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The Cabin

     A Dark Captive Breeding Romance

.


Prologue

I didn’t go into the woods looking for her.

I was tracking something else. Coyote, maybe. Or something meaner. There were prints in the frost, odd ones—too deep for a scavenger, too purposeful for deer. I didn’t like it. Things go strange in the forest this time of year, when the air starts to hold its breath and the trees lean in to listen.

But I found her instead.

She shouldn’t have been there. Miles off trail, shoes soaked, no pack, no sense. Dusk was curling in when I saw her—tripping through the brush like she thought she was chasing something, not realizing it was chasing her. Hair tangled, cheeks raw from wind, lips cracked. She was talking to herself. Or maybe praying. Didn’t matter.

I watched for a while.

Just to see what kind of stupid she was. But she wasn’t stupid. Not exactly. She was lost in a way that goes deeper than compass and map. The kind of lost you carry in your chest. I know it when I see it. I’ve been that kind.

When she fell—ankle caught in a root, palms skinned—I stepped in. Quiet. She didn’t even hear me until my shadow blocked the light. And by then, it was too late to run.

I picked her up. She fought me, sure. Kicking, elbowing, little gasps tearing out of her. Like a baby bird throwing itself at a cage. It didn’t last. She was too cold. Too tired. By the time we reached the cabin, she was shivering in my arms, half-conscious, wet from snowmelt and sweat.

She never asked where we were. Never asked who I was. Just laid there while I peeled her out of her damp clothes, my hands careful but not shy. She watched me like a wild thing—wide-eyed, silent, the whites showing all around her irises.

I wrapped her in blankets. Lit the stove. Made soup. I didn’t untie her. Just her wrists. Not her ankles. She didn’t need them. She wasn’t going anywhere.

Not yet.

I don’t know why I didn’t call anyone. I told myself she’d be safer here. That she wouldn’t survive another night out there. Maybe that was true. But that wasn’t the reason.

The truth was simpler. Colder.

She didn’t belong to the world anymore.

She belonged to me.


Chapter 1

She hadn’t moved in hours.

The blanket had slipped off one shoulder, baring the curve of her collarbone, the faint bruises from the rope still soft and dusky on her wrists where they’d been tied. Her pulse fluttered there. I could see it. Even asleep, her body betrayed her. Breathing shallow. Lips parted. One leg bent up toward her chest under the blanket, the other stretched long.

I sat beside the bed without making a sound.

The fire crackled behind me, throwing heat against the back of my neck. Outside, wind screamed through the trees like it wanted in, branches clawing the windows like they knew what was inside, what I’d brought here, what I’d kept. But the cabin held. It always did. Thick logs, reinforced shutters, locked doors. There was no getting out. No one coming in.

I’d made sure of it.

She whimpered. Low and hoarse, a sound scraped up from somewhere deep. Her head turned slightly on the pillow, brow furrowed. Dreaming, maybe. Or trying to wake. I didn’t want her to wake yet.

Not until I’d touched her again.

My hand hovered above her hip, barely an inch from the rise and fall of the blanket. Then I lowered it, fingers sinking slow into the layers until they met the heat of her body underneath. She twitched—just a little—but didn’t wake. I palmed her through the fabric, just the shape of her, the gentle swell where waist softened into thigh. She was warm under there. Damp, too. Not sweat. The kind of damp I knew.

She’d started responding to me, even in sleep.

I let my thumb drag along her hipbone. Soft. Bare. No underwear—hadn’t been when I undressed her. I remembered. My hands had been careful. She hadn’t fought me then, too weak. I’d peeled off every soaked, freezing layer, dried her skin with a towel warmed on the stove. I didn’t let myself touch her then, not like this. Not when she was shivering and half-dead and wouldn’t meet my eyes.

But now?

Now, she was mine. Here. Breathing my air, wrapped in my sheets. And that made all the difference.

I slipped my fingers under the blanket. Down the line of her thigh, to the soft crease where it met her cunt. Bare. Hair soft and fine, damp and warm. Her body pulsed once under my touch—reflex, instinct, something primal her brain hadn’t caught up with yet. She whimpered again, hips shifting just slightly toward the pressure.

“Shhh,” I murmured, leaning down. My mouth brushed her ear. “Don’t wake up yet.”

She made a sound—confused, half-asleep. Her hand twitched on the pillow, curling weakly.

I stroked her slit with the lightest touch, just two fingers slipping between folds slick and tender, wet with something she wouldn’t want to admit. She was already responding—her body betraying her in the quiet, in the dark, in the safety of me. I circled her slowly, again and again, just enough to keep her moaning under her breath, her thighs twitching. Her legs parted wider on instinct.

God, she was sweet.

Hot little cunt practically thirsting for it, opening up for me like it knew. Like it remembered. I could see her lips trembling now, eyes flickering under closed lids. Her breath caught in little gasps. Every nerve lighting up. Her pussy grinding down into my hand like it couldn’t help it.

Still asleep.

Or pretending.

Didn’t matter.

I pressed two fingers in—slow, knuckle-deep, stretching her careful—and felt her tense around me, her walls fluttering. So fucking tight. So needy. She gasped, louder this time, her whole body tightening under the blanket, hips arching like she wanted to take more. I started moving inside her, shallow pumps meant to tease, to coax, to show her what her body already knew. She was melting on my fingers, slick gushing around the rhythm I set. A flush bloomed across her chest.

She was close. Even in sleep.

Even without a word.

I leaned over her, pressed my mouth to her neck, licked up the heat of her pulse.

And I whispered, “You belong to me, now.”

She moaned.

Not asleep anymore.

Her eyes fluttered open like the wings of something fragile, too late to escape, too early to understand. No scream, not yet. Just the thick, glassy confusion of waking to heat between her legs and my breath on her throat. Her body jerked, hips trying to pull back—but my hand was already buried in her, wrist-deep in her heat, and her slick had coated everything.

She was panting, mouth open, hair stuck to her cheek.

“What…” she started, but it broke halfway through, voice a croak, a question with no teeth behind it. She shifted again—instinct, resistance, not real fight. Her wrists twitched against the bed, like they expected to be bound again.

I didn’t stop moving inside her. Slow fuck-strokes of two thick fingers, curling just enough to brush that spot inside her that made her whimper. Her walls gripped me like a heartbeat. She could barely breathe.

“You’re awake,” I murmured against her skin, licking the shell of her ear. “That’s good. I didn’t want you to miss this.”

Her body betrayed her in real time. Her thighs trembled, gooseflesh bloomed down her arms. Her nipples pushed stiff under the blanket, clear through the thin fabric of the old shirt I’d dressed her in—mine, oversized, half-buttoned, clinging now with sweat. She was shaking, trying to pull her mind up through the fog, but her hips had started to move again. Just the slightest roll, chasing the pressure.

“No,” she whispered, but it came out broken, breathy, raw.

“No?” I echoed, drawing my fingers out—dripping with her—and spreading her lips again, slow, obscene. “That what your mouth says?”

I slid my fingers back in and this time she moaned, long and low, hips jerking to meet it. Her hands gripped the sheets. Her eyes met mine for the first time—glass-green, wide, wet with something she hadn’t decided was fear or pleasure yet.

“I’m helping you,” I said. “You were soaking through the blanket in your sleep. Dreaming of it.”

“No,” she said again, but it was softer now, trembling, like she didn’t believe it. Like it hurt to say.

I pushed deeper. Her back arched off the mattress, legs spreading wider. She sobbed once, no tears, just sound—guttural and sharp like something had snapped inside her. Her cunt clenched tight, leaking around my knuckles, making the wet sounds obscene in the silence of the cabin.

“I can stop,” I lied, slowing just enough for the threat to land. “Tell me to stop.”

She didn’t.

Not a word. Just her chest heaving, sweat running down her throat, her body moving on its own—grinding down, fucking herself on my hand now like she couldn’t help it. Her eyes fluttered shut, then opened again, glazed and glassy.

“Good girl,” I whispered.

She made a noise in her throat—something close to a sob—but her legs locked around my arm.

