew.

Then her elbow nudged the water jar.

It tipped in a flash, sloshing cold across the table and straight into her lap.

She gasped, stood up quick, hands fluttering over her dress, trying to blot at it with her apron. But the water had soaked through the fabric fast, clinging to the pale blue cotton right across her stomach and chest. And the worst part?

She didn’t even realize how much it revealed.

I stood up too, slow and steady, and pulled the rag off the hook by the stove.

“Let me.”

She backed up a step, but didn’t stop me when I stepped close—close enough to feel her breath catch.

The wet cotton clung to her like a second skin, and even through the apron I could see the way it stuck to her breasts, the soft shape of her beneath. Her nipples pressed against the fabric, two little peaks betraying everything her plain clothes tried to hide.

I reached out and pressed the rag gently against her chest, just above the swell of one breast.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t breathe.

“You’re soaked,” I murmured.

“I didn’t mean to…” Her voice cracked like a twig underfoot.

“I know.” My hand moved slowly, carefully, blotting down the center of her bodice, dragging the fabric away from her skin with each soft dab. “You okay with me doing this?”

She nodded, just once.

I dragged the cloth lower, down the center of her ribs. Her breath shuddered in and out.

“You cold?”

“No.”

“You’re shaking.”

She looked up at me then—wide-eyed, scared, but burning underneath it.

“I ain’t gonna do anything you don’t want,” I said, real low. “But you need to tell me right now if I should stop.”

She didn’t speak.

But her hands moved—slow and shaking—and untied the apron bow behind her back. Let it slide off and drop to the floor.

The apron fell in a soft puddle around her bare feet.

She stood there, chest rising and falling too fast, her hands knotted in front of her like she didn’t know what to do with them anymore. The water had soaked straight through the front of her dress. Pale cotton. Thin as sin. Clinging to every soft curve like it had been painted on.

I could see the exact shape of her breasts through it now—round, full, heavy from milk. Her nipples pressed out, pink and stiff, outlined in shadow and light. The fabric hugged the underside of them like it was begging to be peeled away.

She was still watching me. Waiting to see what I’d do.

I stepped closer, holding her eyes the whole time. Raised the rag and touched her again—slow, dragging it just beneath her collarbone, pressing gently down the slope of her chest. The fabric shifted under my fingers, slick and warm. She gasped but didn’t stop me.

“Still wet,” I murmured.

She nodded.

My hand moved lower. I dropped the rag without even thinking and touched her with my fingers instead. Ran the backs of them over the swell of her left breast, just enough to make her arch the tiniest bit. Her lips parted. Her knees looked like they were ready to give out.

I slid my palm flat, cupping her through the soaked dress.

Soft. So damn full my fingers barely covered the underside.

“You’re so warm,” I said, almost to myself.

She made a noise—half gasp, half whimper—and her hands came up like she was about to stop me.

But they didn’t land on my wrist.

They curled in my shirt.

Holding on.

My thumb brushed her nipple, slow and careful. It was already hard—begging—and the second I touched it she shivered so hard I had to steady her with my other arm.

“I shouldn’t,” she whispered.

“But you want to,” I said.

She didn’t speak. Just leaned her forehead into my chest.

I kissed the top of her head, gentle. “Say it.”

“I want to.”

“Want what?”

She looked up at me, eyes glassy. “Your hands on me.”

“You’ve got that.”

Her breath hitched as I rolled her nipple between my thumb and finger. Real slow. She melted against me, trembling like something was breaking loose inside her, something she’d been gripping too tight for too long.

“You’ve got me, Miriam,” I said into her hair. “Tell me what you need.”

Her breath was hitching against my chest, warm and erratic.

I still had one hand cupping her breast through that soaked dress, her nipple hard against my palm, hot and needing. Her fingers were fisted in my shirt like she was afraid to let go—not because she didn’t want it, but because once she did, there’d be no taking it back.

“I want to see you,” I murmured, my mouth near her temple. “All of you.”

She shook her head, just barely.

But she didn’t step away.

Didn’t say no.

So I found the little wooden buttons at the top of her dress, right between her collarbones. Slipped the first one through the hole. Then the second. Her breath caught hard.

“Tell me to stop.”

She didn’t.

Her hands stayed tangled in the fabric of my shirt, like maybe if she clung hard enough, she could pretend she wasn’t the one letting this happen.

