
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Bet was her Body

A bet with her son and now she’s a mine 

Prologue

I should’ve known the night was heading exactly where it did the moment Brandon slammed the red solo cup down between us like he’d just discovered fire.

We were crammed into the busted leather couch of our off-campus apartment, the air thick with leftover beer and cheap body spray, football reruns flickering on the muted TV. Brandon had that irritatingly smug grin on—the one that always meant he was about to provoke the hell out of me.

“Dude,” he said, elbowing me, “Thanksgiving. You’re coming home with me again, right?” 

I shrugged, sprawled where I was, legs open, head tipped back. “If your mom’s cooking, sure. Last year she made that pecan pie that should’ve been illegal.”

He snorted. “You only liked it because she smiled at you like you were a lost puppy.”
I grinned, slow and sharp. “She smiles that way at everyone.”

“Not like that.” He pointed at me with the cup. “And you were staring at her tits the entire time, don’t even lie.”

I didn’t lie. No point.
Because I’d been doing a hell of a lot more than staring. 

Caroline Hughes —forty, widowed, soft-voiced, cardigan-loving—had been lodged in my brain since freshman year when Brandon first dragged me home for fall break and she’d opened the door with flour on her cheek and a shy little laugh that hit me lower than I ever admitted.

Sweet. Gentle. Oblivious.
And built like every wet dream I’d had before I even knew how to have them. 

Brandon kicked my foot. “You seriously have a thing for her.”
“Have?” I smirked. “Buddy, I’ve practically got a PhD in it.”

He groaned into his hands. “You’re disgusting.”
“Mm. Confident.”
He threw a pillow at me. I caught it with one hand, still grinning.
Then he said the words that pushed everything over the edge:
“I bet you couldn’t even get her to give you a hug without turning into a tomato.”
I laughed, loud and disbelieving, because he honestly had no idea. “A hug? I could get a lot more than that.”
Brandon stared. Blinked. “Bullshit.” My grin widened. “Try me.” 

He sat forward, eyes bright with the kind of idiotic challenge only college guys come up with at two a.m. “Fine. Then I bet—if you actually think you’re that smooth—you couldn’t sleep with her.”

That hung in the air.
My pulse kicked.
Because I’d imagined it too many times to count. 

I leaned back, spread my arms along the couch, let the confidence drip from me like heat. “One weekend,” I said. “Thanksgiving. If I want her, she’s mine.”

Brandon choked on nothing. “You’re fucking insane.”
“Maybe. But I’m right.” “Dude, it’s my mom.”
I shrugged. “You brought it up.”
He pressed his hands to his face. “This is the worst idea we’ve ever had.”
I lifted my cup in a mock toast. “So you’re saying the bet’s on?”
A long suffering sigh. A full-body cringe.
Then:
“Fine. The bet’s on. But if she even looks uncomfortable, I will beat your ass.” 

“Relax,” I said, lowering the cup, my voice dropping, confident and sure. “She’s going to love having me there.”
And in my chest, in that place I didn’t admit existed, a spark lit—anticipation, desire, the thrill of finally getting close enough to touch the woman whose soft little smiles haunted me.

Thanksgiving weekend.
Caroline. And me. 

Chapter1

Brandon’s neighborhood looked exactly the same as last year: quiet cul-de-sac, trimmed lawns, pumpkin flags still clinging to porches like nobody’d told them it was late November. He killed the engine in his old Civic and shot me a look that was half warning, half exhausted resignation.

“Don’t be weird,” he said.
I smirked. “I’m never weird.”
He snorted. “You’re literally about to flirt with my mom.”
“Incorrect,” I said as I opened the door, stretching in the chilly air. “I’m about to charm her.” 

Brandon groaned into his jacket. I shut the door behind me, rolling my shoulders once, settling into that warm, confident swagger that always slid over me like a second skin when I wanted something—and right now, I wanted Caroline Hughes like sin.

The front door opened before we even got to the porch, light spilling out into the dimming evening.
And there she was. 

Caroline stood framed in the doorway in a soft cream sweater that looked like it belonged in a commercial and hugged her curves in the most unintentional, devastating way. Her hair was tucked behind one ear in that shy, sweet way she always had, and her eyes lit up the moment she saw us—saw me.

“Oh! You’re here!” she said, and her voice was warm enough to melt the cold right off me.
Brandon trudged forward. “Hey, Mom.” 

She stepped aside to hug him first, murmuring something about him being too skinny. Then she turned toward me, hands clasped at her chest like she wasn’t sure if the hug was allowed.
Then she blushed.

Actually blushed. 

“Oh—um, do you… want one too?” she asked, soft as sugar, eyes lifting to mine like she was embarrassed to even offer.

Want one?
Hell, I’d been thinking about the way she might feel in my arms for a year.
I let my smile go easy and warm, not cocky. Not yet. “Of course I do.” 

And before she could overthink it, I stepped in and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her gently but firmly against me.

She fit. 

God, she fit. Small, soft, warm—her body pressed lightly to mine, her cheek brushing my chest as she exhaled a surprised little breath that trembled right through her. I felt her hands hesitate against my back before they finally settled there, tentative and sweet, like she wasn’t sure if she was allowed to hold on.

She smelled like vanilla and something delicate, something I’d wanted to bury my face in since the moment I first met her.

“Mm,” she said, a tiny sound muffled against me. “You always give such nice hugs.”
I nearly laughed, because if she thought this was me giving a nice hug, she had absolutely no idea.
“Good to see you again, Caroline,” I murmured against her hair. 

She pulled back just enough to look up at me, cheeks pink, eyes bright. “I—I’m really glad you came. I made extra rolls because I remember you liked them last time.”

I felt Brandon staring daggers at me from somewhere behind, but I didn’t look away from her.
Not when she was smiling at me like that.
Not when her fingers were still resting lightly on my arm like she’d forgotten to let go.
“That was sweet of you,” I said, voice low, smooth. “Thank you.”
Her blush deepened, and she dropped her gaze, flustered. “Oh—well—it’s nothing, really.”
But it wasn’t nothing.
Nothing about her was. 

She stepped back to usher us in, fluttery and flustered in that adorable way that made my pulse thrum harder— completely unaware of what I saw in her, what I imagined, what I planned.
And as I crossed the threshold, I couldn’t stop the thought that pulsed through me:

She’s already melting.
This weekend is going to be fun. 

Caroline’s kitchen was warm and smelled like cinnamon, like nutmeg and butter and flour sifted into the air. The late afternoon light stretched through the windows in pale gold strips, glowing off the white counters, the worn hardwood floor, the stacks of mixing bowls and old recipe cards lined up with perfect domestic chaos.

She was already in full prep mode. “Tomorrow’s the turkey,” she said, more to herself than anyone, one arm flung up to sweep a bit of hair from her face. “So today it’s pies and bread dough and maybe cranberry sauce if I’m not too tired later—oh, and the green bean thing, but that’ll wait.”

She was fluttering. Totally in her zone. Flour dusted across the front of her sweater and clung to her chest in little white ghosts, and her skirt swished around her calves as she moved. She had on soft little socks, not shoes, and she padded across the tile with her head tilted like she was trying to remember some long-lost detail from a cookbook in her head.

I leaned on the island and watched her, chin in hand, biting down a grin.
“Do you always cook barefoot?” I asked.
She jumped slightly, glancing down at her feet like she’d forgotten them. “Oh! I—yes. Is that bad?” 

“Not bad,” I said, dragging my eyes up her legs slowly enough for her to catch it. “Just cute.”
She flushed right to her ears, turned back to the counter with a flustered little laugh, nearly dropped the egg she was cracking. “You’re very sweet,” she said in that soft, absent way, whisking quickly. “You always were. Brandon says you’re a smooth talker.”

“I only say what I mean.”
I said it low, watching the way she stirred a little faster.
She glanced over her shoulder, hesitated. “Would you like to help?”
“Sure,” I said, rounding the counter. “Tell me what to do.” 

The kitchen wasn’t built for two people. Not really. So when she turned to grab something from the cupboard, we bumped. She made a soft sound—“Oh!”—and froze when my hand steadied her waist, fingers curling lightly in the fabric of her sweater.
“Sorry,” she said, not pulling away. “It’s… a bit tight in here.”

“Mm,” I said. “Don’t mind at all.” 

She turned pink again but reached for the cinnamon, letting it pass without comment. I stood beside her, close enough to feel the heat of her body, to smell the soft sweetness clinging to her neck—vanilla and sugar and the faintest trace of lotion.

“Your hands are so warm,” she murmured as I helped roll out the dough, hers brushing mine. “You’ve got those big hands.”

I laughed. “You thinking about my hands, Caroline?”
She froze. Literally froze. 

I turned my head slowly toward her, watched her blink up at me like a deer caught in warm kitchen light. Her mouth parted slightly, then shut again.
“I didn’t mean—I mean—just, they’re helpful in the kitchen. That’s all.”

God, she was so fucking cute when she panicked. 

“I like helping you,” I said, letting the words land heavy between us, voice just a little lower than necessary. “You look good like this. All busy and soft and floured up.”

She made a flustered sound and tucked her hair behind her ear again. “You’re terrible,” she said, laughing under her breath.

“But you’re smiling.”
She glanced up at me, caught. Then she dropped her eyes and shook her head, cheeks flushed. 

“Want me to knead something?” I asked. She made a strangled little noise that might’ve been a laugh—might’ve been something else—and handed me the bowl of dough with shaky hands.

“Here,” she said. “Just… be gentle. That one’s delicate.”
I smirked, taking it from her. “So am I.” 

And she laughed again, covering her mouth. Soft, flustered, unaware of how close she already was to giving me everything I wanted.

