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Prologue

I never wanted to be a father. Not really. Not until I saw her looking at the nursery catalog like it was a funeral program.

Sabrina never cried. She pressed her lips together when she was upset, stared at walls, blinked too slow. My dad said it was one of the things he loved about her—she didn’t “fall apart” like other women. But I knew better. That silence of hers was grief folding in on itself. Controlled. Clean. But constant.

She’d been married to him four years. I remember their wedding—tight dress, skin like glass, hands that didn’t let go of his all night. She loved him then. And maybe she still did, in that stubborn way women hold onto broken things. But there were cracks now. I could feel them every time I came home. The quiet had changed shape.

Dad’s first diagnosis came two years ago. Low sperm count. Nothing impossible, just unlikely. Sabrina didn’t panic. They tried everything—vitamins, timing, every damn book on the market. He got more tests. Worse news. “Basically zero motility now,” he admitted, one night over whiskey, like it was some joke his body had played on him. He laughed. I didn’t.

Because she was still in her prime. That sweet curve of her stomach, the softness of her thighs. She walked like someone who should’ve had a toddler on her hip already. The way she watched babies in public, the way she touched her stomach in passing, absentmindedly like a habit… that wasn’t going away. It was deep. Primal. Not some phase.

And he couldn’t give her what she wanted. But I could.

It started as a whisper in the back of my head. Something dark. But logical.

Why not me?

It was biology. Clean. Clinical. If it really was about the baby, about the bloodline, about giving her what she needed—wasn’t I the next best thing?

I waited. I didn’t push. Just let the idea grow inside him. Dropped it quiet, over coffee, pretending it was a joke. Let him laugh. Then mentioned it again, slower. “If it’s about genetics, I’m your son. Same blood, same name.”

He resisted. Of course he did. But the seed was there, and I watered it every day. Soft words. Careful phrasing. Always rational, never perverse. Not once did I let it seem like I wanted her—not sexually, not emotionally. Just the solution. Just the cure for their problem.

Until one night he sat on the edge of the bed, hands shaking like he’d signed his soul over to the devil, and said, “If she agrees… I won’t stop you.”

He said it like a curse. I heard it like a promise.

I didn’t wait. I went to her the next morning. Knocked on her door while he was still in the shower. She opened it in that soft white robe, sleepy eyes and a whisper of perfume clinging to her skin.

And I told her exactly what I planned to do.


Chapter 1

The hallway smelled like warm cedar and shampoo. Steam coiled from under the cracked bathroom door, dad’s low hum barely audible beneath the hiss of the shower. The whole house felt quiet, held in that fragile breath between intention and act. I didn’t knock like I was supposed to. Just let my knuckles tap the doorframe once, soft, before easing it open.

She stood in front of the dresser, brushing her hair. Long, dark, falling down her back in waves still damp from her own shower. That robe—white terry cloth, cinched at the waist, but loose around the chest—slid slightly off one shoulder, exposing the edge of one breast. She caught my reflection in the mirror, didn’t flinch, just looked over her shoulder with that unreadable expression she always wore when she didn’t want to show how she felt.

I stepped in. Closed the door behind me without making a sound.

Her voice was quiet. “Greg’s still in the shower.”

“I know.”

She set the brush down. Turned to face me slowly, like she was giving herself time to choose how to react. “Eli…”

“I’m not here to argue.”

I crossed the room, not fast, not threatening—just close enough she could smell me, still warm from my own bed. Her eyes dropped for a second to my bare chest, the drawstring pajama pants hanging low on my hips. When she met my gaze again, her lips parted, not quite saying anything.

“He told me last night,” I said. “Said he wouldn’t stop it. If you said yes.”

Silence. The only sound was the steady beat of water from the bathroom. We were a few thin walls away from him. Her husband. My father.

“You can’t just—” she started, but her voice faltered halfway. “Eli, this isn’t a decision we make like it’s nothing.”

“No,” I agreed. “But it’s already been made. You’ve made it every night you stayed awake thinking about a baby. He made it when he gave up. And I made it when I told him I would.”

Her breath hitched. She crossed her arms, but not in defense—more like she didn’t know what else to do with her hands.

I stepped closer. Her back bumped the edge of the dresser. She didn’t step away.

“I’m not asking for a relationship,” I said, my voice low, careful. “Not trying to take anything from him. I’m giving you what you want. That’s it. Clean. No strings. You just have to say yes.”

Her eyes flicked toward the door, but we both knew he wasn’t listening. The water kept running. I could smell the vanilla in her shampoo, see the faint freckles across her collarbone, the pulse fluttering just beneath the skin of her neck.

I reached out, slowly, and brushed a stray lock of hair behind her ear. My fingers lingered there, just barely. Skin to skin.

“Say it,” I whispered. “Say yes.”

Her mouth parted like she was about to say it—some brittle no, some scolding warning. But nothing came. No sound, no push, not even a step back. Just the silence. Hot, electric, more honest than anything words could offer.

I didn’t move right away. Let her feel my breath against her cheek, let the tension stretch tight like a wire about to snap. Her robe had slipped further, that single exposed shoulder bare now, the soft curve of her chest rising and falling faster than it had a moment ago. I watched her eyes flick between mine, searching, trembling somewhere between resistance and surrender.

Then my fingers moved. Slow. Deliberate. I let the backs of my knuckles trail from her cheek, down the side of her throat, across the collarbone. Her skin was warm, flushed, and when I reached the knot of the robe at her waist, she still didn’t stop me.

I tugged. Not hard. Just enough for the loop to loosen.

Her hands stayed at her sides, clenched faintly, unsure what to do. Her breath was shallow, mouth parted, tongue barely visible behind her teeth.

The robe slipped. First an inch, then two. It fell open across her chest, and I saw the curve of one breast, soft and pale, the nipple already tightening from the air or maybe from me. I didn’t touch it yet. Just looked, just let my gaze linger in a way I knew she felt deep.

Still, she didn’t move.

“You want this,” I murmured, voice low, almost a growl. “You wouldn’t let me this far if you didn’t.”

Her eyes locked on mine. For a heartbeat, for two. Then she gave the faintest nod.

That was all I needed.

My hand cupped her breast, warm and heavy in my palm, thumb brushing across her nipple as she gasped—quiet, breathy, startled by how much she felt. I pressed in closer, our bodies flush now, and I could feel the heat radiating off her, her thigh brushing against mine beneath the robe.

She tilted her head back against the mirror, eyes fluttering shut, lips parted just enough for a moan she swallowed before it escaped. My other hand slid to her waist, pulling her tighter. I kissed the base of her neck, slow, wet, teeth grazing skin as her body tensed and softened at the same time.

The sound of the shower kept going, distant and constant, a backdrop that made every touch feel stolen. Forbidden. Fragile.

I trailed kisses down her throat, to her collarbone, tasting the salt of her skin, the perfume clinging faintly to her. She arched into me—just a little, just enough to say keep going. So I did.

My hand slid lower, fingers skimming down the soft plane of her stomach, toward the tie of the robe hanging uselessly now. Her breath caught. One hand reached up, not to stop me—just to steady herself, clutching my shoulder like the ground might give out under her feet.

She still hadn’t said a word.

