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Prologue

I never meant for my life to look like this—waking up every morning to the soft sound of Mia’s footsteps padding through the hallway, her bare skin catching the first wash of sunrise, her body already belonging to either me or Nate depending on who reached for her first.

But I can’t pretend I didn’t choose it.

I did.

Nate and I had been brothers in everything but blood since middle school—same teams, same neighborhood, same dumb teenage trouble. And somewhere along the line, we learned we liked the same woman, too.

Mia.

She moved in a year ago, bright-eyed, sweet-voiced, and already knowing exactly what she wanted. She laid out the rules herself:

That she’d be naked in the house.

That she’d be ours—shared, evenly, freely, whenever either of us wanted her, no matter the hour or the room.

That she’d obey whatever we asked.

And that whoever got her pregnant… kept her.

I’d laughed when she said it. Nate hadn’t. And Mia—Mia just smiled, slow and warm and promising.

Now it’s normal for me to open my bedroom door and see her on her knees for Nate, or for him to walk into the kitchen and find her bent over the counter for me. We don’t hide anything. We don’t need to. She’s ours, and she wants to be.

But lately I’ve been wanting more than the easy rhythm we’ve fallen into.

I’ve been watching her belly after she’s curled up against one of us, wondering—not if—but when she’ll start to grow.

Wondering if it’ll be mine.

And wondering how far Nate will go to make sure it isn’t.

Because sharing her was the rule.

Keeping her… that will be the war.


Chapter 1

The scent of sizzling butter hit me before I even stepped fully into the kitchen—warm, rich, soft like the early light spilling across Mia’s bare back. She stood at the stove, naked as always, hips swaying lazily as she whisked eggs in a pan. Her hair was a messy morning curtain down her spine, catching glints of gold from the overhead lights.

Nate was at the table, one leg propped up on the other, scrolling his phone without much interest. He didn’t even look up when I walked in.

But Mia did.

She glanced back over her shoulder, eyes flicking down my torso, then to the unmistakable shape hardening beneath my waistband. Her lips parted—just a little. Just enough.

I didn’t say a word. Didn’t have to.

I stepped up behind her, slid my hands to her hips, and pushed myself inside her in one smooth, practiced thrust.

Her breath hitched—quiet, obedient, like she’d been waiting for exactly that.

The whisk clattered against the pan as she braced herself against the counter, her knees softening. Heat clamped around me immediately, already slick, already welcoming. Her body always knew us, always opened the moment we touched her.

Nate finally looked up at the sound.

He didn’t comment. He never needed to.

His eyes dragged lazily from Mia’s trembling thighs to where I was buried in her, then back to his phone—like this was just part of breakfast, nothing unusual.

Mia tried to keep cooking, hand trembling as she guided the spatula, but every slow thrust rocked her forward, making the eggs smear messily across the pan.

“Keep going,” I murmured against her ear, gripping her waist harder. “Don’t stop.”

“Yes…” she whispered, breathless, voice barely carrying over the sound of the stove.

Her back arched beautifully when I pressed in deeper. I watched the shiver travel up her spine, watched her toes curl against the tile. She worked so hard to stay quiet for us, so focused on doing exactly as she was told—even as her body clenched around me, needy and eager.

Nate’s chair creaked softly.

I didn’t have to see his face to know he was watching now.

I thrust again—slow, deep, claiming—and Mia’s hand slapped the counter to steady herself. A soft gasp escaped her lips despite her best attempt to swallow it.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “Make breakfast. Let me use you.”

Her breathing shook.

The eggs sizzled.

And Nate let out a low, quiet exhale that could’ve been a laugh… or a warning.

Mia tried—really tried—to keep cooking.

Her hand shook as she tried to scoop the eggs onto a plate, but every time I drove into her, her hips jolted forward, spatula scraping the pan at the wrong angle. She whimpered softly, breath fogging the air above the stove.

“Don’t spill,” I murmured, tightening my grip on her waist.

“I—I won’t…” she breathed, though her voice trembled with each slow push of my hips.

Eggs slid messily onto the plate, some landing on the counter. Her thighs quivered. She bent just a little more to reach for the toast, and the angle pulled her open around me—hotter, tighter, impossibly inviting. I pushed deeper without thinking.

A helpless sound escaped her.

Nate didn’t even look up this time. “If she burns anything, that’s on you,” he muttered, casual as coffee.

I smirked against the back of her neck and thrust again—just to watch her knees buckle.

She managed to set the plate down on the counter. Barely. Her elbows shook as she braced herself, chest rising and falling too fast, skin flushed everywhere my hands touched.

“Good girl,” I whispered, pulling her hips back to meet me. “Now hold still.”

She nodded, forehead pressed to her arm, body trembling with effort to obey as I started moving harder—slower than before, but deeper, each stroke meant to claim and fill, to remind her exactly who had her pinned to the stove.

Her breath broke in soft, choked sounds.

Her body tightened around me—fluttering, needy, close.

I slid one hand to her stomach, pulling her back onto me fully. “Take it,” I growled against her ear. “Take all of it.”

She gasped—“Yes—please—”

That little plea snapped something loose inside me.

My grip on her hips hardened, thrusts pushing her forward against the counter until her toes barely stayed under her. She was so warm, so open, her body pulling me in with every trembling exhale.

I buried myself completely—deep, deep—held there as her breath hitched—

—and I came inside her in a hard, pulsing rush, spilling into her warmth until she shuddered from the fullness. Her hands gripped the edge of the counter so tightly her knuckles went white.

Her hips trembled with each spurt, body taking everything I gave her, completely obedient, completely mine in that moment.

When I finally eased out, a slow, thick warmth followed gravity—sliding down the inside of her thigh, glistening on her skin.

She didn’t turn around. She simply waited, breathing hard, cooking forgotten.

Nate finally spoke, quiet and dry:

“Great. Now she’s dripping on the floor.”

Mia didn’t move until I touched her.

Her breath was still shaky, her thighs slick and parted, the warmth of me slowly trailing down her leg. I slid my hands up her waist and turned her gently toward me. She kept her eyes lowered—obedient, flushed, beautifully undone.

“Come here,” I murmured.

She stepped into me immediately.

I guided her to the table, settling myself into the chair beside Nate. Then I pulled her onto my lap, easing her down so she sat fully on me, still filled, still warm and soft and pliant. Her back pressed to my chest, breath catching as she adjusted around me.

She whimpered quietly when the shift pushed my spend deeper inside her.

“Good girl,” I whispered against her shoulder, one hand sliding up her stomach. “Serve breakfast.”

She reached shakily for the plate she’d made—arms trembling, thighs quivering around me—but she did as asked. She placed the food on the table with both hands while sitting on my lap, while keeping me inside her, while trying to steady her breathing.

Nate watched her carefully out of the corner of his eye.

He hadn’t touched his phone in a full minute.

He stabbed a piece of egg with his fork, raised it to his lips, then made a soft, unimpressed noise.

“Messy,” he said. “Wonder why.”

Mia flinched a little. I stroked her hip to settle her.

But Nate’s gaze slid to me, then down to where her body pressed tight around mine under the table.

“You trying to win already?” he asked, voice low and edged with something territorial. “Trying to knock her up before the week even starts?”

Mia went still on my lap.

I felt her pulse jump against my chest.

I met Nate’s eyes over her shoulder, my hand still stroking slowly up her belly—the place we both wanted to claim.

“If I am,” I murmured, “maybe you should try harder.”

Nate’s jaw twitched.

His chair scraped back just an inch—just enough to show he was deciding whether to challenge me now, or wait until Mia wasn’t seated on my cock.

Mia swallowed, breath trembling, caught between us.

I tightened my arm around her waist, pulling her closer against me. “Finish serving breakfast,” I told her softly. “We’re not done talking about this.”

Nate leaned forward, elbows on his knees, eyes fixed on her.

“Yeah,” he said. “We’re definitely not.”

The air went hot and tight—charged, competitive, claiming from two angles at once.

And Mia…

Mia shivered.


Chapter 2

Mia was still perched on my lap, warm and snug around me, when I tightened my grip on her hips and started to move—slow, deliberate thrusts that made her breath stutter in her throat.