The third button gave way.

And the fourth.

The dress loosened in the front, the soaked cotton peeling slightly as it shifted. I took my time, slow and deliberate, watching her face the whole time. Her lips parted. Her eyes dropped to my hands like she couldn’t look at her own body being revealed.

When I pulled the fabric apart, her breasts spilled forward—bare, heavy, perfect.

Jesus.

Creamy skin flushed pink, nipples stiff and wet-looking, already beaded with milk. They swayed slightly as the dress gave way, the weight of them full in a way that made my mouth water.

I groaned under my breath. “Look at you.”

She tried to cross her arms, but I caught her wrists, gently, and held them down at her sides.

“No hiding,” I said. “Not from me.”

I brought both hands up and cupped her, skin to skin this time. Hot, soft, supple. She whimpered, barely audible, as I squeezed them together. My thumbs circled over her nipples, and her hips twitched forward like she couldn’t help it.

“You feel that?” I murmured. “That heat between us?”

She nodded, eyes half-lidded.

“You’ve been aching to be touched like this, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

I rolled one nipple between my fingers—just a little—and it responded instantly, a single pearled bead of milk pushing from the tip.

Her cheeks went scarlet.

“I—sometimes they do that when I—”

I cut her off with a low, husky laugh. “Darlin’, I want you exactly like this.”

I bent down and took her nipple into my mouth—gently, fully—sucking slow, tasting the sweetness as she cried out, soft and broken.

Her knees nearly gave out.

So I held her tighter.

She tasted like cream and something sweeter. Her nipple slipped against my tongue, warm and soft, and the second I sucked, I felt her whole body arch.

Her fingers clawed at my shoulders, breath coming in little whimpers. I kept my grip firm—one hand splayed on the small of her back, the other cupping the underside of her breast, squeezing just enough to make the milk bead again.

“Goddamn, Miriam,” I murmured against her skin. “You’re overflowing.”

She whimpered. “I—I can’t help it—”

“You don’t need to,” I growled, licking the wet curve where her breast met her chest. “You were made for this, weren’t you?”

Her head dropped back, exposing that perfect neck. Her body pressed into me, tits pushing harder into my hands like she needed more than I could give her.

“You want to be touched. Sucked. Emptied.” I dragged my tongue across her other nipple, then blew on it just to watch it tighten. “Don’t be shy about it, baby. Your body’s begging.”

“Caleb—” she gasped, voice shaking.

I latched onto the other breast, sucking harder this time, and she cried out—a sound halfway between shock and pure need. Milk spilled onto my tongue. I groaned deep and kept going, hand sliding up between her shoulder blades to keep her pulled tight against me.

“Every inch of you’s soft,” I whispered, breath hot against her spit-slick skin. “Sweet. Ripe. You know what I thought about every night since your man walked out?”

She blinked, dazed. “What?”

“This.” I squeezed both breasts, milk leaking out slow between my fingers. “Walking in, peeling this prim little dress off you, and seeing these tits just dripping. All that modesty, all that sweetness—and underneath it, this body. Hungry. Full. Just waiting for someone to take it.”

She made a sound—raw and helpless—as I kissed down her chest, then back up, dragging my mouth over her nipples, licking up every last bead that escaped.

“You ever been touched like this before?”

She shook her head.

“You ever wanted it like this?”

She bit her lip, eyes glassy.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Always.”

I smiled, slow and wicked, and rolled her nipple again between my fingers, watching her twitch.

“Good,” I said. “’Cause I’m not done.”


Chapter 2

Her breath was ragged, chest flushed and heaving, milk glistening on her nipples like dew on ripe fruit.

I let my hand fall from her breast, slick with the heat of her, and looked down at her—trembling, pink-cheeked, still wearing that half-open dress like she wasn’t sure if she wanted to be bare or buried.

“Get on your knees,” I said, voice low, dark.

Her eyes widened, lips parting just slightly. “I—I’ve never…”

“I know.” I stepped back, just enough to give her space. “But you want to see, don’t you? What made you stare at me all through dinner. What’s been keeping you up at night.”

She didn’t answer out loud. Just sank down, slow, onto her knees, skirts pooling around her. Her hands were shaking in her lap.

I let the silence hang for a moment. Watched her looking up at me like she didn’t know whether to pray or beg.

