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Basement Rules

She Agreed to Anything for a Place to Sleep


Prologue

There’s something about watching a woman fall. Not the clumsy kind—heels catching on pavement, a wine glass slipping from her hand. No. The slow kind. Dignity first, then pride. Then whatever pieces she’d wrapped herself in to keep from shattering.

Vanessa was always made of glass. The kind you stare through because it’s beautiful and dangerous and cold.

My father married her when I was twenty. She was thirty-two, barely older than the girl I was fucking that semester, but twice as sharp. Always polished. Always perfect. She moved into his house with perfume that smelled like money and the kind of wardrobe that made you wonder what she wore underneath.

She never spoke to me unless she needed something. Never looked at me unless I was in her way. And when she did—those eyes, those lips curled just enough—it was like a slap. Or a promise.

Now she’s broke. No alimony. No car. No place.

And she called me.

Didn’t even try to hide the desperation. Just said she needed a place to stay. Just until she “got back on her feet.” Her voice was cracked around the edges. No gloss left.

I told her she could have the basement.

Free rent. Utilities included.

But there would be rules.

No locked doors. No late nights. No guests.

And one more.

I made her say it.

I made her ask for it.

Because that’s what happens when you fall far enough. You start begging for things you used to be too proud to need.

She moves in tonight. Brought one suitcase and a coat that used to scream designer. Her heels still click like she thinks she owns the floor. She’ll learn.

This is my house.

And now she’s mine.


Chapter 1

The first thing I hear is her heels.

Click… pause… click.

She doesn’t knock. She stands there. Two seconds longer than necessary. Like she wants me to know she’s here, wants me to feel it before I see her.

I already feel it. Have for days.

I open the door slow, one hand braced on the frame. I fill the space. Shirtless. Wet hair from the shower still curling against my neck. Her eyes drop straight to my chest.

Good.

She lifts her chin a second too late. That half-smile she always wore like armor is still there, but dulled. We both see the cracks.

“Mason,” she says. Her voice’s been dipped in honey and whiskey. The same voice she used to scold me for leaving dishes in the sink. The same one she used to moan through the walls when she thought I was asleep.

“Vanessa.”

I don’t smile. I step aside.

She walks in like it costs her something. Her suitcase drags behind her, tiny and pink with a worn handle. Not the kind of luggage she used to take on ski weekends with my father.

I close the door.

She freezes at the sound. A shift. A seal.

My house now.

I watch her eyes skate over the space. The open floor plan, the cool modern angles, the wide staircase leading down. She pretends to admire it. Like she’s still just a guest, not a woman here to sell herself for shelter.

“Nice place,” she says. “You’ve really done—”

“Downstairs,” I cut in. “Third door on the right.”

She flinches, just a flicker. But it’s there. Her heels clack over the wood as she drags her pride behind her. Her back’s too straight. Her walk too poised. She’s still playing the part of the woman in control.

Let her.

For now.

I let her go first, follow a beat behind. Close enough to hear her breathing change when she hits the basement steps. It’s colder down there. No rugs. No windows. Clean, sparse. Mine.

She reaches the bottom, stands in the middle of the room like she’s not sure where to put herself. The mattress is against the wall. No headboard. No decorations. Just a black dresser. A chair. Nothing else.

She turns toward me.

“I didn’t realize it would be so…”

“Bare?” I offer. My voice echoes slightly against the concrete.

She nods.

I walk past her. Open the top drawer of the dresser. Inside: folded clothes. A toothbrush. A pair of lace panties. Not hers.

I don’t explain.

I sit on the edge of the mattress, elbows on my knees.

She doesn’t sit.

She doesn’t speak.

“You remember the rules,” I say.

She nods again, slower this time. That tight line between her brows deepening. “Yes.”

“Good. Then we won’t waste time.”

I meet her eyes. She looks, but doesn’t see me. Not yet. She still thinks this is going to be clean. Dignified.

She’s wrong.

“Strip.”

Her breath catches.

Not in shock. In memory.

Because I said I’d say it. I told her the rules, clear as glass, and she agreed. She spoke them herself. Voice trembling through the phone: “However you want. Whenever you want.”

And now?

Now I want this.

She doesn’t move.

Not yet.

I stand. Take one slow step toward her. Then another. Until the space between us evaporates and she’s breathing my air.

“Vanessa.”

Her lips part.

“Strip.”

She doesn’t move.

She doesn’t breathe right, either.

Her chest rises too shallow, too fast, like she’s trying to take in more air than the room will give her. Her eyes flick to the wall. The ceiling. Anywhere but me.

I let her squirm in silence.

Let her taste what she agreed to.

“I…” she starts. Stops. Swallows.

“Problem?”

Her fingers tighten on the handle of the suitcase. White knuckles. Her mouth opens again, some weak echo of her old pride sneaking out on reflex.

“I thought—” she tries.

“You thought I was bluffing.”

It isn’t a question.

She doesn’t deny it.

I take another step closer. Her perfume hits again. Fake confidence and something sweet underneath. Cheap now. Worn. Like the coat she clutches tighter around her body.

“You agreed,” I say.

Her voice comes back, just a little. “You didn’t say when—”

“I did.”

She flinches.

“I said whenever I want. That includes now.”

“Mason…” Her tone’s soft. Too soft. She used to use it to get out of parking tickets. Used to use it on him. “Can’t we just… settle in first? It’s been a long day, and I just thought maybe—”

“Off.”

I don’t yell. Don’t raise my voice. Just take the last step and close the space between us. Her back brushes the wall. She’s cornered now, even if the room’s wide open.

She smells like tension. Like skin trying not to sweat.

She tries again, quieter. “I didn’t think you were serious.”

I lean in, just enough for her to feel the heat off my chest.

“You agreed to be used,” I remind her. “You said the words. That makes you mine.”

Her breath stutters.

I lift a hand. Not to touch her—yet. Just to stroke the air beside her face, slow and deliberate. Watching her pupils dilate. Watching her body betray her. She’s scared.

She’s turned on.

She doesn’t want to be.

I drag my knuckles along the lapel of her coat. Down to the belt. She freezes.

“You want to break the deal?”

She doesn’t answer.

“Then strip.”

Silence.

I take the belt in my hand. Just hold it. Not pulling. Not yet.

She looks up at me.

And I see it. The flicker. That line between pride and surrender. Between fight and fuck me.

She lets go of the suitcase.

The thud when it hits the floor is the loudest sound in the room.

She doesn’t speak.

She doesn’t move.

So I do.

My fingers close around the belt at her waist, slow and deliberate, not yanking—just unwrapping. Like I’m opening something already mine. The buckle clicks. Her body tightens, stiff under the wool. The coat loosens, gaping just slightly at her chest.

Still nothing from her lips.

Good.

I push the coat off her shoulders. It slides like surrender, pooling at her feet. She doesn’t stop it. Her arms hang at her sides. Bare now, her skin pale under the basement light. She wore a dress. Black. Tight. Not for comfort—for control. Something she thought might protect her. Seduce me. Stay the power dynamic she knows.

It doesn’t.

I hook my finger into the neckline and pull it down, slow. The fabric clings, reluctant. So does she.

“Mason…” she whispers, voice barely there.

I say nothing. I don’t have to.

Her dress drops inch by inch. Shoulders. Bra strap. Collarbone.

My eyes don’t leave her face.

I watch her breathe—shallow, fast, her lips parted like she wants to protest but forgot the words.

The dress reaches her waist. My knuckles graze her ribs. She jerks like it burns.

Still not stopping me.

I drop to a knee.

The dress peels down her hips. No panties. She wasn’t lying earlier.

She shivers. Not from cold.

From the heat of my breath that close to her cunt.

From the knowing.

I drag the dress past her thighs. Down her legs. Over her heels. I don’t help her step out of it.

She lifts one foot, then the other.

Still silent.

Still mine.

When I stand, I take her chin in my hand. Force her to look at me.

“Say it again.”

Her pupils are blown wide. She tries to swallow and fails.

“I… I agree to be used.”

I tighten my grip on her chin.

“However I want.”

She closes her eyes. Shame, maybe. Maybe not.

“However you want.”

I smile.

“Good girl.”

She’s standing there. Naked. Shaking. Trying not to look like she’s waiting for a verdict.

I give it to her.

“Kneel.”

She blinks. Lips part. But she lowers. Slow. Like her body understands faster than her brain. Knees hit the cold floor with a soft sound. Her thighs press together. She hunches, arms crossed over her chest like modesty still means something.

I don’t let her hide.

“Hands on your thighs.”

She obeys.

Fingers trembling. Nails perfect. Of course they are—Vanessa doesn’t crack all at once. She fractures in pretty pieces. Even now, her spine’s straight. Chin lifted. But her eyes—

Her eyes are already mine.

I step closer. My cock’s hard, obvious, pressing against the gray cotton of my sweatpants. Her eyes flick down. Then up. Then away.

She doesn’t reach for it.

I don’t tell her to. Not yet.