The pie crust was done. Caroline stood at the counter brushing the edges with egg wash, her sweater sleeves pushed up to her elbows, humming something too soft to recognize. The kitchen still smelled like cinnamon and butter, but underneath it—beneath it—I could smell her. Her skin. Warm and just a little sweet.

She was focused. Delicate with every touch, fingers careful and precise.
Then the spatula slipped off the counter.
“Oh—”
It landed with a soft clatter just in front of the oven. 

She moved to pick it up without thinking, already halfway through a laugh. “Always dropping things when I’m rushing…”

And then she bent.
Bent.
Like some part of the universe wanted to test my selfcontrol. 

Her back arched slightly, knees straight, one hand braced on the stovetop. The skirt she wore, some soft fluttery thing that danced around her legs earlier, lifted with the motion—barely, but enough.

No tights. No leggings. Just smooth skin.
And white cotton. A sweet, delicate curve, soft and hugged in fabric that left nothing to imagination.
My mouth went dry. My fingers flexed on the counter. 

She straightened a second later, totally oblivious, brushing flour from her palms, the spatula dangling in her hand. “Sorry, that must’ve made you jump.”

I was behind her before I thought twice.
“No,” I said, voice low, close. “But something did.” 

She turned, startled by how near I was. We were chest to chest, her breath catching the moment she met my eyes.
I didn’t back off. Let her feel how much space she hadn’t left between us. Let her see it in my face—what she’d just done to me, what she looked like bent over like that.

Her lips parted again. “I—what did I—?” 

I lifted a hand, slow, deliberate, and brushed a bit of flour from her cheek with the pad of my thumb. Her skin was hot. Burning. She leaned into it before she realized what she was doing.

“You dropped something,” I said, voice barely above a murmur. 

Her eyes stayed on mine, wide, blinking, mouth soft with something like confusion—or maybe something she hadn’t let herself name yet.

“I…” she breathed. “You’re…” I didn’t smile. Not this time. I just leaned in, slow and smooth, until my mouth was at her ear.

“You looked so pretty when you bent over like that,” I said.
She gasped.
Her fingers tightened around the spatula, like it was the only thing anchoring her. Her whole body went still.
“I—I didn’t mean to,” she said, barely audible.
“I know.” My mouth brushed just beneath her ear, not quite kissing. “That’s what makes it better.”
She was shaking. Only a little. But I felt it. 

“You don’t mean those things,” she whispered. I pulled back just enough to look down at her, to let her see every honest inch of me. “Caroline,” I said, and her name landed heavy, slow, warm. “I haven’t stopped thinking about you since last Thanksgiving.”

She blinked fast. Her voice was thready, almost dazed. “But I—I’m…” 

She trailed off. She couldn’t finish the sentence. Couldn’t decide if she wanted to say I’m too old or I’m your son’s mom or I’m not supposed to want this.

Didn’t matter.
Because she wasn’t pulling away.
She was looking at my mouth like she wanted something else.
“Tell me to stop,” I said, brushing my knuckles lightly over her hip, slow enough that she could still say it. She didn’t.
She just stood there, trembling, lips parted, frozen in that perfect place between wanting and denying.
I stepped closer again.
Closer still.
My hand slid to the small of her back.
And she let me.
She didn’t stop me. 

Not when I stepped in. Not when my hand slid fully to her lower back, palm flattening against that soft cotton curve, fingers trailing low enough she gasped again—still breathy and confused and frozen. Not scared. Just… overwhelmed. Her eyes flicked to my mouth, and that was all I needed.

I kissed her.
Not tentative. Not a test.
Mouth full on hers, open, claiming. 

Her lips parted under mine like a secret unlocked, soft and so fucking warm. I caught the little breath she gave—“Mmh!”—swallowed it, slid my tongue in deep. She tasted like cinnamon and something sweeter, something shy, and she whimpered against my mouth like she hadn’t kissed anyone in years and forgot how greedy it could get.

My hand cupped her ass —god, so full, so perfect in my palm—and I squeezed, slow and heavy, grinding her lightly against me as my tongue pressed deeper into hers.
She melted.

Her fingers fumbled uselessly at my shirt, clutching without purpose, eyes fluttering shut as I kept kissing her like she was mine, like she already belonged to me. She moaned into it—“Ahhn—mmh!”—the noise wet and needy, hips twitching forward like she didn’t mean to move but couldn’t help it.

I pulled her closer, let her feel how hard I was through my jeans, and her breath hitched sharp. 

“Oh my god,” she whispered when I finally broke the kiss, just a breath away from her lips, both of us panting.

She touched her mouth like she couldn’t believe what it had just done. 

“You kissed me,” she said. I tilted my head, watching her with half-lidded eyes, voice still low and rough. “You kissed me back.”

She shook her head, barely. “I—I didn’t mean to—”
I kissed her again.
Harder.
Deeper. 

This time I pressed her back into the counter, my thigh sliding between hers as I rocked into her body, swallowing every gasp, every helpless little mewl she gave me as her hands clutched my arms. My palm moved up her waist, slow and sure, curling around the side of her breast—cupping it, feeling the heat through the fabric. She arched into my hand with a sound she didn’t mean to make, head tipping back against the cupboards as I mouthed down her jaw, tongue tracing that soft skin.

“Mmnhh—ahh—no—no, we—we can’t—” But she wasn’t pulling away.
She wasn’t pushing me off. 

She was shaking, flushed, eyes glazed and lips swollen from kissing, chest heaving under my hand as I squeezed her breast again, thumb brushing the hard peak I could feel rising beneath her bra.

“I’m—your friend’s—I’m not supposed to—” she stammered.
“You’re not supposed to want it,” I said into her neck, teeth grazing her skin. “But you do.”
And she whimpered.
Actually whimpered. Breathless and wrecked. “I—I don’t know—” 

“I do,” I said, kissing her again, softer now, coaxing, tongue slow and deep and claiming. “You think about me. I know you do.”

She didn’t answer. But she didn’t deny it. Her nails curled into my sleeves. Her body leaned into mine. Her legs parted around my thigh and she ground against it, just once, just enough to betray everything.

I didn’t stop. 

Couldn’t, really— not with how soft she was against me, not with the way her breath trembled and her eyes fluttered shut every time I whispered something in that voice, low and close and steady enough to unravel her.

“You’re so warm,” I murmured at her throat, mouth dragging along the edge of her jaw, tongue tasting the flushed skin there. “God, Caroline, you feel so fucking good…”
She whimpered. Actually whimpered. Her body trembled beneath my hand, her legs parting 
instinctively as my thigh pressed up between them, and her hips shifted—just a little, barely enough—but enough to tell me she needed more.

“I’m not supposed to be…” she whispered, voice breaking. 

“But you are,” I breathed into her ear, my hand sliding up under her sweater, fingertips grazing the edge of her bra. “You’re letting me.”

My thumb brushed over her nipple, already hard, and she gasped—short and quiet, but desperate.
“Nnnh—!” 

Her arms trembled around my shoulders. Her body arched. Her thighs pressed inward like she couldn’t decide if she wanted to run or pull me closer. “You want more,” I said. Not a question.

She shook her head. But her body— 

— her body leaned in, hips shifting again, one knee lifting like she didn’t even realize she was opening herself up for me.

I kissed her again, hot and deep, mouth sliding against hers like I could drink her breath. She moaned into it, and while she was distracted—so perfectly lost in the way I kissed her—I let my hand trail lower.

Down over the swell of her hip.
Under the hem of her skirt.
And up her bare thigh.
She stiffened. “Wha—”
But my fingers brushed between her legs, and everything in her buckled.
She was soaked. Through the cotton. 

I dragged my fingers slowly along the heat of her slit, her panties clinging wet to her folds, and she gasped into my mouth—high and sharp, like a woman falling apart.

“Nnh—aaah! Wait—”
But her hips rocked toward me.
“Tell me you want me to stop,” I said, voice ragged, fingers rubbing just soft enough to drive her insane. She didn’t. Couldn’t. 

Her hands clutched my shirt like she was drowning. Her hips bucked into my palm as I pushed the fabric aside, found her bare and slick beneath, fingers sliding into her folds—wet, trembling, needy.

And when I pressed one finger in—slow, deliberate, thick with heat—she gasped:
“Ahhh—hnnh!”
God, she was tight. So fucking tight I had to go slow, easing my finger in and feeling her clench around me. 

“You’ve been aching for this,” I whispered, lips at her temple, tongue flicking there while my finger fucked her shallow and slow. “You didn’t even know it, did you?”

Her head dropped against my shoulder, a whimper catching in her throat.
“No—nno, I didn’t—I…” 

But she was already grinding down on my hand. Her thighs trembling around me. Her breath catching every time I curled that finger and grazed that spot deep inside.

“Let me feel more of you,” I said.
And she did.
She opened.
Another finger. Then three. 

And she was dripping. Her voice was helpless now—tiny, broken moans spilling out with each thrust of my fingers. “Ahh— ahhh—god—s’too much—I ccan’t—”

“Yes you can.” 

I kissed her again —crushed our mouths together, tongue sliding against hers while I pumped into her soft, soaked pussy, her slick drenching my hand.

Her body jerked when I thumbed her clit.
“Aaahh—!”
She came seconds later.
Hard. 

Full-body shudder, her thighs locking around my wrist, hips rolling, breath lost completely. Her mouth dropped open against mine, eyes squeezed shut, whole body trembling like I’d knocked loose something she hadn’t touched in years.

“Fuck, Caroline,” I growled, lips brushing her ear, my fingers still buried inside her as she trembled through the aftershocks. “You’re so fucking perfect like this.”

She collapsed against me, gasping, one hand braced on the counter. Her cheeks burned. Her mouth couldn’t close. Her pussy clenched weakly around my fingers even after the waves passed, like her body hadn’t realized it was over.

Like it didn’t want it to be. 