I dropped to my knees like I’d done it a hundred times before. Like it was a prayer. Like her body was the altar.

The robe hung loose now, parted down the front, clinging only where her arms still held the sleeves. Her stomach was soft, untouched, beautiful. Her thighs curved smooth, tense with hesitation. I ran both hands along them—up from the knees, slow, thumbs tracing the inside where skin thinned and heat pulsed just under the surface.

She watched me, chest rising fast, mouth slightly open, but she didn’t look away. Not even when I lowered my face close enough to breathe her in.

She hadn’t shaved completely—just trimmed—but I liked that. It made her feel real. Human. Mine.

My lips hovered above her mound, so close I could feel her warmth on my face. My breath teased over her, and she jerked just a little, her fingers digging into the edge of the dresser behind her.

I didn’t kiss her yet. I waited. Let her squirm, feel every second stretch and ache. I wanted her desperate before I even touched her. I wanted her to know what it meant when I finally did.

My fingers slid up her thighs again, thumbs brushing the crease where they met her hips, close—too close. I nudged the robe aside further, exposing her completely.

Still she didn’t speak. But her body did. Her legs spread, inch by inch, hips tilting forward like instinct took over and chased logic from the room.

I pressed my lips to the inside of her left thigh. Soft kiss. Then another. Then my tongue—a single slow drag of heat and wet up toward where she was starting to glisten. Her breath hitched, a soft gasp caught in her throat, and her knees gave just slightly. She caught herself with one hand braced on the dresser, the other gripping my hair without realizing it.

I kissed her again, closer now, but not on her clit—just beside, just enough to make her shake with frustration. My hands spread her open gently, and she was wet already, the scent of her filling my head, thick and sweet and obscene.

I looked up at her, lips slick, and spoke low.

“You taste like you’ve been waiting for this a long time.”

Still nothing. Just the way her chest heaved, the flush rising in her neck, the tremble in her thighs.

I went in.

One slow lick, broad and flat, from her entrance up to her clit. She moaned, quiet and sharp, teeth sinking into her bottom lip. Her hand tightened in my hair, not pulling me away—pulling me closer.

I licked again. And again. Each stroke slow, deliberate, working her open with tongue and lips, building her tension like string winding tighter and tighter around her ribs.

Her hips rocked. Tiny, unconscious movements. Her clit throbbed under my tongue, and when I closed my lips around it and sucked just once—hard enough to make her whimper—her knees nearly buckled.

I slid two fingers inside her.

Hot. Tight. So wet I didn’t even need to ease them in. Her walls clenched around me like they didn’t want to let go.

Still I didn’t stop. My tongue worked her in rhythm with my fingers, curling just right, learning her body like a language I already spoke. She was panting now, mouth open, head thrown back, robe falling fully from one shoulder, nipple exposed and hard.

Then she spoke.

Not my name. Not a command.

Just a broken sound.

“…oh fuck…”

I smiled against her. Didn’t stop.

She was shaking.

Not all at once—just in waves, trembling that started in her thighs and worked its way up her spine like her body didn’t know whether to run or break apart. Her breath hitched, stuttered, came in wet gasps that caught on every moan she tried to choke down. I didn’t stop. I didn’t even slow.

My fingers curled inside her, just right, stroking that perfect spot with the kind of precision you can’t fake. My tongue pressed firm and rhythmic on her clit, drawing tight circles that made her hips jerk forward, her knees buckle again. She was trying not to fall apart. That was clear in every desperate breath, every time her hand clutched harder in my hair like she needed something to anchor her, something solid to hold while the ground dropped out beneath her.

Her moans got softer, higher—thin, keening sounds that vibrated in her throat like they were trying to escape before she could swallow them. Her whole body clenched around my fingers, so tight, so hot, so impossibly ready. I tasted her more fully now, slicker, dripping—her thighs trembling around my head like they didn’t know whether to close in or spread wider.

I pulled back just for a second, lips glistening, eyes locked on hers.

“You’re gonna come for me,” I said, low, voice a growl wrapped in heat. “Right here. Standing up. Right in your husband’s house while he’s ten feet away.”

She didn’t speak. Just whimpered.

Then I dove back in.

Tongue rougher now, faster. Fingers pumping harder, curling deep. She gasped—sharp, high, almost a sob—and her hips rolled against me like her body didn’t belong to her anymore. I could feel it, feel her coiling tight, breath racing, thighs shaking, toes curling on the floor. She was close. So fucking close.

And then it hit her.

Her whole body went taut, rigid, frozen for a second like lightning had struck her spine—then she shattered. Not loud, not screaming, but raw. She came with a sound like a prayer bitten off at the end, her legs giving out completely, her body collapsing into mine. I caught her, arms wrapping around her hips, mouth still on her, still licking, still sucking her through it as her orgasm crashed over and over, wringing her out.

She sagged against the dresser, head bowed, hair falling over her face. Her fingers still gripped my hair, now limp and twitching, like she didn’t know how to let go.

I pulled my mouth away at last, slow, my lips wet with her, breath heavy against her stomach. I looked up at her, my hand sliding from between her legs with a slick sound, glistening with her release.

She looked wrecked.

Beautiful. Flushed. Wild-eyed.

And she still hadn’t said no.

Her hands slid down, fingers trembling, then curling around the sides of my face. She didn’t speak—not at first. Just tugged me upward, still shaking, robe hanging open like it had no reason left to exist, her breasts exposed, skin glowing with the aftermath of release.

I rose slow, let her guide me. Her lips were already parting before mine even reached hers. She kissed me hard, deep, messy—moaning softly into my mouth as her tongue slid against mine, tasting herself, clinging to me like I was the only solid thing in the world.

She tasted like desperation. Like surrender. Her hand moved down between us, brushed over the bulge in my pants, fingers shaking as they fumbled at the drawstring.

“I want you to come inside me,” she whispered against my lips. The words were fragile. Then stronger. “Eli, put it in me—please. I want a baby. I want it now. I want it from you.”

The drawstring came loose. My cock sprang free, hard and aching, already slick at the tip from how long I’d been holding back.

She reached down and guided me, her thighs spreading again as she leaned back against the dresser, breathless, lips parted. She didn’t even care about the door anymore. Her eyes were locked on mine, her body ready, open, begging.

And then the shower shut off.

Everything stopped.

Her head whipped toward the door. Her body went still.

Footsteps. Slippers on tile. Moving down the hallway.

She froze. Like prey. Like a wire snapped taut again.

But I didn’t stop.

I grabbed her waist, pulled her down off the dresser to the floor, slow and controlled. Her breath caught—panic flickering across her face. I pinned her with my eyes.

“No,” I said, firm, voice low but lethal. “You don’t get to stop now. Not after that. Not after what you asked me for.”

Her lips trembled. I could see the fear and the heat tangled in her chest, fighting. But she didn’t move to get up.

The door creaked open.

Dad stepped inside. A towel around his waist, drying his hair with another. He stopped cold in the doorway.

His eyes found us instantly. His wife—his young, beautiful wife—on her back on the bedroom floor, legs spread, body flushed and dripping. His son kneeling between her thighs, naked, hard, ready to push in.