“You remember when I caught you in the guest room?” I ask.

Her breath stutters.

“You were moaning into my father’s pillow. Thought I was asleep.”

She shakes her head, barely.

“You used to tell him no. Used to make him beg.”

My fingers thread through her hair. She gasps. Doesn’t pull away.

I grip the back of her skull, not tight. Not yet. Just enough.

“I’m not going to ask.”

I pull the waistband down. My cock springs free—thick, flushed, already dripping. She sees it. Stares.

I see the way her thighs clench.

She’s not thinking anymore. Just reacting.

“Open.”

Her mouth parts.

Slow. Reluctant. A breath first. Then her tongue. Just a flicker.

She leans in—

And I stop her.

Fingers tighten in her hair.

“Not until I say.”

She whimpers. A soft sound. A sound she didn’t mean to make.

I tilt her head up. Force her to look at me.

“You’re not here to tease.”

She nods. Barely.

“You’re here to serve.”

“Yes,” she whispers.

“Good.”

I guide her forward. Let her feel the heat of me against her cheek.

Her lips hover.

One inch away.

And I still don’t let her.

“Look at me while you do it,” I say.

Then I push.

Her lips part just enough.

I push forward.

She gasps—too late.

The head of my cock slips onto her tongue. She flinches. I don’t stop. I feed her another inch. Another. Her mouth stretches, lips slick against the base. She tries to pull back.

I tighten my grip in her hair.

No.

She gave me permission.

She belongs to me now.

I thrust.

Her eyes go wide, throat tight around me. She gags, just once. A high, panicked sound muffled by skin. Her fingers twitch on her thighs, curling. She’s trying not to touch me. Obeying. Barely.

I don’t give her time to adjust.

I rock forward again, harder.

The sound it makes—wet, obscene, perfect.

She chokes. Knees shift on the floor. I watch a tear slide down her cheek. Not from sorrow. From the stretch. The lack of air. The truth.

This is what she agreed to.

My free hand cups her jaw. Forces her face up as I fuck her mouth like it’s nothing. Like she’s not someone I used to call stepmother in another life. Like she’s not a woman who once made me wait at the table while she scolded my posture, my grades, my tone.

Now I own hers.

My hips grind against her lips, her nose pressing into my skin. She makes that sound again—a half-cough, half-cry. I don’t stop. I press. Hold her down. Her throat spasms around me. I feel her panic hit its edge—

Then I pull out.

She gasps. Coughs. Spit strings from her lips to my cock.

Her eyes are wild.

But she doesn’t run.

I drag my thumb across her cheek. Her mouth opens on instinct.

I press the slick thumb inside. She sucks.

Good girl.

“You thought I was bluffing,” I say.

She nods, still gasping, mascara smudging at the corners.

“You thought I was going to be soft.”

Another nod.

I grab her chin again, tighter.

“I don’t do soft.”

I push back into her mouth.

Harder this time.

Her throat’s raw.

Her mascara’s running.

Her hands haven’t left her thighs.

She’s obedient.

I fuck her mouth like it’s mine.

Because it is.

Every thrust is harder now. Deeper. Her lips stretch, jaw locked wide. Her nose flush against my pelvis. She gags again, but she doesn’t pull back. Doesn’t try. Not anymore.

She’s breathing through her nose in short, sharp gasps, tears streaking down her cheeks, spit slicking her chin. My grip in her hair is brutal. She winces. I don’t ease up. I slam deeper.

Her mouth chokes around me.

And I hold her there.

I feel it rising. Thick. I don’t warn her. Don’t tell her to get ready.

She’s already ready.

She’s already mine.

I come down her throat.

She gags again but swallows, reflex or obedience, it doesn’t matter. My cock pulses on her tongue, flooding her mouth. She chokes, whimpers, but takes it. Takes all of it. Her throat flexes. I watch her eyes—glassy, wet, wide. She doesn’t look away.

She wants me to see.

I stay deep until the last twitch. Until her lips flutter. Until her knees shake.

Then I pull out.

She gasps. Drool and cum spill from her lips.

She doesn’t wipe it.

I grip her chin again. Tilt her face up.

“You swallowed.”

She nods.

“You took it.”

“Yes,” she breathes. Hoarse. Humiliated. Glowing.

I stare down at her—makeup smeared, chest rising fast, thighs slick from something she didn’t earn.

I let the silence stretch.

Then I speak.

“Good girl.”


Chapter 2

She stays on her knees.

Chest heaving. Chin wet. Eyes not quite focusing.

I don’t give her a moment.

I step around her—slow, circling like a predator—and put one hand on the back of her head.

She flinches. Not in fear. In anticipation.

I push gently. Not down this time. Forward.

Toward the chair.

“Crawl.”

Her breath hitches.

She moves.

Hands and knees, each motion trembling. Her thighs slick. Her back arched too much. She’s trying to keep some kind of grace.

I strip it from her with every step she takes.

The chair’s solid. Black wood. No cushions. I chose it on purpose. She reaches it and hesitates.

I grip her hip.

Pull.

She gasps as I drag her upright, twist her, bend her over the chair. Her palms land flat on the seat. Her breath comes out in a shocked moan.

I step behind her. Grip both thighs and spread them. No warning. No pretense. Just open.

She lets me.

Of course she does.

This is what she agreed to.

Her cunt’s slick. Glowing. Ready.

She’s embarrassed. I see it in the way she tenses. The way her toes curl against the floor.

But she doesn’t close her legs.

Doesn’t cover herself.

I lean in. One hand trailing up the inside of her thigh.

She shudders.

I let my fingers hover—barely grazing her folds. Not inside. Not yet.

“You didn’t think I’d keep going,” I say. “Did you.”

“No,” she whispers.

Her voice is broken glass and heat.

I press a single finger into her.

She moans. Loud. Guttural. Her head drops.

I add a second.

Her back arches. Her hips jerk.

“Too much?” I ask.

She shakes her head. Barely.

I curl my fingers.

She whimpers.

I don’t stop.

Not yet.

Her cunt grips my fingers like it’s trying to hold me in.

I curl them again—deep, slow. Feel her tremble from wrist to rib.

She’s bent over the chair like she belongs there. Hands flat, spine arched, ass tilted just the way I want it. Her breath’s ragged, gasping, the sound of a woman trying not to beg.

I don’t give her a second of silence.

“You were always a tight little bitch, weren’t you?” My voice low, mean. Right in her ear. “Walking around the house like you owned it. Sitting next to my father at the table, legs crossed, lips painted, pretending you didn’t see me staring.”

She moans.

I fuck her harder with my fingers. Her hips jerk. I press her lower.

“You liked it,” I say. “You liked knowing I wanted to fuck you while he was right there.”

“No,” she breathes—but her cunt clenches, slick and hungry around me.

I laugh. Dark. Cruel.

“Liar.”

Her knees start to shake.

I slip my thumb around her clit—don’t press, just circle. Her body jolts. She gasps so loud it echoes. Her legs almost buckle.

“Fuck, you’re dripping,” I murmur. “I didn’t even have to touch you. You came down here wet for me, didn’t you?”

She doesn’t answer.

I slap her ass—once, hard. The crack rings out sharp.

“Answer me, slut.”

“Yes—yes,” she whimpers. “I—I couldn’t stop—”

I press deep again, three fingers now. She takes it. So tight. So perfect.

“That’s right,” I growl. “You used to be my stepmother. Now you’re just my little basement plaything.”

She lets out a broken moan. Loud. Raw.

I stroke her clit with pressure now—fast, cruel, relentless. Her body locks up.

“You gonna come like this?” I whisper. “On my fingers? Bent over a chair like a cheap little fuckdoll?”

She nods, whimpering, desperate.

“Do it.”

Her whole body convulses.

She comes hard—loud, gasping, trembling, cunt gripping my hand in waves. Her thighs spasm. Her back arches. Her voice breaks on a cry that sounds like my name and nothing else.

I don’t stop moving my fingers until she’s sagging over the chair, breathless, ruined.

Then I pull out. Wet and slick.

I wipe my hand on her thigh.

“Good little slut.”

She shivers.

And doesn’t move.

She’s slumped over the chair.

Legs shaking. Skin flushed. Mouth open.

Her cunt’s still twitching, wet and used, but I’m not done.

Not even close.

I step in behind her—close enough to feel her heat again—but I don’t reach for her hips.

Not this time.

“Turn around,” I say.

She flinches.

Then straightens. Slow. Her knees creak. Her thighs quiver. But she obeys.

She turns.

Face flushed. Eyes glazed. Hair wild. Her cheeks are streaked with tear tracks, mascara, spit, and shame.

Perfect.

I step in closer, until we’re chest to chest. She’s still breathing hard, tits rising against me, nipples stiff from air or arousal or both.

I cup her jaw.

Make her meet my eyes.

“No more hiding,” I say. “No more turning away.”

She swallows.

I hook my thumb into her mouth. She sucks on instinct, broken and obedient.

“You gave this to me,” I remind her. “This mouth. This cunt. This body.”