I thumbed her clit. Quick little circles, firm, relentless. Her hips bucked, her fingers curled hard into the sheets, and her voice cracked when she came, one long, broken cry like she hated herself for it. Her pussy clamped down around my fingers so tight it hurt. Her whole body trembled.

When it was done, she sagged against the mattress, shivering, thighs still twitching. Her shirt was soaked through, clinging to the curve of her breasts, nipples dark and hard against the cotton. Her hair was a tangle of blonde curls. Her lips were parted, swollen, dazed.

I didn’t pull out right away. Just left my fingers inside her, letting her feel the pulse of it.

Letting her remember.

She stared at the ceiling, not blinking.

Then she whispered, so quiet I almost missed it, “Why are you doing this?”

I leaned down, my mouth brushing hers, not kissing, just close enough for her to taste the words.

“Because no one else can touch you like I do.”

And she didn’t say no.


Chapter 2

She didn’t move.

Didn’t look at me.

Didn’t try to close her legs, even with my fingers still buried in her, knuckle-deep in the mess I’d made of her. The heat of her slick clung to my hand, her inner thighs, the sheets. Her breath was shallow. Her eyes stared up, lashes fluttering just once, slow, like it took effort to keep them open. Not shock. Not fight. Just her brain short-circuiting under the weight of what I’d done to her—what she’d let happen. What her body had begged for.

The silence was thick.

I pulled my hand out slow, a long wet sound dragging between her legs as I slipped free of her. She gasped, muscles twitching like she felt it in her spine, like her cunt still wanted to pull me back in. Her body clenched after the absence. She turned her head then, just enough to look at me.

Eyes glossy. Mouth parted.

Her thighs were still spread. Her legs sticky. Her whole body flush.

“You should hate me,” I said, voice low, words curling warm against her jaw. I braced my hand beside her face, leaned over her. “So why don’t you?”

She blinked. Just once.

“I don’t know,” she whispered.

I watched her as I brought my fingers to my mouth and sucked them clean, slow, deliberate. Her eyes tracked every second, her breath catching. That taste—her—was going to live on my tongue forever. Like the first bite of something forbidden, but sweeter than anything I’d earned. I could’ve told her she tasted like sin and starlight, like heat and surrender. But she wasn’t ready to hear it. Not yet.

She looked at my mouth, still wet with her. Her throat moved when she swallowed.

“You’re hungry,” I said.

She nodded, small. Careful.

I stood, adjusted myself—hard as steel under the fabric of my jeans, but I didn’t touch it. Not yet. Let her see the shape of it, the evidence of what she did to me without even trying. Her eyes dropped to it, widened slightly.

“You’re going to eat what I give you,” I said. “Then you’re going to lie there and let me do that again.”

She didn’t speak, but she didn’t look away.

I moved to the little stove, the pan already hot. Soup. Bread. Simple. Warm. She sat up slow while I worked, tugging the blanket back around her bare legs, the shirt falling off one shoulder again. She didn’t fix it.

I saw her watching me in the reflection off the window—my back, my shoulders, the flex of my arms. She was learning me in silence. Maybe trying to figure out what I wanted. Maybe trying to make peace with the part of herself that wanted to give it.

When I brought the bowl over, she flinched like I might throw it at her.

I crouched beside the bed and held it steady.

“Eat.”

Her hands were still trembling, but she took the bowl. Steam rose between us, carried the smell of bone broth, thyme, meat. She tasted it—hesitant at first, then another spoonful, then faster. Like she hadn’t eaten in days. Like it was something more than food going down her throat.

“Good girl,” I said again.

Her lashes lowered. The words did something to her—I saw it. A soft quake beneath her skin.

“I could be anyone,” she said suddenly, her voice barely audible. “You don’t even know who I am.”

“You’re mine,” I said.

She looked up.

“That’s all I need to know.”

She set the bowl down, half-finished.

Her breathing had changed again. Slower. Deeper.

“You gonna tie me up again?” she asked, barely above a whisper.

“Do you want me to?”

She didn’t answer.

But she laid back. Arms above her head, wrists crossed. Her chest rose in a slow arc. The blanket slipped lower, revealing bare skin, the swell of one breast, the bruise-colored shadows from the last time I held her too tight. She didn’t cover herself. Didn’t look away.

I moved over her like a storm.

The next sound she made was not a word.

The blankets slid off her like a final surrender.

Her skin shone in the firelight, that strange flush spreading across her chest, down the valley between her breasts, blooming like heat lived just under the surface. Her legs shifted open without a word. Not wide, not inviting—but enough. Enough to say she remembered what I’d done to her. That her body still wanted it, even if her voice didn’t know how to speak it yet.

I braced my hands on either side of her head, caging her in, the mattress dipping under my weight. Her breath caught. That look in her eyes—I could drink it. Terrified. Curious. Drenched in shame, thick with something sweeter underneath. Her thighs tensed. Her nipples peaked, hard and flushed.

“You like being under me,” I said.

Her lips parted.

“You don’t have to lie. Not here. Not to me.”

She swallowed. Her eyes flicked to my mouth again, then down. To the thick bulge between my legs, the dark shape of it pressing against the fly of my jeans. Her breath stuttered. Her tongue darted out, barely licking her lip like she could taste what was coming.

“You want to see it?” I asked, voice rough.

A twitch of her chin. Not quite a nod. Not quite defiance.

I took her wrist and pressed her hand against it. Let her feel how hard I was. How hot. She gasped. Her fingers twitched over the seam of my fly, hesitated.

Then—she palmed it.

Bold. Shaky. Her cheeks flamed.

“That’s it,” I whispered. “Good fucking girl.”

I tugged her hand away and stood, keeping my eyes on her as I opened my jeans. Pulled them down slow, letting the weight of my cock spring free—long, thick, flushed dark at the head. Her mouth dropped open when she saw it. Not horror. Not fear.

Hunger.

I stroked myself once, twice. Let her watch it glisten.

“You’re gonna take it,” I said. “You’re gonna lie there and feel it open you up.”

She moaned—moaned—and shifted her hips, thighs falling wider on the bed. Her cunt was still wet, lips swollen, glistening in the low light like her body never recovered from the first time. She was still twitching down there. Still soft and aching, hungry for more.

I climbed back on top of her, guiding the thick head of my cock to her entrance. Rubbed it against her slit, slow, grinding through her folds until she whined.

“You scared?” I asked, voice low, barely more than a growl in her ear.

She nodded.

But her hips lifted toward me.

I pushed just the head in—slow and brutal, the stretch real, her walls clenching immediately, hugging the crown like she didn’t want to let go.

She whimpered. Wrists twisting above her head. I held them down, pinning her, fucking her open inch by inch.

“I should’ve tied you,” I murmured. “You don’t even know how to stay still for me.”

“I can,” she gasped, voice strained, legs trembling.

“You’ll have to,” I growled.

I shoved in deeper.

She cried out—loud, raw. Her body arched off the mattress, legs kicking. She was taking every inch like it hurt, like she loved it, like she didn’t know where the line was anymore.

Her cunt squeezed me like a vice, soaked and hot. The heat of her wrapped around my cock like she’d been made for it. I grunted, leaned down, pressed my mouth to her throat, biting gently.

“I feel every little tremble,” I hissed. “Every twitch. You’re fucking melting.”

“Too much,” she breathed, eyes glassy. “It’s too—too full—”

I rocked into her, slow and cruel. Letting her feel every ridge, every pulse.

“You can take it,” I said. “You will take it.”

She sobbed, hands clenching under mine, legs wrapping tight around my waist. She was so deep in it now, soaked and shaking, pussy fluttering like she was going to come just from being stretched like this. I fucked her slow, deep, dragging her into it with each thrust, until her voice turned to breathless sounds, no words left.

Then I changed the angle.

One sharp grind and she screamed, arching so hard her spine left the bed.

I didn’t let her fall.

I fucked her through it—harder, faster, pinning her down while she writhed, moaned, sobbed beneath me. Her body convulsed around my cock, soaking the sheets beneath her. Her nails scratched my arms, her thighs clenched.