She slumped against me like her bones had gone soft, her cheek against my chest, gasping through the high that had just wrecked her. Her skirt was bunched around her hips, her panties shoved aside and clinging damp to her thigh. My fingers still inside her.

Still curled. Still teasing. And she was still trembling. 

Caroline made a soft, breathy noise when I shifted my hand, like her body didn’t know how to stop reacting. I stroked slow, shallow—just enough to keep her sensitive, to make her gasp again when my thumb circled her clit.

“Nnh— ahh—” she moaned, voice already wrecked, barely more than a whisper. “No, I—I can’t again, I c- can’t—”

But her hips told a different story. They moved.
They rolled forward, grinding into my hand.
I kissed her temple, mouthing along her hairline, my voice steady, low, hot. 

“Yes you can.” Her body shuddered. She tried to twist, but I caught her chin, turned her back to face me. Her lips were parted. Her eyes wet. Flushed to the collarbone and utterly undone.

“You liked it,” I murmured. “Didn’t you?” 

“I—” She hesitated, breath catching as my fingers shifted again, slow thrusts slick with her own come. “I ddidn’t mean to…”

“But you did.”
I rocked my fingers deeper.
Her knees buckled.
“You liked how I touched you. You’re soaked, 

Caroline. You came all over my hand.” Her lashes fluttered. She whimpered—high and breathless, head falling back.

“Say it,” I whispered, voice dark and velvet. “Say you liked it.”
Her voice was a ghost. “I… liked it.”
I smiled. “Good girl.”
She gasped. My thumb pressed down again. She jerked—“Ah! F-fuck—!” 

There it was. The way she said that word like she didn’t know she could, like it wasn’t in her vocabulary until I pulled it out of her with two fingers and the right kind of kiss.

I kissed her again, deep and coaxing, tongue slow and wet, dragging along hers like I had all the time in the world to take her apart.
She kissed back harder.

Clung to my neck, opened her thighs around my hand and started riding it again, chasing it this time. 

“You’re so sensitive,” I murmured against her mouth. “So fucking tight. Can’t believe no one’s touched you like this in years.”

She made a sound —choked, almost a sob—and my fingers curled again, slow and deep, and her pussy squeezed like she was going to come already.

“Tell me what you want,” I whispered, dragging my thumb around her clit in lazy circles. “I want to hear you beg.”

“I—I don’t…” she gasped, panting. “Please—I don’t know—just don’t stop—don’t stop—”
“That’s not begging, sweetheart.” I pushed deeper. 

“Please,” she whined, legs trembling, voice rising in pitch. “Please—I want—oh my god—I want to come again—please—”

“Good,” I breathed. “You’re going to.” 

I fucked her with my fingers harder, faster now, wet sounds rising between us, the obscene rhythm of it barely muffled by her moans.

She gripped the counter with both hands, mouth open in a silent scream as her second orgasm slammed into her—shaking, writhing, thighs jerking against mine as she lost it completely.

“Aaahh—! Fuuuuck—mmnh—mmnhh!” 

I held her tight, hand buried inside her, thumb still working her clit as she spasmed and broke, a mess of whimpers and desperate gasps.
She collapsed against me, spent, trembling and soaking my hand.

I kissed her cheek. Her jaw. Her throat. Murmured filth and praise against her skin.
“God, you’re so good for me,” I whispered. “So fucking perfect.”
And she couldn’t say anything. Just breathed, clung, shivered.
Wrecked.
Mine. 

She sagged against the counter, breaths thin and shaky, her knees threatening to give out every few seconds. Her skirt was still hitched high on her hips, her pussy glistening, swollen, twitching around nothing now that my fingers weren’t inside her.
God, she looked ruined.

Ruined by me. 

I slid my hand down her thigh —slow, teasing her already-sensitive skin—and she whimpered softly, hips twitching away like she couldn’t handle even the ghost of a touch anymore.

“Easy,” I murmured, steadying her with one hand on the small of her back. “You’re okay.”
She nodded, barely, hair messy, lips red, chest lifting and falling too fast.
Then I hooked my fingers at the waistband of her soaked panties.
Her eyes flew open. “W-what are you—” “Shh.”
I dragged them down her thighs in one smooth pull. 

She gasped —soft, shocked, too dazed to put up any real protest—as the ruined cotton slid off her ankles. She pressed her thighs together instinctively, shy all over again now that the climax haze was fading and realization was creeping in.

But I was already standing again, panties dangling from my fingers.
Her face went utterly pink.
“Please don’t—” she whispered, mortified. “Oh god, don’t keep those—” 

I folded them, slow and deliberate, my eyes locked on hers the whole time.
“Caroline,” I said, voice warm, amused, thick with desire. “I’m absolutely keeping them.”

Her breath hitched. “You—you can’t—”
I slipped the panties into my back pocket. Patting it once.
Then I winked. 

She made a tiny noise —somewhere between a gasp and a whimper—and covered her mouth with both hands like she couldn’t even process what was happening.

“We’re not done,” I said, stepping closer, my fingers brushing her cheek, tilting her chin up. “Not even close.”

Her lips parted. “We… we can’t do this here… not with… oh god…”
“We won’t,” I murmured, leaning in, “not here.”
Her eyes fluttered shut just before my mouth touched hers again. 

This kiss wasn’t frantic like before. It was slow. Deep. Purposeful. My tongue sliding into her mouth, claiming her all over again—letting her feel exactly how much I wanted her, how much control she’d already handed me without even realizing it.

She melted into it, a soft “mmmnh…” vibrated against my lips, her fingers curling into my shirt like her body was begging for more even if her mind was trying to catch up.

I broke the kiss with a gentle tug on her bottom lip.
She swayed. 

“You’re coming back to me later,” I said, voice a promise. Not a question.
Her eyes were wide, pupils blown, breath shaky. “I… I… oh god.”

I gave her one last kiss—quick, soft, but hot enough that her knees buckled again.
Then I stepped back. 

Left her trembling in the middle of her kitchen, skirt still wrinkled around her hips, legs bare, my fingerprints on her skin—and her panties in my pocket.

“See you soon, sweetheart.” And I walked off. 

Chapter2

The house was quiet. Brandon had gone to bed an hour ago, probably passed out in front of his laptop like he always did. The upstairs hallway light was off, just a strip of pale amber bleeding from under the bathroom door.

I heard the water.
And I didn’t wait.
Didn’t knock. Didn’t ask. I turned the knob, stepped in, and shut the door behind me without a sound. 

Steam coated the mirror. The air was thick with heat and the soft scent of her shampoo. She was behind the fogged glass of the shower, head tipped back under the spray, eyes closed, mouth parted, fingers running through her wet hair.
I watched for a second—just long enough to burn the image into memory.

Then I pulled my shirt off, let it drop. Jeans next. No pause.
I slid the door open.
She didn’t hear me at first. Not until I stepped in behind her and pressed my chest against her slick, naked back.
She gasped—sharp and small, spine going rigid. 

“Shhh,” I murmured, my hands already sliding around her waist, already exploring the curves I’d thought about all day. “It’s just me.”

Her breath hitched. “You—you can’t—”
But she didn’t move away. She didn’t stop me. 

I kissed the side of her neck, water cascading between us, and she tilted her head like instinct, exposing more skin. My hands moved up, slow and heavy, palms flattening over the swell of her breasts.

God, her tits. 

Soft and full, heavy with heat, slick from the spray. My thumbs brushed her nipples, already hard, and she let out a quiet sound that was almost a moan.

“Mmh—”
I squeezed them. 

Let the weight fill my hands, kneading her gently at first, then firmer—like I was learning every inch of her body by feel alone.
“You were thinking about me, weren’t you?” I whispered against her ear, fingers rubbing slow, tight circles over her stiff nipples. “In here. Touching yourself.”

“No,” she breathed, shaking her head— but her voice cracked, and she was already leaning back against me, body melting under my touch.

I rolled both nipples between my fingers.
She gasped. “Ahhh—!”
“You going to lie to me again?”
She moaned when I pinched one, just enough to sting. 

“Nnnh— god—” I slipped one hand lower, between her thighs, and pressed.

“You’re already wet,” I murmured, voice thick with heat. “Is that for me?”
Her head dropped back to my shoulder. She nodded.
Whispered:
“Yes…” 

Her breath caught when my fingers slid lower. Her thighs twitched, trying to close around my hand, but I was already guiding her.

Not inside her this time. 

Not yet. I caught her hip with both hands and turned her gently, pressing her back to the wet tile wall, then dropped down to one knee in the shower—water hammering off my shoulders, steam wrapping around us in thick curls.

“Lift your leg,” I said, voice a low command. 

She blinked down at me, dazed, lips parted, hair dripping wet around her flushed face. “What are you— ?”

I ran my hands up her thighs. Gripped her ass in both palms.
“Now.”
She obeyed. 

I slid my thigh under her, thick and flexed, my knee braced on the tile, and pulled her forward until her slick, needy cunt was grinding right against it. She gasped—body jerking.

“Ahhh—! Wait—”
“Don’t wait,” I growled, mouth at her stomach, kissing the soft skin just above her mound. “Ride it.” 

Her hands flew to my shoulders. She whimpered —low, unsure—but I was already rocking her forward, rolling her hips against the hard muscle of my thigh.

“Fuck—mmnh—god—” she gasped, clinging to me.
The pressure made her moan almost instantly. 

“Yeah,” I said, watching her, my hands gripping her ass, helping her move. “That’s it. Rub that sweet little pussy on me. Let me feel how bad you need it.” Her hips bucked—frantic, wet, slippery against my leg. Her cunt dragged up and down my thigh, and I could feel every twitch of her clit, every shift of her desperate rhythm.

“Don’t stop,” I told her. “Use me.” 

She whimpered again, biting her lip, her breath stuttering. Her tits bounced as she moved, nipples pebbling in the cool air outside the stream of water, and I leaned in, sucked one into my mouth.

