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I had only been living with my brother for three weeks when I managed to fuck up my ankle.

Ethan had offered me the spare room after graduation while I looked for a job and a place of my own. It was supposed to be temporary. Quiet. Easy. Instead I ended up on the floor of his living room with my right ankle already swelling and a sharp pulse of pain shooting up my leg every time I tried to put weight on it.

I had been carrying a box of books up the stairs when my foot slipped on the edge of a step. The box went flying. So did I.

Ethan found me five minutes later, still sitting on the floor, trying not to look as pathetic as I felt.

“Jesus, Lila,” he said, crouching down beside me. “What the hell happened?”

“I fell.” I tried to stand and immediately hissed when my ankle protested. “It’s fine. Just twisted it.”

He didn’t look convinced. He helped me to the couch and carefully lifted my leg onto a pillow. The swelling was already noticeable. So was the ugly bruise forming around the bone.

Ethan pulled out his phone. “I’m calling Caleb.”

My stomach dropped. “Don’t. It’s not that bad.”

“You’re limping and your ankle is the size of a grapefruit. I’m calling him.”

Caleb Hart. My brother’s best friend. Forty-five years old. Orthopedic surgeon. The man I had spent the last few years trying very hard not to notice every time he came over for dinner or drinks.

I had known him since I was a teenager. He had always been around. Tall, controlled, unfairly good-looking in that serious way that made him hard to look at for too long. He treated me like Ethan’s little sister. Polite. Distant. Professional.

I had never told anyone that the distance only made it worse.

Ethan stepped into the kitchen to make the call. I could hear his voice, low and practical, explaining what happened. A few minutes later he came back.

“He’s on his way. Said he’ll be here in twenty.”

Great.

I spent the next twenty minutes trying to look less like a mess. I smoothed my hair. Adjusted my shorts so they weren’t riding up. Pretended my heart wasn’t already beating too fast at the thought of Caleb putting his hands on me.

When the doorbell rang, Ethan went to answer it.

Caleb walked in wearing dark jeans and a black button-down with the sleeves rolled up. He looked like he had come straight from the hospital. His eyes found me on the couch immediately.

“Hey,” he said, voice calm. “Heard you decided to take a dive down the stairs.”

“Something like that.”

Ethan hovered nearby while Caleb set his bag down and crouched in front of the couch. He didn’t touch me right away. He just looked at my ankle with that focused, clinical expression he always wore when he was working.

“Can you rotate it for me?” he asked.

I tried. Pain flared immediately.

He nodded once, then carefully took my foot in his hands. His fingers were warm and steady as he pressed along the bone, checking the swelling, testing the range of motion. Every careful touch sent a small spark up my leg that had nothing to do with pain.

I kept my breathing even. Or tried to.

Ethan watched for a minute, then checked his phone. “I need to take a work call. You good here?”

Caleb didn’t look up. “We’re fine.”

Ethan disappeared down the hall toward his office. The second the door closed, the air in the living room changed.

Caleb’s hands stayed on my ankle, but his thumbs moved in slow, deliberate circles just above the swelling. Not quite medical anymore. Not quite not.

“You should have iced this sooner,” he said quietly.

“I know.”

His eyes lifted to mine. For a second neither of us said anything. The silence felt heavy.

He shifted closer, one hand sliding higher up my calf as he continued the examination. His touch was still controlled, still professional on the surface, but there was something underneath it now. Something tighter.

“Does this hurt?” he asked, pressing gently along the side of my ankle.

“A little.”

He nodded and kept going, his fingers working carefully over the bone and then higher, testing the muscle. Every pass of his hands made my skin feel too warm. I was very aware of how short my shorts were. Of how close his face was to my leg. Of the fact that my brother was only one closed door away.

Caleb’s jaw tightened slightly. He noticed the way my breath had changed. I could tell.

He pulled his hands back and sat on the edge of the coffee table, putting a small amount of space between us.

“It’s a bad sprain,” he said. His voice was steady again. Controlled. “You’ll need to stay off it for a few days. Ice, elevation, compression. I’ll wrap it for you.”

He opened his bag and pulled out a bandage. I watched his hands as he carefully wrapped my ankle, his fingers brushing my skin with every pass of the tape. He didn’t rush. He didn’t look at my face. But the tension in his shoulders said he was very aware of every point of contact.