She came so hard I felt it pulse through her whole body.

And still—I didn’t stop.

Her cunt wouldn’t let me go.

Still spasming around me, dripping down my cock and thighs, hot slick flooding the sheets in waves. She sobbed into the crook of her arm, throat raw from crying out, legs twitching every time I thrust back in. I hadn’t pulled out. Not once. Even through her orgasm, even as she trembled like her body didn’t know how to stop, I kept grinding into that tight, swollen heat—slow now, deep, bruising strokes meant to fill.

She was wrecked. Sweat-slick and boneless, hair plastered to her cheeks, shirt rucked up above her ribs. Her mouth hung open, breath ragged. Her eyes couldn’t even focus.

I leaned in close, pressing down until she felt the full weight of me on her—my chest pinning hers, cock still buried inside her cunt, pulsing, throbbing, claiming.

“You’re gonna take it,” I murmured, voice low, dangerous. “You’re gonna take all of it.”

Her breath hitched. She blinked up at me, glassy-eyed, lips parting—but nothing came out.

“I know you feel it,” I whispered, rocking my hips again, grinding my cock in slow circles inside her, stirring her up from the inside. “How deep I am. How close.”

Her hands came up—weak, fluttering, unsure whether to push or pull.

“You feel that pressure?” I asked, pressing harder into her belly, just above her pelvis. “That’s me. That’s my cock in your guts, baby.”

She let out a long, shaking whine.

“And I’m not pulling out.”

Her eyes widened—just a little. Not panic. Not refusal. Just that shiver of realization. That this wasn’t over. That I hadn’t finished yet. That this was still building toward something final. Something permanent.

“You ever been bred before?” I asked, my voice a rough drag of gravel and hunger.

She shook her head, slow, like it took effort. “N-No…”

“No one ever finished inside you?”

She closed her eyes. Shame. Or anticipation. Maybe both.

I leaned down, lips brushing her cheek, then her jaw, then lower—until I had my mouth at her ear again.

“Then I’ll be the first,” I whispered. “You’re gonna feel me come so deep you taste it.”

She moaned. Broken. Shaking.

Her pussy clenched again around me—tight, wet, greedy. Like it heard me. Like it wanted it.

I started fucking her again—harder now. The kind of thrusts that rocked the whole bed, slammed my hips into her ass and made her gasp with each stroke. Her legs wrapped around me tight, involuntary, holding on as I pounded into her. She was crying out again—little choked noises, helpless, drugged on her own arousal.

“I’m gonna pump you full,” I growled. “Fill this sweet little cunt with so much cum it leaks out for days.”

She whimpered, arms locking around my shoulders.

“You want that, don’t you?” I demanded, slamming into her.

“Yes,” she breathed, voice cracking. “I—fuck—I don’t—I—”

“I’m gonna make your belly swell,” I snarled, voice dark and mean and full of heat. “Put something inside you that doesn’t go away. You’ll never forget who did this to you.”

Her second orgasm hit like a grenade—her body stiffened, arched, then convulsed. She screamed, shaking uncontrollably, her pussy milking my cock so tight I almost blacked out. She came so hard she sobbed through it, clawing at my back.

And I followed.

I slammed into her one last time, buried to the root, and came with a growl so deep it sounded in my bones. Hot ropes of cum flooded her—thick, endless, so much it overflowed, spilling out around me with each pulse. I held there, locked inside her, grinding to keep every drop in. Her body shook beneath me, twitching around every spurt.

“I hope you’re fertile,” I whispered, breathless. “Because I meant it.”

She didn’t answer.

Just laid there, filled and fucked and shivering, her breath catching as my cum leaked down her thighs.

I kissed her temple.

And smiled.


Chapter 3

Her skin was burning.

Not from fever, not from fear—something deeper. Something cellular. The kind of heat that seeps into marrow, into the quiet, sacred places of the body no one else had ever touched. Her pulse was rabbit-fast beneath her damp skin, her chest rising and falling like she was still climbing her way back down from the edge. But I hadn’t let her go.

My cock stayed inside her, thick and softening, twitching with the last lazy pulses of release. Her cunt clung around it like it didn’t know how to let go. I could feel her twitch—small, involuntary flutters of overstimulated muscle. My cum seeped around the seal of us, leaking slow and hot between her thighs. It made a mess of her, of the sheets, of me. I watched it pool.

“You feel that?” I murmured against her ear, voice thick with possessive satisfaction. “That’s me, filling you up.”

She made a sound—wordless, tired, too used-up to fake protest anymore. Her head rolled toward me, eyes half-lidded. Her lips were parted, swollen, still trembling faintly. Her throat worked as she swallowed.

“You’re gonna hold it,” I said. “All of it.”

She nodded.

It wasn’t obedience. Not really. Not yet. It was something deeper. Acceptance. Her body had already decided it belonged here, to me, under me. Everything else—her guilt, her confusion, her questions—they’d catch up later. But her body already knew.

I pulled out of her slow.

She gasped, high and soft, one arm flinging over her face like she didn’t want to see. Her thighs were trembling. Her cunt gaped slightly, still pulsing, swollen and red and leaking thick strings of my cum down onto the sheets. I watched it drip, fascinated. My fingers slipped between her legs again, spreading her folds so I could see everything.

Her hips jerked. “Nnh—don’t—too much—”

“Shhh,” I hushed her, thumbing the slick mess. “You can take it. You were made to.”

Her eyes fluttered.

“I should make you kneel,” I said absently, watching her hole clench around nothing. “Show you what’s running down your thighs. Make you taste it.”

She moaned—soft, shameful. Her legs twitched.

I reached up, caught her chin in my hand, tilted her face toward mine.

“Why are you wet again, then?” I asked.

Her eyes met mine—wide, glassy, terrified.

And soaked in want.

I dragged my fingers through the mess dripping from her pussy, brought them to her mouth. Touched them to her lips. Her eyes didn’t leave mine. She didn’t open her mouth—but she didn’t pull away either.

“Still pretending you don’t like it?” I asked.

She opened. Just a little.

I slid my fingers in. Let her taste it.

Her mouth closed around them, slow.

And she sucked.

Not hard. Not eager. But she sucked. Her eyes didn’t leave mine the whole time. Her cheeks hollowed around my fingers as she swallowed the taste of herself and my cum.

I nearly groaned.

“There’s no going back now, baby.”

She didn’t speak. Just released my fingers, slow, her tongue flicking the tip before she let go.

“You’re mine,” I said, brushing my knuckles down the side of her face. “And I’m not done.”

She looked down—at my cock, already starting to swell again.

Her breath caught.

“You think I’d stop after once?” I said, crawling back over her. “One load’s not enough. Not if I want it to take.”

She whimpered—soft, and not afraid.

Not anymore.

She flinched when I touched her chin again, but not like she wanted to escape—like she didn’t know if she should lean in or brace for more. Her mouth was red, wet, still parted from the last time I fed her my fingers, and when I tilted her face to mine, her breath hitched.

“Look at me,” I said, voice low, gravel-thick.

She did. Wide eyes, lashes heavy with sleep or shock or that deep-seated high she hadn’t come down from yet. I hovered close, breath mingling. Her lips twitched, like she might speak.

I kissed her.

Not rough. Not violent. Deep. Firm. Full-mouth. I didn’t ask. I took. Claimed her tongue with mine, swallowed her little gasp when her mouth opened under mine like it had been waiting. She tasted like salt and heat and the echo of my cum. She whimpered into it, her hands fluttering uselessly before clutching at my arms.

I kissed her like I owned her.

Because I did.

Her hips moved without thinking, tilting up, seeking friction. She was still slick, still wet, thighs spread and trembling. When I broke the kiss, her lips chased mine.

“Turn over,” I said, voice dark velvet, thick and low. “Now.”

She blinked, dazed, lips kiss-swollen. Her body hesitated like it wanted to ask why—but her hands moved. She rolled over onto her stomach, slow, the shirt still bunched at her ribs, ass bare and flushed. Her legs parted slightly, shy instinct. Her hair spilled across the pillow.