She nods around my thumb.

I drag my hand down—neck, breast, ribs—until I’m cupping her between the legs again. She moans, soft and helpless.

Still soaked.

Still wanting.

I lean in. My mouth against her ear.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” I whisper. “Face to face. Eyes open. You’re going to look at me while I take what’s mine.”

Her breath stutters.

I pull her toward the mattress.

She follows.

The mattress dips under her back.

She lets me lower her, limbs still weak from coming, legs folding open without resistance. Her hair fans out across the cheap pillow, wild and dark against the plain white sheets. Her chest rises fast. Breathless already, and I haven’t even touched her yet.

Not like this.

I stay standing, watching her spread beneath me—thighs parted, cunt slick, lips swollen from begging and use.

Then I lower myself. Onto the mattress. Over her.

She tenses, just slightly.

I grip her thighs. Push them wider.

Her eyes flick to the side.

I slap her cheek—light, quick.

“Eyes on me.”

She jerks, gasps. But obeys. Looks up.

Those fucking eyes. Shining. Ashamed. Open.

I lean in, my cock brushing her entrance. The heat of her is unreal—wet and pulsing and hot like she’s been waiting her whole life to be ruined.

She sucks in a breath when she feels it.

I stay there.

Don’t push in yet.

Just press.

Let her feel the weight of it. The promise of what’s coming.

“You remember what I said,” I murmur. “You’re going to look at me.”

She nods.

I rub the tip against her slit. Slow. Lazy. Let it glide through the slickness. She twitches. Whines. Tries to lift her hips.

I hold her still.

I line up.

Her eyes widen.

I push.

Just the head.

She gasps—sharp, high, choking on it.

I stop there.

Buried halfway.

Her mouth falls open. Her nails scrape the sheet. She tries to say something, but it doesn’t come out.

I don’t pull back.

I stay right there, stretching her, filling her, making her feel the first inches like they’re forever.

Her walls flutter around me, tight and perfect and clenching like her body doesn’t know whether to take me or fight it.

“You feel that?” I whisper.

She nods—breathless.

“You gave this to me.”

Another nod.

“You’re mine now.”

“Yes,” she chokes. Barely audible.

I push a little deeper.

Eyes glassy. Lips parted. Still full of breath she doesn’t know how to use.

I don’t pull back.

I press forward.

Slow. Deliberate. Every inch claimed.

Her mouth drops open wider as I stretch her deeper—past the head, past the ridge, down to the shaft. Her breath stutters. Her thighs tremble in my hands.

I grip them harder. Pin her open. Force her to take it.

All of it.

Her cunt fights me—tight and greedy, sucking me in and fluttering around my cock like it’s never been filled right. I grind my hips against hers, burying the last inch. Our hips flush.

She gasps.

“Fuck,” I breathe, eyes locked on hers. “You feel that?”

She nods, mouth trembling. Doesn’t speak.

I thrust once. Slow. Out halfway. Back in.

She moans.

“Yeah, you do,” I growl. “You feel every fucking inch. You take it like the little cum-drunk whore you agreed to be.”

She shudders.

Her legs try to close around me.

I don’t let them.

I push them wider. Hold them down.

“Don’t pretend you didn’t want this,” I snap. “You walked into my house knowing what you were signing up for.”

I roll my hips. Shallow. Deep. Slow.

“You asked for this cock, remember?”

“M-Mason,” she whimpers.

“What? You want me to stop?”

She shakes her head—desperate.

I grab her jaw again.

“You want me to fuck you harder?”

“Yes—yes, please—”

I pull out to the tip.

Then slam back in.

She screams.

Her nails rake the sheets.

“That’s it,” I hiss. “That’s what you fucking needed. Not love. Not security. Not some weak-ass husband who couldn’t handle you.”

I pound into her again—harder.

“You needed this. You needed to be split open. Filled. Used.”

Her eyes are wild.

I kiss her.

Not gentle.

I devour her mouth. Own it like I own the rest of her. She kisses back like it’s oxygen.

I break it.

“Say it,” I demand.

“I’m yours,” she gasps.

Louder.

“I’m yours, Mason. I’m—fuck—I’m your slut.”

I smile.

“Good fucking girl.”

She’s shaking beneath me.

Her legs wrapped around my waist now—tight, locking me in. Her cunt’s a furnace, milking me, fluttering like it’s trying to beg for more. I fuck her deep, relentless, every stroke hitting something raw inside her.

Her breath comes in gasps. Her moans aren’t words anymore. Just sounds.

I lean over her—press her wrists into the mattress, cage her completely.

“Look at you,” I growl against her neck. “Used to be my fucking stepmom. Walking around the house like a goddamn goddess. Too good to talk to me. Too perfect to notice me.”

She moans—helpless, high-pitched.

I fuck her harder.

“But you noticed, didn’t you?” I whisper. “You knew I was watching you. Jerking off thinking about you every night. You liked it.”

She shakes her head, tears in her eyes—but her pussy clenches hard around me.

I laugh.

“Liar. You fucking loved it. You used to sunbathe in that red bikini, hips swaying like you wanted me to stare.”

“I—Mason—I—” she gasps, overwhelmed.

I slam into her. Deep. Hard.

“Now look at you.”

Her head rolls back. Mouth wide open.

I reach down, grip her face, force her eyes back to mine.

“You’re mine now. Not his. Not a wife. Not a woman.”

I fuck her so deep she screams.

“You’re just my little fucktoy. My ex-stepmom turned cumdump.”

“Yes—yes, Mason—fuck, yes!”

I feel it rise.

The pull. The edge. I don’t slow.

I lock my hips against hers. Sink all the way in.

And come.

Hard.

Hot.

Deep.

I groan—low and brutal—as I pump her full, cock twitching inside her, cum flooding her cunt like a claim. She gasps when she feels it. Tries to move, but I hold her down.

She’s not going anywhere.

I ride it out—every pulse, every drop.

I don’t pull out.

Not yet.

I stay inside her, chest against hers, hand still gripping her face.

“You’re full of me now,” I murmur. “Soaked. Marked.”

She whimpers.

I lean in, mouth brushing hers.

“Bet dad never did that.”

She’s still shaking beneath me.

Panting. Wrecked. Spread wide, body soaked in sweat and cum, her cunt twitching from the aftershock of being claimed.

But I’m not done.

I pull out slow.

She gasps again when she feels it—my cock dragging from her, followed by the hot, wet spill of cum dripping down her thighs. I let her feel it. Every inch. Every drop I left inside her.

Then I sit back on my heels.

“Come here,” I order.

She blinks, dazed. Confused.

I snap my fingers. Once.

Her body moves before her mind does.

She crawls toward me.

I grip the back of her neck and guide her down.

To my cock.

Still hard. Still coated in her and me.

“Clean it.”

She hesitates—only a second.

Then her lips part. Tongue out.

She licks.

Slow. Shaky.

The first swipe of her tongue drags across the base. She winces—shame, memory, submission. She tastes us both. Salt and slick and ownership.

I groan softly, not from pleasure—from power.

“Every drop,” I growl. “Don’t waste a fucking thing.”

She obeys.

Mouth wrapping around the head, sucking gently, her tongue swirling to catch the mix of cum and slick. Her eyes are half-lidded, unfocused.

I grip her hair.

“Look at me.”

She does.

“Your body’s mine now,” I say. “You understand that?”

She nods around my cock.

I push deeper into her mouth. Let her gag. Let her feel it.

“I don’t care if you’re tired,” I whisper. “I don’t care if you’re busy. I don’t care if you’re fucking asleep.”

Her eyes widen.

“I want your mouth? You open it.”

I thrust—slow and controlled.

“I want your cunt? You spread.”

Another thrust.

“I want your ass? You fucking bend.”

She moans—muffled, broken, wet.

I tighten my grip on her skull.

“This isn’t a lease, Vanessa,” I growl. “You signed over your whole body. No locks. No timeouts. No limits.”

She whimpers.

I pull her off.

She gasps, lips swollen, spit clinging in strands between us.

I cup her face.

“Say it.”

She swallows. Barely.

“My body… is yours. Any time. Any way.”

I smile.

“And don’t forget it.”


Chapter 3

It’s dark.

The basement hums with silence. Pipes tick in the walls. The floor above is dead quiet. No footsteps. No television. No distraction.

Just her.

Vanessa lies on the mattress exactly how I left her—naked, marked, curled on her side with her knees drawn up and her hair sticking to her cheek. One hand tucked between her thighs like she could hold herself together. She didn’t ask to clean up. Didn’t dare.

She’s sleeping.

Soft breath. Steady. Mouth slightly open. The kind of sleep that only comes from being wrecked.

I stand at the edge of the bed.

Watching.

She doesn’t stir.

I pull my shirt off first. Drop it. Then the sweatpants. Step out of them and onto the mattress without a sound.

I press in behind her—bare skin to bare skin. Her warmth hits me instantly. She murmurs something in her sleep. Nonsense. But she leans back into me. Her body knows mine already.