Her hands hovered over the table as if she wasn’t sure whether she was allowed to brace herself. I slid one hand up her back.

“Relax,” I murmured. “Stay on my cock. You’re doing fine.”

She nodded, trembling.

Nate watched all of it—watched her body rock gently with each push of my hips, watched the flutter in her stomach when I nudged as deep as the position allowed. His fork hovered halfway to his mouth before he set it down entirely, leaning back in his chair.

“You’re seriously feeding her like that?” he muttered.

“Oh, I’m feeding her,” I said, picking up a small bite of the eggs she’d made. “Open, sweetheart.”

She obeyed instantly, lips parting, eyes half-lidded with heat and effort. I brought the fork to her mouth just as I thrust upward again—slow, strong—and she let out a broken whimper around the bite.

Her legs tightened around mine.

Her toes curled.

Her whole body tried so hard to stay proper and still.

I kissed her shoulder. “Good girl. Keep quiet.”

Nate’s jaw flexed. His attention never left the subtle bounce of her hips as I moved inside her—slow, deep, steady. She was trying so desperately to hold herself still, but every time I thrust, her breath caught and her body shifted helplessly against me.

“Lift your hips a little,” I whispered.

She did—and the angle dragged a low groan from my throat.

Nate heard it. His eyebrows twitched sharply.

“Christ,” he muttered. “You’re not even pretending you’re not trying to fill her again.”

I fed her another bite, this one smaller, my thrusts unhurried and claiming beneath her.

“She’s hungry,” I said simply.

“For food,” Nate snapped.

Mia whimpered softly, clenching around me at the tension between us.

I slid my hand to her lower belly—the place he kept looking at—the place we both intended to own.

“She’s hungry for whatever we give her,” I murmured, dragging my thumb slowly across her skin. “Right now, she’s eating breakfast. And taking me.”

Nate pushed his chair back an inch, muscles tightening like he might stand—might challenge—might take her right off my lap.

But he didn’t.

He just stared, breath a little heavier than before.

“Finish feeding her,” he said, voice low. “Then I want a turn.”

Mia shivered hard at his tone—caught between us, full of me, obedient to both.

And I kept thrusting into her, slow and deliberate, while bringing another bite to her lips.

“Ride,” I murmured.

She let out the softest sound—obedient, sweet—and lifted herself just enough before sinking back down on me. Her whole body shivered from the depth, from the stretch, from knowing she was doing exactly what she’d been told. She braced her hands on my thighs and began moving, slow and desperate, using me the way I wanted her to.

Every rise and fall of her hips made her breath break.

Every drop sent her warmth pulsing around me.

Nate watched the first few movements without blinking.

Then he stood.

His chair scraped back quietly, but the air changed—charged, territorial, hungry. He walked around the table, slow and deliberate, until he stood right in front of us.

Mia froze for half a second, mid-motion, staring up at him with wide, obedient eyes.

Nate cupped her jaw.

“Open,” he said.

Her lips parted instantly.

He hummed in approval and brought his thumb to her bottom lip. “Good girl. Keep riding him.” Then, with a soft tug of her hair guiding her forward, he added, “Your mouth is mine.”

Mia whimpered—half need, half obedience—and bent toward him while still rocking on my cock. The motion dragged a sharp moan from my chest.

She was moving beautifully now, desperate and shaky, her body tightening around me with every downward glide. Nate unbuttoned his pants with one hand, eyes locked on her face as she struggled to hold the rhythm I’d set.

“Don’t stop,” I reminded her, gripping her hips to guide her.

“I—I won’t,” she whispered, breath shaking.

Nate slid a hand into her hair, guiding her mouth toward him just as she sank down onto me again, her entire body jolting with the impact.

He groaned softly. “That’s it. Right there. Let me in.”

She opened wider, lips wrapping around him as naturally as breathing. Nate’s head tilted back, jaw tightening as her mouth welcomed him.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “She’s perfect like this.”

Her movements grew messy—desperate, overwhelmed by taking both of us at once—but I steadied her hips, helping her ride me deeper, slower, exactly how I wanted her.

Her mouth worked around Nate while her body clenched around me.

Her breath came in soft, choked whimpers.

Her thighs trembled violently with effort.

She was giving everything—obedience, heat, rhythm, submission—to both of us at once.

Nate threaded his fingers deeper into her hair, controlling her angle, her depth, her pace.

“Look at you,” he growled softly. “Full everywhere.”

My hands slid up her waist, her stomach, her trembling ribs. “Good girl,” I whispered. “Take him. Ride me. You’re doing so well.”

She whimpered around Nate’s length, her whole body fluttering with pleasure and strain.

And between us—beneath our hands and bodies—she broke into a rhythm that was frantic, beautiful, desperate to please.

Mia was already trembling everywhere—her thighs, her stomach, even the way her breath shook around Nate’s cock—but neither of us let her slow down.

Nate had one hand in her hair, guiding her mouth in steady, controlled motions, each stroke making her throat tighten and her lips glisten. His other hand rested on the table edge, knuckles white, breath turning ragged as he watched her fall apart between us.

I kept her hips moving, lifting and lowering her on my cock, deep and slow and relentless. Every time she came down on me fully, her warmth clenched tight, fluttering frantically around me like she couldn’t decide whether to come or cry.

“You feel that?” I murmured against her ear, guiding her hips into another deep drop. “You’re shaking.”

She whimpered around Nate’s length, the vibration dragging a groan from him.

“Fuck—keep doing that,” Nate growled, tightening his fist in her hair. “Don’t stop. Don’t fucking stop.”

Her whole body jolted at his tone.

And we both felt it—her walls tightening, pulsing, clenching around me in desperate little spasms. She was right at the edge, too overwhelmed to control it.

“Easy,” I breathed, though I didn’t slow her. “Take all of it. Both of us.”

She tried—god, she tried—but her movements kept breaking, hips stuttering as I pushed her down again, her mouth faltering on Nate’s length before he corrected her angle with a firm pull of her hair.

“Come on,” he muttered, voice low and dangerous. “Show us how good you are. Work for it.”

Mia moaned helplessly—her mouth full, her body full, her breath shaking so hard she could barely keep rhythm. Her thighs strained around mine, struggling to lift herself again, but I helped her, guiding every motion until she dropped back down with a choked, dizzy sound.

Her warmth squeezed me so tight I had to grit my teeth.

“She’s close,” I warned.

Nate’s eyes darkened. “Good. Let her choke on it.”

He pushed deeper into her mouth, slow and claiming, and she took it—eyes fluttering, throat tightening around him. She was riding me harder now, not by choice, but because her body was losing control, pleasure overtaking obedience.

Her entire body tightened all at once.

Then she broke.

Her breath hitched around Nate, her hips spasming violently on my lap, heat clamping around me in rhythmic, desperate pulses. She tried to swallow a moan, but it escaped around him—a trembling, helpless sound that shook both of us.

“Oh—fuck,” I groaned, grabbing her hips as she convulsed around me, milking me with every squeeze. “Do that again—”

And she did, body clenching and releasing, pulsing so tight I nearly lost it right there.

Nate hissed sharply, his grip tightening in her hair. “Don’t you come yet,” he warned me, breath rough. “Not before I do.”

But I could feel it building—hot, urgent, impossible to hold as she trembled through her climax on my cock.

And judging by the way Nate’s hips jerked forward, by the curse under his breath, by the sudden strain in his voice—he was right there too.

Both of us closing in.

Both of us using her—her mouth, her body, her heat—to reach the edge together.

And Mia… Mia was barely holding herself up, shaking violently between us, taking every thrust, every command, every ounce of need we poured into her.

She was ours.

And she was about to feel exactly what that meant.

Mia was shaking so violently between us she could barely hold her own weight—her body still spasming from her climax, her breath catching in broken gasps around Nate’s length. And we didn’t let up. We couldn’t. We were both right there, both so deep inside her, both too close to pull away.

Her warmth clamped down on me again, tight and pulsing and desperate, and pleasure shot up my spine so fast it almost took my breath.

“Fuck—” I grit out, gripping her hips harder. “She’s milking me—”

Nate’s fingers tightened in her hair, pulling her mouth fully onto him as his hips jerked forward.