She screamed.
“Ahhh—fuuuuck—”
I bit. Not hard, just enough. 

She humped faster. My thigh was slick with her, soaked in her juices as she ground against me—frantic, hungry, breaking.

Her hands scrambled in my hair, pulling, shaking.
“Y-you’re… oh my god—”
“You gonna come again?” I asked, tongue swirling around her nipple. “You gonna soak my leg this time?”
She nodded, desperate, riding harder, gasping with every stroke of her clit against my thigh.
“Say it.”
“I—I’m gonna—ahhh—I’m—”
“Say it, Caroline.” “I’m gonna fucking come!”
She did.
Exploded. 

Clutched my shoulders, back arched against the wall, crying out as her pussy spasmed against my leg—slick and messy and hot as she came apart.

“F-fuck—! Fuck—mmnnnh—!”
I held her through it, grinning against her skin. 

She was still shaking when I stood. Her thighs glistened, slick with her release, dripping down my leg, water running over her flushed skin as she slumped back against the wall, hair soaked and clinging to her cheeks.
She looked up at me with wide, breathless eyes.

I grabbed her chin. Firm. Gentle.
Lifted it until she was staring up at me through the spray.
“You’re not done,” I said.
She swallowed.
“I—I don’t think I—”
“You can.” 

I leaned down, kissed her hard —tongue deep, filthy, letting her taste the sweat and water and her own moans on my breath.
Then I pulled back. Slowly. Let my hand trail from her chin to the side of her neck, down over her breast, teasing her nipple once more until she shivered.

“Knees,” I said.
She froze. Wet lips parted. Eyes blinking in disbelief.
I didn’t repeat it. Just watched her.
And after a second—heart racing, face burning—she dropped. 

First one knee, then the other, water splashing around her as she knelt at my feet in the shower, steam curling up between us.

She stared at my cock like she couldn’t believe this was happening.
I stroked her cheek. Brushed my thumb over her lips. “You want to taste me,” I murmured. “Don’t you?”
She hesitated.
Then nodded.
Barely.
I smiled.
“Good girl.” 

She knelt beneath me in the shower like a dream I’d conjured—naked, wet, flushed from orgasm, her lips parted in disbelief, breath still shaky. Water streamed down her chest, dripping off her nipples. She looked up with that soft, confused, perfect expression like she didn’t quite know how she got here, but couldn’t stop herself from staying.
I stroked a hand through her soaked hair, brushing it behind her ear.

“You’ve got no idea how beautiful you look like this,” I said, letting my voice stay low, soft, dangerous. “On your knees for me.”

She didn’t answer. Just breathed harder, her eyes dropping—
—to my cock. 

I was already hard. Painfully. Achingly. Her moans had gotten me there, her pussy grinding on my thigh had kept me there—but now?

Now I was throbbing.
I wrapped a hand around the base, right in front of her. She gasped.
“Watch,” I said. 

And I started stroking. Slow. Heavy. My fist slid up over the tip, dragging a thick drop of precum down the length.

She watched.
Face burning. Eyes wide. Lips parting more. 

I used my thumb to smear it —slow circles right at the crown, letting her see how slick it got. Letting her imagine how it would taste. I grunted softly, hips flexing into my fist.

“You ever had a cock in your mouth, Caroline?”
She flinched—but shook her head. Honest. “No,” she whispered.
I smiled.
“Perfect.”
I leaned down slightly, still stroking myself in front of her.
“You want to be good for me?”
She nodded.
“Then open those pretty lips,” I said. “Let me show you how.”
She did. Shyly. Slowly. 

Her mouth opened just enough for me to press the tip of my cock against her lower lip—wet, hot, trembling. She closed her eyes at the first taste.

I didn’t let her stop.
“Eyes on me.”
She looked up, dazed. 

I dragged my cock across her lips. Let her tongue slip out, small and tentative, and I groaned as she licked me—just a flick at first, nervous, almost sweet.

“That’s it,” I whispered, brushing my hand down to cup her jaw. “Good girl. You’re doing perfect.” 

She licked again. Then again. And when I slid just the head past her lips—slow, careful, not too deep—she moaned.

Her tongue curled under me, warm and wet.
She sucked.
God. That noise.
“Mmmnh…”
Her eyes fluttered, and I sank my fingers into her wet hair, guiding her gently, rocking forward just a little.
“Relax your throat,” I told her. “Let it in.”
She took me deeper. Bit by bit. 

Her jaw opened wider. Her lips stretched. Drool started to drip from the corner of her mouth, mixing with the water, running down her chin—and I fucked her mouth with slow, patient thrusts, letting her get used to the weight, the heat, the taste.

She gagged once. Pulled back.
I didn’t let her fall.
“Shhh. You’re fine.”
My thumb wiped her cheek, her lips glistening.
“You want to make me proud?”
She nodded. “Then open wide.”
And she did.
I slid back in. Deeper this time. Her throat flexed around the head, and she whimpered—but didn’t stop.
Her hands clutched my thighs. Her mouth drooled all over me.
And she let me teach her.
Let me use her.
Let me train her—slowly, lovingly, filthily—to take every inch. 

The steam blurred the edges of the shower, like the rest of the world had slipped away—just her, just me, just the sound of her soft breaths and the wet suck of her tongue dragging across the head of my cock. I didn’t let her rush.

“Good,” I murmured, my hand buried in her hair, fingers firm against her scalp. “Slow. Use your tongue.” 

She licked again, shy little flicks at first, tracing the ridge, lapping the underside where I was most sensitive. Her hands trembled on my thighs, her eyes flicking up for approval, scared she was doing it wrong.

I didn’t let her doubt.
“You’re doing so good, baby,” I said, voice thick. “Feel how hard you make me? That’s your mouth doing that.”
Her cheeks flushed.
“Mmnh…” she whimpered softly, the sound muffled as she sucked me back in.
She was tentative—but eager. 

God, I could’ve died right there, watching that sweet, shy mouth wrap around me like she wanted to impress, like she didn’t fully understand the power she had but was trying to earn it anyway.

I guided her down a little deeper.
“Breathe through your nose,” I whispered. “Let it slide. Don’t fight it.”
She did. She tried. 

My cock eased into her mouth, inch by inch, her lips stretching, her jaw trembling. She gagged when it touched the back of her throat—just a little, just enough to make her eyes water—but she didn’t pull away this time.

Instead she looked up. So fucking obedient.
My stomach clenched.
“Fucking hell, Caroline…” 

I held her hair tight, not forcing, just steady. Rocked my hips forward again, slow and firm, letting her feel how much I wanted to bury myself deeper. Her moans sent vibrations through me, little helpless whimpers that made my thighs twitch.

She sucked harder.
Licked along the underside. Let me thrust a little deeper. 

Her drool mixed with the water, spilling down her chin in warm streaks. Her chest heaved as she tried to find a rhythm, to keep up with the pace I gave her.
“You like it now, don’t you?” I breathed, stroking her cheek. “You like making me feel good.”

She moaned around my cock.
Nodded. 

I pulled out slowly, thick strings of spit clinging to the tip, her lips red and swollen. She coughed once, rubbed her wrist against her chin—and then looked up at me, glassy-eyed, wrecked, waiting.

I tapped her cheek.
“Open again.”
She obeyed instantly. 

I pushed back in, watching her jaw stretch, watching her lips seal around me like a fucking halo. “Good girl,” I groaned. “God, look at you. You’re made for this.”

She whimpered. Her nails bit into my thighs. Her pace grew faster, sloppier. No rhythm anymore—just pure need, messy and hungry, her mouth leaking spit down my cock as she moaned and gagged and kept going.

I held her there. Just for a second. Just to feel the tight heat of her throat as I sank deep, her nose brushing my skin, her throat working around the shaft.

She choked—“guhh—kkh!”
Pulled back, gasping.
Eyes streaming.
I grabbed her chin again, tilted her up, thumb dragging over her wet bottom lip.
“You okay?”
She nodded. Wiped her eyes.
And opened her mouth again.
I fucking grinned.
“Goddamn. You’re mine now.” 

God, that look —those flushed cheeks, her messy hair soaked from the shower, the soft desperation in her eyes, like she’d forgotten everything that made her hesitate. The only thing that mattered now was doing exactly what I told her.

I slid back in, slower this time, hand firm in her hair, guiding her down until her lips sealed tight around my shaft, heat and suction pulling a groan straight out of me.

“Mmm—fuck, yes…” 

She whimpered softly, cheeks hollowing as she sucked, tongue fluttering underneath in careful, shy patterns like she was still trying to impress me—still chasing every moan I gave her like it meant something.

And it did.
Because I’d never felt anything like this.
Not just her mouth—but her. Sweet, shy, utterly ruined, and begging for more without saying a word.
“Keep going,” I said, voice a low growl. 

I rocked my hips forward, slow thrusts at first, letting her get used to the rhythm—her throat tensing, jaw straining. She gagged a little again, eyes watering, and I eased back… then slid forward just a little deeper.

She moaned around me.
Then moaned again—longer this time—as I tightened my grip in her hair and fucked her mouth a little harder. 

Sloppy, wet sounds filled the shower. Her spit slicked everything. Her hands were gripping my thighs tight, holding on as I used her mouth just how I wanted, slowly building the pace—her head bobbing, throat flexing, lips swollen and pink and trembling.

“You’re doing so fucking good,” I groaned. “God, you were made for this.”
She moaned in response, sending vibrations straight up my cock. 

And I started fucking her face. Harder now. Sharper thrusts, fast and deep, my hips snapping forward as her mouth took it, all of it—no hesitation left, just a mess of spit and need and soft choking whimpers as she let me use her completely.

“Nnh—guhh—kkhh—ahh…” 

Drool streamed down her chin, mixing with the spray from the shower, soaking her tits, her chest rising fast with each breath when I pulled out to let her gasp, then plunged right back in.