I grip her hip.

Just enough pressure.

She shifts.

Still asleep.

Still perfect.

My cock’s already hard—rising against the curve of her ass, nestling into the heat between her legs. I don’t rush. Just settle there, letting her feel it even if she doesn’t know she’s feeling it.

Yet.

I breathe her in.

Sweat. Sex. Shame. My scent smeared over her like a second skin.

She still hasn’t woken.

Good.

She doesn’t need to.

She doesn’t stir when I part her thighs.

Just a soft sigh, barely a sound, her head twitching against the pillow.

I guide her leg higher, draped over mine. Her cunt’s still slick with dried cum, the inside still damp. Still loose from earlier. Still warm.

I line up.

Slow. Unhurried.

The head of my cock presses into her folds—parting them gently, sliding through the mess I left between her thighs.

She breathes out.

Not awake.

Just shifting, unconsciously, her hips giving way.

I push forward.

Inch by inch.

Her body takes me like it remembers. Like it’s been waiting for this since the second I pulled out.

I sink into her fully.

No resistance.

No fight.

Her breath hitches, catches—but she doesn’t wake.

I hold still. Buried inside her, deep and hard, my chest pressed against her back, my hand flat on her stomach. I feel her heartbeat through it. Slow. Sleepy.

I nuzzle against her neck.

“You gave this to me,” I whisper. Voice low. Steady. “Always. Whenever I want. You’re mine.”

She exhales softly. A little twitch. Her fingers curl in the sheet.

I move—slow. One stroke. Then stillness again.

Her cunt flutters around me.

Still asleep.

Still mine.

I stay deep for a long moment.

Just feeling her.

The way her cunt grips and pulses around me. The way her breath changes—slightly—each time I shift behind her.

She’s still asleep.

But her body knows.

I move.

Slow.

One stroke. Out halfway, then back in. Smooth. Deep. Precise.

Her thighs twitch. Her lips part. A small sound slips from her throat—barely audible. A moan from a dream she can’t control.

I do it again.

Another slow stroke.

Her body rocks with it.

Still no waking.

Perfect.

My hand slides from her stomach to her chest. Finds the weight of her breast. Warm. Full. Soft against my palm. I squeeze—gently at first. Then harder. Her nipple stiffens under my thumb.

She whimpers.

Still sleeping.

I pinch.

Her hips jerk.

I keep fucking her slow, timed with every movement of my hand on her tit. I roll her nipple, tug, twist. Her breath catches each time, body arching into the sensation like she wants it.

And maybe she does.

Even now.

Even in sleep.

“Good girl,” I murmur into her neck, lips brushing sweat-damp skin. “That’s it. Take it. Keep dreaming.”

I rut deeper.

Long, dragging thrusts that grind against the spot inside her that made her scream earlier. I can feel her clenching, her body trying to come again without waking.

I squeeze both breasts now. Fill my hands with her. Play with them like they’re toys I never got to unwrap until now.

Her mouth opens wider. Her moans are louder.

She’s soaking.

I fuck her deeper.

Still slow.

Still steady.

Still buried in my sleeping little toy.

She’s close.

I feel it in the way her thighs press tighter around mine. The way her cunt tightens—rhythmic, desperate—trying to wring more from every inch I give her. She’s dripping again, soaking me, the sound of our bodies thick in the dark like a heartbeat made of sex.

She moans.

Louder.

Still asleep.

Still dreaming.

But she’s there. On the edge.

I fuck her a little deeper. Slow, but hard. Each thrust angled, deliberate, grinding against the place that made her break hours ago.

She gasps.

Then shudders.

I feel it—all of it—her orgasm rolling through her like a storm in silence. Her pussy clenches down on my cock, tight and trembling, milking me, sucking me in as her body arches against me.

She comes in her sleep.

No control. No shame.

Just raw, helpless surrender.

I don’t stop.

I can’t.

My grip tightens on her hips. I thrust harder. Faster. Still buried in her wet, spasming cunt. She moans again, a soft, whimpering sound that makes my cock pulse deep inside her.

I grind my teeth.

Thrust again.

And I come.

Hard.

My cock jerks inside her. Thick ropes of cum shoot deep, flooding her again, mixing with what’s already leaking down her thighs. I stay pressed tight—deep, full, locked inside her while I empty everything into her.

She moans softly again.

Shifts in her sleep.

But doesn’t wake.

I breathe against her neck.

Stay still.

Let her body hold me.

Let my cum fill her.

Again.


Chapter 4

She stirs before she wakes.

A soft noise in her throat. One leg sliding against the sheet. Her hips shifting, slow and aimless, like her dreams are still speaking louder than the morning light.

She doesn’t know I never left.

I’m still inside her.

Buried to the hilt.

Her body’s warm, slick, soaked with the mix of sleep sweat and dried cum. My cock’s already hard again—has been since just before dawn. It twitches inside her when she moves. Her cunt tightens reflexively. Squeezes like it missed me, even though I never left.

I thrust once.

Slow. Deep.

She gasps—still not fully awake.

Her head turns. Her lips part. But her eyes stay closed.

Another thrust.

She moans.

I wrap an arm around her waist, pull her tighter into me, grind deeper into her pussy. It’s still wet. Still soft. Still mine.

I bury my face in her hair, breathe her in, thrust again—harder.

She twitches.

“Mason…” Her voice is slurred, groggy, thick with sleep.

I don’t answer.

Just fuck her.

Long, slow strokes, balls brushing her thighs, her cunt swallowing every inch like it’s forgotten how to be empty.

“Still dreaming?” I murmur into her neck.

She moans again. High. Confused. Turned on.

I pull her leg over mine. Open her up wider.

“You should be used to waking up full.”

I grip her tit, squeeze hard. She gasps.

I thrust deeper.

“Your body knows what to do even when your brain’s still offline.”

She groans, hips rocking back into mine.

I press into her harder. Faster.

She lets out a soft moan when I shift behind her.

Still half-asleep.

Still pliant.

I slide out of her, just long enough to grip her waist and flip her—onto her stomach, one hand on her shoulder, the other pulling her hips up until she’s on her knees, face in the pillow, back arched like instinct knows what I want.

She moans again.

I don’t wait.

I line up and slam back in.

She gasps—loud, startled—but her body takes me. Greedy. Familiar. Slick and hot and open, like I never left.

I grab her ass—both cheeks in my palms. Spread them wide.

Her skin’s flushed. Still sticky from the night. My cum dried in streaks down the insides of her thighs. She hasn’t been cleaned. I didn’t let her.

I fuck her deep.

Her head turns on the pillow. Lips parted. Not a word. Just breath.

I slap her ass.

Hard.

She jolts.

Another thrust.

Another slap.

I watch the flesh bounce. Red bloom against pale skin. Her cunt clenches tighter.

“Fucking perfect,” I growl. “This ass—goddamn. Should’ve bent you over a long time ago.”

I drag one hand down the crack. Thumb across her tight little hole. She whimpers.

Not from fear.

From memory.

“You know what I’m going to do to this next,” I murmur.

She moans into the pillow.

I keep thrusting. Deeper now. Faster.

Her back arches more, hips pushing into me without her realizing.

I grip her hair. Yank her head back.

“You were made for this. You know that?”

She gasps—eyes fluttering, finally starting to wake.

I thrust harder. Her breath breaks.

“Wake up, baby. Time to get used.”

Her back arches like a bow.

My cock’s buried in her pussy—tight and wet, lips spread wide around the base—and she’s still gasping, still moaning into the pillow like she doesn’t know whether to wake up or disappear.

But her body knows.

It knows.

I spit on her lower back. Let it drip down, slick between the cheeks of her ass. My fingers follow the trail, slow and deliberate, slipping into the cleft. She twitches when I reach her tight little hole.

I smile.

She whimpers.

“Yeah,” I growl, still thrusting slow and deep, “you know where this is going.”

She shudders.

“Bet you never let my father touch you here,” I murmur, circling her rim with the pad of my thumb. “Too pretty. Too fucking proud.”

She moans.

I press a little harder.

“You were the elegant bitch. The one who only fucked with the lights off. The one who said she needed ‘time.’”

I laugh. Thrust deeper.

My thumb pushes in just a little. The ring of muscle flutters, tight and hot and virgin around the tip.

“But you said yes to me.”

I fuck her harder. Her whole body rocks forward.

“You said yes to being used. Every hole. Every hour.”

She cries out—raw, breathless.

“Gonna stretch this tight little ass next,” I whisper. “Gonna make you beg for it. Gonna make you take me where dad never got.”

My thumb presses deeper.

She jerks, back spasming.

“You were his wife, and now you’re just my filthy fucktoy.”

Her cunt clenches hard.

I thrust deep and stay there, fingers still teasing, thumb pushing in and out of her ass slow and steady.

“Say it,” I growl.

She moans.

“Say what you are.”

“I’m—Mason—fuck—I’m yours,” she gasps.

“Not enough.”

“I’m your slut. Your plaything. Your—your ex-stepwhore.”