I grabbed her hips, pulled them up, adjusted her knees wide. Her back arched automatically, cheek pressed to the mattress. Her cunt glistened in the firelight, leaking a trail of thick white down her thighs.

“I want to see it all drip out of you when I fill you again,” I murmured, thumbing the slick between her folds.

She moaned into the mattress.

I climbed up behind her, guiding the head of my cock back to her entrance. She was so wet I slid in with one brutal thrust, bottoming out inside her in a single stroke that made her scream into the sheets. Her body seized, hands clawing the blankets.

“You love being bred like this,” I growled, hips slamming into her. “Face down, ass up, dripping and open and ready.”

Her answer was a garbled moan, her walls fluttering as I drove deeper. I gripped her hips tight, dragging her back onto my cock with every thrust. Her ass bounced with each slam, cunt clenching wet and tight around me. She was whining now—breathless, fucked full, every thrust pushing her face deeper into the mattress.

“Say it,” I demanded. “Say you want it. Say you want me to come inside you again.”

She tried to speak—choked on the words.

I tangled my hand in her hair, yanked her head back so her mouth was free.

“Say it.”

“Yes—fuck—yes, I want it, I want you to—God—come in me—”

I groaned loud, snapped my hips faster, harder, relentless. The slap of skin filled the room. Her pussy gushed around me, leaking even more slick, each thrust forcing more of my last load out of her. Her thighs shook. She was sobbing—pleasure-drunk, overstimulated, completely gone.

“You want to be full of me,” I snarled, fucking her faster. “You want me to fuck a baby into you.”

She screamed again—raw, high, desperate.

“I’m gonna knock you up,” I hissed into her ear. “Breed you so deep you’ll feel it for days. You’ll wake up leaking me every morning until your belly swells.”

“Yes,” she cried, face buried in the sheets. “Please—please—don’t stop—”

Her orgasm hit without warning. Her whole body convulsed, pussy spasming so tight around my cock it nearly forced me out. She screamed, sobbed, collapsed into a shaking mess beneath me. I gripped her tighter, used her body to milk myself.

And then I let go.

I slammed in to the hilt and poured into her—pulse after pulse, thick and hot and endless. My cum surged inside her, mixing with the mess already there, overflowing instantly. I held deep, grinding into her, forcing it as high into her womb as I could.

Her moans turned to whimpers, then silence.

She collapsed, legs trembling, hole gaping, flooded and twitching.

I stayed there, deep inside, until her body stopped shaking.

Until my name—unspoken—was written in the heat between her thighs.

Her body was limp under me, wrecked and soft, trembling in little waves. I hadn’t pulled out. Couldn’t. Her cunt was still so warm, still hugging me, soaked and stretched and leaking the weight of what I’d given her. Her thighs were slippery with it, the inside of her legs sticky with cream, her pussy swollen and fluttering faintly around the thick base of my cock still lodged deep.

She was breathing like she’d run for miles. Face pressed to the mattress, hair stuck to her cheek, arms limp. But her back arched naturally to keep me inside. Her body wanted it even if her voice had gone quiet.

I braced over her, hands trailing down her spine, fingers dragging slow over the dip of her back.

“You’re so full,” I murmured, grinding my hips, just enough for her to feel the heavy throb of my cock deep inside her again.

She gasped—hoarse, broken, overstimulated. But she didn’t pull away. Didn’t move.

I reached down, spread her cheeks gently, thumbs parting her slowly until her pretty little hole was exposed. Tight. Untouched. A perfect pink ring, twitching with every soft grind of my cock still buried in her pussy.

She whimpered.

“You ever had someone back here?” I asked, voice low and dark, eyes fixed on the tight pucker between her cheeks.

She shook her head, slow. Barely.

“No?”

“No,” she whispered, barely audible. “Never…”

I dragged my thumb down the crack of her ass, slow and teasing, grazing that untouched hole. She jerked, muscles tightening around me instantly.

“Don’t lie,” I whispered. “Your body’s twitching like it wants it.”

“N-no,” she breathed. “I can’t—”

“You can.”

I spit.

Let it drip slow from my tongue, land slick and hot on her hole. She gasped when it touched, flinched—but her hips didn’t pull away. My thumb circled the ring of muscle, spreading the spit gently. Slow, easy, coaxing. Just pressure, not penetration yet. I could feel how tight she was, how untouched.

“You’re going to let me,” I murmured. “Because your body’s mine. And this—” I pressed just enough to dimple the ring. “This belongs to me, too.”

She whimpered again, a high soft sound. Her legs trembled. Her pussy clenched wetly around my cock still seated deep inside.

“You’re still leaking,” I said. “My cum’s dribbling out of you like you need it. Want me to plug up the other hole too?”

She moaned into the pillow. Didn’t answer.

So I gave her something to answer with.

I pressed my thumb deeper—just the tip—enough to breach the ring, to slide in a shallow inch. She gasped again, whole body stiffening. Her hole clung tight around it, sucking me in like it didn’t know how to resist.

“Shh,” I said, rolling my hips again, slow. My cock pushed deeper into her cunt, and the motion rocked her into my thumb, impaling her just a little more. “Feel that? I’m inside you everywhere.”

She whimpered louder, head turning to the side, mouth open, eyes glazed.

“You’re gonna get used to it,” I growled. “I’m gonna train this ass until it opens up easy for me. Until I can fuck you here and fill your pussy and you’ll beg for more.”

Her legs buckled under her. I gripped her hips tighter, kept her upright, held her open. I worked my thumb in slow, twisting, pulling back, then pressing in again. Deeper this time. Her body resisted, then gave in.

“Feels too good, doesn’t it?” I muttered. “So wrong, but you’re dripping more.”

She was. Her pussy was making soft obscene noises around my cock, wet and wanton, dripping a new flood of slick onto my thighs.

“Next time,” I said, leaning over her back, mouth to her ear, “I’m gonna fuck you here. I’m gonna stretch this tight little hole open with my cock while my cum leaks out of your pussy.”

She gasped, back arching involuntarily.

“And you’re gonna take it. Every inch.”

She didn’t speak.

But she didn’t say no.

Her skin was a map of need, flushed and trembling under my hands, soaked with sweat and streaked with the mess we’d made. I was still inside her—rooted deep, cock throbbing in the soft clutch of her used-up pussy, every twitch another reminder that I hadn’t pulled out, wouldn’t, couldn’t. She was limp beneath me, but not gone. Not empty. Her breath was still ragged, her thighs parted like her body had been broken open and left to bloom for me.

And I wasn’t done.

I leaned back, dragged my hands down her back again, slow, claiming strokes. Her shirt was bunched under her chest now, useless. Her hair hung loose, sweat-damp. Her ass was spread by my grip, still pink from being held open, my thumb still teasing her tight little hole.

She made a sound when I pulled my thumb out—high, soft, overstimulated—and I watched her rim close slowly, still slick from my spit, still twitching like it wasn’t sure whether it wanted to be empty or filled again.

I raised my hand.

And brought it down hard.

Smack.

She yelped, whole body jolting forward. My cock slid deeper from the motion, and her walls clenched down tight again, pulsing around me.

“Fuck,” I growled, looking down at the red blooming across her asscheek. “That sound. That feel. You like it.”

“N-no—” she gasped, but her voice broke on the second syllable, high and breathless.

I spanked her again.

Crack.

Her breath left her in a moan this time. She tried to press her face deeper into the mattress, to hide, to disappear—but her hips pushed back toward me, greedy without permission.

I grinned. Dark. Mean. Possessive.

“You fucking love it,” I said, and slapped her again, other cheek, sharp and echoing.

Her ass jiggled under the force. My cock twitched inside her. Her whole body trembled, and this time she didn’t say a word. She just moaned low in her throat, like her body had disconnected from shame, surrendered to whatever I gave her.

I gripped her cheeks, spreading her open again, admiring the view—pink and raw and twitching. Her pussy was still leaking. Her rim was swollen now, slick, glistening.