“Don’t stop,” he growled, voice cracking with need. “Fuck—don’t you dare stop—”

She didn’t.

She couldn’t.

Her body was trembling uncontrollably, every motion squeezing me tighter, every swallow sending a shock through Nate.

I felt the heat build at the base of my spine—sharp, overwhelming, unstoppable.

“Nate—” I warned, breath shaking. “I’m—”

“Do it,” he snapped. “Fill her. I’m coming—”

That was it.

Her body spasmed around me again, harder than before, and my release hit with a violent rush. I thrust up into her, deep and hard, burying myself fully as I came—hot, pulsing, pouring everything inside her.

“Oh—fuck—Mia—”

My voice broke as her warmth squeezed around the flood, pulling every last pulse from me. It was too much. Too tight. Too perfect.

At the same moment, she gagged softly around Nate as he shuddered above her.

“Shit—” he hissed, thrusting deep into her mouth as his own climax surged through him. “Take it—take all of it—”

Her throat worked around him, swallowing, taking every hot spill he gave her while she trembled violently on my lap, still squeezing me in aftershocks that wrung every drop from my body.

For a few seconds, everything was heat and breath and shaking muscles.

Mia sagged back against my chest, panting, her mouth slipping off Nate’s length as her entire body melted from exhaustion. My arms caught her automatically, holding her up while my softening cock remained buried inside her—still leaking, still warm, still claiming.

Nate braced a hand on the table, breathing hard, staring at her with a dark, satisfied intensity.

“Well,” he said eventually, voice rough, “if that didn’t put something in her…”

I slid my hand to her lower belly, rubbing it slowly.

“It’s a start,” I murmured.

Mia whimpered softly—spent, used, filled twice over—and curled weakly into me.


Chapter 3

Mia was still limp on my lap, her body warm and soft and leaking our climax down her thighs, when Nate straightened, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and said:

“Get her up. I want her pussy.”

There was no hesitation in his voice—none. It wasn’t a request. It was a territorial claim.

I tightened my hold on her for a moment, savoring the way she sank into me, still catching her breath. But Nate was already stepping closer, already reaching for her arm.

“Come here,” he ordered.

Her head lifted sluggishly, dazed, obedient. She moved when he pulled, though her legs nearly gave out the instant she tried to stand. I kept a hand on her hip to steady her until Nate dragged her fully off my lap.

My cock slipped free with a warm, wet slide, and she whimpered as our spend dripped down her inner thighs.

Nate didn’t give her time to recover. He turned her around, bent her over the table, and spread her legs apart with a firm push of his knee.

“Look at that,” he muttered, staring between her thighs. “You filled her so much she’s still dripping.”

He ran his thumb up the mess on her skin, spreading it wider, groaning under his breath.

“Now it’s my turn.”

I leaned back in the chair, still catching my breath, my cock slick and softening against my thigh. But Nate glanced over his shoulder at me—eyes sharp, territorial, challenging.

“Don’t get comfortable,” he said. “She’s not done with you either.”

I raised a brow. “No?”

“No.”

He jerked his chin toward my lap. “Clean him, sweetheart.”

Mia trembled at the command—bent over, waiting for Nate, but turning her face toward me with that obedient, aching look that went straight to my spine.

“On your knees,” I told her softly.

Nate stepped aside just enough for her to lower herself. She sank down between my legs, still panting, still dripping, her cheeks flushed and eyes glassy. She took my cock into her hands first, gentle, reverent, then leaned in to lick the mixture of her own arousal and my release from my skin.

The sight of her—ruined, obedient, kneeling for me while Nate positioned himself behind her—dragged a low groan from my chest.

“That’s it,” Nate murmured as he lined himself up with her entrance. “Get him clean. You’re about to be just as full again.”

Her tongue slid along the underside of my shaft, slow and shaky, as Nate pushed into her—one long, claiming thrust that forced her hips forward with a muffled gasp against my skin.

She moaned around my cock.

Nate groaned behind her.

And I felt her mouth tighten with every deep stroke he gave her.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Nate breathed, gripping her waist and pulling her back onto him harder. “You softened her right up for me.”

I tangled my fingers in her hair, guiding her mouth lower, slower. “Open,” I whispered.

She obeyed instantly, lips parting, tongue curling around me as she struggled to keep rhythm while Nate started fucking her in steady, building thrusts.

Her moans vibrated through me.

Her body rocked from his movements.

And Nate’s breath grew harsher as he pounded deeper into the wet heat I’d just filled.

“God—she’s perfect,” he growled. “Hold her hair. I want to see her face while I breed her.”

I tightened my grip in her hair, lifting her chin so her eyes met mine—already hazy, overwhelmed, but willing.

Nate slammed into her harder, deeper, claiming every inch of her pussy with relentless certainty.

“Good girl,” I murmured as she sucked me softly, tearful and trembling. “Take him.”

And she did—beautifully, helplessly, completely.

Mia was trembling so violently between us she could barely hold her posture—her knees spread, her back arched, her lips wrapped around my cock while Nate fucked her with focused, territorial precision.

He wasn’t chasing pleasure.

He was chasing a claim.

Every thrust was deep and deliberate, hitting the same spot over and over, forcing soft muffled cries to vibrate against my length.

“Hold her steady,” Nate growled, voice raw.

I tightened my grip in her hair, tilting her head just enough that she could keep swallowing me while her whole body jolted from Nate’s pace. Her eyes were hazy, half-closed, glazed with tears and need.

“Good girl,” I breathed. “Don’t stop. Take all of him.”

Nate slammed into her harder—one brutal, claiming stroke that drove a choked moan out of her throat, making her mouth tighten around me.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped, hips twitching.

Her tongue stroked the underside of my shaft, slow and obedient despite the force of Nate’s movements shaking her.

“Yeah,” Nate muttered, breath breaking. “She’s close. Her pussy’s squeezing the hell out of me.”

He grabbed her hips, pulling her back onto him with both hands now, the wet smack of each thrust getting louder, faster, more frantic.

He was losing control.

I felt my own climax gathering fast—tight, hot, urgent—pulled there by the way Mia whimpered around me, her mouth a warm, desperate heaven.

“I’m close,” I warned, voice shaking.

“Good,” Nate growled, thrusting deeper. “Come down her throat. I want her full everywhere.”

The command shot through me.

I groaned, thrusting into her mouth shallowly as I held her hair, her lips stretching around me. Her eyes fluttered shut and she let out a soft, surrendered sound—

—and I spilled.

Hot, pulsing release flooded her tongue, and she swallowed immediately, throat working around me with obedient, messy devotion. Pleasure ripped through me in sharp waves, my hips jerking as I emptied every last pulse into her mouth.

“Oh—fuck—Mia—” I breathed, voice breaking as she continued to swallow me through every spasm.

But Nate wasn’t done.

Not even close.

The moment I eased back, releasing her hair so she could gasp for a breath, he growled her name—low, feral.

“Mine.”

His rhythm collapsed into a series of hard, deep, punishing thrusts, her hips slamming into the table with every push. Mia cried out, her voice hoarse from taking me, her thighs shaking uncontrollably.

Nate’s breath turned ragged—then wild.

“Oh—fuck—fuck—”

His hands locked tight on her waist.

His hips snapped forward in one final, brutal drive—

And he came inside her with a rough, broken groan that echoed through the kitchen.

I watched, chest still heaving, as his climax pumped into her in long, forceful pulses—so much that his grip trembled with each one.

Her pussy clenched around him, milking him just as she had me.

His eyes rolled back.

His breath caught on a sound half pleasure, half dominance.

When he finally collapsed forward, still buried in her, he rasped:

“That’s in deep. If she gets knocked up today… it’s mine.”

Mia trembled under him—stuffed, filled, dripping with both of us—and whispered, voice raw and shaking:

“Yes… use me… both of you…”

And we both knew she meant it.


Chapter 4

Nate stayed buried in her for a few shaky breaths, both hands gripping her hips, his chest rising and falling in hard, uneven pulls. Mia was trembling beneath him—knees knocked wide, cheek pressed to the table, her body struggling to stay upright after taking both of us.