“I’m gonna come,” I growled, voice ragged, hips jerking. “Gonna come down your fucking throat—don’t you dare spill a drop.”

She nodded.
Mouth open. Eyes glassy. Waiting. 

So ready. And when I shoved in one final time—buried deep, held there—she swallowed around me with a soft choking gasp.

I exploded.
Hot, thick pulses shooting straight into her throat.
She whimpered but didn’t flinch.
Just held still.
Let me finish.
Swallowed everything. 

“F -fuck—fuck, Caroline—fuck—” My body shook, knees nearly buckling, hands tight in her hair as I came hard, emptying every last drop into her, hips twitching with the aftershocks.

She stayed there.
Didn’t move.
Just breathed through her nose and let me fill her. 

And when I pulled back, slow and careful, her mouth hung open a second longer—tongue out, lips glossy, throat working as she swallowed the last of it.

Her eyes met mine.
Destroyed.
Obedient. So fucking perfect.
“Good girl,” I whispered, stroking her wet cheek.
She leaned into my palm like she was drunk on it— drunk on me.
And I knew then:
I could do anything to her.
Anything.
And she’d beg for more. 

I reached down and ran my thumb along her bottom lip. She closed her eyes like she was savoring the touch. Like she needed it.
But I didn’t let her stay in that haze.

I curled two fingers under her chin and lifted her face toward mine.
“Before you get up,” I said, voice low, firm, not unkind, “there’s something you owe me.”
She blinked, dazed. “…What?”
I leaned in, just enough for her to feel my breath against her mouth. My grip didn’t loosen.
“You say thank you.” 

Her eyes went wide. Her lips parted like she wanted to argue—but no words came. Not really. Just the faintest breath of resistance. The faintest shame curling in her flushed, post-orgasm expression.

I waited. Held her gaze. Thumb brushing her cheek, patient, steady.

“I…” she whispered.
“Say it.”
Her throat worked. She swallowed.
And then—quiet, barely audible, but unmistakably real:
“…Thank you.”
I smiled. 

“Louder.” She blushed deep—like her body understood before her mouth caught up—but she didn’t look away.

Her voice shook.
“…Thank you.”
“Good girl,” I murmured. 

Then I bent down and kissed her —deep, slow, soft in contrast to everything that had come before. She whimpered into my mouth, lips trembling, and I could feel how grateful she was in the way she kissed me back—like she needed the praise, needed to be seen.

She stayed on her knees for another second longer, until I finally let go of her chin, stepped back, and offered her my hand.

“Come on.” She let me pull her gently to her feet, wobbling slightly on unsteady legs. Her body leaned into mine, bare and dripping, still flushed from every climax, every word, every inch of control I’d wrapped around her.

I kissed her temple, then reached for the towel and started drying her off myself. 

Slow. Tender. Hands sliding over every inch of her skin, not lingering—just caring. Down her arms. Across her back. Between her breasts, over her thighs. I wiped the water from her shoulders, her belly, down her calves. When I got to her inner thighs, she tensed—but I only smiled and whispered:

“Still so sensitive…”
She nodded faintly.
“I’ll be gentle next time.”
Her eyes darted up. “Next time?” she breathed.
I leaned in and kissed her again, slow and heavy, tongue parting her lips, no urgency—just a promise.
Then I whispered: “You think I’m done with you?” 

Chapter3

She was still shaky on her feet when I finished drying her off—soft, warm skin under the towel, her breath brushing against my collarbone each time she steadied herself. Her nipples were still flushed, tight from the cool air; her thighs quivered every time she shifted her weight. The poor woman was so wrecked she could barely stand.

I hooked an arm under her knees. 

She gasped softly as I lifted her, bridal-style, water still dripping from the ends of her hair.
“You don’t have to—” she murmured, embarrassed, hands curling shyly against my chest.

“I know,” I said. “I want to.”
She swallowed, her cheek pressing to my shoulder. 

I carried her out of the bathroom, down the short hall, the quiet house amplifying every soft, wet sound of her breath. Brandon’s door was closed—and even if it hadn’t been, I didn’t give a damn. Caroline was pressed against me, naked and warm, smelling like steam and sex and skin. And she was mine to put to bed exactly the way I wanted.

When we reached her room, she shifted like she was about to ask for pajamas.
I stopped her.
“No.” She blinked. “Wh—what?” 

“No clothes.” I set her down gently on the edge of her bed, my hands sliding up her bare hips, slow and warm. “You don’t need them.”

Her face went crimson. “I—I can’t just… sleep like this…”
“You can,” I murmured, brushing my thumb along her hipbone. “And you’re going to.”
Her thighs pressed together. “But what if—”
I lifted her chin, making her meet my eyes.
“I want to see you like this,” I told her. “Skin warm. Nothing between us. Nothing hiding you.” 

She exhaled shakily, cheeks burning. “I’ll keep you warm,” I said, leaning in and kissing the corner of her mouth—slow, soft, ruining her all over again.

She melted instantly, lips parting against mine, her arms sliding around my neck for a brief, trembling moment. When I pulled back, she followed a little before catching herself, breath tangled in her throat.

I eased her backward onto the bed. 

Her back sank into the sheets, hair spilling around her head, breasts soft and perfect against the pale fabric, legs drawing up shyly until I touched her knee and guided them open again.

Caroline flushed violently, covering her face with her hands.
“Don’t do that,” I said, gently pulling her hands away. “I want to see you.”
She whimpered—and let me. 

I leaned in and kissed her again, slow and tender, tongue brushing hers. Not demanding. Not claiming. Just soft. Deep. The kind of kiss that made her toes curl and her thighs relax, her body trusting mine to take care of her.

When I pulled back, she looked dazed and warm and pliant under me.
“Sleep like this tonight,” I whispered. “Bare. Soft. Mine.”
Her breath caught. Her hand reached for mine without thinking.
“Will you… stay?” she whispered, voice tiny.
I brushed her cheek with my thumb. “Of course.” 

She exhaled —relief and something dangerously close to joy—and curled into the sheets, naked, flushed, thighs still trembling from everything I’d done to her. She looked sinful and innocent all at once, hiding nothing, her whole body open to the dim light of her bedroom.

I tucked the blanket lightly over just her legs —leaving her breasts bare, leaving her flushed skin exposed the way I wanted.

“You don’t need clothes,” I murmured again.
And she nodded.
Slow.
Shy. Completely surrendered.
She started to murmur something—maybe a sleepy goodnight, maybe a question—but I wasn’t listening.
Couldn’t.
Not with her lying back on the bed like that. 

Naked. Warm. Flushed. Her thighs still damp, her mouth still swollen from sucking my cock, her chest rising and falling in soft, uneven little breaths that made her tits lift and fall with every inhale.

And fuck—her tits. 

I’d touched them, sure. Bitten a little, teased her nipples with my tongue in the shower, felt how they fit in my palms like they were made for it.

But I hadn’t given them what they deserved. Not nearly enough. 

I leaned in without a word. She blinked up at me, dazed, confused, her mouth parting as I lowered myself over her, lips brushing softly down her neck.

“Wait—what are you—”
I kissed between her breasts.
She gasped. 

Then I nuzzled against the warm swell of one, slow and indulgent, my hands sliding beneath her to lift the weight of them, cupping both like they were the softest, most sacred things I’d ever touched.

“You’re not going to sleep just yet,” I murmured.
“But I—” she started. I sealed my mouth around her nipple.
She whimpered. “Ahh—!”
Her back arched without thinking, thighs shifting under the covers. 

I sucked slowly, pulling her nipple into my mouth, flicking it with my tongue until it stood stiff and swollen, wet from my breath. My hand massaged the other breast, squeezing gently, my fingers rolling the other nipple between them like I was tuning her up.

“Too sensitive,” she whispered, barely able to breathe. “I—it’s too much—”
“No, it’s not,” I said, mouth full of her. “Not even close.” 

She cried out again as I sucked harder. Long, steady pulls, tongue flattening and circling, my lips sealed around the tip like I couldn’t get enough— and I couldn’t. Her tits were everything. Soft, heavy, perfect under my hands and in my mouth, and every noise she made just fed the hunger.

I switched sides. 

Sucked the other nipple with the same deep, focused attention, wet slurping noises echoing softly off the bedroom walls.

Her fingers clawed into the sheets. Her thighs rubbed together restlessly under the blanket. Her hips shifted, confused by how much it turned her on, how much heat was pooling back between her legs just from my mouth worshiping her breasts.

“I c -can’t take more,” she whispered, helpless. “It’s— god—it’s too much—”
“You’re gonna take it,” I breathed, my voice dark with desire. “You’re gonna let me love every fucking inch of you.”

I kissed across her chest, licking a long, slow trail between her tits, then circled back, mouthing the undersides, lifting them with both hands and kissing them like they were the only thing in the world worth praising.

And she let me. 

She whimpered and squirmed and moaned when I sucked again—harder this time, tongue swirling while I kneaded her other tit with a greedy palm, pressing the soft weight of it up toward my mouth like I needed more.

More warmth. More fullness. More of her.
She came again.
Didn’t even touch herself. Didn’t need to. 

Just squirmed and trembled and gasped while I devoured her chest, her hips twitching beneath the sheets, her moans raw and breathy and broken.

And I didn’t stop.
Not for a long time. 

I kissed her tits until they were flushed and glistening, nipples raw and wet, her voice a whisper, her thighs slick again and her hands too weak to push me off—not that she wanted to.

“I never—never knew—” she tried to say. 

“You don’t need to know anything,” I whispered against her skin, kissing the swell of one breast, dragging my tongue slow and lazy. “You just need to lie here. Let me love you.”
And she did.

I couldn’t stop looking at them. 