I groan. Thrust hard. Her body screams for it.

My thumb slips deeper.

And she takes it.

She’s panting now.

On her knees, arms buckled under her, face half-buried in the pillow, cunt stretched wide around my cock, and her ass—

Fuck.

Her ass is opening for me.

My thumb slides deeper. Wet. Slow. She moans, half scream, half sob. I feel her cunt pulse around me every time I fuck her ass with just my thumb.

“Such a filthy little thing,” I growl. “You like that? Getting fingered in both holes like a goddamn pornstar?”

She gasps, nods, tries to push back against me.

I pull out of her pussy, slow and wet, the sound thick and obscene. She whimpers at the loss.

“Not done.”

I grab her hips and spread her wide.

Her ass opens for me, twitching, pink and glistening with spit and slick.

I bend down.

Bury my face between her cheeks.

She screams into the mattress.

I lick her—slow at first, flat-tongued swipes across her hole, wet and warm and claiming. She jolts.

“Oh my god—Mason—fuck—”

I ignore her.

Just dig my tongue in, circling her rim, licking into her, fucking her ass with my mouth while my fingers grip her cheeks and keep her spread.

She’s shaking.

“Never let anyone do this, did you?” I mumble between licks. “Always too proper. Too clean.”

I spit.

Lap it back up.

“Not anymore.”

She sobs. Moans. Fists the sheets.

I shove my tongue deeper.

She screams.

Her whole body starts to lock up.

“You gonna come from this?” I growl. “From getting your ass eaten like a fucking whore?”

She can’t speak.

She just shakes.

I slide my fingers back in—two now, slick and slow—working her open, stretching her gently while I keep tonguing her like it’s the only thing I’ve ever wanted.

She moans louder.

Her thighs tremble.

She’s close again.

I pull back just enough to speak, breath hot against her ruined hole.

“Next time, I’m gonna fuck this ass until you pass out.”

Her body’s not built for this.

Not to take my tongue in her ass, my fingers stretching her wider than she’s ever been, her cunt untouched, throbbing in the air while I fuck her back hole like it’s the only part of her that matters.

But she’s doing it.

She’s taking it.

I curl my fingers inside her ass. My tongue circles, wet and relentless, sliding in between strokes, pushing deeper every time she moans. Her thighs are slick, shaking. Her hands claw at the sheets like she’s trying to anchor herself.

I press my palm to her lower back. Hold her still.

“No running.”

She sobs into the pillow. Loud, high-pitched, helpless.

I keep going.

Two fingers deep in her ass now, stretching her slow and wide. My tongue flicking around her rim. She’s drenched. Dripping. Not even from her pussy—just from need. Her whole body is begging to come.

She’s gasping now.

Louder.

Faster.

The tension in her back snaps tighter with every stroke of my tongue.

“Come on,” I growl, breath hot and slick against her hole. “Come on, mom. Come for me. Come from your fucking ass.”

She screams.

Her whole body locks.

Her ass clenches around my fingers like a vise, pulsing in waves, milking my hand, while she thrashes into the mattress.

She comes.

No cock.

No clit.

Just my tongue in her ass and my fingers spreading her open.

It’s filthy.

It’s perfect.

She collapses.

Face in the sheets, legs wide, ass twitching around my knuckles, her whole body going limp like I just drained the fight out of her.

I don’t pull out.

Not yet.

I stay right there, buried in her, fingers deep, breath washing over her ruined hole like a promise.

“You’re mine now,” I whisper. “All of you. Even here.”

She’s still.

Breathless. Face buried in the sheets. Body slack.

Her thighs twitch once—aftershock. Her ass flutters around my fingers, still buried to the knuckle, holding her open.

I don’t move.

I don’t let her close.

I stay inside her, kneeling between her legs, hand tight around her hip, the other still working that slick, ruined hole she just came from.

She whimpers when I flex my fingers.

“Don’t pass out yet.”

She groans. Barely a sound.

I lean over her, press my chest to her back, lips to her ear.

“You forgot something.”

She blinks. Doesn’t respond.

I pull back and thrust my fingers deeper into her ass.

She gasps.

“Say it.”

A pause. Shaking breath.

“…Thank you.”

I twist my fingers.

Her back arches.

“For what?”

She hesitates.

I spank her—hard.

She yelps. Tries to speak through the sound.

“F-for using me—fuck—for letting me come—”

I pull her hair. Make her arch more. My cock presses against the curve of her hip.

“No.”

I push deeper.

“Try again.”

“…Thank you for my orgasm.”

“Where?”

Her whole body burns with the words.

She shakes her head.

I spank her again.

Louder.

Her ass is red, stretched, glistening, still split wide around my fingers.

She sobs.

“Thank you for making me come from my ass—”

“Good girl.”

I lean back.

Finally pull my fingers out.

She collapses.

Twitches once.

I spit between her cheeks.

Let it drip down her hole.

Then smear it in.

“My perfect little stepwhore,” I murmur. “Gonna train this ass until it’s your favorite hole.”

She moans.

Helpless.

Owned.

She’s not moving.

Not because she’s resisting.

Because she can’t.

Her body’s gone limp—used up, spent, soaked in sweat, stretched wide and trembling under me.

Her ass is still flushed, red from my handprints, wet from my mouth, slick from my spit. And the sight of it—open, raw, mine—has my cock aching.

I kneel behind her.

Stroke myself.

Slow.

Thick, hard, heavy in my hand. Still dripping with the need I held back while I wrecked her.

I look at her ass—the hole I just stretched open with my fingers. The same hole she came from. The one that took it.

“I should’ve done this years ago,” I growl. “Should’ve painted this ass when you were still wearing his ring.”

She moans—barely audible.

“Now you’re not his wife. You’re not anyone’s.”

I stroke harder.

Faster.

“Except mine.”

My other hand spreads her cheeks wide one last time. I aim my cock at the center—right over the hole she thanked me for filling.

My balls tighten.

I groan.

And I come.

Hot.

Thick.

Rope after rope across her ass.

It splashes across her skin—white streaks on red. One hits her stretched hole. Another runs down her thigh. I keep stroking, groaning, leaking every last drop onto her like it belongs there.

Because it does.

She sighs. Low. Shuddering.

Still face down.

Still silent.

I rub the last drips in with my thumb.

Make it messy.

Make it mine.

“Look at you,” I murmur. “Used up. Marked. Perfect.”

She doesn’t answer.

She doesn’t have to.

Her ass says everything.


Chapter 5

The sun’s higher now.

Late afternoon light slants through the basement windows, dust floating in golden streaks. The air’s still, silent except for the soft rustle of fabric.

She’s folding laundry.

T-shirt by t-shirt.

A small pile of mine. Bigger one of hers. She moves slow, focused. Wearing one of my old hoodies, no pants. Just panties—thin, black, nearly transparent. She bends at the waist every time she picks something up.

She thinks I’m not watching.

She’s wrong.

I lean against the doorframe. Quiet. Still.

My eyes on her ass.

On the way the hoodie rides up when she moves.

On the bruises I left. The redness still visible.

Her hair’s tied up now. Loose. Lazy. A house look. Her legs are bare. There’s a line of sweat at the back of her neck. Her breath’s steady. She hums—some old pop song under her breath like she remembers how to be someone else.

I don’t move.

Just watch.

Because this is what she is now.

Soft.

Unaware.

Available.

She’s still humming.

Still folding.

Still thinking she gets to have a quiet moment.

I move.

No sound.

Three steps across the floor, slow and measured. I’m behind her before she knows I’ve moved. My chest brushes her back. My hands close around her hips.

She stiffens.

Not in fear.

In recognition.

She knows this touch.

Her breath catches. The hoodie rises as I lift the hem. Her bare thighs go still.

I don’t speak.

I grip her tighter.

I pull.

She gasps as I yank her ass back against me. My cock’s already hard, already thick, pressing up between her cheeks through thin cotton.

“Mason—” she breathes.

I don’t answer.

I shove the hoodie up.

Her ass is bare.

She’s not wearing panties.

The second she bent over, she was offering this without knowing.

Or maybe she knew.

Maybe she wanted this.

I don’t care.

I line up.

And I push.

No warning.

No prep.

Just slide into her from behind, burying my cock in one smooth, wet thrust.

She cries out—loud, shocked, stuttering.

Her hands drop the shirt she was folding.

I grab a fistful of hair and yank her back against me.

“Keep folding.”

She tries to obey.

Her hands reach for the shirt again—shaking fingers, breath catching with every thrust. I stay buried in her, cock stretching her slick and slow, hips grinding against her ass like I’m testing the rhythm of her lungs.

She folds.

She tries to fold.

Fingers fumble the fabric.

She moans.

I fuck her harder.

The shirt slips from her grip.

“Pick it up,” I growl into her ear.

She whimpers. Bends.

Her ass pushes back into my hips, her cunt tight and hot, clenching like it’s panicked—like it loves this. I reach around, grip her throat. Not hard. Just enough to remind her what belongs to me.