Sabrina turned her face toward him. Eyes wide. Mouth open.

But I spoke first.

“You said you wouldn’t stop me,” I said, voice steady. “You gave permission. And that means no second thoughts. No conditions. No time limits.”

Greg just stood there. Staring. Like he’d forgotten how to breathe.

“I’ll take her anywhere I want,” I went on. “Anytime. Kitchen. Car. This floor. I don’t care if you’re in the next room or in the fucking bed beside her.”

She was still frozen beneath me, but she hadn’t moved. Hadn’t pulled away.

“If you want to stay and watch, fine,” I said, turning my eyes on him like a dare. “If not, walk out. But this—” I thrust forward an inch, just enough to let the tip of my cock press against her slick entrance, and her whole body twitched— “is happening.”

Dad’s mouth opened. Closed. Hands limp at his sides.

Sabrina gasped. Quiet, torn. But her hips rose just slightly, like her body had already chosen what her voice couldn’t.

“What’s it gonna be?” I asked, not looking at her anymore. Only him.

“You watch?”

“Or do you walk?”

The moment her hips lifted, even just that subtle, trembling inch, I knew the decision had been made. Not by Greg. Not even by Sabrina. Her body had already chosen. And I wasn’t going to wait for them to catch up.

I gripped her thighs, fingers digging into the soft curve just beneath her hips. She was still wet—no, soaked—my earlier work leaving her slick, stretched, ready. I didn’t need to ease in. I pressed forward, slow and steady, the head of my cock sliding past her lips, then deeper. Her heat swallowed me like she’d been molded to fit me.

Her back arched.

A gasp tore from her throat, low and startled and raw. She clutched at the rug, fingers clawing at nothing, eyes locked on mine with a shock that melted into surrender.

I kept going. Inch by inch, savoring it. Feeling her stretch around me, tight and hot and pulsing. Her walls clung to every inch like they didn’t want to let go.

Behind us, dad made a sound. Not a word. Just a breath. A sharp exhale of disbelief, of pain, maybe recognition.

I didn’t look at him. Not yet.

I pulled back. Not all the way—just enough to feel her tighten in protest—then slid back in, slow, grinding. Her legs wrapped around my hips, and her mouth fell open in a silent moan. The way she clenched told me everything. She needed this. Not just the act. The weight of it. The reality.

I leaned in closer, braced on my forearms, my body pressing down into hers. Her robe had fallen completely open now, nothing between us but sweat and skin and the thick, slick heat where we joined.

I looked to the doorway then.

Dad was still there. Still standing. His towel had slipped slightly at the waist, and he hadn’t noticed.

His eyes weren’t on mine.

They were on her.

On his wife.

Watching her writhe under me, take me inch by inch, let her moans slip past her teeth. Her hands ran down my back now, her nails dragging lightly, her breath coming faster.

I fucked her slow.

Deliberate.

Deep.

Let him hear the sound of skin meeting skin. Let him see the way her mouth opened every time I bottomed out. Let him see how her hands clutched at me—not like a mistake, not like shame, but like possession.

“You wanted this,” I said over my shoulder, voice dark, rough with restraint. “Say it.”

Greg’s mouth twitched. His knuckles were white where he gripped the doorframe.

He nodded.

One slow, deliberate dip of the chin.

“I did,” he said, barely audible.

Sabrina moaned under me again, louder this time, her body surging up to meet mine.

Then I looked down at her.

“You hear that?” I growled, dragging my cock out almost completely, then slamming back in, making her cry out. “He said yes.”

She moaned again, voice cracking.

I bent and kissed her, biting her lower lip, swallowing her next gasp as I began to pick up the rhythm—slow no longer, the pace building, the weight of my body driving her into the floor.

Dad didn’t move.

Didn’t leave.

Just watched.

Her legs locked around me tighter with every thrust. Her ankles crossed behind my back, heels digging in, urging me deeper even as her nails raked down my spine. She wasn’t holding back anymore. Her moans came freely, sharp and breathy and broken, echoing in the bedroom air thick with sex and heat and something darker—something irreversible.

I braced my hands on either side of her head, hips pounding into her now, the floor beneath us muffling the slap of skin against skin. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, sweat beading on her chest, her hair fanned out across the rug like a halo corrupted by lust.

“Look at me,” I snarled.

Her eyes fluttered open, dazed, glassy, lips parted like she couldn’t find her breath.

“Say it,” I growled, voice all gravel and heat. “Say you want my baby.”

Her breath hitched. Her fingers gripped the backs of my arms.

“I—I want—” she gasped, but I slammed into her hard enough to knock the words from her mouth.

“You need it,” I hissed. “You’ve been aching for this. Dreaming about it. Lying next to him every night, soaking your panties just thinking about getting bred.”

A sound slipped out of her—high, helpless, aching.

“I’m gonna fill you up,” I said, leaning down so my mouth was right against her ear. “Gonna shoot it so deep you won’t even need to lie still. That egg’s mine. You hear me?”

“Yes—yes, fuck, yes—” she cried, hips bucking against me now, fucking back like her life depended on it.

I angled myself, driving in even deeper, feeling the way she gripped me, tight and desperate, her pussy pulsing around my cock like it was begging to be bred. I saw Greg still in the doorway, frozen, watching his wife come undone under his son’s body, watching the way she spread herself wider, the way she wrapped her arms around me like she was choosing me.

“You feel that?” I panted, thrusting into her with hard, punishing strokes. “That’s your baby going in. Right fucking now.”

She gasped, legs trembling, body jerking beneath me.

“I’m gonna cum,” I growled, sweat dripping from my brow, teeth bared. “You want it inside? You want me to knock you up in front of your husband?”

She nodded frantically, her voice gone, her moans choked.

“I want it—please, Eli, please—”

I fucked her harder. Brutal now. Possessive. Her body slapped back against the floor with every thrust, the wet sounds obscene, echoing.

“Take it,” I snarled. “Take every fucking drop—”

And then I came.

I buried myself to the hilt, cock throbbing deep inside her, spilling thick, hot ropes of cum right against her cervix. I grunted, hips twitching, grinding into her as I emptied myself, filling her full of it, marking her, claiming her.

Sabrina cried out again, her body convulsing with another orgasm, thighs trembling, back arching off the floor as my seed poured into her.

I stayed buried inside, panting, our bodies still locked, sweat-slicked and shaking.

She didn’t let go.

She clung to me like she never wanted to come back from this.

Greg stood there.

Silent.

Watching.


Chapter 2

Her chest still heaved against mine, her skin damp and flushed, legs trembling, her pussy still pulsing softly around my cock as it stayed rooted deep inside her. My cum was thick inside her now, hot and heavy, already starting to slip down where our bodies met—but I wasn’t done. Not even close.

I slid my arms beneath her back and knees and stood in one smooth motion, lifting her with me, still inside, still hard. She gasped again, arms flying around my neck, clinging to me like the room might tilt and drop her if she let go.

Her head pressed against my shoulder, her breathing shallow and wrecked, lips brushing my neck as I carried her across the room. Her robe dangled open, her body bare, legs still loosely spread as I walked her over to the bed she shared with my father.

Greg didn’t move.