Couldn’t stop thinking about how soft they’d been in my hands, how hot her skin had felt in my mouth, how she’d trembled and come just from having her tits sucked and loved like she’d never been touched before.

And I needed more.
I sat up over her and let her feel my weight shift, her eyes blinking open in that soft, hazy way.
“Wha—what are you…?” 

I stroked myself slowly in front of her chest, letting her see how hard I still was, how much her body had wrecked me. Her gaze dropped. Locked on my cock. “You’re gonna let me fuck them,” I said, low, confident, not asking.

Her eyes went wide.
“I… I’ve never—” 

“I know.” I cupped her breast with one hand, thumb brushing her nipple again, just to make her whimper. “That’s why I want to be the first.”

She moaned softly.
“I’m going to use them,” I whispered, voice thick, “and you’re going to say thank you when I finish.”
She swallowed.
But she nodded. “Good girl.” 

I straddled her hips, knees on either side of her, and she stayed still as I leaned forward and pressed her tits together with both hands—soft, warm, full. My cock rested right between them, the heat of her skin making me groan before I even moved.

I pushed her breasts tighter around me. She whimpered.
“Hold them like that,” I said.
She reached up shakily, her hands cupping the sides, pressing them together for me.
And I started moving. 

Slow, deep thrusts between her tits, the head of my cock sliding up past her collarbone, slicking her skin with precum and sweat, dragging over the flushed tips of her nipples. Her breath hitched every time I rocked forward, the weight of my cock gliding between the tight pressure of her chest.
“Fucking hell, Caroline…” I groaned. “So perfect. So soft. You were made for this.”

Her fingers trembled, barely keeping her breasts squeezed around me, her thighs twitching as she watched me fuck the valley of her chest—watched my cock slide through it like it belonged there.

I kept going. 

Long, slow strokes, the kind that let her feel every inch of me against her skin. My hips flexed forward harder, faster, the slap of wet skin getting louder with every thrust. I leaned over her, mouth at her neck, voice ragged:

“You feel that? Feel how much I need you?” 

She moaned. Her eyes fluttered shut, mouth open, tongue peeking out, her lips just inches from the head each time I rocked forward.

And I changed the angle. 

Used one hand to tilt her chin, the other keeping her tits pressed tight—and when I thrust again, the head of my cock slapped her lips.

She gasped.
Opened her mouth.
I pushed in—just barely, just the tip—wet and heavy against her tongue. 

“Good girl,” I groaned. “Open up.” She did. Let me slide in with every stroke. Her mouth caught the crown each time I thrust between her tits— sucking, licking, eyes glazed.

I couldn’t hold back.
“Fuck—Caroline—I’m gonna come—” 

She whimpered, tits squeezing tight, lips stretched around the tip, her mouth wet and ready as I snapped my hips forward one last time and groaned—

Thick ropes shot from the tip, splashing her tongue, her lips, streaking across her flushed breasts. 

She gasped —mouth open, still holding herself for me, cum dripping down between her tits, onto her chest, her chin, catching in her cleavage as I pumped the last of it out across her skin.

Her hands trembled. Her face was stunned.
She looked down at herself, glistening, dripping, ruined.
I reached down and touched her lip.
“You know what to say.”
She blinked up at me. Her voice cracked.
“…Thank you.” 

I leaned in, kissed her slow, deep, my tongue curling against hers, tasting the mess I’d made of her mouth, her skin, her everything.

And she kissed me back. She lay there sprawled beneath me—naked, flushed, her chest glistening with my cum. It streaked down between her tits, across her belly, catching in the soft dips of her collarbones, the curve of her ribs. Her lips were still parted, still damp from sucking me, and her eyes had that dazed, fucked-out look I was starting to crave.

But I wasn’t done.
Not yet. 

I reached down and dragged two fingers through the mess on her chest—thick and warm, still wet where it had splattered her—and began to rub it in. Slow, deliberate circles. Right over the curve of her left breast.

She gasped softly.
“Wh-what are you—?” 

“Shhh,” I murmured. “Let me make it part of you.” I rubbed more of it across her tits, massaging it into her skin, watching it shine on her flushed flesh. I thumbed her nipple as I worked, rolling it gently between my slick fingers until it stiffened again under my touch.

Her breath caught.
“Oh god…”
I dipped lower. 

Spread a thick line of it across her belly, right above her navel, then rubbed it in with my palm—broad, firm strokes, claiming every inch of her. Her hips twitched. Her hands curled into the sheets like she didn’t know how to process it.

“Y-you’re making a mess—”
“No,” I said, dragging another wet finger over her ribs. “I’m marking you.”
She moaned—quiet, broken.
Then I slid my fingers between her thighs.
She tensed.
But didn’t stop me. 

I found the slick warmth of her folds, parted them slowly, and pressed the gathered glob of cum from my fingertip right into her pussy.

She cried out—soft, shocked.
“Ahhh—!”
It oozed in thick and slow, sticky against her entrance. I pushed deeper.
Rubbed it into her.
“That’s where it belongs,” I said, voice low and filthy. “Inside you.”
She whimpered, hips rising off the bed. 

I rubbed it into her folds, into the heat of her pussy, circling her clit with the same slow pressure, spreading the mess until her thighs were trembling and her slick was mixing with it again.

“I’m painting you with it,” I whispered, fingers still sliding through her, up her slit, down again. “So tomorrow, when you feel it between your legs—you’ll remember what I did to you tonight.”

Her breath hitched —sharp and shivery. “You’ll feel it when you sit. When you walk. Every step will remind you you’re mine.”

She moaned again—desperate, fucked-out. 

I leaned down and kissed her breast, licking the last streak of my cum from her skin before sucking the nipple back into my mouth.

She sobbed with pleasure. 

She was wrecked. Covered in it —my cum rubbed into her tits, her stomach, the slick heat between her legs still dripping from where I’d pushed it in. Her eyes were barely open, her limbs limp, hair a wild, wet halo on her pillow. And still, even like this, she looked up at me with that soft, trusting daze.

Like I could do anything to her. 

And she’d let me. I leaned over her again, kissed her mouth—slow, warm, not demanding. Just a kiss. Her lips opened under mine, breath trembling out of her lungs as her hand rose, weak, to touch my wrist.

“You don’t have to…” she whispered.
“I want to,” I said, brushing her cheek with the backs of my fingers. “I want to feel you again.”
She didn’t stop me. 

I slid my hand between her legs once more, eased two fingers through the mess, her folds still sticky, still so warm.

She gasped.
Her hips lifted, just slightly.
“Let me,” I whispered. “I’ll make it slow this time.” She nodded.
And I began. 

Two fingers, curling inside her —deep, careful, steady. Her pussy welcomed me, already slick from what we’d done, from what I’d left inside her, her walls fluttering around my knuckles as I found that perfect spot and stayed there.

She moaned, soft and fragile.
“Ahhnn…” 

I kept my other hand on her chest, stroking her nipple gently, rubbing soft, slow circles as I fucked her with fingers that never rushed. Her thighs fell open more. Her breath deepened.

The sounds she made were smaller now —sleepy, needy things, little mewls that barely left her throat.
“That’s it,” I whispered, mouth brushing her ear. “Let it happen.”

Her hands gripped the sheets. Her body started to roll with the rhythm—hips shifting just enough to meet my fingers every time they curled up inside her.

“You don’t have to try,” I murmured. “Just feel.”
She whimpered again, broken and overwhelmed.
“I’m gonna…” she breathed. “I can’t stop it—”
“Don’t,” I said. “Come for me.” 

Her whole body tensed. Then she gasped—high and sharp—legs trembling, pussy clenching tight around my fingers as she came one last time, long and slow and deep.

“Ahhh—ahh god—mmnh—” 

I held her through it. Fingers still stroking inside her, gentler now, coaxing out every last flutter. Her thighs jerked once, then stilled. Her eyes fluttered shut.

Spent.
Utterly gone. 

I pulled my hand back, wiped it gently with the sheet, then slid in beside her, bare skin against bare skin, arms wrapping around her warm, soft body.

I kissed her neck.
“You’re mine now,” I whispered against her damp skin. And she didn’t answer.
She was already asleep.
Naked. Open. Dripping. Exactly how I wanted her. 

Chapter4

The smell of butter and rosemary woke me.
Caroline was already up. 

For a moment, I lay in the warm tangle of blankets we’d destroyed the night before, the sheets still carrying her scent—sex and skin and heat. My body ached, in the best way, and I could still feel the curve of her hips in my palms.
I got up slowly, naked, stretching with a quiet groan. I grabbed nothing—not a towel, not pants—just walked through the soft hush of the hallway, following the scent of food and her.

When I stepped into the kitchen, I stopped cold. 

She was at the stove, back to me, stirring something with slow, absent-minded care. The window light kissed her thighs, and all she wore was one of my shirts.

Nothing else.
No panties. No bra. 

Just that white button-down hanging too loose off one shoulder, swinging around the tops of her thighs when she moved.

Her bare legs shifted with every step. And when she reached up for a spice jar, the hem of the shirt lifted—just enough to show me the soft swell of her ass.

Bare.
Perfect.
Inviting. 

I walked toward her without a sound, pulse rising with every step. She didn’t notice until I was behind her— until my hands slid up her thighs and gripped the soft warmth of her ass.

She gasped. “Wha—!”
I didn’t speak. Just sank to my knees.
Right there on the kitchen tile.
She twisted halfway around, flushed, laughing breathlessly. “You’re crazy—Brandon could—”
I buried my face between her cheeks and licked her.
She choked on a moan.
“Ahhh—!” 

I grabbed her ass with both hands, spreading her open, and dove in—tongue firm and wet and greedy as I circled her tight little star, tasting her, owning her. Her hands flew to the counter for balance, her body jerking forward.