When he finished, he sat back and finally met my eyes again.

“You need to be careful,” he said. The words felt like they meant more than just the ankle.

“I will.”

He held my gaze for another second, then stood. The professional mask was fully back in place.

“Tell Ethan to keep an eye on the swelling. If it gets worse or you can’t put any weight on it by tomorrow, call me. I’ll fit you in at the clinic.”

I nodded. My throat felt tight.

Caleb picked up his bag and headed for the door. He paused once, hand on the handle, and looked back at me.

“Stay off it, Lila.”

Then he left.

The second the front door closed, I let out a long breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. My ankle throbbed, but that wasn’t the part that left me restless. It was the memory of his hands. The way he had looked at me when Ethan left the room. The careful control that felt like it was barely holding something back.

I stayed on the couch for a long time after he left, staring at the wrapped ankle and trying to ignore the heat still sitting low in my stomach.

This was going to be a problem.

And I already knew I wasn’t going to be careful enough.
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The swelling in my ankle had gone down overnight, but it still hurt enough that Ethan insisted I keep the appointment Caleb had told me to make.

I sat in the waiting room of his private clinic the next afternoon with my foot elevated on a small stool, trying not to look as nervous as I felt. The place was quiet and expensive. Soft lighting. Dark wood. The kind of office that made everything feel more serious than it needed to be.

A nurse called my name after fifteen minutes.

I followed her down a short hallway into an exam room. She took my blood pressure, asked a few routine questions, then told me Dr. Hart would be in shortly. The door clicked shut behind her and left me alone with the sound of my own pulse.

I sat on the edge of the exam table and tried to calm down. It didn’t work. Every time I thought about Caleb’s hands on my ankle the day before, heat settled low in my stomach. I hated how easily he affected me.

The door opened a few minutes later.

Caleb walked in wearing dark scrubs under a white coat, tablet in one hand. He looked every bit the controlled, professional surgeon. His eyes moved over me once, quick and assessing, before he closed the door.

“How’s the pain today?” he asked.

“Better. Still sore if I put weight on it.”

He nodded and set the tablet down. “Lie back. I want a better look.”

I shifted onto the table. He moved to the side and carefully lifted my right leg, supporting my calf with one hand while the other examined the joint. His touch was firm and precise. Professional. But the longer his fingers moved over my skin, the harder it became to keep my breathing steady.

He pressed along the bone, testing the swelling, rotating my foot slowly. Every careful movement sent small sparks up my leg.

“It’s healing,” he said. “But you’re still favoring it. I’m going to check the soft tissue more thoroughly.”

He reached for a pair of gloves from the dispenser on the wall and pulled them on. The sound of the latex snapping into place made my stomach tighten. He returned to the table and continued the exam, his gloved hands moving higher up my calf this time, then to the back of my knee.

I tried to stay still. I failed.

His eyes flicked up to my face for a second. He noticed.

“You’re tense,” he said quietly.

“I’m fine.”

He didn’t argue. He just kept working, his hands slow and deliberate as they moved over my leg. The gloves made every touch feel more clinical and somehow more intimate at the same time. When his fingers brushed the soft skin on the inside of my thigh while adjusting my position, my breath caught.

Caleb paused.

The room went very quiet.

He looked at me for a long moment, jaw tight, then slowly peeled the gloves off and tossed them into the bin. When he touched me again, it was bare skin on bare skin.

His hand settled higher on my inner thigh than it needed to be for any medical reason. His thumb stroked once, slow and intentional.

“Tell me to stop,” he said, voice low.

I didn’t.

He held my gaze as his hand slid higher, pushing the hem of my shorts up. The first brush of his fingers against the damp fabric of my underwear made my hips twitch. He exhaled hard through his nose, like he was fighting himself, then hooked his fingers under the edge and pulled the fabric aside.

“Fuck,” he muttered when he felt how wet I already was.

Two fingers pushed inside me without warning. I gasped and grabbed the edge of the table. He didn’t give me time to adjust. He started fucking me with them in deep, steady strokes, his thumb finding my clit and rubbing firm circles over it.

The exam table creaked under me. I bit my lip hard to stay quiet, but small sounds still escaped every time his fingers curled against that spot inside me.