When he finally pulled out, it was slow, thick, deliberate.

A wet sound followed.

Then a heavy spill of warmth.

Our combined release slid out of her in a slow, obscenely steady drip—trickling down her swollen folds, down her thighs, pooling on the floor between her feet.

Nate watched it with the kind of focus that bordered on predatory.

“Fuck,” he said under his breath. “Look at all that.”

I stepped closer, sliding my thumb along the mess leaking from her, spreading it over her folds so it glistened. Mia whimpered at the touch, her hips jerking weakly.

“Soaked,” I murmured. “Stuffed full. Good girl.”

She let out a fragile, obedient sound, her whole body loose and trembling between us.

Nate bent down beside her, his face inches from mine as we both watched more of our cum leak from her used pussy—thick, hot, dripping steadily.

But neither of us touched the other.

We hovered close, sharing her, never crossing that line.

I cupped her chin gently and lifted her face from the table.

“Come here, sweetheart,” I whispered. “Let us kiss you.”

She rose shakily to her knees, still dripping, still open, and we both caught her face—Nate on the left, me on the right. We pulled her between us, passing her mouth back and forth from one kiss to the other.

Her lips were swollen, tasting of us—of everything she’d taken.

Nate kissed her first, messy and deep, one hand tangled in her hair. Then he pushed her mouth toward me, and I caught her lips with mine, kissing her slow, claiming, deliberate.

Back to Nate.

Then back to me.

Her head guided between us by our hands, her breath stolen between our mouths.

But our lips never touched.

We kept just enough space—our shared control centered entirely on her.

She whimpered into each kiss, overwhelmed, pliant, desperate to please us both.

Our hands moved at the same time—his right hand and my left—each cupping a breast.

I took her right tit, thumb circling her sensitive nipple.

Nate claimed the left, squeezing it firmly, rolling her nipple between his fingers.

She gasped into my mouth—then Nate stole her lips again.

Her back arched beautifully, pressing her chest into our hands, offering herself.

“Good girl,” Nate murmured against her mouth.

“Our girl,” I breathed against her throat.

Our combined cum continued to slide from her, warm trails down her legs, dripping onto the floor as she knelt between us, kissed between us, held between our hands.

Used.

Shared.

Worshipped.

And ready for more.

Nate and I lifted her together, one hand each under her arms, guiding her limp, shaking body up onto the kitchen table. She let us move her like she weighed nothing—soft, spent, obedient, leaking heavily down her thighs.

We laid her back gently, her hair spilling over the edge, her legs falling open without either of us asking. Our combined cum pooled beneath her, glistening on her swollen folds.

Perfect.

Used.

Still wanting.

Nate stood on her left; I took her right.

We didn’t need to speak—we never did when it came to her.

Our hands met in the center, spreading her open, watching the wetness stretch and drip from her pussy. Mia moaned softly at the exposure, her hips lifting just a little, offering more.

“Hold her open,” Nate muttered.

“I’ve got her.”

I kept her lips parted while Nate dipped his head… and I dipped mine at the same time, both of us lowering toward her body—but not to the same place.

We each chose a breast.

I closed my mouth over her right nipple, hot and slow, drawing her into my tongue.

Nate claimed her left, sucking immediately, greedily, pulling a deep gasp out of her throat.

Her back arched violently at the double sensation.

“Oh—God—” she cried, hands flying to our hair on instinct.

Nate growled softly against her skin. “Don’t pull. Let us.”

She loosened her grip instantly.

I sucked harder, letting her nipple slide just a little deeper into my mouth, flicking it with my tongue until she trembled. Nate matched me—of course he did—pulling her left nipple between his lips, teasing it with tiny, sharp sucks that made her thighs twitch open wider.

Her breathing broke into short, helpless sounds—raw and overwhelmed.

Between our mouths, between our hands, her pussy clenched visibly, pushing more of our cum out in a slow, gorgeous spill.

“Look at her,” Nate murmured against her breast. “Leaking all over the table.”

“Open for more,” I added, squeezing the softness of her tit before sucking her nipple deep again. “She wants to be used.”

Mia whimpered, “I—do—” voice cracking.

We alternated sucks—slow, deep pulls on each nipple, almost kneading the pleasure into her body. Her back arched off the table again, hips lifting high enough that her messy pussy was fully on display, dripping steadily.

Our rhythm was perfect.

Each of us taking a breast, each drawing sounds out of her, each owning a side of her body as she writhed between us.

Her skin flushed, nipples hardening beautifully under our mouths.

Her breath hitched.

Her thighs trembled.

Her pussy clenched on nothing, begging for someone to fill her again.

Nate pulled back just enough to breathe against her nipple, voice low and hungry.

“She’s ready for another round.”

I licked slowly up the curve of her breast, never breaking eye contact with him.

“So who gets her first?”

Mia gasped—caught between two mouths, two hands, and one looming answer.

Mia lay sprawled on the table, chest rising and falling in quick, uneven breaths, nipples flushed and glistening from our mouths. Her legs were already open, but when she realized what we were planning… they opened further.

A soft, involuntary sound escaped her.

She knew exactly what “both” meant.

Or at least what it promised.

Nate glanced at me, a wordless agreement passing between us.

We didn’t need to touch each other.

But we damn sure could take her at the same time.

I slid my hands under her knees and pushed them back toward her chest, folding her open. Her pussy was a wet mess—still leaking from earlier, clenching in small, desperate spasms at the new angle.

Nate stepped in immediately, positioning himself between her legs, one hand gripping her thigh, the other guiding the head of his cock along her slick folds.

“Look how ready she is,” he muttered, voice dark with hunger.

I moved behind her head, leaning down to kiss her—deep, slow, letting her moan into my mouth. My cock brushed her cheek, and she turned instinctively, lips parting to take me in again.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “Get me wet for you.”

She sucked softly, tongue circling the tip, her breath trembling through the strokes.

While she did, Nate pushed into her pussy—slow, deep—until his hips met her ass. Mia’s entire body arched, her moan vibrating around my length.

“Fuck,” Nate groaned, gripping her hips harder. “She’s squeezing already.”

I slipped my cock from her mouth, smeared with her spit, and moved down her body—kissing her neck, her chest, her stomach—until I reached the underside of her raised thighs.

Nate paused, buried fully in her, watching me.

“You want her ass,” he said quietly. Not a question.

I met his eyes. “I’m getting her ready.”

He smirked. “Do it.”

I reached between her cheeks, sliding a slick finger gently along the tight ring of muscle. She jolted at the touch, gasping Nate’s name as he stayed buried inside her.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Relax… let me in.”

I circled, teased, pressed just enough to feel her clench around the intrusion.

Her breath shuddered. “Please… both of you…”

Nate groaned at that. “You hear her?”

“I heard.”

I leaned in and kissed her again—slow, deep—my tongue sliding into her mouth at the same rhythm my finger began easing into her tight hole. She moaned helplessly, caught perfectly between pressure and pleasure.

Nate pulled back an inch and thrust again, deeper this time, making her gasp around my kiss.

“She’s opening up,” I murmured, sliding a second finger in beside the first, stretching her gently, preparing her for more.

Nate watched every movement, every twitch of her body.

“When she’s ready,” he said, voice thick, “we’re taking her together.”

I curled my fingers inside her ass, feeling the perfect tightness around them.

“She’ll be ready soon.”

Mia whimpered—loud, overwhelmed, needy—her body pulsing around both points of pressure.

Her pussy clenched on Nate.

Her ass squeezed around my fingers.

Her breath broke between our mouths and hands.

And she whispered, voice ruined:

“I want you both inside me…”

Mia was already shaking, her legs pinned back by my hands, her pussy stretched around Nate’s cock while my fingers worked her ass slowly—patiently—opening her up inch by inch. She could barely breathe, barely speak, every sound leaking from her lips a soft, desperate plea.

“I want you…” she gasped. “Both… inside me…”

Nate’s jaw tightened. He was still buried deep in her, holding himself there, letting her heat pulse around him.

“You heard her,” he said to me, voice rough. “She’s ready.”

I kissed her inner thigh, slow, letting my breath warm the sensitive skin. “Almost.”