I didn’t give her time to think.

I lowered my mouth to her ass.

She gasped, jerking under me, hips flinching like she didn’t know if she wanted to escape or arch up into it. My tongue dragged slow over the tight ring, licking through the spit-slick and her sweat, flattening against the seam of her body. I tasted everything—her fear, her surrender, my cum dripping down, the soft salty tang of her heat.

She choked out a sound. Shock. Need.

“Wh-what—” she tried to speak, voice thin, breathless.

I didn’t answer.

I ate her ass.

Licked in long, slow strokes, circling the tight ring, then teasing it with the point of my tongue. She tried to close her legs, but I held her open, kneeling between her thighs, hands gripping her hips. Her body bucked when I pressed the tip of my tongue against her hole, nudging, tasting, claiming.

“Oh—fuck—oh my God—” she sobbed.

I growled against her.

Licked deeper.

Her moans turned high, frantic, whimpering with every flick of my tongue as I rimmed her, slow and deliberate, coating her in spit, loosening her with heat and pressure. Her pussy clenched, fluttering hard. Her thighs shook like she was going to come again just from this—just from my mouth on her ass, just from the filthy sound of me devouring her.

She writhed. Her hands clawed at the sheets.

I pulled back only to spit again—thick and wet—and then dragged my tongue over her hole one more time, licking it in slow lazy circles like it belonged to me.

Because it did.

“You gonna let me fuck you here next?” I murmured against her skin, lips brushing her rim.

She whimpered, so close to the edge she couldn’t speak. Her whole body was twitching, begging without words.

“Say it,” I growled, spanking her again, hard. Her ass jiggled under my hand. “Tell me it’s mine.”

“It’s—fuck—yours,” she cried, voice raw. “I—I’ll let you—God—please—”

“You want me in your ass while my cum leaks out of your pussy,” I hissed, biting her cheek hard.

“Yes,” she sobbed.

I pressed my cock back into her soaked cunt, shoved deep in one thrust, and she screamed.

I wasn’t stopping until she passed out full and gaping.

She was already unraveling again, her body so hypersensitive she couldn’t separate pain from pleasure anymore—just raw need, a white-hot ache in her belly that grew every time I slammed back inside her. Her moans were gone now, burned out, replaced by breathless sobs, high little sounds that spilled from her throat each time my hips met her ass with a heavy, slick slap. My cock was coated—slick with her and spit and my own cum leaking from the last time I filled her. The mess of it was obscene, thick, dripping onto the sheets, down her thighs, pooling under her like a ritual sacrifice.

But her ass—her ass—that was still twitching, rim glistening, pink and needy, begging for more.

I gripped her cheeks again, thumbs spreading her open, and spat one more time, letting it drip down slow over her hole. She whimpered, trembling under me, trying to brace herself even though her arms had gone limp hours ago. Her back arched beautifully, involuntarily, pressing that tight little ring up toward me like it had a mind of its own. Her body knew what it wanted, even if her mind still hadn’t caught up.

“You’re gonna remember this,” I growled, voice rough from holding back. “For the rest of your life. You’re gonna feel me inside you every time you sit down.”

She didn’t speak.

Couldn’t.

Just nodded, weak, broken open.

I pulled out of her cunt slow, dragging every inch until she gasped, until her body squeezed around nothing, desperate to keep me. Her pussy was red, gaping, leaking—wide and ruined from taking me so deep—but I didn’t pause. I lined my cock up to her ass, let the slick head rest against that twitching rim.

“No,” she whispered, soft, shaky.

But her hips pressed back.

I laughed, low and dark.

“You don’t even believe yourself anymore.”

I pressed forward.

Her mouth dropped open as the thick head began to spread her, inch by inch, the resistance real, perfect, and mine. Her hands clawed at the sheets, her spine bowed, but she didn’t fight. She held still. She took it.

“Breathe,” I muttered, voice thick with lust. “Let me in.”

She screamed as the head breached her—tight, impossibly tight, her ass stretching around me like it had never been opened before. Her whole body shook, but her pussy clenched hard in response, another gush of slick dripping out onto the bed. I groaned, sinking deeper, pressing slowly until I bottomed out, balls resting against the soaked curve of her cunt.

She was shaking like she couldn’t tell if she was going to come or black out.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I growled. “Squeezing me like your body doesn’t know how to let go.”

Her voice cracked. “I—I can’t—”

“You can. You are.” I pulled out an inch, then slammed back in, slow but brutal.

She choked on a sob, but her back arched deeper. Her body gave in.

I started to move.

Slow thrusts, grinding deep, forcing her open one inch at a time. Her ass milked me like it didn’t know how to stop. The burn was real, and she felt every second of it, her gasps turning to long, broken moans, her legs trembling so hard I had to hold her up. Her pussy dripped steadily now, the friction of my cock in her ass pulling more arousal from her like her body was addicted to it.

“You feel that?” I snarled. “I’m in your tight little hole, and you’re fucking wet.”

She sobbed. “I don’t—I didn’t know—I could—oh fuck—”

“You love it,” I growled, thrusting harder now, pace building. “Being used. Ruined. Both your holes open and dripping.”

Her walls clenched. Her whole body convulsed.

She came.

From my cock in her ass.

A full-body orgasm that tore a scream out of her throat, shaking through her like her nerves were caught in fire. Her pussy gushed, soaking the sheets, her ass spasming tight around me, milking my cock like it needed to be filled again.

I slammed into her, once, twice, then came—deep, violent, pulsing inside that tight little hole with everything I had left.

She collapsed under me, shaking, sobbing, her body nothing but heat and slick and need.

I didn’t pull out.

I stayed buried in her, leaking thick into her ass, hands still gripping her hips like I might start again. And I might.

Because she was still twitching.

Still moaning.

And I wasn’t done ruining her.

She was boneless beneath me—legs sprawled, breath stuttering, body limp except where it still pulsed around my cock, locked tight in her ass. I’d filled her to the brim, both holes wrecked and leaking, the bedsheets a soaked mess beneath her trembling thighs. Her back rose and fell fast, skin flushed, marked in handprints and red where I’d spanked her raw. Her mouth was open, lips swollen, eyes glassed over like she couldn’t see anything but what I’d done to her.

I stayed inside.

Still hard, still thick, still twitching in her ass, the heat of my cum bleeding slowly around my cock and trailing in slick lines down to her ruined cunt. The smell of sex was heavy in the room—feral, humid, sharp with sweat and arousal and the sweet salt of her submission.

I leaned down, pressed my chest to her back, kissed the nape of her neck.

“You feel it?” I whispered. “What I left inside you?”

She moaned—no words left, just that soft, broken sound from the back of her throat.

“Say it,” I said, mouth close to her ear. “Tell me how it feels.”

“So… full,” she breathed, voice cracked and weak. “You’re still—still in me…”

“Where I belong,” I growled.

I pulled out slow. Deliberate. Her body gripped me the whole way, that tight ring reluctant to let me go. I watched as her ass clenched around the emptiness, gaping, twitching, my cum already leaking from her stretched hole. It ran slow down her thighs, a sticky, milky trail that dripped onto the sheets.

She whimpered, collapsing fully into the mattress.

I rolled her over gently, her legs spreading limp with the motion, thighs still shaking. Her cunt was soaked—slick shining on her inner thighs, lips swollen, flushed, wide open from the stretch of me. Her belly was tight and glistening, marked where I’d pressed her down, kissed her, ground her into the bed.

I knelt between her legs, hands cupping her trembling knees.

“Look at the mess you made,” I muttered, dragging a finger up through the slick between her folds. “You came all over my cock, all over the sheets. You fucking squirted, didn’t even realize it.”

She blinked up at me, dazed, completely shattered.

“I ruined you,” I said. “And you loved every second.”

Her lips trembled. She didn’t answer.

I dipped two fingers inside her again—slow, gentle now—and watched as more cum oozed out of her, thick and warm, dripping past my knuckles. She gasped, body jerking, so sensitive she could barely take the touch.