Caleb watched my face the entire time. His expression was dark and controlled, but his breathing had changed. He added a third finger and pressed deeper, stretching me while his thumb kept working my clit.

“You’re soaked,” he said, voice rough. “Is this what you were thinking about yesterday when I was touching your ankle?”

I couldn’t form a proper answer. I just nodded, hips moving against his hand.

He fucked me harder with his fingers, the wet sound of it filling the quiet room. The pressure built fast. My thighs started to shake. I was so close it almost hurt.

“Come,” he ordered. “Right now.”

I broke with a soft, broken cry, my pussy clenching hard around his fingers as the orgasm ripped through me. He kept moving through it, drawing it out until I was gasping and trying to twist away from the intensity.

Only then did he slow down. He pulled his fingers out carefully and looked at them for a second before wiping them on a towel from the counter. His jaw was tight. His control looked paper-thin.

He stepped back from the table and ran a hand through his hair.

“This is a bad idea,” he said quietly.

I was still trying to catch my breath. “I understand.”

“You’re Ethan’s little sister.”

“I know that too.”

He stared at me for a long moment, something dark and hungry moving behind his eyes. Then he forced himself to look away. He washed his hands at the sink, dried them, and pulled his professional mask back into place like nothing had happened.

“Stay off the ankle for another day,” he said, voice steady again. “Ice it tonight. If the swelling comes back, call the office.”

I sat up slowly, still shaky. “That’s it?”

He looked at me over his shoulder. The heat was still there, barely contained.

“For now,” he said. “Get dressed, Lila.”

I slid off the table on unsteady legs and fixed my clothes. My underwear was a mess. I could still feel the ghost of his fingers inside me. Caleb didn’t watch me dress. He stayed by the counter, writing something on the tablet, but the tension in his shoulders said he was very aware of every move I made.

When I was ready, he walked me to the door of the exam room.

“Be careful,” he said. The words landed heavier than they should have.

I nodded and left.

I made it to my car before the full weight of what had just happened hit me. I sat in the driver’s seat with my hands on the wheel, still throbbing between my legs, and tried to steady my breathing.

Caleb Hart had just fingered me on his exam table until I came. The worst part was how badly I already wanted him to do it again.
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Ethan texted me just after six to say he was stuck at work and wouldn’t be home until late.

I was still limping a little when I moved around the kitchen, but the pain was manageable. What wasn’t manageable was how restless I had been since the clinic. Every time I closed my eyes I felt Caleb’s fingers inside me again. The memory sat under my skin like a second pulse.

I tried to distract myself. I made dinner. I answered emails. I iced my ankle and pretended I wasn’t checking my phone every few minutes.

At 7:40 the doorbell rang.

My stomach flipped hard.

I opened the door and found Caleb standing there in dark jeans and a black sweater, medical bag in one hand. He looked controlled. Calm. Like he had every right to be on my brother’s doorstep.

“Ethan said you were still favoring the ankle,” he said. “I was in the area. Thought I’d check it.”

I should have told him it wasn’t necessary. Instead I stepped aside and let him in.

He followed me into the living room. I sat on the couch and lifted my leg onto the cushion. Caleb set his bag down and crouched in front of me, the same way he had two days ago. His hands were careful as he unwrapped the bandage and examined the joint.

“Swelling’s better,” he murmured. “You’re healing.”

His fingers moved over my ankle, then higher up my calf. The touch stayed professional for a few more seconds. Then it didn’t.

His hand slid slowly up the inside of my leg. I watched it happen. He watched me watch it. Neither of us said anything as his palm settled on my inner thigh, thumb stroking once over the soft skin there.

“You’ve been thinking about yesterday,” he said quietly. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes.”

He exhaled through his nose and pushed my thighs apart a little more. His hand moved higher until his fingers brushed the edge of my shorts. I was already wet. I had been wet since he walked through the door.

Caleb looked up at me. His eyes were darker than they had been at the clinic.

“This is still a bad idea,” he said.

“I know.”

He held my gaze for another second, then hooked his fingers into the waistband of my shorts and underwear and pulled them down my legs in one motion. The cool air hit my bare skin. He tossed the clothes aside and settled between my thighs on his knees.

The first lick was slow and deliberate. He dragged his tongue through my folds and made a low sound like he had been waiting for it. My head dropped back against the couch. His hands gripped my thighs and held them open as he licked me properly, tongue working over my clit in firm, steady strokes.