I eased my fingers out, slick with her arousal and our cum, and she whimpered at the loss. Her body clenched around nothing—wanting more, wanting us.

“You good, sweetheart?” I murmured, brushing my thumb over her trembling entrance.

She nodded frantically, eyes wide, pupils blown. “Yes—please—please—”

Nate pulled her hips closer to the edge of the table, sliding himself deeper, making her cry out.

“Hold her open,” he said.

I did—hands on her thighs, spreading her, exposing everything to both of us.

And then I positioned myself at her tight, stretched entrance, the tip of my cock pressing gently, insistently, against her ass.

Her eyes fluttered.

Her breath caught.

Her voice broke into a desperate, “Oh—God—yes—”

I pushed slowly.

The first inch slid in with resistance, heat swallowing me, her body tightening around me so hard I had to stop and breathe against her knee.

She shivered violently, but didn’t pull away.

“That’s it,” Nate murmured, watching her face as she struggled to absorb both sensations. “Take him.”

I pushed again—steady, careful, feeling her open around me, feeling her pulse against me. She moaned so loudly it echoed off the kitchen walls.

Her pussy squeezed Nate at the same time, and he groaned, thrusting shallowly to help her adjust.

“Fuck—she’s clenching around both of us—”

I slid deeper—halfway—then farther still, her body giving way, taking me inch by inch until my hips met her ass.

Mia cried out, overwhelmed, her whole body arching off the table.

“You good?” I breathed, fighting the urge to thrust.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Oh—God—yes, keep going—don’t stop—”

Nate’s grip on her hips tightened.

“Then we fuck her,” he said.

We moved together—slow at first.

Nate pulled back an inch.

I pushed in an inch.

Her voice shattered.

I eased out.

Nate thrust deeper.

Her hands flew to the edge of the table, knuckles white, legs trembling in my grip.

Then we found a rhythm—careful, controlled, perfectly synced.

She was full—no space left inside her, every movement stretching her, filling her, owning her.

Her breath turned into broken sobs of pleasure.

Nate cursed under his breath—deep, sharp, guttural.

And I could barely hold myself back.

“Look at her,” I groaned. “Taking both of us… fucking perfect…”

“Best I’ve ever had,” Nate rasped. “Closest she’s ever gonna be to both of us at once.”

Mia’s climax hit without warning—her entire body convulsing, her pussy tightening so hard around Nate it made him choke on a moan.

Her ass clenched around me at the same time, pulling me deeper, squeezing me in pulses that dragged a growl out of my chest.

We didn’t stop.

We couldn’t.

We fucked her through it—both of us inside her, both of us watching her break apart from the overwhelming fullness.

She was shaking uncontrollably, tears slipping from the corners of her eyes, mouth open in silent pleasure.

“Good girl…” I whispered, kissing her knee, her thigh, her hip. “Take us… take all of it…”

Nate’s thrusts got sharper, less controlled.

“I’m close—fuck—I’m gonna—”

I felt it too.

The tightness.

The burn.

The inevitability.

And Mia whispered, voice shredded:

“Fill me again… both of you…”

Mia was trembling so hard her nails scraped helplessly across the table, her body open and shaking between us. Nate was deep in her pussy, thrusting with sharp, urgent strokes, while I filled her from behind—her ass gripping me tighter and tighter with every movement.

She was stretched around both of us, no space left, every inch of her taken.

And she was loving it.

“Fuck—she’s clenching,” Nate groaned, breath ragged.

“She’s close again,” I growled, leaning forward to kiss the back of her thigh. “So am I…”

And it hit me all at once.

Her ass tightened—hard—fluttering around me in tight little spasms that dragged a groan straight out of my chest. Her whole body arched off the table, her pussy squeezing Nate violently, her breath breaking into high, desperate cries.

“Oh—God—please—please—don’t stop—don’t—”

I couldn’t have stopped if I wanted to.

Her tightness pulsed around me again—hot, perfect, claiming—and I lost it.

My climax ripped up my spine —

I slammed forward, burying myself deep in her ass —

And I came hard.

“Fuck—Mia—”

My voice broke. My hips jerked uncontrollably as hot, thick pulses spilled deep into her, filling her tightness completely. She gasped at the warmth, her back arching beautifully as my release flooded her.

Nate felt it.

He felt the way her entire body clenched from the new heat inside her.

“Shit—she’s squeezing me so hard I can’t—”

He tried to hold it back.

He failed.

While I was still coming inside her ass—still throbbing, still spilling—Mia started coming again, a second orgasm tearing through her body like her nerves were on fire.

Her pussy clamped around Nate’s cock in a crushing grip, milking him, pulling him in deeper.

“That’s it,” I panted, still buried in her. “Take him—come on his cock—”

“Oh fuck—”

Nate shuddered violently as her pussy spasmed around him.

He slammed into her once—twice—

And came.

Hard.

A guttural sound ripped from his throat as he emptied himself into her pussy, thick pulses filling her a second time, mixing with everything already dripping out of her.

Mia sobbed from the overwhelming fullness—her pussy and ass both stuffed, both claiming our release, her body trembling uncontrollably as we held her open between us.

Cum leaking.

Heat deep inside both holes.

Her body still twitching with aftershocks.

Nate collapsed forward slightly, bracing himself on the table near her shoulder.

I stayed buried in her ass, catching my breath, feeling her pulse around me in slow, fading contractions.

She was ruined.

Filled.

Owned by both of us at the same time.

When she finally managed a whisper, her voice was broken and bliss-drunk:

“I… I can feel you… everywhere…”

Mia could barely move—her legs quivering, her hips twitching, her breath stuttering out in broken little gasps. She was still folded open on the table, leaking from both holes, her body overwhelmed and limp with pleasure.

Nate stepped back first—slow, thick strings of his release stretching from her pussy before breaking.

I eased out of her ass just as slowly, watching my cum slide out in a warm spill down the curve of her backside.

She whimpered at the emptiness.

But she didn’t stay empty for long.

“Hold her open,” Nate said, voice low and dark.

I moved in immediately, my hands spreading her thighs wide again, her swollen, dripping entrance glistening in the kitchen light. Nate knelt at her pussy without hesitation.

And I dropped to my knees behind her.

We didn’t need to talk about it.

We both knew exactly what was coming.

Mia’s breath caught when she felt our hands on her hips—mine pulling her slightly toward my mouth, Nate guiding her pussy toward his.

Then, at the same moment—

We both lowered our lips to her.

I sealed my mouth over her messy, stretched ass, tasting slick warmth and the mix of all three of us. My tongue slid along her rim, slow and deep, pushing into her gently, savoring everything she’d taken.

Her whole body jerked.

“Oh—God—” she gasped.

At the same time, Nate’s mouth latched onto her pussy—licking up every spill of cum leaking out of her, sucking her swollen clit into his mouth, tongue plunging into her soaked entrance.

Her voice broke. Her back arched. Her thighs tried to close around us, but we held her open, one man at each end, keeping her exposed, trembling, helpless.

I pushed my tongue deeper into her ass, spreading her open with slow, deliberate strokes that made her hips buck.

Nate matched my rhythm, licking deeper, sucking harder, cleaning her cunt with the same hungry intensity.

We never touched each other.

Never crossed.

Our mouths worked in perfect sync—but on separate territory.

Her pussy.

Her ass.

Both claimed.

Both cleaned.

Both worshipped.

Mia’s cry turned into something high and strangled.

Her hands clutched the edges of the table, knuckles white, legs shaking uncontrollably as she took both tongues—one plunging into her pussy, the other licking and spreading her tight back entrance.

“Fuck—” Nate groaned against her. “She’s trying to come again.”

I held her hips steady and buried my tongue deeper, circling her tightest point until she screamed.

Her entire body seized—

Then shattered.

She came again, hard, violently hard, her pussy flooding against Nate’s mouth, her ass clenching around my tongue in pulsing waves that dragged a growl from my throat.

We didn’t stop.

Not even then.

We cleaned her through it—lapping every drop, every twitch, every spill—until she collapsed flat on the table, whimpering, spent, shaking so much the table itself vibrated.


Chapter 5

Mia was still limp on the table when the need hit me again—deep, territorial, pulsing. Watching Nate bury his face between her thighs while I licked her open had lit something hot and furious in my chest.