Then I undid my belt.

Her breath caught. Her fingers twitched.

The sound of the zipper was loud in the quiet room, sharp as a match strike. I watched her eyes drop, fix on the way my jeans parted.

“You’re curious?” I asked, pulling down the waistband of my briefs, just enough to let the thick head of my cock press out.

She nodded, speechless.

“Say it.”

“I want to see you,” she whispered. “Please.”

I smirked. Pulled myself out, slow, letting her watch inch after inch slide free—thick, heavy, flushed dark with need.

Her lips parted wider, eyes growing round. “It’s… bigger than I thought…”

I grinned. “That what you were imagining while you rocked that baby to sleep, sweetheart? Something thick and aching between your thighs?”

She looked like she was about to faint—and I hadn’t even touched her yet.

“Go ahead,” I said. “Touch me.”

She reached out with trembling fingers, wrapping them gently around the base. Soft. Unsure. Reverent, almost.

I hissed through my teeth as she ran her hand up the shaft, careful like she thought I might break.

“Not glass, darlin’,” I growled. “You can grip me harder.”

She did.

I groaned as her hand tightened, small fingers trying to circle something too thick for one hold.

“Good girl,” I muttered, watching her blush deepen. “You keep touching me like that, I’m gonna show you exactly what this cock’s for.”

Her fingers curled around me like she didn’t trust what she was holding. Careful. Shy.

I watched her face—eyes flicking between my cock and my expression, like she wasn’t sure which one was more dangerous.

“Good,” I murmured. “Start at the bottom and stroke up. Just like that.”

She obeyed, slowly dragging her hand from base to tip, then back down again, her thumb brushing the vein along the side. Her palm was soft and warm, and she kept her touch so gentle it nearly drove me mad.

“Harder, sweetheart,” I said, voice gravel. “You won’t break me.”

She swallowed, blushing deep, and did as she was told—tightening her grip slightly. I grunted, hips twitching forward into her hand.

“There you go,” I growled. “That’s it. Just like that. You feel how thick I get when you touch me like this?”

Her breath caught. “It’s… heavy.”

“That’s ’cause it’s meant to be used,” I said, dark and low. “Meant to stretch you. Fill you. Leave you aching for days.”

Her hand trembled, but she didn’t stop. I could see her watching it—how her fingers barely wrapped around the girth, how every pump made the head pulse and darken.

“Does it hurt?” she asked, barely above a whisper.

I smirked. “Only if you stop now.”

She let out the faintest laugh—nervous, breathy—and kept stroking, growing bolder with each pass. Her small hand moved faster now, watching the slick sheen gather at the tip. Her thumb brushed over it, curious.

“Good girl,” I muttered. “Touch the head. Yeah… right there. That’s where I feel it most.”

She looked up, cheeks pink, mouth slightly open. “It’s… leaking.”

“That’s for you,” I said. “That’s what you do to me.”

Her thighs squeezed together. She didn’t even realize she was rocking a little, hips shifting gently with each stroke like she needed something between her legs bad and didn’t know what to ask for yet.

I reached down and tucked a lock of hair behind her ear.

“You want to taste it, don’t you?”

She gasped—then froze.

Her hand kept moving—slow, steady, nervous but eager. She looked like she couldn’t stop watching it, my cock thick and heavy in her grip, glistening at the tip. The raw curiosity on her face just about wrecked me.

“You’re good with your hands, Miriam,” I murmured, brushing my knuckles along her cheek. “But I think that sweet little mouth of yours could do even better.”

Her eyes shot up, wide and unsure.

I smiled. “Come on, darlin’. You’ve never been curious? What I’d feel like on your tongue?”

Her lips parted, breath shaky. “I’ve never…”

“I know,” I said gently. “That’s why I’m gonna show you how.”

She didn’t move at first—just knelt there, heart thudding so loud I could hear it. Then she nodded.

That’s all I needed.

“Start slow,” I said, wrapping a hand around the back of her head, threading fingers into that soft brown hair. “Just your tongue. Give me a little lick right here—” I tapped the tip of my cock, slick and flushed. “Taste me.”

She leaned in, cheeks flushed deep, and her tongue flicked out—soft, hesitant—dragging across the head.

I groaned low. “Fuck… yeah. Just like that.”