I bit my lip to stay quiet. The house was empty but it still felt dangerous. Every wet sound of his mouth against me seemed too loud.

Caleb didn’t rush. He licked me like he had all the time in the world, alternating between soft flicks and deeper pressure. When he pushed two fingers inside me I moaned before I could stop myself. He curled them immediately, finding that spot that made my legs shake, and kept licking my clit while he fucked me with his fingers.

The combination was too much. The pressure built fast. My hips started moving against his mouth. He held me down harder and sucked on my clit, fingers working deeper.

“Caleb...”

He made a rough sound against me and kept going. The orgasm hit hard. My thighs clamped around his head as I came, a broken cry slipping out of me. He licked me through it, slower now, until I was twitching and trying to pull away from the sensitivity.

Only then did he lift his head. His mouth was wet. His breathing was heavier than before. He stayed on his knees between my legs, looking at me like he was deciding something.

I reached for him, fingers brushing the front of his jeans where he was hard. He caught my wrist before I could do more.

“No,” he said, voice low and strained. “Not yet.”

“Why?”

“Because if I fuck you right now on your brother’s couch, I’m not going to be able to stop. And I’m not doing that while he could walk through the door at any minute.”

He sat back on his heels and ran a hand over his mouth. The control was back, but it looked like it was costing him. He picked up my shorts and underwear and held them out to me.

“Put these back on.”

I did, still shaky. Caleb stood and adjusted himself without looking at me. The tension in his body was obvious.

He wrapped my ankle again in silence, movements precise and careful. When he finished he stayed crouched in front of me for a second longer than necessary.

“I should go,” he said.

“Okay.”

He didn’t move right away. His eyes dropped to my mouth, then lower, then back up. For a moment I thought he might change his mind. Instead he stood and picked up his bag.

“Stay off the ankle tonight,” he said. The professional tone was forced. “I’ll check on you tomorrow.”

He walked to the door. I followed him on unsteady legs. When he opened it he paused and looked back at me one more time.

“This is going to get complicated,” he said quietly.

“It already is.”

Something flickered in his expression. Then he left.

I locked the door behind him and leaned against it, heart still racing. My body was still sensitive from his mouth. I could still feel the ghost of his fingers inside me. The ache between my legs hadn’t eased at all. If anything it was worse.

I went back to the couch and sat there for a long time in the quiet house, staring at the place where he had been on his knees.

He had made me come with his mouth and then walked away.

And all I could think about was how badly I wanted him to stop holding back.
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Caleb texted me the next afternoon.

Come to the clinic at 7. After hours. I want to reassess the ankle properly.

I stared at the message for a long time before replying with a simple okay. My hands were already unsteady. I knew the ankle wasn’t the real reason. He knew it too.

Ethan was working late again. I left the house without telling him where I was going.

The clinic was dark when I arrived. Only a few lights were on in the back. Caleb opened the side door when I knocked. He was still in his white coat over dark scrubs. His expression was controlled, but his eyes moved over me in a way that felt anything but professional.

“Come in.”

I followed him down the quiet hallway into the same exam room as before. He locked the door behind us. The sound of it clicking into place made my stomach tighten.

“Sit on the table,” he said.

I did. He moved around the room with calm efficiency, pulling on a pair of gloves, setting out instruments. The quiet was heavy. Every small sound felt louder than it should have.

He stepped between my knees and carefully removed the bandage from my ankle. His gloved hands examined the joint with the same precise focus as before, but the tension underneath was different now. We both knew this wasn’t really about the sprain.

“Lie back,” he said.

I stretched out on the table. He adjusted the stirrups and guided my feet into them, spreading my legs. The position left me open and exposed. My shorts and underwear were still on, but it didn’t feel like they offered much protection.

Caleb’s eyes flicked up to my face once. Then he reached for the waistband of my shorts and pulled them down along with my underwear, tossing them onto the chair. Cool air hit my bare skin. I was already wet. I had been wet since I got his text.

He pulled on a fresh pair of gloves and settled on the stool between my legs. The first touch of latex against my inner thigh made me shiver. He didn’t comment on it. He just continued the examination, fingers pressing carefully, moving higher than necessary.

When he picked up the speculum, my breath caught.

“Easy,” he said quietly. “Breathe.”