“W-wait—oh god—you can’t—” But I didn’t stop.
Didn’t pause. 

My tongue traced slow circles around her rim, teasing the sensitive skin, then flicked deeper—slick and filthy and claiming. She let out a broken sound, half-gasp, half-moan, thighs trembling.

“Oh fuck—mmnh—”
“You’re mine,” I growled against her. “Every inch.” 

She whimpered, bent over the stove, apronless, naked under my shirt while I ate her ass like she was breakfast and I’d been starving.

She rocked back into me, slowly, helplessly. And I devoured her. 

Caroline whimpered again —high and breathless—as I tongued her tighter, deeper, licking into her soft, trembling body with long, filthy strokes. She clutched the edge of the counter like it was all that kept her upright, the loose hem of my shirt barely covering the curve of her back.

She tried to twist away. Just a little.
“T-this is insane—someone could—what if—”
I grabbed her hips and pulled her back into my mouth.
She yelped. “Ahh—!”
“You’re not going anywhere.” 

I flattened my tongue over her hole, pressed hard, then dragged it up between her cheeks to the soft, soaked warmth of her pussy—slick and already starting to drip. My fingers slid down, spreading her folds with practiced ease, and I pushed two into her, deep and slow.

She cried out, back arching.
“F-fuck—nnnhh, you can’t—”
“Shut up, sweetheart,” I breathed. “You’re already soaked.” 

My mouth went back to her ass, tongue and fingers working her together—licking her hole while my fingers curled inside her, slow and deep, rubbing her gspot until her knees buckled.

She sagged forward over the stove, whimpering. 

“P -please, I can’t—” “Yes you can,” I growled, licking harder. “You’re gonna take it. You’re gonna let me taste you. Let me finger you. Let me come all over you.”

She moaned—high, broken.
Her thighs shook.
She was dripping. 

I fucked her on my fingers harder, faster now —curling them just right while my tongue pressed slick and firm to her ass, eating her deeper with each pass.

“God—mmnh—oh god—!”
Her legs buckled again. I pulled my mouth away, just for a second, just long enough to speak into her skin.
“Stay right there.” I stood up.
Still behind her.
Still holding her spread.
And I grabbed my cock—already hard, already throbbing.
She looked back at me, over her shoulder, dazed and flushed.
“What are you—” 

I jerked myself fast, one hand still gripping her hip, holding her steady, her ass still glistening with spit and slick.
“Gonna come on you,” I panted. “You want that, don’t you?”

She bit her lip.
Didn’t answer.
I stroked faster.
Pressed my cockhead between her cheeks.
Rubbed it right over the place I’d just licked.
She whimpered. “Don’t—don’t stop…”
“I won’t,” I growled. “Take it.” 

And then I came. Groaning, thick hot ropes spilling across her ass and lower back, splashing her skin in sticky streaks. It dripped down the curve of her thighs, painting her like she belonged to me.

She cried out—just from the feel of it. 

I stroked the last of it out across her pussy lips, dragging the head of my cock slow and filthy between them.

She was panting.
Ruined.
Covered. 

Held in place while I marked her again. She was still bent over the counter, legs spread, breath coming in soft, shallow gasps. My cum was dripping down her thighs, warm streaks sliding from her ass down to the backs of her knees, catching in the soft crease where her legs met her hips. It smeared across her pussy, leaked into the heat between her folds. A mess. My mess.

She reached for a paper towel, trembling fingers fumbling toward the roll beside the stove.
I caught her wrist.
Her whole body jolted.
“You don’t clean it up,” I said quietly.
She turned her head, face flushed, confused. “What—?” “You don’t get to wipe me off your body.”
Her mouth opened. Closed again. “…But—”
I stepped forward.
Pressed against her back, my cock still slick and heavy against the curve of her ass. 

“You told me not to do it,” I said, voice low. Calm. Dangerous. “You tried to stop me from licking your ass. Tried to tell me when I could or couldn’t use you.”

She froze.
“I—I didn’t mean—” 

“You don’t tell me,” I said. “Your body is mine.” My hand slid down, cupped her pussy—messy, warm, dripping—and I squeezed gently, fingers spreading the cum around again, making her squirm.

“Mine to touch,” I said, dragging my palm up over her ass. “Mine to taste. Mine to come on. Or in.”
She whimpered.
“You don’t get to clean this off unless I say so.”
She swallowed. “Yes…”
“Yes, what?”
“Yes, sir…”
“Good girl.” And then I brought my hand down.
Smack.
She cried out, loud and surprised, hips jerking forward against the counter.
Her ass rippled under my palm, the sound echoing through the quiet kitchen.
“That,” I said, “was for trying to tell me what to do.”
I spanked her again.
Smack—! 

A perfect red bloom appeared across the cheek I’d just painted with my cum. She gasped, her knees trembling, her thighs wet.
“You don’t talk back,” I said, spanking her again, harder now.

Smack. Smack.
“You don’t resist.”
Smack.
“You don’t try to clean yourself when I’ve marked you.”
She whimpered through her teeth—shaking, broken, overwhelmed and soaking wet again. 

“You’re mine,” I whispered, fingers dragging back down to her pussy, rubbing the mess deeper between her folds. “Mine to keep like this. Mine to use. Whenever I want.”

She nodded rapidly, face flushed, eyes watery. “Yes—yes—please—I’m yours—”
I spanked her again. And she moaned. 

Chapter5

She was still bent over the counter, ass red and glistening, thighs streaked, her pussy trembling and wet with my cum. Her breath came shallow and fast, her wrists limp on the tile, legs shaking like she could barely hold herself upright after what I’d just done to her.
I stepped close again, cock brushing the top of her thigh, and gripped her hip tight.

“You’re not going to clean up,” I said again, slow and deliberate. “You’re going to serve breakfast like this.”
Her head jerked up—eyes wide, cheeks burning red.
“W-what?”
“You heard me.” 

I turned her gently, spinning her around to face me, and she immediately tried to close her legs. I didn’t let her. My hands pushed her thighs apart again, slowly, firmly, baring the sticky, swollen heat between them.

“Everyone’s still asleep,” I said. “But if someone comes down? You stay like this. You serve with my cum on your legs. Dripping. No panties. No shame.”
Her lip trembled.

“B-but—” 

“You disobeyed,” I said, cupping her cheek, rubbing her skin with my thumb. “You tried to say no when you were already mine. This is your punishment.”

She nodded, breath shaky.
“Yes… sir…”
“Good girl.”
I kissed her—hot and deep—then stepped back and pointed to the stove.
“Finish what you started.” And she did. 

She turned, still trembling, bare under the shirt that clung to the small of her back, buttons loose enough to flash the full curve of her ass every time she reached for something. Her thighs glistened with cum, shining in the kitchen light. I sat at the table, legs spread, watching her every movement as she stirred the potatoes, flipped the bacon, bent to open the oven door—her cheeks flushed, her body dripping.

Obedient.
Exposed.
Perfect.
And when she brought me a plate, I grabbed her wrist, pulled her into my lap, and whispered against her ear:
“You’re going to stay this messy all day.” She whimpered. And nodded. 

She perched on my thigh, careful, tentative, her back stiff, her thighs still parted just enough for me to see everything glistening beneath the shirt. The morning sun caught the wetness between her legs, making her gasp and tug at the hem as if she could hide it.

I didn’t let her.
My hand slid under the shirt the moment she sat.
She sucked in a breath.
“Eat,” I told her. 

She picked up her fork with a shaky hand, trying to focus on the food in front of her—eggs, potatoes, toast—but her thighs tensed the moment my fingers brushed her inner knee, sliding higher.
“Y-you’re not going to—”

I cut her off with a whisper at her ear.
“Spread.” 

She shivered. But she spread her legs —barely at first, then wider—until her pussy opened for me, still messy from earlier, still soft and leaking.

I slid two fingers through her folds, slow enough to make her whimper.
She dropped her fork.
“Pick it up,” I murmured. 

She obeyed, trembling as she bent to retrieve it, her ass briefly exposed again beneath the shirt.
When she settled, I stroked her open again—my fingertips gliding through the slick wet mess I’d left there, circling her clit once, dragging across the entrance slowly enough to make her shake.

She tried to keep her voice steady.
“T-The potatoes are a little salty, but—ah—”
My fingers entered her.
Deep.
Slow.
Her fork clattered against the plate again. 

“Eat,” I reminded her quietly. She tried. She tried so hard. Cutting tiny bites, guiding them to her mouth with her hand shaking, her breath hitching every time my fingers curled inside her.

She managed one swallow before her head dropped against my shoulder.
“Please…” she whispered, helpless. “I—I can’t…”
“You can,” I said, curling my fingers against her sweetest spot. “You’re going to sit here and take it.”
She trembled violently against me, thighs quivering around my hand, her breath soft and frantic.
I slowed the pace. 

Let her adjust. Then curled my fingers again, deeper this time, hitting that little trembling knot inside her with exquisite precision.

She gasped.
“Oh—oh god—f-fuck—”
Her voice cracked. She slapped a hand over her mouth.
I caught her wrist. Pulled it down.
“Don’t hide your sounds from me.”
She shook. 

Moaned. Her legs opened even wider. Every muscle in her body strained as she tried to focus on the plate in front of her while I fingered her slowly, rhythmically, 
deliberately—making her rock with every motion.

Her body surrendered first.
Her voice second.
Her sanity last.
“Please—ahhh—please, I’m gonna—” 

“Yes,” I whispered, biting her shoulder gently. “Come for me right here. While you’re sitting in my lap. While I eat breakfast.”

Her body tensed. 

Then shattered. She came hard, hips jerking against my hand, pussy tightening around my fingers while her breath broke into frantic, tiny gasps—her orgasm silent at first, then wet and desperate.