I set her down on the sheets like I owned them. Like I’d always belonged there. Then I climbed in after her, her legs still parted, the mess between them already soaking into the mattress.

I looked at him.

Standing there. Staring. Towel still around his waist, but his chest rising like he’d been holding his breath since the moment I pushed inside her.

“This is mine now,” I said.

My voice was calm. Final. Not loud. Just true.

“This room. This bed. Her.”

Sabrina whimpered softly beneath me as I settled between her thighs again, cock still twitching inside her, still so hard it hurt. I moved just slightly, enough to grind against her walls, and she shuddered, moaning low and helpless into the sheets.

“You can stay if you want,” I said to dad. “You want to watch while I fuck her full again? Every night? Every morning?”

He swallowed hard, face pale, still speechless.

I leaned over her, kissed her shoulder, let my lips drag up her neck as she moaned again, needy even through her exhaustion.

“Because I’ll be taking her whenever I want,” I said. “Whenever she wants. In this bed. Where she belongs. Where I can keep her full.”

I looked back at him.

“Or,” I said, shrugging once, “you can sleep in my room. If it’s too much.”

Greg said nothing. He didn’t need to.

Sabrina shifted under me, legs tightening around my waist again. Wordless. But her body had already chosen.

And she was mine.

Her thighs squeezed tighter around my hips as I leaned over her again, her heat wrapping around me, soft and slick and warm with my cum already settling inside her. The sheets beneath us were rumpled, damp from sweat and the mess of what we’d already done, her skin marked with faint lines from the floor, her chest rising and falling fast, flushed and glowing.

I didn’t pull out.

I hadn’t even softened.

She turned her head, lips brushing my ear, her voice no louder than a breath. “Again,” she whispered. “Please.”

I growled low in my throat, hips twitching, grinding into her slow. I could feel the slippery heat inside her, the mixture of my cum and her wetness clinging to me, coating every inch. Her breath caught again, her back arching instinctively. Her body wanted it more than her mouth could say.

I thrust once. Deep. Slow.

She moaned.

Then again, harder this time. My cock thick and hard, slipping into her like I hadn’t just filled her minutes ago. The friction slick, obscene, her pussy greedy and swollen, sucking me in like she’d been made to be used this way. Like her womb was still open, begging for another dose.

Greg stood at the foot of the bed, still not speaking. His hands were clenched into fists, jaw tight, but his eyes never looked away.

I turned my head slightly, watching him as I started to fuck her again. My pace deliberate. Heavy. Every thrust deep enough to make her whimper.

“You watching?” I said. “Watch how she takes it. How she loves it.”

She gasped as I bottomed out, her head rolling to the side, mouth slack, hands clenching the sheets. I hooked her knees up higher, spread her wider, pushed her open to him so he could see every inch—her swollen, flushed lips split wide around me, the creamy mess already leaking down between her cheeks.

“She’s dripping with me,” I growled. “And she’s still begging for more.”

Her body jerked with each thrust now. I angled deeper, feeling that soft resistance give way, the sweet spot inside her trembling every time I hit it. Her hands flew to my back, nails digging in again, and she cried out—loud this time, broken and shameless.

I didn’t slow down. My balls slapped wetly against her, loud enough to echo, wet enough to glisten in the light. The bed creaked beneath us, the headboard thudding softly against the wall.

“You think she ever made those sounds for you?” I spat. “You think she ever looked like this—eyes rolling back, legs shaking, begging to get bred—when you were inside her?”

Sabrina moaned louder, a sound like she was breaking apart beneath me. She reached for my face this time, pulled my mouth to hers, kissed me deep and hungry, gasping into it as I fucked her faster now, slamming into her with no restraint.

“She’s not your wife anymore,” I said against her lips. “She’s mine.”

I slammed into her hard.

“She’s my little breeding bitch now. My baby girl. And I’m gonna put another load in her. Right now.”

She sobbed through her moans, body twitching under me, her orgasm barreling back again with a vengeance. Her walls clamped down, convulsing around my cock, milking me, begging.

I let go.

Thrust deep, deeper, all the way to the hilt—and came.

Hot. Thick. Endless.

Cum spilling inside her again, flooding her already-filled cunt. I groaned, held myself there, grinding as I poured into her. She shook. Twitched. Moaned against my neck.

Her legs wouldn’t stop trembling.

Her pussy wouldn’t stop pulsing.

Greg stood there.

Watching the woman he married fall apart under his son.

And I stayed buried in her, not moving, cock still pulsing, seed still leaking into her, knowing it wouldn’t be the last time tonight.

Her breathing was jagged against my throat, hot and open-mouthed, her arms still clinging around my shoulders like she hadn’t remembered how to let go. Her legs were limp now, spread wide, trembling faintly with aftershocks, but she didn’t push me away. Didn’t even flinch with me still buried inside her. She just held on.

I stayed right where I was, cock softening only slightly, still swollen inside her. Her cunt milked me gently even now, like her body hadn’t had enough, like it wanted every last drop locked inside where no one else could reach.

I leaned down and kissed the corner of her mouth—slow, possessive.

She turned her head toward me, eyes glassy, her voice so soft I almost didn’t catch it.

“…I can feel it dripping…”

I grinned.

“You should,” I whispered, lips brushing her ear. “You’re not letting a drop go to waste.”

I shifted slightly—just enough to make her hiss and clutch at my back. My cum squelched inside her, warm and thick and heavy, and the sound alone made her moan again. Her hips rolled up, unconsciously, clinging to me even tighter like her body wanted me to fuck it in deeper, to make sure nothing escaped.

I pulled back an inch and pushed in again—slow, almost lazy, more grind than thrust—but she gasped like I’d shocked her.

“You feel that?” I murmured.

She nodded fast, breath shaky.

“That’s what it feels like to get bred. Every time you walk after this, you’re gonna remember what it’s like to have me dripping out of you.”

Her hand slid to my jaw, trembling. She didn’t speak. Her lips just moved—like she was trying to say thank you, or maybe more.

I looked over my shoulder.

Greg was still there. Pale. Motionless.

He hadn’t moved a step. Hadn’t looked away for a second.

I stared at him while I rocked into her again. One more slow, deep roll of my hips. Her body responded instantly—tightening, moaning, twitching underneath me.

“She’s going to sleep full tonight,” I told him. “And tomorrow. And every night after. I’m going to stay hard inside her until she’s pregnant. You understand?”

Greg’s throat bobbed.

Still, he didn’t speak.

Sabrina reached up again, fingers sliding through my hair, pulling me back down into another kiss. Sloppy. Slow. Full of her own taste, her own pleasure.

Her legs wrapped around my waist again.

No words.

Just want.

And I didn’t pull out. Not now. Not ever.

She was melting under me—body boneless, limbs limp, cunt still twitching around my cock like it had a heartbeat of its own. Her eyes fluttered, lashes damp with sweat, lips parted in a breathless whisper that never quite became a sound. Her chest rose and fell against mine in slow, heavy waves, her skin flushed all over, her robe a crumpled halo around her hips and arms. She didn’t even try to adjust it anymore.

I moved just enough to make her gasp—her pussy still soaked, still open, still full of me. My cock had barely softened, and the way her body responded, the soft clench, the wet slide, made it stir again like instinct.