The metal was cold as he worked it inside me. He opened it slowly, the clicks sounding too loud in the silent room. The stretch was intense and strange. I felt completely exposed under the bright exam light.

Caleb leaned in and looked at me with clinical focus that somehow felt filthy. One gloved finger brushed over my clit while he held the speculum open. I twitched hard.

“Sensitive,” he murmured.

He did it again, slower this time, watching my reaction. Then he began stroking my clit in steady circles while the speculum kept me spread. The combination of the cold metal and his precise touch was overwhelming. My hips tried to move but the stirrups limited how much I could.

He edged me like that for a long time. Every time I got close he eased off, leaving me panting and frustrated. His expression stayed controlled, but his breathing had grown heavier.

“Caleb...”

“Not yet,” he said.

He removed the speculum carefully and set it aside. Then he stood, peeled off the gloves, and unbuckled his belt. The sound of it made my stomach flip. He pushed his scrubs down just enough to free his cock. It was thick and hard, the head already wet.

He stroked himself slowly while looking at my pussy, still open and wet from the exam.

“I’ve been thinking about this since you came on my fingers,” he said, voice low. “About putting my cum in you. About how you’d look walking out of here with it dripping down your thighs.”

I moaned softly. The words hit hard.

He stepped closer and rubbed the head of his cock through my folds, coating himself in my wetness, but he didn’t push inside. He kept stroking, jaw tight, eyes locked between my legs.

“Tell me you want it,” he said.

“I want it,” I breathed. “Please.”

He came with a low, rough sound. Thick ropes of cum landed on my pussy and lower stomach. Some of it slid down toward my entrance. 

Before I could say anything he pushed two fingers inside me and worked his cum deeper, fucking it into me with slow, deliberate strokes.

“Take it,” he muttered. “Keep it in there.”

The feeling of him pushing his cum inside me while I was still spread in the stirrups sent a fresh wave of heat through me. He rubbed my clit with his thumb at the same time, and the pressure that had been building for so long finally broke. I came hard, clenching around his fingers, a broken cry echoing in the quiet room.

Caleb kept his fingers inside me until the last waves faded. Then he slowly pulled them out and looked at the mess he had made.

For a moment neither of us spoke. The only sound was our breathing.

He cleaned me up carefully with a warm cloth, then helped me out of the stirrups. My legs were unsteady when I stood. He handed me my clothes and turned away while I got dressed, giving me a small amount of privacy that felt almost strange after what he had just done.

When I was ready he walked me to the side door of the clinic. The night air was cool against my flushed skin.

“This is getting out of control,” he said quietly.

“I understand.”

He looked at me for a long second. Something conflicted moved across his face.

“Go home, Lila. Ice the ankle. And don’t tell Ethan you were here.”

I nodded.

He opened the door for me. I stepped out into the parking lot on shaky legs, still feeling the wetness of his cum between my thighs.

I drove home in silence, body still sensitive, mind racing.

He had still not fucked me.

And I was starting to feel desperate for the moment he finally would.
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Ethan left town for an overnight work trip on Thursday.

He told me over coffee in the morning, already distracted by emails on his phone. “I’ll be back tomorrow evening. Don’t do anything stupid with that ankle while I’m gone.”

I nodded and tried to look normal. The second the door closed behind him, the house felt too quiet. I lasted until early afternoon before the restlessness became impossible to ignore.

I texted Caleb.

Ethan is gone until tomorrow night.

He replied twenty minutes later.

I’ll pick you up at six.

No explanation. No questions. Just that.

I spent the rest of the day trying not to overthink it. I showered. I changed clothes twice. I iced my ankle even though it barely hurt anymore. By the time six came I was wound so tight I could barely sit still.

Caleb pulled up in a dark car and waited. I locked the house and got in. He looked at me once, eyes unreadable, then pulled away from the curb without a word.

His place was a quiet condo on the other side of the city. Clean lines. Dark furniture. Big windows. It smelled faintly like him and expensive soap. He closed the door behind us and locked it.

For a moment we just stood there in the entryway.

“You sure about this?” he asked.

“Yes.”

That was all it took.

He crossed the space between us and kissed me hard. There was nothing careful about it this time. His hands gripped my waist and pulled me against him as his mouth claimed mine. I made a small sound and he swallowed it, backing me down the short hallway toward his bedroom.