She gasps.

Grabs the shirt.

Folds it crooked.

I thrust deeper.

Her knees wobble.

She folds another.

I grab her tits through the hoodie, rough palms finding nipples already stiff. She presses into my hands, her body choosing me even while her voice tries to say nothing.

“You were doing chores for my dad last year,” I murmur, tongue dragging along her ear. “Now you’re just my hole between laundry loads.”

She whines.

I pound into her harder.

The shirt falls again.

She doesn’t reach for it this time.

Her hands go to the table.

White-knuckled.

Moaning.

Bent.

Obedient.

She’s not folding anymore.

She’s braced against the table, arms shaking, hair falling into her face, sweat clinging to the back of her neck. Her ass slams into me with every thrust now—automatic, addicted. Like her body needs it. Like it knows.

I grab her hips.

Slam deeper.

“Fuck—Mason—please—” she gasps.

I grip the back of her neck. Press her forward. Fold her down until her cheek touches the table. Her ass lifts higher, spreading wider, cunt clenching around me like it’s begging.

“You were never meant to be anything but this,” I growl. “You get that yet?”

She whimpers.

I pound into her.

Wet. Loud. Her thighs slick with arousal and my spit from earlier. Her knees almost buckle. She moans something unintelligible—just noise now. Just need.

I feel it building.

My cock thickens.

My balls tighten.

I pull her tighter against me, driving in deep, staying buried.

And I come.

Hard.

Hot.

Cum fills her in a rush. Thick. Claiming. I stay deep, grinding against her, making sure she feels every drop spill into her pussy.

She gasps.

Shudders.

Sinks against the table.

I don’t pull out.

I stay in her, softening slow, cock twitching inside her with every aftershock.

Then I lean in.

Whisper in her ear.

“Don’t move.”

She nods, breathless.

“Stay bent.”

Another nod.

“Let it drip.”

She whimpers again.

“Yes.”

I step back, finally sliding out of her.

A long, wet sound.

My cum leaks immediately—down her thighs, over her cunt, soaking her inner legs in white streaks that catch the late sun.

She stays bent.

Just like I told her.

She stays bent.

Arms trembling, back arched, thighs wet with my cum. Her breath comes in sharp, broken waves, cheek pressed against the table. The way her body obeys now—completely, silently, without hesitation—it’s better than anything she could say.

But I want her to say something anyway.

I want her mouth.

I step close again, grab her hips, press my palm to her lower back to keep her down.

She moans.

I run two fingers along the inside of her thigh, gathering the mess I left—hot and slick and dripping.

She jerks when she feels it.

“You feel that?” I ask. “That’s mine.”

She nods. Whimpering.

I bring my fingers to her lips.

“Open.”

Her mouth parts instantly.

I slide my fingers in.

She sucks.

Greedy.

Eyes closed, face flushed, tongue working over my fingers like she’s starving for the taste of her own ruin.

“That’s what I want,” I growl. “Obedient little stepwhore who knows where her meals come from.”

She moans around my fingers.

I push deeper.

“Next time I fill your ass, you’re going to lick that clean too.”

She nods, eyes dazed.

“Good girl.”

I pull my fingers out, smear the last of it across her tongue.

“Swallow.”

She does.

Every drop.

No hesitation.

Just hunger.

She’s still bent over the table.

Dripping.

Used.

Breathing like she’s just finished a marathon barefoot over glass. Her legs are shaking, skin flushed, cunt leaking cum down both thighs. Her hair’s fallen loose, clinging to the sweat at the back of her neck. She hasn’t spoken since she swallowed my mess.

I step behind her.

Run my hand down the length of her spine.

She shivers.

Then I reach under her arms and lift.

She gasps as I pull her up off the table. She doesn’t resist. Doesn’t ask. Just lets herself be gathered, cradled, legs hanging, breath trembling in my ear as I carry her across the room.

I sit on the couch.

She settles in my lap automatically, straddling me, thighs on either side of my hips, slick pussy brushing the top of my cock.

I cup her face.

She blinks up at me.

Eyes dazed. Open.

I kiss her.

Soft. Deep. Slow.

Not demanding.

Not brutal.

Just full.

She melts.

Her hands land on my shoulders, fingers curling, clutching like she’s falling and I’m the only thing holding her up.

I press into her.

Her pussy parts around me again, warm and soaked and ready. She moans into my mouth as I slide back in—inch by inch—filling her all over again.

I stay still.

Just kiss her.

Hold her.

Whisper against her lips.

“You’re perfect.”

She moans.

“You’re mine.”

She nods.

I roll my hips, slow and smooth, grinding into her, rocking her against me until she’s panting again—softer now, needier.

“I’m going to keep you like this,” I murmur. “Fucked open. Full. Loved.”

She shivers.

I thrust again.

Deeper.

“I’ll take care of you. Feed you. Fuck you. Own you.”

Her arms wrap around my neck.

She kisses me this time.

Desperate.

Grateful.

“I’ll ruin every part of you,” I whisper. “And you’re going to thank me for it.”

She nods.

“Please,” she breathes. “Don’t stop.”

“I won’t.”

I keep fucking her slow.

Deep.

Full.

Warm skin against mine.

Nothing between us.

Just her body.

My cock.

Our breath.

And the sound of her learning what it means to be kept.

She’s trembling on top of me.

Every slow grind of my hips pushes her higher, closer—her breath shuddering, her fingers clutching at my shoulders like she’s trying to hang onto reality while I fuck her into something new.

I stay steady.

Deep, full strokes.

Buried in her.

Every time I move, I feel her cunt tighten, feel her walls fluttering around me like she’s already on the edge. She moans into my mouth. Small, needy sounds. Her eyes half-lidded, lips wet from the kiss.

I slide one hand up her back. Along her spine.

Curl it around her throat.

Not choking. Not hard.

Just holding.

A necklace of control.

Her breath catches instantly.

Her pussy clenches.

“You like that?” I whisper against her lips. “You like being owned like this?”

She nods, gasps.

I thrust up into her—slow, deep, enough to drag another whimper from her throat.

“You want to be my good little whore?”

“Yes,” she breathes. “Yes, Mason—please—”

I grip tighter.

Not to hurt.

Just to remind.

“You’re mine now. You understand that?”

She nods again, eyes fluttering.

I look down at her.

At her mouth.

At the pink, wet, open way she breathes me in like I’m oxygen and ruin and everything she needs.

“Open.”

She does.

Instantly.

I spit.

Slow. Wet. Right into her waiting mouth.

She moans as it lands on her tongue. Doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t blink. Just holds my gaze like she needs it.

“Swallow.”

She does.

Without breaking eye contact.

I thrust up into her again.

Harder.

She gasps.

“You like that taste?” I murmur. “You like being filled from both ends?”

“Yes—fuck—Mason—”

I keep one hand on her throat.

The other slides down to her hip.

I fuck her slow.

Deep.

Claiming.

Her body rocks with every thrust, dripping down my cock, grinding against my lap like she never wants to stop.

Because she won’t.

She’s mine now.

And I’m not letting go.

She’s trembling like a live wire.

My hand stays wrapped around her throat—steady, warm, claiming—while my other arm snakes around her back, pulling her flush to my chest. I keep her tight. Pinned. She’s not just riding me now; she’s locked in place. Trapped in my lap. Held exactly where I want her.

She moans with every grind.

Breath catching.

Eyes rolling back.

Her cunt’s soaked, milking my cock with every stroke. I feel her body start to tighten—hips stuttering, thighs trembling, that desperate little flutter around my length that means she’s about to break.

I thrust deeper.

Harder.

One sharp snap of my hips and she gasps—head tipping back, throat open under my palm.

“I—I’m gonna—”

“Come on, baby,” I whisper. “Come on my cock. That’s what it’s for.”

She moans.

Louder.

Higher.

“Fuck—Mason—Mason—!”

Her body locks.

Then shatters.

She comes hard—full-body quake, clit grinding against my skin, pussy pulsing, squeezing me so tight I see stars. Her breath turns into sobs, helpless whimpers, her nails digging into my shoulders as her orgasm rocks her from the inside out.

And that’s all I need.

I grip her tighter—one hand on her throat, the other around her back—and thrust.

Once.

Twice.

The third time I explode inside her.

Hot. Deep. Thick.

My cock jerks and pulses as I pump her full again, groaning low into her shoulder, mouth open, teeth grazing skin. Cum floods her in waves, filling her already ruined pussy with everything I’ve got left.

We don’t stop moving.

Even after.

Our hips still roll together—slow now, grinding through the aftershocks, her cunt slick and overflowing, my cock twitching, softening inside her.

She collapses against me.

Breathless.

Sweating.

Trembling.

I hold her there.

Still buried.

Still full.

Still mine.

“I’m never letting you go,” I whisper against her temple.

She nods.

And doesn’t try to speak.


Chapter 6

She’s laying there like an offering.

Stomach down, one leg curled up, her ass round and lifted by the angle of the couch cushion. The curve of it catches the light—smooth, firm, bitten once or twice. She twitches a little in her sleep, murmurs something that isn’t words.