“Eli…” she whispered, voice raw and thready, barely hanging on to wakefulness. “I don’t… I don’t think I can…”

Her head lolled back, eyes slipping closed, her face the picture of wrecked bliss.

But then her fingers caught my wrist. Weak, trembling, like her body had almost forgotten how to move.

“I want you to keep going,” she breathed. “Even if I fall asleep…”

Her voice was fading with each word, but the meaning burned hot between us.

“I want you to finish,” she whispered. “I want you to come in me again. Don’t stop. Please, Eli. Keep fucking me while I sleep. Just keep filling me…”

She slipped under just like that—head sinking back into the pillow, lips parted in a small, helpless sigh, body still open beneath me, legs loose but spread, pussy still stretched around my cock. I could feel her walls fluttering softly, like even in sleep she was begging for more.

I looked down at her—wrecked, open, absolutely ruined. My cock twitched back to life slowly, fully, sliding deeper again with almost no effort, met only by that slick, warm resistance.

And I started to move.

Slow, deep strokes.

Her body stirred with each thrust, soft moans escaping her lips in sleep, her nipples hard against my chest, her hips twitching unconsciously, instinctively offering herself to be bred again and again.

“You’re gonna get pregnant in your sleep,” I murmured, voice dark and low. “You’ll wake up with my cum leaking down your thighs again. That little womb of yours won’t know what hit it.”

She didn’t answer.

But her body did.

Every slow grind made her shift, her breath catch, her pussy squeeze me like it didn’t want to let go.

I kept going. While she dreamed. While Greg watched.

Because this wasn’t sex anymore.

It was breeding.

And I wasn’t stopping until she took.

Her body was limp under mine, slack and soft, but still so warm, so wet, still clinging to my cock with that perfect grip that made every slow thrust feel like worship and desecration at once. She didn’t stir when I pushed deeper again—only sighed, a delicate flutter of breath against my collarbone, her lips parted, hair stuck to her forehead with sweat. Her pussy still gripped me like it didn’t care if she was awake or not. Like it knew what it was for.

I kept moving. Slow. Deep. The head of my cock kissing her cervix with every grind. I could feel her cunt flutter around me with each gentle push, that mess of cum and slick thick between us, already leaking down onto the sheets. Her thighs, splayed open, still twitched slightly with the rhythm. She was spent. Drained. Dreaming of being filled again.

I didn’t stop.

I never looked down at her when I spoke next.

My eyes locked on Greg.

He stood there, one hand gripping the edge of the dresser like it was the only thing keeping him upright. His eyes were locked on where I disappeared inside her, his mouth drawn tight, breathing shallow.

I didn’t smile. Didn’t mock.

Just said it flat.

“You thought it would be clinical,” I said, voice low and calm. “Some emotionless arrangement. A favor.”

I thrust again. Deep. Her body twitched.

“But this is what she needs.”

Another thrust. Slow. The wet sound obscene in the quiet room.

“Not your half-assed attempts. Not pills. Not silence and disappointment.”

My hands slid under her thighs, lifting them higher, folding her open. I sank deeper.

“She needed to be bred. Taken. She needed to feel full in her sleep. Like it doesn’t stop. Like her body doesn’t get a break until it gives in.”

Greg flinched.

Still didn’t speak.

“She didn’t even ask me to pull out. You heard her. She wants me to fuck her while she sleeps. She wants to wake up pregnant.”

I ground into her, slow, deliberate. Her mouth opened in her sleep, a tiny noise caught in her throat, her hips lifting slightly as if her body couldn’t help it.

“She’s not yours anymore,” I said. “You’re a spectator now.”

Greg’s knuckles whitened on the dresser. His towel had slipped a little more, but he didn’t fix it. He couldn’t take his eyes off her—his wife—laid out, legs spread, cunt flooded and twitching while I bred her again and again.

“I’ll fuck her in her sleep every night,” I said. “I’ll fuck her awake in the mornings. In the shower. In the kitchen. Until her belly swells and she can’t think about anything but me inside her.”

Another thrust. Another moan from her sleeping lips.

“She’s going to get used to it. Being full all the time. Used. Owned.”

I locked eyes with him, my pace never slowing.

“You wanted this, old man. You gave her to me.”

And I fucked her again.

Right in front of him.

Because she was mine now.

And he was just there to watch.

She shifted beneath me, still deep in sleep, one leg sliding further open, offering more. Her breath hitched as I thrust again, slow and steady, hips grinding down until I was buried to the hilt. Her pussy pulled me in with that same needy grip, her slick soaking my thighs, the mattress, everything. My cum from earlier still leaked in thick streams, but her body wanted more. Even asleep, she wanted more.

Her soft moans broke through the silence like confessions. Her hands twitched on the sheets. Her lips formed words that never made it out. She was dreaming. Probably about this. About being bred. Again. Again.

I never looked away from dad.

He stood there still—bare chest rising and falling with a shaky rhythm, his towel nearly slipping off his hips, forgotten. His eyes never blinked, never shifted, watching the way I fucked her in slow, wet strokes. Watching the way her body arched in her sleep, how her nipples stayed hard, how the sheets were soaked from her and me and everything she’d taken already.

“She’s going to wake up full again,” I said, my voice just above a whisper. “Leaking. Sore. Fucked raw.”

His eyes flinched at the word.

I thrust harder.

She gasped in her sleep.

“And I won’t stop,” I growled. “I’ll keep filling her while she sleeps, until she’s too swollen to move. Until every part of her knows she’s mine.”

She whimpered beneath me, legs twitching, the sound of her wetness obscene as I started to fuck her harder—still controlled, still deep, but faster now. My cock ached, balls tight, another load already building deep in my gut.

“She doesn’t need you anymore,” I hissed. “All she needs is this.”

I gripped her thighs tighter, shoved deep into her again and again, my pace quickening. Her mouth opened wider, moaning softly, hips beginning to buck in her sleep like she was begging.

Then dad broke.

He staggered forward a step, like his legs betrayed him, and his voice came out cracked.

“Stop.”

I didn’t.

Another thrust. Deep. Wet. Loud.

“She’s my wife.”

“No,” I said, panting now, sweat dripping down my back. “She was.”

I slammed into her, hard enough to make her cry out in sleep, her hands fisting the sheets. Her pussy clenched around me so tight I nearly lost control.

“She belongs to me now,” I snarled. “And I’m about to breed her again.”

Greg’s hand twitched like he didn’t know what to do with it. But his feet didn’t move. His towel fell. He didn’t even notice.

I bent over her, lips at her ear.

“You want it, don’t you baby?” I whispered. “Even in your dreams.”

Then I slammed into her—fast now, brutal, claiming every inch.

She moaned again. Loud. Long. Her body arched, hips rising to meet mine even as her eyes stayed closed, mouth slack, face flushed.

“I’m gonna fill you again,” I panted, my grip bruising her thighs. “You’re gonna wake up dripping. Knocked up.”

Her pussy milked me. That sweet pull. I couldn’t hold it.

I growled, shoved deep, and came.

My cock throbbed inside her, pulse after pulse, another flood of cum spilling into her wrecked cunt, deeper this time, thicker. I grunted, hips grinding, pushing it as far as it could go. She gasped in her sleep again—like she felt it.