She licked again, a little longer this time. Then again. Slow, sweet strokes of her tongue that made my hips twitch and my balls ache.

“Good girl,” I breathed. “Now kiss the tip.”

She did. A soft, trembling kiss right where I was most sensitive. My cock jerked in her hand, and she flinched.

“Scared of it?”

She shook her head. “No.”

“You wanna keep going?”

She nodded. Fast.

“Then take your time. Use your tongue around the head. Real slow.”

She obeyed, licking in slow circles, wetter now, getting used to the feel of it. Her hand still stroked the base, and I let my fingers tighten just slightly in her hair, guiding her rhythm.

“You’re doing so damn good,” I said. “Now—open your mouth.”

She hesitated—but opened wide.

“Just the head,” I murmured. “Wrap those lips around me.”

She took me in, mouth warm and tight, lips soft around the crown. Her eyes fluttered shut and she moaned—a tiny, surprised sound like she wasn’t expecting the taste, or how it filled her tongue.

“That’s it,” I groaned. “Now suck. Gentle.”

She sucked.

I hissed, hips shifting.

“Now come down here,” I said, pulling her gently off with a wet pop. I guided her lower, down past the shaft, until her nose brushed the base. “Use your mouth on my balls.”

Her eyes went wide, but she didn’t stop.

She licked first—slow, wet, tentative—then kissed them, soft and careful.

I groaned hard, head dropping back. “Christ, Miriam…”

She kept going, mouth warm and delicate, her hand stroking me while her tongue dragged across my sac.

“Now,” I growled, pulling her gently back up, “I want to feel that pretty mouth take me deep.”

She looked up, flushed, nervous.

“You trust me?”

She nodded.

“Open wide,” I said. “Breathe through your nose. And go slow—I’ll guide you.”

She wrapped her lips around me again, this time going lower. Inch by inch, her mouth slid down my shaft, her hand moving to cover what she couldn’t reach yet. Her jaw stretched, breath ragged, throat trembling.

“Deeper,” I whispered, voice thick with hunger. “That’s it, baby. You’re doing so fucking good.”

Her nose brushed my stomach. Her eyes welled. Her throat clenched—and I moaned low and filthy.

“You just took every inch of me,” I growled, holding her hair tight. “And you look so goddamn beautiful doing it.”

Her mouth was stretched wide around me, lips slick and pink, jaw trembling just slightly as she took me deeper again, then pulled back slow. Every time she sank back down, I felt her throat tighten, felt her hand twist at the base to meet her mouth, slick with spit and need.

She was learning fast.

“Good girl,” I rasped, fingers knotted in her hair. “You feel how thick I am? How deep you’re takin’ me? That’s all you. You’re makin’ me feel so goddamn good.”

She moaned around me—wet, desperate—and the vibration sent a jolt up my spine. My hips bucked, slow but tight with restraint, keeping myself from shoving deeper. She gagged just once, then recovered fast, breathing hard through her nose.

“That’s it, darlin’. Breathe… fuck, just like that.”

Her hand was still stroking what she couldn’t swallow, twisting tight and slick. Her spit was everywhere, glistening on my cock, on her chin, on her flushed skin. She looked up at me—eyes glassy, cheeks red—and I nearly lost it right then.

“You wanna taste me?” I growled. “Wanna feel me come down your throat?”

She gave the smallest nod, mouth still full of me.

“Keep goin’ then,” I said, voice rough and low. “Don’t stop till I fill that pretty mouth.”

She sucked harder, tongue working, and I could feel the pressure building—hot, tight, unstoppable.

“I’m close,” I gritted. “You ready, Miriam? Gonna swallow every drop for me like a good girl?”

Her moan said everything. She didn’t stop.

I held her head gently, guiding the rhythm. My balls drew tight, spine locking as the heat surged up fast.

“Fuck—Miriam—here it comes—”

I came hard, groaning deep as I pulsed into her mouth, my cock jerking against her tongue. She flinched, just a little—but held on, swallowing around me. I felt every slow contraction of her throat as she took it, one swallow after another, no hesitation now.

When it was done, she pulled off slow, my cock slipping free with a wet sound. Her chin glistened. Her lips were flushed and shiny. She looked up at me like she’d just been wrecked—and loved every second of it.

I thumbed a smear of spit from her mouth. “You just swallowed every drop.”