I sit beside her.

Just watching.

My fingers drift down her spine. Light. Barely there.

She doesn’t stir.

I cup her ass.

She exhales.

Still asleep.

I spread her cheeks.

My cum is still there. Dried and smeared, a streak along the cleft, a drop near her tight little hole. She must’ve felt it while she slept. Maybe dreamed about it. She didn’t wipe herself.

Good girl.

I drag my fingers between her cheeks, slow.

She moans softly. Sleepy.

I stroke lower—over her cunt, still puffy, still swollen. Then back up, teasing her asshole with the pad of my thumb. Her breath catches.

Not awake.

But her body knows.

Knows me.

Knows what happens when I touch her like this.

And she doesn’t try to move away.

I lean in.

Whisper against the shell of her ear.

“You’re not safe, even in your dreams.”

She stirs.

Doesn’t wake.

She’s still asleep.

Still face down, warm skin glowing in the late light, lips parted against the couch cushion, lashes fluttering in the barest motion of dreams. She doesn’t know I’m here—really here—not just fingers grazing, not just watching.

I slide my hand between her cheeks.

My thumb circles her hole, slow and lazy. The ring tightens, flutters around nothing. She twitches. Her hips shift slightly—barely—but she doesn’t wake. Not fully. Her breath stutters. Then evens again.

I press.

Just a little.

The tip of my thumb dips in.

She moans.

Soft and low, muffled by sleep, by the pillow, by the weight of her own body submitting without even a thought.

I spit.

Let it drip between her cheeks. Slick her up.

Then push deeper.

My thumb sinks past the tight ring, slow and steady, and she takes it—again. Her hole opens for me like it’s been waiting. Like it never closed all the way after this morning.

She whimpers in her sleep.

One leg shifts.

I stay still for a beat. Buried in her.

Then I move.

Small strokes.

Working her.

Stretching her.

Claiming her all over again.

She stirs.

Shudders.

Her cunt pulses.

Still no waking.

Just use.

Her body responds like it knows the rules better than her mouth ever could.

I curl my thumb slightly, twist it inside her.

She gasps.

I smile.

Press deeper.

“You’re always ready for me,” I whisper.

She moans—soft, broken, perfect.

Her body’s open now.

Her ass spread around my thumb, slick and twitching, warm from sleep, stretched from the slow work I’ve done. She’s not just ready—she’s soft. Unresisting. Moaning through dreams she can’t remember, hips shifting just enough to keep my thumb seated inside her without me needing to hold her down.

But I want more.

I want everything.

I slide my thumb out.

She gasps, whimpers—small and high—but still doesn’t wake.

I spit again, thick and slow, watch it drip down her crack, pooling where I need it. Then I wrap my hand around my cock—already hard, already leaking—and line it up against her hole.

She breathes deep.

Exhales soft.

And I push.

The tip meets resistance—tight, hot, that perfect squeeze of a place no one else has touched. She twitches. Her head shifts slightly. Her fingers curl in the blanket.

But she doesn’t wake.

I press deeper.

An inch slides in. Then two.

Her ass opens for me with a slow, slick stretch that makes me groan. Her body shudders—half-aware, half-asleep, maybe thinking it’s a dream. A dirty one. A perfect one.

I bury myself inside her.

All the way.

My cock locked deep in her ass, her cheeks soft around my hips, her back rising and falling with slow, even breaths. She whimpers again—louder this time—but still asleep. Still obedient.

I don’t move.

I just stay there.

Let her feel the weight.

Let her body adjust.

Let her accept me.

Then I grind once.

Deep.

Full.

Claiming.

She starts to stir.

A twitch in her back. A sharp inhale. Her body registers something deeper now—more than a dream. Her mouth opens, breath hitching, and her hips start to tense under me.

I don’t stop.

I slide out an inch, then press back in, slow and firm. Her hole clenches around me.

“Mason—” she breathes, half-asleep, voice hoarse.

I grip her hip. My palm presses her lower back.

“Shhh.”

She whimpers.

“What… what are you—”

“You know exactly what I’m doing.”

Another deep thrust.

She gasps—shaky, stunned, her body jerking, but not away.

“You told me I could have you. Any time. Any hole. Remember?”

She tries to turn her head.

I grab her hair. Gently. Hold her still.

“Stay just like that,” I growl into her ear. “You don’t move.”

She freezes.

“But—”

I thrust again.

Slow.

Deep.

She moans—raw, involuntary.

“That’s your ass I’m inside,” I whisper. “You’re full, baby. You’re mine. And you’re going to take it. Just like you said you would.”

She trembles.

I keep fucking her.

Each motion slow, grinding, deliberate. She whimpers into the cushion, ass stretching around my cock, body adjusting with every inch.

“You waking up doesn’t change anything,” I say, dragging my hand up her spine. “You’re still mine to use.”

She gasps again, softer.

Then nods.

Face down.

Ass lifted.

Taking it.

She’s awake now—eyes glassy, breaths short—but she obeys. Face down, ass high, back trembling under the weight of my words and flesh. Light from the window flickers across the room, catching the sweat on her skin, the dampness between her thighs.

I slow my pull-outs. Hold deep. Let her feel the fullness. Cock buried inside her ass like a claim, locking her in place.

“Stay like that,” I whisper. My hand coils around her hip, keeping her steady. My other glides down her spine, across the curve of her ass cheek. I trace the line of dried cum there, a trophy of our morning.

She quivers.

I thrust once more—long, full—feeling her walls constrict and squeeze around me. Her breath hitches.

“I’m going to fill you up, good girl,” I murmur, pressing harder.

She gasps.

Then I come again—deep, thick, hot—my cock pulsing inside her ass. Each pulse pushes more of me in, until she’s soaked from the inside out.

I hold it there, still inside her as the last shock runs through her. She gasps—aching, filled, complete.

My body stills.

All hush.

Just us. Flesh pressed against flesh. Cock buried. Her ass dripping with my cum, glistening in the fading light.

She shivers.

I lean down and whisper against her temple:

“You’re always going to be full of me now.”


Chapter 7

The silence breaks.

A knock.

Sharp. Sudden. Too real to be anything but someone here.

Vanessa flinches beneath me—still face down, still spread, still leaking my cum from her ass. Her eyes go wide. She tries to lift her head.

I press her back down.

“Don’t,” I growl.

She freezes.

Another knock.

Then a voice.

Low. Familiar.

“Mason?”

My jaw clenches.

Vanessa’s eyes snap to mine. Mouth open. No sound. Just fear, panic, some fractured echo of the woman she used to be before I turned her into this.

I pull out of her ass—slow, wet, deliberate. She moans despite herself. Cum follows, drips in thick trails down her thighs and onto the cushion.

I slap her ass. Not hard. Just enough.

“Stay here.”

She whimpers.

I grab my sweatpants from the floor, tug them up.

Another knock.

I walk to the door. Unlock it.

Open it.

And there he is.

Mark.

My father.

Older, but not frail. Jacket slung over one shoulder. Slight frown on his face like he wasn’t sure I’d answer. His eyes rake across me—shirtless, sweat-damp, flushed—and narrow.

“You weren’t answering your phone.”

I lean on the frame.

“What do you want?”

He hesitates.

Then: “Vanessa.”

Behind me, the couch is just out of sight. But not the smell. Not the heat. Not the quiet, trembling body still spread and used.

“I need to talk to her,” Mark says.

I stare.

Then step aside.

“Sure.”

I don’t move.

I don’t cover her.

I don’t let her hide.

She hears the voice—his voice—and she tries to lift herself off the couch, tries to scramble away, but I’m already there. One hand on the back of her neck, the other on her lower spine.

“Don’t.”

She freezes.

Trembling.

Her ass is still spread—cum leaking slow between her cheeks, thighs wet, hole twitching from the stretch I just left inside her. The cushion beneath her is soaked. Her face is flushed and sweaty, lips parted like she forgot how to breathe.

She doesn’t say a word.

I look over my shoulder.

My father steps inside.

He sees me.

Then looks past me.

And sees her.

His expression goes still.

Frozen.

Like his brain can’t make sense of what he’s looking at.

Vanessa.

His ex-wife.

Bent over my couch, used and ruined and marked from the inside out.

He doesn’t speak.

Doesn’t blink.

Just stares.

I run my hand down her spine.

Smooth. Slow. Possessive.

“You were looking for her?” I ask casually.

Mark swallows. “What the fuck—”

I grin.

“She’s a little busy right now.”

He starts to step forward.

I tighten my grip on her neck. She shivers under my palm.

“She’s not yours anymore,” I say. “She lives here now.”

He looks at her again.

Her thighs.

Her ass.

The mess.

He can see it. All of it. The shine. The drip. The ownership.

And she doesn’t move.

Doesn’t speak.

Because she knows she can’t.

Mark doesn’t speak.

His eyes flicker from my hand on her back to the cum dripping down her thighs to the red marks across her ass.