And I stayed there.

Buried.

Breeding her.

While dad stood inches away.

Watching.

Ruined.

Powerless.


Chapter 3

The morning light slipped through the blinds in thin golden slats, striping the bed, her body, the tangled sheets beneath her. The air smelled like skin and sweat, like sex soaked deep into the mattress and walls—sweet, humid, heavy. The room was quiet now. No footsteps. No doors creaking. Greg had finally walked out sometime during the night, silent and hunched like a man surrendering something he’d never deserved.

He hadn’t said a word.

Just watched as I rolled her onto her side and slid back inside her, slow and quiet, while she whimpered and dozed, lips parting but never speaking.

I took breaks—short ones. An hour or two at a time, just enough to let my eyes close, to rest my muscles. But every time I woke, I was still inside her. Her body never pushed me out. She never stirred to protest. The heat between her legs stayed slick and warm and open, like her body knew what it was for, like it wanted to be used until the job was done.

I bred her three more times before sunrise.

Softly.

Deeply.

While she slept.

Now the light touched her skin, glowing gold across the curve of her hip, the roundness of her ass, the small of her back where my hand rested, fingers spread, possessive.

She lay on her stomach, legs parted slightly, hips tilted just enough that her pussy was exposed, pink and messy, cum still leaking in creamy streaks down her thighs. She was swollen now. Puffy. Fucked full and soft and sore. Her body bore the marks of the night—red prints on her hips, faint bruises on her thighs, nipples still hard from hours of being touched, kissed, suckled.

I slid in again.

Lazy. Deep. My cock thick and sensitive from the constant use, but still hungry. She gasped in her sleep, hips twitching, ass pressing back instinctively as I filled her one more time. The stretch was slow, gentle, but complete. Her walls welcomed me like she’d never stopped wanting it, clinging to me like she knew I belonged there.

I fucked her slow. Sleepy.

My hand slid up her back, fingers spreading over her spine, down to her waist. I watched her body take me—how easily I sank into the heat, how the sound of it was still wet and obscene, even after all those loads. Even after her body had been filled again and again.

She moaned softly, half-dreaming.

“Still taking it,” I murmured, voice thick and hoarse. “Still open. You’re gonna wake up with my cum leaking down your legs again, baby. You’re gonna smell like me all day.”

I leaned down, kissed the back of her neck, dragged my lips along her shoulder.

“You’re mine now. Not his. Never again.”

Another thrust.

Deeper.

Slower.

“You’re gonna swell,” I whispered. “I know it. Your belly’s gonna start growing and you’re not even gonna remember the moment it happened. Could’ve been the first. Could’ve been the sixth. You were so full all night, how could your body say no?”

She stirred again. Sleep-thick voice. Slurred and sweet.

“Eli…”

I smiled against her skin.

“I’m right here,” I said. “Still inside. Still filling you.”

And I kept going. While the sun climbed higher.

Because I wasn’t done. Not until she was carrying.

She stirred under me, soft and slow, breath catching in her throat as I rolled my hips again, still buried deep, cock thick and lazy but ready to wake her up the way her body had learned to crave. Her skin glowed in the early light, flushed and shining, thighs slick, the whole bed a mess of soaked sheets and her scent—ripe, warm, drenched in sex and mine.

Her ass pushed back into me instinctively before her eyes even opened. A soft moan escaped her lips, cracked and breathless, her cheek pressed into the pillow, hair tangled and clinging to her neck. Her body moved first—her mind still somewhere half-dreaming, hips grinding back against me with a needy little sound.

I kissed the curve of her shoulder, my hand gripping her hip.

“Morning,” I murmured, voice rough from sleep, from fucking. “Still full?”

She nodded, barely a movement. “Mmhmm…”

I eased out a little, then pushed back in with a wet, slick grind, and she gasped—a raw sound, small but desperate, her thighs shaking as she woke fully to the feeling of being fucked again.

She arched back, breath catching, mouth open.

“Oh god—Eli—”

Her voice broke, hoarse from all the moaning the night before. Her hips rolled, chasing the rhythm, meeting my thrusts like her body hadn’t had enough, like it had only been waiting for me to start again.

“You feel that?” I said, lips dragging along her spine. “Still so wet. So swollen. You’ve been soaking in it all night, baby.”

She whimpered, nodding, fingers clutching at the sheets.

“I can feel it,” she whispered. “It’s everywhere…”

I grabbed her waist with both hands now, pulling her hips up, arching her back deeper. Her ass lifted high, presenting that perfect view—my cock sliding in and out of her wrecked, stretched pussy, cum leaking in thick streaks every time I pulled back.

“You needed more, didn’t you?” I growled, fucking her deeper now, the pace waking with the sun. “One load wasn’t enough. Two wasn’t enough. You wanted to be used.”

She moaned, high and sharp, her whole body trembling under me.

“You begged for it,” I snarled. “Begged me to fuck you in your sleep. To keep filling you even when you couldn’t take anymore.”

“I did,” she gasped. “I did, I want it—I still want it…”

Her pussy clenched around me, tighter now, soaked and slippery, the friction slick and filthy. I grabbed her hair, wrapped it around my hand, yanked her head back as I pounded into her harder.

“You think you’re pregnant already?” I hissed. “Think your little womb already took one of my loads?”

She cried out, her back arching, her body shaking under the force of it.

“Maybe,” she moaned. “Maybe, I don’t care—I want more—just keep going, Eli—”

“I will,” I growled. “You’re not getting a break. Not until I know you’re bred.”

And I fucked her.

Harder now.

Fast.

Her breath broke into sobs of pleasure, hands clawing at the mattress, hips slamming back against mine, her body a blur of motion and moans.

“I’ll put another one in you,” I snarled. “You’ll be so full, it won’t matter which one stuck. You’ll be leaking me for days.”

Her climax hit fast—violent. Her whole body locked, thighs clamped around my cock, a scream torn from her throat as she came again, twitching, soaked, ruined.

I didn’t stop.

I chased mine next, thrusts brutal and fast and deep until I slammed in one last time and emptied into her again, thick and heavy, cum flooding her one more time, the bed soaking beneath her, her belly trembling as I collapsed over her back.

We stayed there.

Locked together.

Panting.

She was full again.

And she was smiling.

The smell of bacon hung thick in the air, grease popping gently in the pan, coffee already brewed and steaming on the counter. Morning light poured across the kitchen tiles, catching on the gleam of syrup in a glass bottle and the pale skin of her thighs just below the hem of the shirt.

It was Eli’s—big, soft, stretched across her in places it had never been asked to cling. The collar slouched off one shoulder. The bottom barely covered the curve of her ass. Her legs were bare. Her hair was pulled up in a messy bun, a few strands still damp from a half-hearted rinse in the shower. No bra. No panties. Just the shirt and the soreness written in the way she stood, shifting weight slowly from foot to foot, thighs still slightly parted from habit or muscle memory or both.

Greg sat stiffly at the table, fingers wrapped around a mug he hadn’t touched. His voice cracked a little when he spoke.

“Did you sleep… alright?”

She didn’t turn from the stove.