“You’re leaking everything I gave you,” I whispered, dragging the mess up to her stomach, smearing it across her skin. “And I’m gonna stuff you again before it’s gone.”

“No, I—I can’t,” she whimpered.

“You can,” I said. “You will.”

I dipped lower, spread her thighs wider, and licked her—mouth on her overstimulated pussy, sucking her swollen clit between my lips. She screamed again, hands grabbing the sheets, whole body arching like I’d shocked her.

“You’re still coming,” I muttered against her, flicking my tongue over the bundle of nerves, relentless. “You’ll never stop now.”

She thrashed, too wrecked to fight me off, too far gone to say no. Her legs wrapped weakly around my shoulders, pulling me deeper, and I ate her like I’d been starved—tongue dragging over the soaked mess of cum and slick, swallowing everything she gave me, mouth wet, savage.

She came again.

Shaking, screaming, gushing into my mouth. Her thighs clamped tight, her whole body curled, and I didn’t stop until she was crying—real tears now, soft little sobs of overstimulation and pleasure too big to carry.

When I pulled back, her hole was gaping, raw and ruined, lips slick and red. I climbed up over her again, pressing my cock to her soaked entrance.

One thrust.

And she took it all.

Because she was mine now.

And I was never going to stop.


Chapter 4

She’d passed out with her mouth parted, lashes stuck together with dried tears, hair tangled across her cheek like she’d been caught in the wake of a storm and dropped into silence. I hadn’t stopped touching her. Not even then. Her body was too warm, too pliant, too wrecked and sweet and made for me to leave alone. She slept the way women only sleep after being taken—not gently, not politely, not with soft fingers and whispered praise, but hard and rough and deep until her body gave out and her mind followed.

Hours passed. The fire burned low. Snow whispered against the windows like it envied what was happening inside.

I kept her on her side, spooned behind her, my hand between her thighs, fingers slow and steady over her soft folds, slipping through the mix of us that never really stopped dripping. Her pussy had stopped twitching a while ago, but she stayed slick—overused, wide open, so ruined for me that my cock slid back in without resistance.

She didn’t wake.

Her breath hitched once, maybe. A faint little sound, high in her throat, like the edge of a dream. But her body didn’t fight me. Her cunt welcomed me, hot and ready, even in sleep. I pushed in deep, slow, the angle perfect—sideways, the curve of her spine tight against my chest, my arm hooked under her head, my mouth pressed to the back of her neck.

She was so warm around me.

I rocked into her gently. No violence. No rhythm meant to tear—just steady, relentless possession. The slow grind of a man who’s already won, who isn’t in a hurry because he knows she has nowhere else to be, no one else to belong to. My cock dragged over her inner walls, slick and heavy, spreading her again and again until she was moaning in her sleep, unconscious and still responding. Her legs shifted. One thigh lifted weakly, gave me more room. Her pussy clenched.

Her body remembered me.

I reached down with my free hand, thumbed her clit in lazy circles. Just enough to keep her teetering. Her breath stuttered, shallow. Her mouth moved—little mutters, no real words.

“Yes, baby,” I whispered against her neck. “Still inside you.”

She didn’t wake.

I kissed her shoulder. Bit it lightly.

“You’re so fucking good like this,” I whispered, rocking deeper. “So soft. So full.”

My cum had leaked out hours ago, but her pussy was still wet with the memory of it. Still open. Still mine. I kept stroking her clit, watched her body begin to shiver again in her sleep, hips tilting toward me. She was going to come. Like this. In her dreams.

And when she did—I’d fill her again.

Because it didn’t matter if she was awake or asleep. This body belonged to me now.

And I’d never stop taking it.

Her thighs started to tremble again, small, rhythmic spasms rippling beneath the blanket where I’d curled it over us hours ago—some mockery of comfort, the illusion of warmth, but she wasn’t shivering from cold anymore. Her body responded to me with a helpless kind of devotion, twitching when I ground in deep, gasping softly even in sleep as the slick glide of my cock worked her open again and again.

She moaned.

Low and airy, barely a sound, but real. A dreamer’s moan. Her hips shifted, pushed back, that slow unconscious press of submission that made my cock twitch where it was buried to the hilt.

“You feel it, don’t you,” I murmured against her ear. “Even asleep. Even now. You know I’m still inside you.”

I rolled my hips slower. Deeper. Let her feel every inch, dragged through her slick channel like it was made for nothing else. Her body clenched, soft and involuntary, gripping me like a heartbeat. I was leaking pre-cum now, thick and steady, adding to the mess between her thighs that had soaked through the sheet hours ago. My hand drifted up from her clit to cup her breast—soft and heavy in my palm, still sensitive, still flushed from how many times I’d pulled orgasms from her body until she’d gone limp and boneless.

She shifted against me again. Not quite waking. Somewhere between dream and surrender, her thighs widening, her back arching slightly—enough to let me in deeper, enough to press the fat head of my cock right up against her cervix.

“Good girl,” I breathed into her hair. “Even asleep, you know what I want.”

Her cunt clenched hard.

I groaned.

I started to move with more force. Not fast—never fast. Just deep. Heavy. Ruthless in that slow, controlled rhythm that made her whole body rock with each thrust. She whimpered in her sleep. Her lips formed a soundless please, her breath catching.

“You gonna come again?” I whispered. “Gonna come in your sleep while I fill you up again?”

She didn’t speak. But her body answered. Her breathing turned erratic, little choked gasps tearing from her as my cock dragged over every spot inside her that made her legs tremble. I pinched her nipple lightly, rolled it between my fingers. Her back arched harder. Her hips jerked.

“You’re dreaming of me, aren’t you?” I hissed. “Dreaming of me fucking you, filling you. And you love it. You love that you can’t get away. That you don’t have to.”

A soft cry caught in her throat.

I slammed in, deep and unyielding, and stayed there, grinding, letting her body feel the stretch and weight and heat of me in full. Her pussy fluttered—tight, wet, spasming around me in perfect time with her breath.

She came.

Sleeping and silent, but real—her cunt clenched in wet pulses, her thighs shook, her whole body trembled as I held her still and let her feel it. She moaned again, a little louder this time, as if she might wake from the pleasure, or maybe just fall deeper into the dream.

“That’s it,” I muttered. “Good fucking girl.”

I didn’t pull out.

Didn’t slow.

Her body was slick, soaked, so sensitive it twitched at every movement, and I fucked her through her sleep-orgasm without pause. Her cunt gaped wetly around me, leaking down her thighs, the steady slap of skin against skin echoing in the quiet, broken only by her helpless, gasping breath.

She stirred finally.

Not all the way. Just a flinch, a small sound, a hand twitching near her face.

“Mmm…” she moaned, barely conscious.

“I know, baby,” I whispered, voice dark with need. “You’re awake enough now.”

“Wha—what time…” she breathed, not opening her eyes.

“Doesn’t matter.”

I grabbed her thigh, lifted it higher, opening her up even more, the new angle making her gasp as I fucked into her deeper.

“Still so full of me,” I said.

She sobbed into the pillow, overwhelmed, ruined.

But her hips met mine.

Slow. Eager.

Wanting more.

And I gave it to her.

Her hips kept meeting mine in lazy, broken circles, fucked half-asleep and still begging with every slow grind. Her cunt was used—red, swollen, slick with the last two loads I hadn’t let her clean up. The sheets under her were soaked. The air was thick with it: sex, sweat, cum. Her thighs were raw from friction and she hadn’t said a full sentence in hours, just whimpered, moaned, twitched, breathed like her body couldn’t figure out if it wanted more or mercy.

I didn’t let up.

My cock was still buried in her, long slow thrusts now—deep and syrup-thick, every movement deliberate. Each time I bottomed out, she gasped, little hitches in her breath like she was coming awake only to be dragged deeper into it.

“You hear that?” I growled against her neck, tongue flicking the shell of her ear. “The way you squelch around me every time I fuck in? That’s not just your pussy. That’s all my cum spilling out.”

She whimpered, eyes fluttering shut tighter.