Her slick soaked my hand. My thigh. The chair.
She sagged back against me, limp, eyes half-closed, lips parted.
I slid my fingers out slowly.
She whimpered.
And then—I brought them to her lips. 

“Clean them,” I said. She sucked her own release from my fingers, weak and obedient, licking slowly with that glazed look still in her eyes.

“You’re perfect,” I murmured into her hair.
And she melted. 

Caroline was still limp against me, her breath soft and shaky against my neck, her thighs warm and slick around my handprint. She’d just come in my lap, soaking me, soaking herself—her pussy still fluttering weakly every few seconds as the aftershocks ran through her.

I kissed her shoulder, slow.
“That’s it,” I murmured. “Good girl.”
She shivered. Tried to catch her breath.
Tried to sit up straighter, like she knew she was melting into me too much.
And that was when I heard a door upstairs open.
Footsteps.
Heavy ones.
Brandon’s.
Caroline froze. 

Her entire body went stiff on my lap, her eyes shooting wide open, panic ripping through her expression as she stared at the doorway.
“Oh—oh god—he’s—” she whispered, voice frantic and too high. “I can’t—oh god, get up, let me get up—”

I wrapped an arm around her waist.
Held her there.
Firm.
“You’re fine,” I murmured, lips brushing her ear. “Sit still.”
“Are you crazy? He’s coming down—!” she hissed, trying to twist off my lap.
My hand slid between her thighs and squeezed her slick heat.
She gasped—loud. “Stay. Still.”
My voice was low. Quiet. Commanding.
She trembled.
Then—
She obeyed. 

She sat, shaking, her hands gripping the edge of the table, her bare thighs parted, my shirt barely covering anything. Her pussy was still sticky with her release— red, swollen, messy—and she sat right on top of me, right on the evidence of everything I’d just done to her.

Footsteps hit the bottom of the stairs.
Brandon appeared in the doorway rubbing his eyes, hair a mess.
“Morning,” he mumbled. “Something smells good.” 

Caroline tried to smile at him —and failed. Her face was too flushed, her breathing too uneven. He didn’t seem to notice.

She cleared her throat, voice trembling, “G-good morning, sweetheart.”
Brandon poured himself coffee.
“You alright, Mom?”
Her hands flew to her cheeks. “Oh—I—I’m just tired, that’s all. Long night.”
He grunted. “Same.” 

I bit back a smirk. Caroline shot me a look—mortified, trembling, begging silently: Please don’t do anything.

I did something anyway.
I slid my fingers between her thighs.
Just barely.
Just enough.
She jolted, sucking in a sharp breath so fast Brandon turned.
“You sure you’re okay?” he asked.
Caroline nodded too quickly. “I’m—ah—I’m—fine.”
My fingertips brushed her slick entrance. Her thighs trembled.
“Sit still,” I whispered.
Brandon sat down, oblivious, scrolling his phone onehanded. 

Caroline sat on my lap, shaking, sweating, panting silently as I traced circles over the heat between her legs—slow, subtle, hidden under the table. Her pussy clenched around nothing, sensitive and desperate, still open from what I’d done to her earlier.

She was dying.
And she couldn’t move. 

Not without giving everything away. Brandon sipped his coffee. “What are you two up to today?”

Caroline’s voice cracked in half. “N-nothing.”
I kissed her shoulder where Brandon couldn’t see.
She whimpered—barely audible.
But I heard it.
I felt it.
And she meant it. 

Caroline’s breath hitched for the fifth time in under a minute. She was still sitting stiff on my lap, pretending to sip her coffee, both hands gripping the mug like it might anchor her to this world. Her thighs trembled. Her back was damp with sweat. And under the hem of my shirt, my fingers never stopped moving.
I kept them low. Subtle. Slow circles over her clit with the lightest pressure.

It was all she could do not to sob. 

Brandon sat across from us at the table, legs stretched, oblivious, reading headlines aloud with the easy voice of someone who had no idea his best friend was two knuckles deep in his mother.

“The parade’s starting soon,” he muttered. “You guys watching?”
Caroline’s mouth opened.
Nothing came out.
I pressed a little firmer. Her body jolted.
“I—I think I…” she stammered.
Brandon looked up. “You alright?”
She smiled—tight, too fast, too bright. “I just—I need to check the oven.”
She tried to stand.
I held her thigh.
She froze.
“Please,” she whispered, so faint only I could hear. “I’m gonna lose it.” 

I let her go. She rose on shaky legs, cum still smeared down her inner thighs, her shirt clinging to her hips as she hurried from the room.

Not walking.
Fleeing.
Brandon blinked. “She okay?”
I took a slow sip from my mug, hiding my smile.
“She’s fine.”
Then I stood, stretched, and said:
“I’ll go check.” And I followed her. 

Chapter6

The laundry room door was ajar. I followed her down the short hallway, footsteps silent. When I pushed the door open, I didn’t announce myself. Didn’t ask.

She was already there. 

Bent forward against the washer, palms flat on the cool metal, her forehead resting against her forearm. Her breath came in quiet, panicked little gasps—chest rising fast, thighs trembling. The hem of my shirt had ridden up around her waist. Her bare ass was exposed, still flushed from the spanking, streaked faintly with dried cum. Her inner thighs gleamed.

She was trying to calm down.
She never heard me close the door behind me.
I stepped up behind her, gripped her hips, and shoved her forward.
She gasped, eyes flying open—but she didn’t scream. Didn’t fight.
She just whimpered.
“Oh god—please—”
I didn’t let her finish.
I spread her.
Bent her harder over the machine.
And drove into her. 

No warning. No hesitation. Just the slick heat of her soaked pussy wrapped around my cock in one hard thrust that shoved a sharp cry straight out of her throat.

“Ahhh— ffuck!” She braced herself, her ass slapping back against my hips as I started to move—slow at first, deep and heavy, claiming her all over again. Her body gripped me like it had been waiting for this, like it hadn’t had enough no matter how many times she’d come last night, this morning, minutes ago.

“You ran,” I growled into her hair.
“I—I couldn’t—he was—” 

“You ran,” I said again, fucking her harder now, each thrust echoing off the narrow walls. “And you know what that gets you.”

Her voice broke.
“Punishment.” 

I grabbed her wrists, pinned them behind her back, and pounded into her harder—faster—flesh slapping, the washer shaking beneath her.
She sobbed.

And came.
She came hard—again. 

Crying out, her voice gone ragged, back arching off the washing machine as her pussy clenched around my cock. Her thighs trembled so hard I thought she might collapse, her hands scrambling for grip, hips twitching against every thrust I gave her.

But I didn’t stop.
I held her there. Pressed into her.
“Mine,” I growled. “You understand that now?”
She nodded, frantic, breath breaking. “Yes—yes, yours—!” 

Her ass bounced with every thrust, soft and flushed from the spanking I’d given her earlier—but not nearly enough. Not yet.

I dragged her back harder, deeper, made her feel every inch I pushed into her soaked, used cunt.
Then I pulled out.
And brought my hand down.
Smack.
“Ahh—!” she cried, her voice trembling as her body rocked forward. 

Smack. Her knees buckled and I caught her by the hips, holding her in place.

“You don’t run from me,” I said, landing another slap, my handprint already glowing red across her ass.
Smack.
“You don’t leave me leaking out of you in the middle of breakfast.”
She sobbed—half laugh, half whimper—pussy dripping, legs shaking.
“Say it,” I ordered.
“I don’t run—” she gasped. “I don’t—I don’t leave—” 

“Say you’re mine to fuck when I want.” “I’m yours,” she moaned. “Yours to fuck—whenever— however—please—please—”

I slammed back into her.
Deep.
One hard, full-body thrust that buried me in her, and her scream echoed off the walls.
Smack.
Her ass shook beneath my hand.
Smack. 

She came again. Shuddering. Collapsing. Writhing as I fucked her through it, holding her hips still while she broke apart, one leg lifting off the floor, a strangled cry leaving her throat.

I followed her down.
Harder.
Faster.
Balls slapping her drenched cunt.
Her pussy was soaked—hot, twitching, swallowing me like it didn’t want to let go.
And when I came, I came deep. 

Groaning into her hair, pressing flush to her back, burying every last inch inside as my cock throbbed and emptied into her—pulse after pulse of thick, hot cum flooding her already ruined hole.

Her breath caught.
She moaned—quiet, raw—as she felt it.
Felt me finish inside her.
I held her there while the last of it spilled out.
My cum drooled out around my cock. Down her thighs. Onto the tile.
She was shaking.
She was crying.
Not from pain. From everything. 

I stayed inside her for a long moment, hips still pressed to her ass, one hand stroking her side as her breath slowly steadied.

Then I pulled out, gently.
She whimpered at the loss. 

I turned her around, her legs barely working, and held her against me, my shirt still hanging from her shoulders like it was the only thing she had left to wear.

“I’ve got you,” I whispered, kissing her forehead. “You’re alright.”
She nodded into my chest, clinging to me, her body weak and boneless in my arms.
“Thank you,” she whispered. And she meant it. 

Epilogue

The door creaked open as I pulled Caroline out of the laundry room, her body tucked against mine, still flushed and shaking, her legs barely steady. My arm was around her waist. Her hair was wild. My shirt clung to her back, barely covering anything. Cum slicked her thighs.

And standing right there at the end of the hall—
Brandon.
Wide-eyed.
Frozen.
Mouth slightly open.
Silence hit like a slap.
Caroline stopped breathing.
I didn’t. I met his stare.
Let it hang.
Then smirked.
“I win the bet,” I said. “You should probably start calling me stepdad.”
His jaw dropped.
He stammered—words failing him completely.
I didn’t wait. 

I turned, pulled Caroline down the hallway with me, bare legs moving without resistance, and kicked open her bedroom door.
And closed it behind us.

She didn’t say a word.
She just climbed into the bed I’d already ruined. And waited.
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