“I did,” she said, calm. Soft. Like it was the weather he was asking about. Like her body hadn’t been filled three, four, five times before dawn.

“I mean…” Greg started again, but the words crumbled. He couldn’t stop his eyes from dropping—just for a second—to the bare legs, to the way she winced slightly when she reached for a plate, to the trail of red along her throat where Eli’s stubble had marked her.

Then Eli walked in.

Bare-chested, sweatpants hanging low on his hips, that lazy, satisfied look on his face like a man who’d won something. He didn’t speak. Just walked up behind her, hands sliding across her waist like they belonged there.

She stiffened just slightly—but not in fear. Just anticipation.

Then she moaned.

Low. Quiet. Soft as breath.

Because he’d already pressed against her. Cock thick and rising, sliding up the inside of her thigh under the shirt, parting her again without a word, finding that wet, sore, open heat between her legs that hadn’t closed all night.

And he slid in.

No warning. No ceremony.

Just slid inside her.

Her hands gripped the stove.

Her head tilted back against his shoulder, lips parting in a breathy gasp.

“Oh fuck—”

Greg made a sound at the table—a breath, a flinch—but Eli didn’t even look at him. He was buried to the hilt already, slow and lazy, the way you move when you know you have all day and nothing can stop you.

“Still so wet,” Eli murmured against her ear. “Still open for me.”

Her knees buckled slightly, but he held her up, one arm wrapping around her waist, the other sliding up under the shirt to palm her breast. He began to move—small, rolling thrusts, his cock stirring the cum already inside her, mixing with the slick from earlier rounds, making her thighs glisten.

She bit her lip. The spatula slipped from her hand.

“Eli—baby—I’m trying to make breakfast—”

“You are breakfast,” he growled into her neck, biting down softly.

The plate clattered onto the stove. Greg stood halfway up, unsure what to do, his mouth open.

Eli’s thrusts didn’t pause.

Not once.

Eli’s cock rolled deep inside her, slow and rhythmic, every lazy thrust drawing a slick squelch from between her thighs, her pussy so used, so wide open from the night before, that he slid in like he’d never left. Her hands were braced against the stovetop, trembling just enough to make the spatula tremor on the burner, grease still sizzling in the pan, the bacon burning—but she didn’t notice. Couldn’t.

Because every time his hips pressed against her ass, every time his cock stretched her again, another breathless moan fluttered out of her mouth, half-choked by the way her head was tipped back onto his shoulder, eyelids fluttering.

He ground against her with practiced ease, fucking her like it was routine. Like making breakfast like this—cock deep in her, cum leaking down her inner thighs, toes curling on cold tile—was just part of the morning.

Greg hadn’t moved.

Still sitting at the table, mug untouched, face blank. But his knuckles were white where they gripped the edge of the wood.

Eli caught his father’s eye finally.

And smiled.

“Got any plans today?” he asked casually, voice rough and low, his hips never stopping, never slowing. He thrust again, deeper, and Sabrina let out a shaky gasp, one leg rising instinctively as if her body needed to open more.

Greg blinked, his mouth working once before words came.

“What?”

“I said,” Eli grunted, cock dragging against her inner walls, slick and full, “do you have plans today?”

His hand slid up under the shirt again, grabbing her breast, squeezing it lazily while she writhed beneath him.

“Golf?” he offered. “Errands? Yard work maybe?”

Sabrina moaned louder, head rolling back, her body collapsing into his chest. She wasn’t even pretending anymore. She couldn’t. Her cunt gripped him like it didn’t want him to leave. Her whole body screamed for more.

Greg didn’t answer.

Eli looked back to her, kissed the side of her neck, lips brushing the sweat-slicked skin beneath her jaw.

“Guess not,” he murmured. “Good. You should get out for a while. Maybe take a drive.”

He thrust harder.

Sabrina gasped, her thighs shaking, knees buckling again as he slammed into her deep enough to bounce her forward against the stove.

Eli caught her easily, one hand gripping her hip, the other still on her breast.

“I’ve got her covered here,” he said over her shoulder, eyes locked on his father. “I’ll take care of her.”

Another thrust. Wet. Slow. Deliberate.

“She’s gonna need a nap after this anyway. Maybe two.”

Greg stood slowly, the chair scraping.

But he didn’t say a word.

Just walked out of the kitchen.

And Eli fucked her harder.

Eli’s hand slid down her stomach, fingers spreading across her lower belly, pressing down just enough to feel the fullness inside. His cock dragged out slow, wet and thick, then shoved back in to the hilt, making her jolt forward, breasts bouncing against the loose fabric of his shirt still clinging to her.

Sabrina’s fingers clutched the edge of the stove now, knuckles white, face twisted in a helpless moan. Her thighs trembled with every thrust, her body so raw and overstimulated that each grind sent shocks up her spine, her pussy still pulsing, still slick with the cum he’d left in her again and again and again. Her inner thighs were glistening, the floor catching the mess that had started dripping the second he’d slid back inside.

“Shhh,” he growled into her ear, teeth grazing the curve of her neck, “you don’t want to burn the bacon.”

She choked on a breathless laugh that turned into another moan as he slammed into her again, a little harder now, letting her feel the weight of him, the control, the inevitability.

“I’ll pull it off the burner,” she gasped, reaching weakly.

“No,” he muttered, hand gripping her hip tighter, dragging her back into him. “Let it burn. Let the whole fucking house smell like what I did to you.”

Another thrust. Loud, slick, wet. Her feet barely held her up now, her legs buckling as she gasped and sobbed and smiled all at once.

“You like this?” he asked, his voice rougher now, panting in her ear. “Getting bred in the kitchen? While your husband watches and does nothing?”

She moaned, nodding, breath stuttering.

“You want me to bend you over this counter every morning? Stuff your sore little pussy while the coffee brews? Huh?”

“Yes—yes—” she cried, legs trembling violently.

“You’re gonna learn to cum from nothing but this,” he growled. “Just waking up leaking, still open, still wrecked, and knowing I’ll slide back in before you’ve even brushed your teeth.”

He fucked her harder.

Her cries grew louder, her voice cracking, the shirt riding up higher, exposing her completely now—ass bouncing against his hips, thighs soaked, her body shuddering with every brutal thrust.

“You’re not his anymore,” he snarled, burying himself again. “You’re mine. You cook for me. You cum for me. You carry my baby.”

She came again—loud, broken, sobbing his name as her pussy clamped down and her whole body seized. Eli held her tight, fucked her through it, relentless and possessive, grunting into her neck as he chased his own.

“I’m gonna knock you up right here,” he growled, thrusting deep. “Gonna fill you again—mark this fucking kitchen with the load that finally takes.”

She was trembling, moaning into her arm as her body fell apart, and with one last thrust, Eli exploded inside her.

He came hard.

Thick.

Hot.

Flooding her one more time, his cum pouring deep, seeping out immediately, dripping down her thighs as he stayed buried, panting, his grip iron-tight on her hips.

The bacon burned behind them, black smoke curling upward, but neither of them moved.

Because she was full again.

And breakfast could wait.