She nodded, breathless.

“You were made for that,” I murmured. “For me.”


Chapter 3

She was still on her knees, chest rising fast, lips red and slick from me. Her tongue darted out, licking the corner of her mouth like she could still taste me—like she wanted more.

I reached down, wrapped my hands under her arms, and pulled her gently to her feet.

She wobbled.

I caught her.

“You alright?”

She nodded, cheeks still glowing. “I didn’t know it would feel like that,” she whispered.

“Good?” I asked, brushing hair from her face.

Her voice was barely audible. “…Powerful.”

I grinned. “You have no idea.”

I guided her backward, slow, until her thighs bumped the edge of the kitchen table. She looked at it, then at me, startled.

“Up,” I said, patting the wood.

“But the—supper—”

“I already had mine,” I murmured, lips brushing her ear. “Now it’s your turn.”

She flushed hard, eyes darting to the windows. “The baby’s asleep…”

“Then you’d better stay quiet.” I bent and whispered against her throat. “Unless you want him to hear Mommy moan.”

She gasped, even as her hands reached for me.

I lifted her easily onto the table, dress still bunched around her waist, her legs dangling, knees knocked together like she didn’t know whether to close them or open wide.

I stepped between them and pressed my palms to the inside of her thighs.

“Let me see you.”

She hesitated. Then slowly—shaking—she let her knees drift apart.

The air between us went hot.

Her panties were thin cotton, soaked straight through. A dark patch sat between her legs like a confession, and the scent of her hit me like a punch—sweet, musky, needy.

I growled low. “You’re soaked for me, aren’t you?”

She nodded, trembling.

I knelt between her legs and slid my hands up, slow, under her dress, grabbing the backs of her thighs and dragging her to the edge. Her panties stretched, then snapped softly as I peeled them aside.

Her bare pussy gleamed in the lamplight—pink, flushed, lips slick and slightly open like she couldn’t even hide it if she tried.

“Fuck, Miriam,” I breathed. “You’re perfect down here. All this wet for me?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

I didn’t wait.

I pressed my mouth to her—hot and hungry—tongue dragging up her slit in one long, slow stroke. She jerked, hand flying to her mouth to muffle the cry.

I licked again. And again. Teasing her clit, then sucking it into my mouth, gentle but firm, listening to every little gasp she couldn’t hold in.

“Lie back,” I growled. “Let me eat you.”

She lay back on the table, dress hiked up, legs spread wide. Her hands gripped the edge as I buried my face between her thighs, licking her slow and deep.

“Taste like heaven,” I muttered into her cunt. “Like cream and sin.”

She whimpered, legs trembling, hips grinding against my mouth now. I flicked her clit, then licked lower, teasing her entrance with the tip of my tongue.

“You want my fingers?”

“Yes,” she choked out.

“You want me to make you come, sweetheart?”

“Yes—please—please, Caleb—”

I grinned into her and slid one thick finger into her heat.

Tight.

So tight.

I moaned low as she clenched around me.

Then I started moving.

Her cunt squeezed around my finger like it didn’t want to let go.

She was soaked—slick, tight, pulsing—and her thighs kept twitching like her body didn’t know what to do with the way I was making her feel. My tongue flicked her clit, slow and deliberate, while my finger curled just right inside her, pressing against that soft spot that made her whimper every time.

She was close. I could feel it.

Her breath was ragged, moans barely muffled by the back of her hand as she lay spread out across the table, dress bunched up under her hips, her pale thighs trembling.

I pushed her higher, faster, tongue working her clit in slow circles while my finger pumped deep, steady.

And just as her hips started to jerk, right at the edge of breaking—

I stopped.

Pulled my hand out.

Pulled my mouth away.

Her eyes flew open, dazed and wild. “Wha—”

“Not yet,” I growled, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “You don’t get to come until I hear it.”

“H-hear what?”

“You know.”

Her chest was heaving, breasts flushed, nipples hard again, dress slipping off one shoulder like she didn’t even notice. Her pussy was glistening, pink and open, begging to be touched.

I ran my finger slowly up her slit without pressing in. Teasing.

“You want my mouth back on you?”

She nodded, frantic.

“You want to come?”

“Yes—”

“Then say it.”

She looked at me, lips trembling.

“Say what you are,” I said. “Say what you want.”