I can see it behind his stare—the betrayal, the confusion, the sickening snap of pride as it breaks in his throat.

Good.

He’s not speaking?

Then I will.

I press harder on her spine.

“Tell him.”

She twitches.

Whimpers.

I lean close to her ear.

“Now.”

She gasps once, breath ragged and sharp.

Then speaks.

Soft. Hoarse.

“I’m his.”

Mark’s face goes blank.

I tighten my grip.

“Louder.”

“I’m Mason’s.”

I smile.

Still not enough.

I grab her hair. Yank her head up—not cruel, not brutal, just undeniable.

“What else?”

She moans.

“My body… belongs to him.”

“Say where.”

She hesitates.

I slap her ass—wet, loud.

“My mouth,” she breathes.

“My pussy.”

Her voice trembles now.

“My ass.”

Mark sways where he stands.

I let go of her hair.

Let her fall back into place, face down, cheeks parted, leaking.

I look at him.

“You wanted to know how she’s doing?”

He stares. Hollow.

“This is how she’s doing.”

Dad doesn’t move.

Doesn’t blink.

He stands there like someone just carved his name off a tombstone and left him floating—weightless, forgotten, irrelevant.

And I don’t speak again.

I just grab her hips.

Vanessa flinches under my hands—but not from fear. Her breath stutters. Her body reacts. She knows what’s coming.

And she doesn’t resist.

I guide her higher on the couch, knees on the cushion, back arched again. She moans—quiet, low, like her body is relieved to be claimed again.

I part her cheeks.

Still wet. Still open. Still marked.

My father sees the drip.

Sees the mess.

Sees everything.

“Don’t—” he starts.

I slide my hand between her thighs, press two fingers into her still-slick cunt.

She gasps.

He flinches.

“Stop it,” he says—more to himself than me. “Jesus, Mason, stop—”

I look at him.

Dead calm.

“I’m not hiding her.”

He stares.

She moans.

I work my fingers deeper, spread them slightly, watch her hips push back against my hand like a reflex.

“She’s where she wants to be.”

Vanessa turns her head.

Looks over her shoulder.

Right at him.

Face flushed. Eyes glassy. Mouth open.

But no shame.

None.

Mark sees it.

And that’s when he breaks.

He turns.

Walks to the door.

Doesn’t slam it.

Doesn’t speak.

Just leaves.

And the moment it shuts behind him—

I slide my cock into her wet pussy in one slow, hungry thrust.

The door closes.

Soft.

Final.

I don’t rush.

I don’t speak.

I just watch her—still bent, legs spread, cunt wet, ass flushed and leaking the last of what I left inside her. Her hands tremble against the cushion. Her breath comes in broken gasps, like she’s caught between shame and need and something that doesn’t have a name.

I step behind her.

She doesn’t look back.

Doesn’t move.

Because she knows she belongs exactly where I left her.

I lean down.

Fingers glide between her thighs.

She shudders.

“You let him see you like this,” I murmur.

She moans.

My hand slides higher.

“You didn’t cover yourself.”

A small shake of her head. A breathless “No.”

“You didn’t beg me to stop.”

Her voice shakes. “I didn’t want you to.”

I press two fingers against her clit. Wet. Swollen. Ready.

“Say what you are.”

She gasps.

Then whispers, “Yours.”

I stroke slow circles.

“More.”

“Your slut. Your toy.”

My mouth brushes the curve of her spine.

“What did he see?”

Her whole body clenches.

She moans.

“He saw I’m not his anymore.”

“Not ever again.”

I slide two fingers inside her soaked pussy, curl them up—deep, slow, full. She gasps, hips jerking.

“He saw your holes leaking me.”

She nods, eyes shut.

“He saw what happens when you say yes to me.”

“Yes,” she whispers. “Yes, Mason—”

I fuck her with my fingers while I speak, slow and deep, every stroke punctuated with filthy truth.

“You don’t wear his ring.”

“No.”

“You wear my cum.”

She moans, loud this time.

I kiss the back of her neck.

“You’re never going back.”

She comes.

Just like that.

Cries out into the couch, back arching, cunt pulsing around my fingers. Her thighs shake. Her arms give out.

And I hold her there.

Fingers still inside.

Voice thick in her ear.

“You’re going to stay like this forever.”
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In Her Sleep: HE CLAIMED HER NIGHT AFTER NIGHT

A darkly obsessive, small-town breeding romance.

She came here to start over.

Quiet land. Quiet house. No one to bother her.

Except me.

From the moment I saw Willa James, I knew she was mine. Sweet little thing- soft-eyed, smelling like sunlight and honey. She didn’t see me. Not at first. But I saw her.

I waited. Watched. Wanted.

And when the lights went out, I took what I needed.

She thought it was just a dream.

She still does.

But her body knows the truth.

The way she moans for me in her sleep. The way her thighs part without thinking. The way her belly’s started to swell.

I’ve been filling her night after night—until she couldn’t take another drop without keeping it.

And now she’s waking up.

She’s not ready for how real I am.

But I’ve never been more sure of anything.

She’s mine.

And I’ll claim her again. In her sleep. In the light. Forever.

—

For readers who love:

primal obsession
somnophilia / sleep play
breeding & pregnancy
possessive heroes who worship one woman only
one-bed, no-escape intensity
small-town heat with a dark twist
feral forever-type love
No cliffhangers. No cheating. Just one dark cowboy, one dripping obsession, and the woman he fills—until she’s full of him in every way.

Given to Him: A Dark Family Power Shift

She was dad’s wife.

Now she’s whatever I want her to be.

I didn’t ask for her.

I didn’t need to.

One clause in a contract. One overlooked signature.

And everything dad had—his home, his wife, his bed—became mine.

He thought it was symbolic. Temporary.

He didn’t realize it was permanent.

Now she sleeps next to me, plugged full of my release.

She doesn’t say no.

She doesn’t even flinch when I take her—half-asleep, on the kitchen counter, or right in front of him.

She doesn’t beg for forgiveness.

She begs for more.

And he just watches.

Because this isn’t a marriage anymore.

It’s a quiet war. And I already won.

This short, high-heat story includes:

Age gap
Step dynamic
Cuckold themes
Psychological freeuse power play
Pregnancy and breeding kink
Sleep use
Public/witnessed scenes
Casual control with no apology
A soft ending for the one who surrendered
And no redemption for the one who didn’t

Dreambound: A Forbidden Step Romance

She’s his father’s new wife.

And every night, she sleepwalks.

Naked. Needy. Moaning his name.

Cole knows it’s wrong to watch her.

To crave her.

But when Isabel wanders into his room—her body bare, her dreams unguarded—his restraint shatters.

She doesn’t know she’s reaching for him in the dark.

She doesn’t know she’s calling him.

But her body does.

Now he’s giving her exactly what she wants…

While she sleeps.

And when she finally wakes?

She won’t want him to stop.

Dreambound is a short, scorching-hot forbidden step romance featuring intense sleep play, power exchange, and a younger man who knows exactly what his stepmother needs—even before she does.

This is not sweet.

This is not safe.

But it is everything your darkest fantasies have been waiting for.

The Cabin: A Dark Captive Breeding Romance

She walked into my woods.

Now she’s not walking out.

She was shivering, scared, looking for a way home.

I gave her a bed.

Then I tied her wrists, spread her legs, and made her mine.

She told me to stop. Her pussy begged me to keep going.

Now she moans in her sleep while I take her slow and deep. She leaks when I leave her empty. She twitches when I tell her what I’m going to do next.

She doesn’t know it yet, but she was made for this.

To be used.

To be ruined.

To be bred.

And I’m going to keep filling her until her body forgets anything else.

The Cabin: A Dark Captive Breeding Romance is a filthy, high-heat novella told entirely from the obsessed male POV. No cliffhanger, no escape—just unrelenting, raw, ruin-you dark romance.

🔥 Inside you’ll find:

Dubcon / noncon
Breeding kink
Captive / Stockholm spiral
Sleep play
Spit, spit, more spit
Spanking & rimming
Multiple creampies
He’s obsessed. She’s addicted.
If you’re looking for polite love stories, keep walking.

If you want to be wrecked until you forget your name—

Come inside.

Therapy Made Her Mine: A Steamy, Obsessive Romance

Therapy Made Her Mine: a Steamy, Obsessive Romance

Everyone said I was obsessed with her.

They weren’t wrong.

Bella married my dad when I was eighteen. I spent four years pretending I didn’t want her—watching, wanting, needing. And when I came home after college, that obsession wasn’t just still there… it was worse.

My dad wanted me out of the house.

Bella said therapy.

But the therapist?

He’s my friend.

And the plan he gave us?

Let me have her. For real. Share a bed. Play the role. Pretend I’m the man of the house—until the fantasy dies.

Except it didn’t.

Every kiss felt too right.

Every touch, too necessary.

Every moan from her lips… mine.

What started as a lie became something we couldn’t stop.

She was never supposed to be mine.

But I made her mine anyway.
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