I wanted her again.

I wanted her now.

I wanted her pussy wrapped around me until she couldn’t breathe, couldn’t speak, couldn’t think of anyone but me.

I moved before Nate even stood.

He sat back on his heels, wiping her cum-slickness from his mouth, breathing hard. When he saw the look in my eyes, he didn’t try to stop me.

He just smirked and leaned against the counter…

…stroking himself slowly, deliberately, watching.

“Go on,” Nate murmured, voice low, dark. “Breed her again. Fill her until she can’t keep it in.”

I grabbed her hips and dragged her to the edge of the table, her body sliding easily on the slick surface. She whimpered—weak, wrecked, pliant—as I flipped her onto her back, spreading her thighs wide for me.

Her pussy was red, swollen, wet—still dripping from being cleaned, still twitching from her last orgasm.

Perfect.

I lined up and slammed into her in one hard, claiming thrust.

She screamed.

Her back arched off the table.

Her legs jerked violently around my waist.

“Fuck—yes—” Nate hissed from the counter, stroking himself faster. “Give it to her.”

I didn’t ease in. I didn’t warm her up.

I took her.

Hard.

My hips slapped against hers, the wet sound loud, brutal, echoing off the kitchen walls. Her pussy clamped around me immediately—tight, desperate, already fluttering like she was on the edge again.

“God—she’s still so tight,” I groaned, driving into her deeper, harder, faster. “After everything—she still takes me like this—”

Mia cried out, her hands clawing at the table, her breath broken and high.

“Y-you’re—ah—too—deep—”

“Good,” I growled, pinning her hips and pounding into her so hard the table shook. “I’m not stopping. I’m breeding you again.”

Nate groaned low in his throat, gripping his cock at the base while he watched me split her open.

“You hear that, sweetheart?” he said, voice tight with pleasure. “He’s trying to knock you up before I get another shot.”

Her pussy squeezed me so violently I almost lost it right then.

I bent over her, pressing my forehead to hers, thrusting harder and deeper until her cries turned into choked, helpless sobs of pleasure.

“I’m going to put it in you,” I growled against her lips. “All of it. Every drop. You’re gonna take my fucking seed again.”

Her legs locked around me.

Her nails dug into my back.

Her pussy clamped down like she was trying to pull my release out by force.

“Yes—yes—please—breed me—again—please—”

“Fuck,” Nate gasped, stroking himself faster, eyes locked on where I was slamming into her. “She wants it—give it to her—come in her—now—”

Her pussy spasmed around me—tight, perfect, unstoppable.

I thrust once—twice—deep as I could—

And exploded.

Heat surged into her in thick, pulsing waves—my climax hitting so hard I groaned into her neck. Her pussy milked every drop, squeezing me until it almost hurt, her own orgasm ripping through her again from the force of it.

I held myself inside her, buried to the base, pumping her full for the second time.

Nate groaned from the counter, stroking himself hard, watching every twitch of her body as my cum filled her again.

“Fuck…” he whispered. “Look at her take it. You’re really trying to win.”

I kissed her neck, her lips, her trembling jaw.

“I’m not trying,” I whispered.

“I’m going to.”

And inside her—hot, overflowing, dripping—my seed settled deep.

Mia didn’t collapse—she melted.

The moment my hips stopped driving into her, her whole body folded in on itself, trembling so hard the table shook under her. Her legs slipped open, slack and quivering, her chest rising and falling in rapid, shallow breaths she couldn’t control.

Her eyes weren’t focused.

Her lips trembled.

Her voice was gone.

Pure, undone, overstimulated bliss.

I stayed inside her, still softening, still leaking warmth into her, and ran my hands slowly up her ribs, grounding her. Her skin twitched under every touch.

“Easy,” I murmured, brushing sweaty hair from her forehead. “You’re okay.”

She whimpered—a tiny, broken sound that wasn’t even a word.

Nate stepped forward from the counter, still half-hard in his fist, but the second he saw her face, his expression shifted. The hunger was still there, yes—but now sharpened with something else.

Possessive.

Protective.

Tender, in the way only men who used her this hard could be.

He cupped her jaw gently.

“Hey,” he murmured, sweeping his thumb across her cheek. “Look at us, sweetheart.”

Her eyes fluttered open, unfocused.

She tried to speak and only managed a soft, hoarse, “Mm…”

Her body jerked with leftover spasms—tiny pulses inside her pussy that milked the last of my release out of me. I hissed softly at the sensation and slid my hand down to cradle her hip.

“You took us,” I whispered, kissing the hollow of her throat. “All of it. You did so fucking good.”

Her breath hitched, eyes shining as the praise washed over her.

Nate leaned down and kissed her shoulder—slow, soft, nothing like how he used her moments ago.

“You’re shaking,” he said, rubbing her thigh with a steady hand. “Let us hold you through it.”

We moved together without speaking.

I pulled out carefully, and she let out a little sob at the sensation—not pain, not fear, just overwhelming stimulation. The moment I slipped free, a thick spill of cum slid out of her, pooling beneath her on the table.

Her entire body shuddered.

Nate caught her under the arms while I supported her hips, and we lifted her into a half-sitting position between us.

She collapsed against my chest first—boneless, trembling—with Nate pressed to her side, kissing her temple.

“You’re ours,” he murmured into her hair. “We take you hard… and we take care of you harder.”

I stroked her back in slow, warm circles.

“You don’t have to talk yet,” I said softly. “Just breathe. We’ve got you.”

Her fingers curled weakly in my shirt.

Her head tilted until it rested on Nate’s shoulder.

She let out the tiniest sigh—content, exhausted, safe.

And the three of us stayed there, holding her, steadying her, letting her tremors pass slowly… while cum still dripped warm and thick between her thighs.


Chapter 6

The laundry basket was half-full, a trail of clean shirts and towels leading across the living room floor. Mia had been folding them neatly—trying to, anyway—before I dragged her onto my lap on the couch and slid inside her.

Now the shirts lay forgotten, half folded, half crumpled where her knees had kicked them aside. Her hands still twitched like she wanted to keep working, but her hips couldn’t stay still—every thrust from me made her shake too much to even pretend.

Her breath came in soft, gasping little bursts, her forehead pressed to my collarbone as I held her hips and lifted her onto me again.

“Keep going,” I murmured against her ear. “You can fold and take my cock at the same time.”

She tried. God, she tried.

One hand reached toward a shirt—barely. The second my hips thrust upward, her fingers slipped, the fabric falling back to the floor.

“I c-can’t—” she whispered, voice cracking.

“I know,” I breathed, gripping her ass tighter and driving into her harder. “That’s why I’m doing it.”

Her inner walls clenched around me—hot, soaked, needy—and she let out a choked moan, her body trembling in my lap.

She was bouncing now, riding me without meaning to, her bare breasts shaking with every movement. Her hair fell over her face, hiding the flushed, overwhelmed expression she always got right before she broke.

That’s when the front door opened.

Nate stepped in, dressed for work—slacks, button-down, keys in hand. He froze for half a second, taking in the scene: me buried inside Mia on the couch, her thighs quivering around me, the laundry scattered like we’d torn through it.

He exhaled sharply through his nose.

“Seriously?” he muttered, shutting the door behind him. “She was supposed to get the laundry done.”

Mia whimpered at being caught, burying her face in my neck. I grabbed her hips and thrust hard, making her gasp loud enough that Nate raised an eyebrow.

“She was working,” I said, not stopping for even a beat. “I just… interrupted.”

Nate tucked his keys into his pocket, watching us with narrowed eyes.

“Of course you did.”

He stepped closer, gaze dropping to where she was riding me—messy, slick, her body bouncing helplessly.

“Sweetheart,” he said, tilting her chin up so she had to look at him, “you’ll finish the laundry after he’s done ruining you. Understand?”

She nodded, trembling.

“Yes, Nate…”

“Good girl.”

He smoothed his thumb over her cheek, almost tender. Then he sighed.

“And I’m gonna be late if I watch this any longer.”

He lingered anyway.

I thrust up into her harder, making her cry out, her hands gripping my shoulders. Nate’s eyes darkened as she pulsed around me, her moans filling the room.