She squirmed, cheeks flushed deep.

“Miriam,” I warned, sliding my finger up to barely brush her clit. “You better use that sweet mouth for something real filthy right now, or I’ll leave you like this. Shaking. Wet. Unsatisfied.”

She whimpered, hips twitching.

Then, voice so soft I could barely hear it:

“I’m a needy little thing.”

I raised an eyebrow. “That all?”

She swallowed. “I’m wet. I can’t stop thinking about you. I want your mouth, your fingers, anything you’ll give me. Please—Caleb—make me come. I need it.”

I grinned, slow and wicked.

“There’s my girl.”

I sank two fingers into her this time, deep and hard.

She cried out.

And I dove back between her legs—tongue rough, fast, filthy—giving her everything she begged for.

The second I felt her open up around my fingers, I knew she was past the point of return.

Two fingers deep, curled just right, my tongue working her clit in tight, wet circles—she was gasping, writhing, trying to keep quiet and failing spectacularly. Her legs clamped around my shoulders, thighs trembling so bad I had to grip her hips to keep her steady.

She was unraveling under me.

And I didn’t stop.

“You gonna come for me, Miriam?” I growled, breath hot against her slick, flushed pussy. “Right here on my fingers, on my tongue?”

“Y-yes,” she panted, voice pitched high and sweet. “Please, Caleb—I’m—oh God—I can’t—”

“Yes, you can,” I snarled. “You’re gonna come for me like a good girl. Loud. Messy. Soaking wet.”

I sucked her clit between my lips and pressed hard, right against that swollen bundle of nerves.

She screamed.

One hand flew to her mouth, the other gripping the table so hard I thought she might break the damn wood. Her hips bucked hard, spine arching, thighs clenching around my head as her pussy clamped down on my fingers like a vice.

“Oh God—Caleb—Caleb—I’m coming—oh—!”

She shattered.

Her whole body jerked under me, voice cracking as wave after wave rolled through her. She was soaked—gushing—slick running down my hand, dripping off the edge of the table. Her cunt pulsed around my fingers, warm and tight and shaking with aftershocks.

I didn’t stop until she was whimpering from sensitivity, twitching every time my tongue grazed her clit.

Then I pulled back, slowly, fingers sliding free, wet and shining.

I stood, wiped my mouth, and looked down at her.

She was wrecked.

Dress bunched up around her waist, one breast still bare, chest rising fast, face red and glowing with sweat. Her thighs were still trembling.

“Look at you,” I murmured, dragging my fingers along her inner thigh. “You came like you’ve been waiting your whole life for it.”

She nodded weakly, lips parted, eyes glassy.

I leaned in and kissed her—slow, deep—letting her taste herself on my mouth.

“You’re mine now,” I whispered against her lips. “Aren’t you?”

She nodded again, breathless. “Yes.”


Chapter 4

She was limp on the table, dazed and glowing, her thighs still twitching from the orgasm I’d just torn out of her. Her dress was bunched around her waist, one breast out, milk still beading faintly at the tip, her pussy slick and pulsing between her parted legs.

I wiped my fingers on my thigh, then ran my palm up her bare stomach—slow and possessive.

“You ready for more, sweetheart?”

She looked up at me, breathless. “You’re gonna… inside?”

I leaned over her, palms planted on either side of her hips. “I told you. You’re mine now. You want this?”

She swallowed hard, lips still pink and kiss-bitten. “I want you… inside me.”

I groaned low, undoing my jeans again, pulling myself free—still hard, thick, soaked in the spit and attention she’d given me earlier.

“Then spread those legs wider,” I growled.

She obeyed, slow, still trembling. Her knees lifted and opened wide for me, baring everything. Her pussy glistened, folds flushed and slippery, so tight I could see how snug it was going to be.

I took my cock in hand and pressed the tip to her entrance. She gasped, hips twitching.

“Shh,” I murmured. “Just the tip first.”

I pushed in slow—inch by inch—and she whimpered, both hands gripping the edge of the table. Her pussy stretched around me, hot and wet, sucking me in.

“Goddamn, Miriam,” I groaned, grinding my hips forward. “You’re so fucking tight.”

She whimpered again. “You’re so big—it’s…”

“I know,” I said, voice rough. “Just breathe, baby. I’ve got you.”