“Should be ashamed,” I whispered. “But you love it. Can’t even sleep without me inside you now.”

I reached down and rubbed her clit—slow, firm circles, two fingers drenched in everything leaking from her. She gasped. Bucked. Tried to squirm, but her legs were shaking too hard to carry the motion.

“Sensitive?” I asked. “You’d be sensitive, too, if you were this fucking full.”

She moaned, long and broken.

“I’ve filled your pussy three times,” I said. “And now look at you. Still open. Still leaking me.”

I pulled out halfway, just enough to let more of my seed slide out of her—thick and white, dripping down the backs of her thighs.

“You were made for this,” I growled. “You know how I know?”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

I slammed back in, rough and deep.

“Because your body’s begging to get knocked up.”

Her moan was strangled, caught halfway between denial and surrender.

“You wanna be bred, don’t you?”

She whimpered.

“Say it.”

“I—” she gasped. “I—fuck—I don’t—”

“Don’t what?” I snarled, pounding into her now, fast and heavy. “Don’t want it, or don’t want to admit it?”

“I—want it—”

“Say it.”

“I want—fuck—I want you to breed me,” she sobbed.

I grabbed her hips, pulled her flush, drilled into her with savage rhythm.

“That’s it. Fucking knew it. Knew you’d beg for it—beg to get knocked up with my cum dripping out of you while I keep fucking you.”

Her moans were ragged now, no rhythm, her body completely undone.

“You gonna carry for me, baby?” I hissed. “Walk around swollen, leaking, aching—knowing it was this cock that did it to you?”

“Yes,” she breathed, crying it now. “Yes—yes—fill me again, please—don’t stop—”

“You want it that bad?” I growled, slamming into her, fucking her into the bed, her whole body jolting with each thrust. “Want to wake up every day knowing I bred you in your sleep?”

“Yes—oh my God—yes—”

“I’ll do it,” I snarled. “You hear me? I’ll fucking do it. I’ll breed you again right now. Cum so deep you feel it kick tomorrow.”

Her body snapped.

Her pussy clenched, muscles locking, her voice tore out of her in a scream as her orgasm ripped through her—wet, messy, violent. She squirted again, gushing all over my cock, legs locking around me as she shook uncontrollably.

And I followed—shoving deep, burying to the hilt, thick ropes of cum spilling straight into her raw, twitching hole. I held her there, pinned, cock throbbing inside her as I emptied everything I had.

One last push, one last grind.

“You’re bred,” I growled into her neck. “And I’m not stopping until I know it took.”

My cock pulsed inside her even after the last drop spilled. Her cunt, so swollen and slick it was obscene, milked every twitch, as if her body still didn’t believe it was over. The air was choked with heat, with the smell of her—our—filth, sharp and sticky and fucking sacred now. I held her through the aftershocks, her legs twitching like she couldn’t stop, her breath shallow and wet. Every part of her trembled. But she didn’t tell me no.

She never had.

I waited until her body finally went limp again—used, bred, soaked with my cum, panting like the heat might kill her—and only then did I ease back. Slow. Careful. Reverent.

My cock dragged out inch by inch, wet sounds echoing in the room, thick strings of cum clinging to her folds, leaking in long white drips to the mess I’d made below. Her hole gaped. Ruined. Twitching. The ring of her inner muscles spasmed as I pulled free with a final, soft pop.

She whimpered, low and aching.

I knelt beside her. Watched her legs fall open wider, unconsciously. Her body knew I was still there. Her thighs were streaked in cum and spit and slick. Her belly rose and fell like she’d run a marathon in her sleep.

I grabbed her chin, turned her face to me. Her eyes opened slow—dazed, glassy, lips swollen from hours of moaning.

“You’re still mine,” I said, thumb dragging down her cheek, over her bottom lip.

She nodded, weak, submissive.

I stood up, let her see me fully—cock glistening with her juices, streaked in my seed, still half-hard. It gleamed in the firelight. Heavy. Red. Leaking. A mess of her and me, spit-slicked and pulsing with the heat of everything I’d just poured into her.

“Come here,” I said. “Crawl.”

She blinked. Tried to sit up.

“No hands. Just knees. Mouth open.”

Her lips parted. Her breath caught.

She obeyed.

Moved slow, broken, like her body was made of melted wax, dragging herself to me on shaking limbs. She knelt between my legs, eyes fixed on my cock—her mouth open now, lips wet, tongue peeking out as her breath fogged in short, needy puffs.

I grabbed the base, angled it toward her.

“You see this?” I said, voice low and rough. “This is yours, too.”

She nodded.

“Now clean it.”

She leaned forward, tongue sliding out—tentative, trembling—and dragged a slow stripe up the underside. Her moan was immediate, instinctual. She tasted herself first. Then me. Thick, bitter, still warm. The smear of cum on her chin already started to drip down.

“Use your mouth,” I growled. “Not just your tongue. I want to feel you suck the mess you made.”

She opened wider. Took me in.

Her lips wrapped around the head, suction soft but desperate. I groaned, grabbed her hair, fed her more. Inch by inch. Her spit joined the mess, running down her chin as she licked and sucked, swallowing the aftertaste of her own ruin. Her eyes never left mine. Her hands stayed behind her back. Her throat worked as she took the whole shaft, cleaned every drop, every trace.

“Good girl,” I murmured. “Suck it all off. That’s your job now.”

She moaned around my cock, tongue swirling, mouth eager.

I let her stay there.

On her knees.

Mouth full of what she begged for.

And still dripping my cum down her thighs.

She stayed on her knees, trembling but obedient, her body sagging with exhaustion but her lips wrapped soft around the head of my cock, like she knew—without being told—that her work wasn’t finished. Her tongue moved in small, lazy swirls, tracing the ridge beneath the head, cleaning every trace of slick and cum with slow, reverent licks. She sucked gently, hollowing her cheeks just enough to keep the seal tight.

I watched her. One hand tangled in her hair. The other caressing the side of her face as she licked and sucked, mouth glossy with spit and heat. Her eyes had stopped blinking. They just stayed open—barely—dull and dream-drunk, lashes fluttering every few seconds.

She was exhausted.

But she didn’t stop.

She didn’t want to stop.

Even as her body swayed forward with sleep, her mouth kept sucking, rhythmic and slow, soft like a baby at a bottle. She wasn’t trying to make me come again—not anymore. This was need. Muscle memory. A kind of comfort that came from knowing her place, her purpose, the only warmth she wanted was between her lips and under her tongue.

I groaned low, petting her hair, my cock slowly going soft against her tongue.

Her mouth never left me.

Even when her breathing deepened. Even when her shoulders dropped. Even when her eyelids finally slipped shut completely.

She fell asleep like that.

Kneeling.

Lips wrapped around my cock like a pacifier.

Mouth warm. Tongue still barely moving. A little twitch every now and then, a tiny suckle when her dream shifted. My hand cradled her head, keeping her upright, letting her rest. Her body swayed forward, instinctively laying her cheek against my thigh while her lips held me gently, like she couldn’t let go.

And I didn’t stop her.

She was mine.

All the way down to how she slept.

She stayed like that for long minutes, knelt between my legs, her breath slow and even now, her lips slack but still holding me, her jaw soft and parted just enough to cradle the head of my cock like something instinctual. She sucked once in her sleep—a light pull, feather-soft—and a groan spilled out of me before I could stop it.

I brushed her hair back, thumb tracing the curve of her cheek, the damp line of spit down her chin. Her face was flushed, peaceful. Wrecked and serene. She looked like something holy, kneeling there like prayer had shape and breath and warm wet lips.

But her body couldn’t hold itself anymore.

She swayed, just slightly, and I caught her before she collapsed.

“Good girl,” I murmured, sliding her mouth gently off me. A soft pop sounded as her lips let go, and she whimpered—whimpered in her sleep, like her dreams knew she’d been separated from something important.

I scooped her up, light as she was, ruined and bare and still slick between the legs. Her skin stuck to mine, all heat and sweat and the fading scent of hours of fucking. I laid her down gently, her body curling into the sheets automatically, one leg rising slightly, thighs still parted, her cunt a glistening mess of red and swollen and soft.