“You trying to knock her up again before I get home?” he asked quietly.

I met his gaze over her shoulder.

“Unless you’re planning to stay and stop me?”

His jaw flexed.

Mia moaned—loud, needy, overwhelmed—her pussy tightening so sharply around me that Nate’s composure cracked.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “I have to go.”

He cupped the back of her neck, kissed her firmly, then stepped back.

“You two behave,” he said.

Neither of us moved.

Neither of us pretended.

He smirked.

“Right. Didn’t think so.”

Then he grabbed his coat and walked out…

While I pulled Mia down onto my cock again, watching her fall apart right as the door clicked shut behind him.

—and the second he was gone, I grabbed Mia’s hips and drove into her with a force I’d been holding back while he watched.

She cried out, head snapping back, her entire body arching as my cock slammed deep into her soaked, fluttering pussy.

“Ah—! Oh my god—”

“Oh yeah,” I growled, gripping her ass hard enough to leave handprints. “Now you’re all mine.”

Her legs tightened around my waist, trembling wildly, but I held her steady, bouncing her on my lap with deep, relentless thrusts. Every time she dropped down onto me, she sank all the way to the base—so full she could barely breathe.

Nate’s kiss was still fresh on her lips.

Nate’s words still echoed in her ears.

But now?

Now it was just me.

I pinned her down against my chest and thrust up hard—deep enough she gasped like she’d been punched.

“You want me to breed you again?” I whispered against her ear, dragging her hips down to grind on the length buried in her.

Her pussy clenched so violently I groaned.

“Yes—yes—please—”

“That’s what I thought.”

I flipped her forward, pushing her chest onto the couch cushion, her ass up in the air. Laundry spilled off the armrest as she scrambled to steady herself, but I didn’t give her time.

I grabbed her thighs and yanked her back onto my cock.

Hard.

She screamed into the sofa.

Her pussy was dripping—slick, hot, tight—her whole body overwhelmed by being taken again so soon after the last two loads inside her.

Every thrust sent heat splashing down her thighs.

Every impact rocked the couch back against the wall.

Every stroke hit deep enough to make her babble nonsense.

“M-more—please—more—”

“Oh, you’re getting more.”

I leaned over her back, caging her between my arms.

“You’re getting so much you won’t be able to walk straight when Nate gets home.”

She moaned so loudly it echoed.

I grabbed her hair and pulled her head back, forcing her to arch while I fucked her harder—sharp, wet, fast thrusts that made her ass shake with every slap of skin against skin.

Her pussy tightened again—too tight—she was close, right on the edge, her whole body quivering like a live wire.

“You gonna come for me?” I growled into her neck.

“Y-yes—please—I’m—I’m—!”

“Good.”

I slammed into her harder—deep, fast, unrelenting—and her orgasm detonated. Her pussy clamped down around me so intensely I nearly lost it instantly.

She shook violently, her body collapsing forward onto the cushions, her hips locked against mine as her climax tore through her.

I didn’t stop.

I held her pinned, thrusting through the convulsions, using her tight, spasming heat to push myself right to the edge.

My breath got sharp.

My thrusts got sloppy.

The pressure built low and fierce.

I grabbed her hips and pulled her back onto me one final, brutal thrust—

And I came.

Hard.

My release pumped deep inside her—thick, hot, fast—filling her again, overflowing instantly, dripping down her thighs as her body kept pulsing around me.

“Fuck—” I groaned, burying myself to the hilt. “Take it—take all of it—”

She lay shaking on the sofa, cum leaking steadily from her stuffed pussy, her breath completely gone.

Mine.

All mine while Nate was gone.

All mine to fill.

All mine to breed again and again until she couldn’t close her legs.

I kissed the back of her shoulder, still inside her, still slowly throbbing.

“You’re not done,” I murmured.

“You’re not even close.”


Chapter 7

Her legs were still shaking when I scooped her off the couch—one arm under her thighs, the other around her back. She melted against me instantly, head tipped to my shoulder, my cum already sliding warm and slow down her inner thighs.

“You’re filthy,” I murmured, kissing her forehead as I carried her toward the bathroom. “We need to clean you up.”

She whimpered weakly, fingers gripping my chest.

“But you’ll… get dirty again…”

I smirked. “Good.”

The bathroom lights were low, soft, warm against the tile. I turned the faucets, letting steaming water fill the deep tub. The moment the water hit knee height, I stepped in, still holding her. The heat rushed around my calves, then thighs, soothing and heavy.

I sat down first, leaning back against the sloped end of the tub—and pulled her onto me.

She gasped as the water rose around us, hot and comforting… and then moaned quietly when my cock settled between her slick folds under the surface.

“Come here,” I said, guiding her hips. “Sit on me.”

She obeyed automatically—lifting herself just enough, lining us up with trembling hands, then sinking down onto my cock inch by warm inch.

The water rippled around us.

Her breath caught.

Her pussy hugged me, still sensitive, still soft from being used over and over.

And when she bottomed out, her whole body shivered.

“Mm… ohhh…”

Her voice was small, wrecked, sweet.

I wrapped my arms around her waist, holding her in place as she rested her head on my shoulder, our bodies submerged to the chest in steaming water.

“That’s it,” I whispered into her ear, kissing her temple. “Just sit on me. Relax.”

She exhaled a broken sigh, sinking back against me fully.

But her pussy was fluttering around me—tiny clenching pulses that gave her away.

“You like sitting on my cock while we bathe?” I asked softly, hands gliding up her wet stomach.

She nodded against my neck.

“Feels… so good… warm… full…”

I rocked my hips lazily, just a little, enough to make her gasp and cling to me tighter.

The water sloshed gently around us.

Outside, the house was quiet.

Nate was gone.

It was just her and me now—her body heat against mine, her pussy wrapped around me under the water, gripping me with every slow breath she took.

One of my hands drifted lower, resting on her belly—the spot where, if I kept this up, something might start to grow.

She covered my hand with hers.

“You really want to put a baby in me, don’t you…?” she whispered.

I kissed her neck, teeth grazing lightly.

“Yes,” I murmured. “I want you swollen with my kid. I want Nate to come home and see exactly who got to you first.”

She whimpered, grinding on me instinctively, water rippling up the sides of the tub.

I tightened my arms around her.

“Relax,” I said again, kissing her shoulder. “We’ll go slow. You can sit on my cock as long as you want.”

Her pussy squeezed me hard at that.

And slowly—warm water rising to her collarbones, her body draped over mine, her breath soft and needy—she began to rock in my lap, gentle and slow, letting the bath soothe her while I filled her from inside.

The bath water wrapped around us like heat-drenched silk, rising higher as she settled into my lap, her back pressed to my chest, her breath warm against my throat. My cock was fully buried inside her, resting deep and thick in her soft, slick heat beneath the surface.

She trembled once—just a little—then relaxed completely, letting herself sink back against me, the water lifting her weight so all she felt was me inside her.

“Good girl,” I whispered, kissing the curve of her shoulder. “Just sit there. Let it happen.”

Her fingers slid over the sides of the tub, gripping the porcelain for balance as she exhaled a shaky breath.

I didn’t thrust—not yet.

I just let the water buoy her hips while my cock throbbed slowly inside her, the pulsing heat of her body pulling me deeper without either of us moving.

“Mm…” She let out a long, soft sound. “You’re… so deep…”

“Relax into it.”

My hands drifted up her stomach, cupping her breasts beneath the water, thumbs brushing her nipples. “Feel how warm you are around me? How easy your body opens for me?”

She nodded, lips parting, her head falling back onto my shoulder.

Her pussy clenched faintly.

Soft, needy.

Begging.

I lifted her hips an inch—barely enough that my tip dragged along her inner walls—and then let her sink back down slowly.

She gasped, water rippling out in rings around us.

“There you go,” I murmured, guiding her hips even slower this time. “You can take all of me… and we’ll go as long as you want.”

Her fingers curled over my forearms as I held her steady, helping her rise and fall in lazy, deliberate motions. Every descent swallowed me deeper—warm, tight, wet—until she was fully seated on my cock again, her belly pressed to my stomach, her breath turning ragged.