I rocked my hips, easing deeper. Her walls clutched at me like she didn’t want to let go, like her body had been waiting for this, for me, even if her mind hadn’t caught up.

When I bottomed out—balls pressed against her, every inch buried—she gasped and arched.

“You feel that?” I whispered, brushing her hair back from her flushed face. “That’s me, filling every inch of you.”

She nodded, wide-eyed, lips parted.

“I’m inside you, Miriam. Right where I belong.”

Then I started to move.

Slow thrusts, grinding deep, making sure she felt all of it—every ridge, every pulse, every thick inch pushing in and out of that tight, virgin heat.

Her moans got louder.

She grabbed at my shoulders, pulling me down, burying her face in my neck like she didn’t want the world to see her fall apart again.

But I wasn’t letting her hide.

I fucked her deep—deliberate—until her moans broke into cries.

“You’re takin’ me so good,” I whispered into her ear. “So fucking good. You were made for this. For me.”

She was wrapped around me, trembling, pussy fluttering with every slow, deep thrust.

Her hands clung to my shoulders like she needed something to hold her to the earth. Every time I sank into her, her mouth dropped open with the softest gasp, like she was shocked I could still fit that deep, that thick.

“You’re so full,” she whispered, breath hot against my cheek.

I growled against her skin. “You are full, baby. Stuffed full of cock.”

She whimpered, her walls tightening around me again. She was close—I could feel the way her legs twitched, the way her moans hitched every time my hips ground into hers.

I leaned down, one hand cupping the back of her head, and kissed her.

Not soft.

Not sweet.

I took her mouth—deep, hot, wet—tongue claiming every inch while I kept her cunt full with every slow drive of my hips. She moaned into it, lips parting wider for me, giving me everything. Letting me own her.

When I pulled back, she was breathless, pupils blown wide, milk still beading at her nipples from the pressure of my chest against hers.

I sat back on my knees, still deep inside her, and looked down.

“Look at these perfect tits,” I muttered, brushing my thumbs over both nipples.

She shuddered. “They’re… they’re leaking again—”

“I like when you leak,” I growled, cupping them both in my hands, lifting the weight of them. “Your body’s so damn ready. Always giving, always begging to be touched.”

I dipped my head and took one nipple into my mouth—sucking, tongue flicking the tip, groaning as the milk hit my tongue.

She gasped. “Oh—oh, Caleb—”

“You taste so fucking good,” I growled, switching to the other, licking a slow spiral around it before sucking deep. “Could drink from you all day.”

Her pussy clenched hard around me, and she cried out, louder than before.

“That got you close, didn’t it?” I murmured, mouth still warm against her breast. “You like being milked while I’m deep inside you?”

“Yes,” she choked. “Please—I’m gonna—Caleb, I’m—”

I grabbed her hips and started moving again—still slow, but deeper now, grinding hard enough to press into her spot with every thrust. Her whole body tightened, eyes wide, mouth open—

“Come for me,” I growled, pulling on her nipple with my mouth, hips hammering into her. “Squeeze me. Milk me.”

She screamed.

Her cunt clamped down so tight I could barely move, hot and soaked and pulsing hard around me as she came. Her whole body shook under me, tits bouncing, mouth open in a silent cry before the sound finally broke free.

“Fuck—yes, Miriam, just like that—”

I let go inside her.

Hot, thick, deep—groaning as I came, buried to the hilt, her pussy milking me for everything I had. I felt it spill out between us, felt the mess we were making, her slick and mine mixing inside her, dripping down her thighs.

She collapsed back on the table, legs twitching, body spent.

I leaned over her, kissed her mouth again, slow this time.

“You’re mine now,” I murmured.

She nodded, dazed, flushed, full.
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And I was more than willing to give her the kind of night she’d never forget.
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✅ Sweet but unfulfilled small-town wife

✅ Cocky, dominant male POV only

✅ Risky public teasing (diner booth, drive-in)

✅ Over-the-top filthy praise & dirty talk

✅ Breast play (lots of it)

✅ Anal play & first-time anal

✅ Multiple orgasms, edging, begging, and no pulling out.

✅ Possessive, take-charge hero who knows exactly what he’s doing

cover.jpeg
THE AMISH NEIGHBOR'S TABLE

ik &
She Fed Him Dinner. He Devoured Everything.

= = )
ISLA STURM