Chapter 4

The tub was nearly overflowing, steaming water lapping at the porcelain edges, the scent of lavender and eucalyptus heavy in the air. Sabrina sat curled in it, legs folded to one side, arms draped across the rim. Her body was slack, heavy with exhaustion, every inch of her marked—reddened, swollen, stretched. Her thighs glistened above the waterline, streaked faintly with dried cum, bruises blooming softly on her hips where Eli’s fingers had gripped her too hard. Her nipples floated just beneath the surface, tender and stiff, flushed from hours of attention.

She sank deeper with a wince, gasping softly as the heat soaked into her sore cunt, the water swirling cloudy with remnants of him—thick white strings that clung to her inner thighs, easing free under the warmth. She closed her eyes, breathing shallow, hand dragging slowly through the surface.

She didn’t hear him step in.

Just the creak of the floorboards.

Then the rustle of clothes hitting tile.

Then warmth behind her.

Eli slid in like he had all night—silent, sure, hungry.

She tensed as his legs bracketed hers, his hands settling on her waist. His chest pressed against her back, wet heat spreading between them as he pulled her gently against him. His cock, heavy and half-hard, slid between her ass cheeks, resting right against the sore, swollen lips of her pussy.

She whimpered.

“You okay?” he asked, voice low, lips brushing her ear.

She nodded faintly. “Sore.”

“You’re supposed to be.”

He slid his hands down, cupping her thighs under the water, parting them slowly, making her moan as her muscles protested. Her body was exhausted, every nerve tingling, but she let him move her. Open her.

Because she was his now.

He reached between her legs and stroked her, slow and gentle, fingers swirling through the warm water, teasing her open again. Cum leaked up between her folds, milky in the water, and she gasped, hips twitching.

“Still leaking,” he murmured.

“Of course I am,” she breathed.

“I want it to keep leaking,” he said. “All day. You should feel me inside you even when I’m not.”

His cock stiffened between them, nudging her from behind, pressing against her entrance.

She moaned.

“I can’t,” she whispered. “I’m still full. I can feel you in me.”

“Good,” he growled. “Then you’re ready.”

He lifted her hips just enough and slid into her again under the water, slow and deep, water sloshing softly against the porcelain. Her body resisted at first—tender, stretched—but then she opened, welcomed him, still wet, still needy. She gasped, her head falling back against his shoulder.

He fucked her in the tub, slow and warm and quiet, the sound of the water the only rhythm, his cock stirring everything inside her that hadn’t settled.

She moaned, limp in his arms, letting him use her one more time.

Because this was his job now.

To keep her full.

Always.

The water lapped gently at the sides of the tub, rocking with each slow, deep thrust. Eli’s arms wrapped around her belly, holding her up, keeping her steady as he moved inside her with that same deliberate rhythm he’d used all night—like her body was a vessel, and his cock the only thing that made it whole. The lavender bathwater turned cloudy between her thighs, streaked with cream, each motion stirring up more of it, mixing the remnants of every time he’d come inside her.

Sabrina moaned faintly, head resting back on his shoulder, eyes half-lidded, body boneless but trembling. Her hands floated at her sides, fingertips grazing the surface of the water, her legs limp and parted, resting on the slick porcelain rim.

She wasn’t thrusting back anymore. She didn’t have the strength. Her body just opened for him now, warm and soaked and yielding.

“You’re still so good for me,” Eli whispered into her ear, his voice hoarse, soft, like a confession. “Tired little thing, but still taking it.”

His hips moved again—slow, deep, his cock sliding all the way in, making her whimper, her cunt clenching reflexively, still sensitive, still swollen. Her breath hitched, the sound echoing off the tile walls.

“Feel that?” he murmured, his hand splaying across her belly under the water, palm pressing down gently. “That fullness. That’s me in there. Every inch. Every drop.”

She nodded faintly, mouth opening, but no sound came out.

He shifted slightly behind her, adjusting his angle, and she let out a weak, shaky moan as he nudged against that sore, sensitive spot deep inside her. She writhed in his lap, but he held her down, grounding her, keeping her where he wanted her—split open in the water, hot and stuffed, his.

“You keep leaking,” he said against her neck. “But I’ll keep filling you. Over and over. Until your body finally gives in.”

She gasped when his cock twitched, hard and thick inside her again, her pussy fluttering with tired need.

“I’ll fuck a baby into you if I have to do it in every room of this house,” he growled. “While you’re sleeping. While you’re cooking. While you’re dripping wet in a tub.”

He thrust again.

Her moan echoed off the tile.

And they stayed there—locked, floating, the water cooling slowly around them, but their heat never fading.

She leaned back into his chest, fucked out, soaked, bred, and smiling.

Because this was hers now.

And she didn’t want anything else.


Epilogue

Five years later.

The house was louder now. Not from voices, but from life—small feet pounding down hallways, toys scattered across the floor, a pacifier abandoned on the coffee table beside a half-full bottle. The kitchen had baby-proof latches. The bathroom smelled like bubblegum shampoo. The laundry never stopped.

I liked it that way.

I stood in the doorway, watching her.

Sabrina.

Still in one of my old shirts, though now it wasn’t just oversized—it was stretched, wrinkled, soft in all the right places from being worn and washed a thousand times. Her hair was tied up, flyaways escaping around her temples, a faint smudge of yogurt near her collarbone where the baby had leaned in for a bite and missed.

She held our youngest on one hip—barefoot, beautiful, her other arm outstretched, trying to corral the twins as they raced across the living room shrieking, naked but for diapers, holding plastic swords they’d declared were “dragon killers.”

She looked tired. Gorgeous.

Wrecked in the most domestic, perfect way.

Her hips had widened a little. Her breasts fuller now, soft and heavy from nursing. Her stomach bore the evidence—faint stretch marks, a curve that had never quite flattened again after the third. And I fucking loved every inch.

My ring shined on her finger, dulled only by dish soap and time.

Mine.

All of her.

She caught me staring and smiled—slow, knowing, that same smile from the first time she’d let me in while her husband was ten feet away. But now there was no guilt in it. No shame. Just the history we’d built and the family we’d made.

“Can you take her for a minute?” she asked, nodding to the baby.

I crossed the room, lifting the little one into my arms, who squealed and immediately began chewing on my shirt collar. I leaned in, brushed my lips against Sabrina’s neck, and she leaned back into me for just a second—enough for a kiss, enough for her body to press against mine.

“You still leaking?” I whispered, smirking against her ear.

She snorted, rolled her eyes, but her cheeks flushed. “Maybe.”

I kissed her again. Slower this time. She sighed into it, hand sliding up my chest. The twins crashed into a wall. One of them shouted “I pooped!” like it was the greatest discovery known to man.

Our life.

Chaos.

Heat.

Love.

Three kids. One still nursing. Two already plotting how to climb onto the roof.

And I still fucked her every night.

Sometimes slow, sometimes desperate, sometimes while she was asleep, her body too tired to move but her legs still spreading the moment I touched her. The bed creaked. She moaned my name. And she was still mine in every way that mattered.

Greg was gone.

He’d left quietly one spring.

No message. No farewell.

Just faded out of a life that no longer had a place for him.

I didn’t blame him. I didn’t think of him much at all.

She never mentioned him.

She had her hands full with me now.

And I wasn’t going anywhere.
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