Her pussy leaked.

Slow rivulets of cum eased out with each shallow breath. Her lips twitched.

I climbed in beside her, pressing up close, the shape of her fitting into me like she’d been carved just for this. Her hips tilted when I reached between her legs, guided myself to her again.

She was wet.

Still open.

I slid in with one slow, deep thrust. Her body accepted me without protest, without resistance. Her cunt molded around me, used to the shape now, clinging even in sleep. Her breath hitched. Her thighs flexed.

She made a tiny, broken moan—then settled again.

And I stayed.

Buried deep inside her, wrapped around her from behind, my cock snug inside that warm, wet channel. Her walls pulsed weakly, the kind of unconscious welcome that would keep happening in her dreams, hour after hour, until she woke full and aching again.

I kissed the back of her neck.

Let the warmth of her, the heat between her legs, the breath of her moans carry me down.

And I fell asleep.

Still inside her.


Chapter 5

The snow outside had stopped sometime before dawn. The cabin breathed silence, thick and sacred, wrapped in the hush that only comes after something is broken and reborn. The fire had died down to a soft orange cradle of coals. Everything smelled like sweat and sex and ash. Like her.

I woke hard.

Still inside her.

Still wrapped around her like a man clinging to the only thing he’d ever need. Her skin was warm against my chest, her breath soft, steady. But I felt it. The subtle shift. Her body had begun to move again—not the mindless twitch of dreams, but real motion. Awareness. Muscle remembering how to be hers.

She was awake.

And she hadn’t moved away.

She shifted her hips first—slow, like she wasn’t sure if she wanted to escape or press deeper. My cock, stiff and buried to the base inside her, throbbed at the movement. Her cunt squeezed—tight, sore, pulsing like she didn’t know what to do with the fullness still stretching her.

I kissed the back of her shoulder, lips dragging slow over a bruise I’d left hours ago.

“Morning,” I said, voice gravel.

She didn’t speak. Just breathed, and arched back.

Like an offering.

I growled.

“Still want it?” I whispered, hand sliding down her belly, between her thighs.

She was soaked.

Fucking dripping.

Her thighs spread. She moaned.

And I started to move.

Slow at first, like we had all day—like this wasn’t the final scene, but a new beginning. I fucked her like she was mine and had always been mine. Her back arched, mouth falling open. Her fingers clawed at the sheets.

“You feel that?” I whispered. “That stretch? That fullness?”

She nodded. Gasped.

I rolled her onto her stomach, climbing over her, pressing her down into the mattress with my weight, her ass raised, legs spread wide, her pussy on full display—red and ruined and slick.

I spat on her again.

Watched it mix with the wet mess already coating her folds.

Then shoved in, hard, deep.

She screamed into the sheets, fingers fisting the blanket as I pounded into her. The bed slammed the wall. My hips met her ass with loud, filthy slaps.

“You want me to breed you again, don’t you?” I snarled. “Stuff you so full it leaks for days?”

“Y-yes—fuck—yes, I want it—”

“You want this cock every morning like this? In your sleep, in your dreams, while you cook, while you cry, while you carry me inside you?”

“Yes—please, please—”

I grabbed her hair, yanked her up against my chest.

“You wanna be heavy with me? Round and dripping and claimed?”

“*Yes—*fuck—yes—”

I bent her back down.

And fucked her like I meant to put a life inside her.

Brutal thrusts. Endless pressure. Her walls clamped tight, her cries dissolving into sobs, moans, babbled pleas. I reached around, rubbed her clit in punishing circles. Her cunt clamped down hard—spasmed—milked me.

And she screamed my name.

She came again. Full-body, feral. Her thighs jerked. She soaked the sheets.

And I slammed into her once, twice—

And came.

Hard.

Thick, endless ropes of cum pouring into her, pumping deep, so much it forced slick white streaks back out of her pussy, dripping between her thighs, down to the bed. I held her there, stuffed and sobbing and wrecked.

She collapsed.

Panting. Shaking. Utterly owned.

I pulled out slow.

Her hole gaped—wide and leaking and twitching around nothing. Her cunt swallowed air with every breath. She moaned. Weak. Beautiful.

I turned her over, kissed her forehead.

And whispered against her lips—

“You’re mine.”

And this time…

She kissed me back.

Her lips met mine like surrender given shape—soft, slow, the kind of kiss that didn’t come from the mouth but from somewhere deep, from the place inside her that had cracked open through every moan, every thrust, every time I’d dragged her over the edge and held her while she fell. Her mouth was trembling, wet with her breath, swollen from the night. But it moved with mine. And she kissed me back.

Not out of fear.

Not out of reflex.

Out of want.

I groaned into it, low and deep, wrapping my hand around the back of her neck, thumb brushing her pulse. Her body was wrecked, muscles trembling with aftershocks, slick everywhere—thighs sticky with cum, breasts flushed and bouncing slightly from the uneven rhythm of her breath—but she reached for me, one weak arm around my shoulder, pulling me in like she needed me inside again.

“You feel that?” I whispered into her mouth. “The way you’re still open for me?”

She nodded.

Her voice was barely there. “I feel everything.”

I kissed her again. Slower this time. Deeper. My cock, still half-hard, rubbed between her messy thighs, coated in the same blend of slick and seed we’d been painting each other with for hours. She gasped when it dragged over her clit, her legs twitching from overstimulation, but she didn’t move away.

She never moved away.

“Let me see,” I said, pulling back just enough to look at her face. “Let me see how ruined you are.”

I sat back, pulled her legs open wide, and just watched.

Her pussy was obscene.

Swollen, spread, glistening red and raw. Cum leaking in long, lazy drips from her open hole, her thighs a mess of smeared white and pink. Her rim twitched with every breath, muscles still fluttering like they didn’t know if they should close yet. Her belly was sticky with the trails I’d left on her skin, streaked across her hips, her breasts, her throat.

I reached down.

Spread her folds with my thumbs.

Her breath hitched again.

“You see this?” I asked, voice low. “This is what a bred cunt looks like.”

She moaned. Low. Shaky.

“Open. Dripping. Needy. You’re perfect.”

I leaned down, sucked one nipple between my teeth, bit gently until she arched into it. Her body couldn’t even fight anymore—it only responded. Shaking, twitching, helpless in the best possible way.

“You think I’m gonna stop now?” I murmured against her breast. “After that kiss? After the way you looked at me just now?”

Her lips parted. She couldn’t speak. But her eyes—fuck, those eyes—said no louder than anything her mouth could.

I dragged my cock through her mess, lining up again. She whimpered. Her hands grabbed my arms, weak but begging.

“You’re still leaking from the last one,” I said. “And I’m gonna give you more.”

I pushed in.

Her mouth dropped open in a silent scream, eyes rolling back as I filled her again, slow and thick, sliding through the cum still inside her, making it slosh around my cock.

“Oh my God—” she gasped. “It’s so—so much—”

“Shh,” I whispered, thrusting deep, holding still inside her. “This is what you’re meant for.”

She nodded.

“I want you like this every day,” I growled. “On your back, wet and warm, waiting to be filled.”

“Yes—” she sobbed, clenching around me again.

“And when you start to show,” I said, hips moving again, slow grind that made her whole body jerk, “I’m gonna fuck you harder. Because I want you to remember exactly what put that baby in you.”

She came again.

A quiet, helpless orgasm that shook her whole body and made her cry out with her hands pressed to my chest, as if the pleasure was too much to hold without breaking.

And I just held her.

Fucked her deep. Steady. Worshipful.

Until we came together again, raw and full and wrecked all over again, our bodies locked, soaked, and heavy with everything we couldn’t say.

And then—I stayed inside her.

Pressed my lips to her temple.

And whispered, “You’re never leaving this bed.”

She didn’t argue.

She just closed her eyes.

And smiled.
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Because Beau doesn’t want a farmhand.

He wants a hole to fill.

And Delilah?

She was made to be bred.

cover.jpeg