She began to move on her own then.

Barely.

A subtle roll of her hips.

A slow grind that made her moan and made my jaw clench hard against her neck.

The water lapped at the sides of the tub, gentle and rhythmic.

“Feels… so good…” she whispered, her voice honeyed and fragile. “Like… like I can feel you everywhere…”

“You can,” I murmured into her ear. “You’re wrapped around me perfectly.”

My hands slipped down to her lower stomach, just above where I was buried inside her. I pressed lightly, and she gasped—her pussy gripping me tighter, milking me without realizing it.

“That’s where you’ll grow,” I whispered. “If I keep breeding you like this.”

Her hips jolted.

“Oh—god—”

“You want that?”

I guided her slowly upward—feeling her warmth glide along my length—then eased her back down, seating her deep again.

She whimpered. “Y-yes… I want… I want you to…”

“Good.”

I sealed my mouth to her neck, kissing up her throat while she rode me in soft, trembling motions, her body barely above water except where her chest broke the surface.

Every slow rise.

Every gentle fall.

Every warm clench of her pussy.

All of it coaxing my breath to grow tighter, deeper.

Her hands found mine, fingers intertwining as I held her still for a moment, letting her feel the fullness, the depth, the claim.

“You’re going to come like this,” I whispered. “Slow. Deep. Wrapped around my cock in warm water.”

Her whole body shuddered.

“And when you do…” I rocked my hips upward, grinding deep… “…I’m going to spill inside you again.”

She moaned—a soft, shaky surrender—and rode me deeper, slower, letting the bath and my hands and my cock own every inch of her.

Warm water lapped at the edge of the tub as she rode me—slow, trembling, careful—as if any sudden movement might break the spell holding us both underwater and under each other.

Her back stayed pressed to my chest, her body molded to me perfectly as my cock filled her from below, every shift of her hips drawing a soft ripple across the surface of the bath.

I held her hips lightly, guiding her in that unhurried rhythm.

Up…

down…

deep…

deeper…

Her breathing grew shaky, her thighs tensing around mine as the pleasure began to mount beneath the surface.

“Mmm… I’m… it’s building…” she whispered, sliding her fingers over mine as she pressed both our hands to her stomach—right above where I was buried inside her.

“You feel that?” I murmured against her ear. “That’s where you’re taking me. Every inch. Every drop.”

She moaned helplessly, head rolling against my shoulder, water droplets sliding over her throat as she sank down fully again, enveloping me in tight, wet heat.

I felt her beginning to flutter.

I kissed her jaw. “Let it happen. Come for me… slow.”

She tried to answer—tried to say something—but her voice caught on a gasp as her pussy clenched around me in a tight, pulsing grip.

“Oh—god—wait—I’m—”

I didn’t stop her.

I didn’t speed her up.

I simply held her steady and pressed my hips upward in one long, deep stroke that filled her to the hilt.

Her whole body broke.

She stifled a cry, her thighs shaking violently, her pussy tightening in long, rolling spasms around me. The water rippled wildly from her trembling, sloshing over the tub’s edge.

“That’s it…” I whispered, arms wrapping around her shaking form. “Come on me. Come all over my cock.”

She clung to me, fingers digging into my wrists, her body pulsing around me over and over, each contraction pulling me deeper into her warmth.

Her climax didn’t burst—

It unfurled,

slow and overwhelming, spreading through her limbs like molten heat.

I kissed her neck, her shoulder, the edge of her ear, whispering praise into her skin as she trembled.

“You’re perfect… so tight… so warm… taking me so well…”

Her pussy milked me—long, slow squeezes that dragged my breath from my lungs.

And then I felt myself tipping.

Her body still quivering.

Her breath hot against my throat.

Her pussy gripping me like she wanted to pull my release out by force.

My hands tightened on her hips.

“Mia…” I groaned, thrusting up into her in a slow, deep grind. “I’m gonna… fuck—”

She moaned, hips pressing down to meet me.

“Give it to me… please… fill me again…”

That broke the last thread of control.

My cock throbbed deep inside her once—twice—

And I came.

A low, guttural sound escaped me as heat spilled into her under the water, thick pulses filling her already-sensitive body. She gasped at the warmth, her pussy tightening greedily around every surge.

The water rippled outward with each subtle thrust as I emptied myself inside her, burying my face in her neck, breathing hard against her soaked skin.

I held her still—

kept her pressed down on my cock—

so nothing leaked, not yet, not until the last pulse faded.

When it finally did, she sagged against me completely, melted and hot and full, her body still trembling in aftershocks above the water.

I stroked her stomach softly.

“That’s two,” I whispered against her ear.

“Deep… warm… right where it counts.”

She let out a soft, bliss-dazed whimper, turning her head to kiss my jaw as she whispered:

“Breed me again… later… don’t stop until it takes…”

I kissed her slowly, our bodies still connected under the water.

“Oh, sweetheart,” I murmured. “I wasn’t planning to stop.”


Epilogue

The house was quiet.

Afternoon light drifted through the living room curtains, warm and soft, making everything feel slower, gentler—like the world itself had exhaled after months of heat and urgency and competition.

Nate had just left.

He’d smiled at her, hugged her carefully, promised to come by later with dinner. And he meant it—he cared for her, he really did. Even now, after the results. After the truth.

The door clicked shut behind him.

Mia waited five whole seconds, staring at the hardwood floor, fingers twisted in the hem of her shirt. Then—slowly—she lifted her gaze to me.

Her stomach had started rounding noticeably two weeks ago.

Today’s envelope had made it official.

It was mine.

My child.

My victory.

My claim.

I sat on the couch, resting my elbows on my knees, watching her. She walked toward me slowly, barefoot, glowing in that soft, breathless way pregnant women sometimes do—except hers was something more. Something deeper.

She stopped in front of me, hands smoothing over the curve of her belly.

“You won,” she whispered.

Not sad.

Not ashamed.

Relieved.

Her voice trembled with something like joy.

I reached for her gently, my palms sliding over her hips as I pulled her between my knees. She let me touch her, let me look at the small swell of her stomach from this new angle.

Mine.

Growing.

Real.

“Mia,” I murmured, thumb brushing her skin, “come here.”

She climbed into my lap without hesitation, straddling me carefully—more carefully than she used to—her belly warm against my stomach, her hands curling behind my neck. I held her waist as she settled.

Her breath brushed my cheek.

“I didn’t say it earlier,” she whispered, eyes glistening. “Not with Nate here.”

I stroked her back.

“Say it now.”

She leaned her forehead to mine.

“I hoped it would be you.”

Her voice cracked—soft, small, full of everything she hadn’t let herself admit until now.

“I tried not to… pick,” she continued. “I tried to be fair. To follow the rule. But every time you touched me, every time you came inside me…” She swallowed hard. “Something in me wanted it to stick. Wanted it to take.”

Her fingers slid into my hair.

“I wanted your baby.”

My breath caught.

A slow heat climbed my spine.

“And now you’re carrying it,” I whispered, running my hands over her belly, spreading my fingers to feel the roundness properly. “Our baby. Growing because I put it there.”

She shivered, pressing closer.

“Because you kept filling me,” she breathed. “Because you used me the way I needed.”

I kissed her—slow and deep, nothing like our earlier heat. Her lips trembled, but she kissed me back fully, melting into my arms, letting the truth settle between us like a warm blanket.

When she pulled back for air, she whispered into my mouth:

“I belong to you now.”

I cupped her face.

“You always did.”

She let out a soft, choked sound—half a sob, half a laugh—and curled against my chest, my child growing inside her, her hands resting protectively over where my fingers had been.

And as I held her, as the house stayed quiet around us, I knew one thing with absolute certainty:

This wasn’t the end.

It was the start.

Of her belly growing.

Of Nate visiting but leaving alone.

Of her spending her nights in my bed.

Of me keeping her filled, claimed, marked—because now it wasn’t a race.

She was mine.

The test proved it.

And her whispered confession sealed it.

I kissed her temple, my hand resting over our child.

“Come on,” I murmured. “Let’s take you to bed.”

She nodded softly, trusting completely.

And I carried her—pregnant, glowing, finally mine—down the hall to our room.
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