We left a trail of clothes behind us. My shirt. His sweater. My bra. By the time we reached the bed I was in nothing but my underwear and he was down to his jeans. He pushed me onto the mattress and followed, settling between my thighs as he kissed down my neck.

He hooked his fingers into my underwear and pulled them off. Then he stood just long enough to shove his jeans and boxers down. His cock was already hard. I reached for him but he caught my wrist and pinned it to the bed as he settled over me again.

He rubbed the head of his cock through my wetness, coating himself, teasing my clit with it. I lifted my hips, trying to get him inside. He held back for another few seconds, jaw tight, watching my face.

Then he pushed in.

The stretch was intense. He was thick and he took his time, sinking into me inch by inch until he was fully buried. My mouth opened on a silent gasp. He stayed still for a moment, forehead pressed to mine, breathing hard.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “You feel even better than I thought you would.”

He started to move in slow, deep strokes. Every thrust dragged against that sensitive spot inside me. I wrapped my legs around his waist and held on. The controlled version of him was gone. What replaced it was focused and hungry.

The pressure built fast. I was already so wound up from the last few days that it took almost nothing. My nails dug into his shoulders as I got close.

When he thrust particularly deep the word slipped out of me without warning.

“Daddy...”

Caleb froze for half a second.

Then a rough, broken sound left his throat. His hips snapped forward harder.

“Say it again,” he demanded, voice low and strained.

“Daddy,” I gasped.

That was all it took. He lost the last of his control. He grabbed both of my wrists and pinned them above my head with one hand while the other gripped my hip hard enough to bruise. He started fucking me in deep, powerful strokes that made the bed frame creak.

“You have no idea what that does to me,” he growled against my neck. “Hearing you call me that while I’m inside you.”

I moaned and arched under him. He shifted the angle and hit a spot that made my vision blur. The orgasm crashed over me hard. I cried out as I clenched around him, legs shaking. He fucked me through it without slowing down, chasing his own release now.

He pulled out suddenly, flipped me onto my stomach, and dragged my hips up. He pushed back inside in one thrust and started fucking me from behind, one hand in my hair, the other gripping my ass.

“Again,” he ordered.

“Daddy...”

He groaned and drove into me harder. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room. I could feel another orgasm building already, lower and deeper than the first.

“I’m going to come inside you,” he said, voice rough. “You’re going to take every drop.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Please, Daddy.”

He buried himself deep and came with a low, guttural sound, cock pulsing as he filled me. The feeling of it triggered my second orgasm. I came around him with a broken cry, face pressed into the sheets.

He stayed inside me for a long time afterward, breathing hard, one hand stroking slowly down my spine. When he finally pulled out he rolled us onto our sides and pulled me back against his chest. His cum leaked out of me onto his sheets. He didn’t seem to care.

For a while neither of us spoke. His hand rested low on my stomach, thumb brushing back and forth over my skin.

“I wasn’t expecting that,” he said eventually, voice quieter now.

“The Daddy part?”

“Yeah.”

I turned my head enough to look at him. “Did you hate it?”

A small, dark smile pulled at the corner of his mouth. “No. I fucking loved it. More than I probably should.”

He kissed the back of my shoulder, then the side of my neck.

“You’re staying here tonight,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

“Okay.”

He pulled the blanket over both of us and settled behind me, arm locked around my waist. I could still feel him between my legs, the dull ache a reminder of everything we had just done. For the first time since this started, he hadn’t held back. And I already knew I was going to want it again.
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I woke up to the feel of Caleb’s hand between my legs.

For a second I forgot where I was. Then the night came back in a rush. His bed. His cock. The way he had looked at me when I called him Daddy for the first time. The dull, satisfying ache between my thighs confirmed it had all been real.

His fingers moved slowly through the mess he had left inside me, pushing some of it back in. I made a soft sound and pressed back against him. He was already hard along the curve of my ass.

“Morning,” he murmured against the back of my neck. His voice was rough with sleep.

“Morning.”

He kissed my shoulder, then the side of my neck, while his fingers kept working me open. There was no rush in it. Just slow, deliberate strokes that made the heat build low in my stomach. When he finally pulled his hand away I made a small noise of protest.

He rolled me onto my back and settled between my thighs. The head of his cock brushed against me. He watched my face as he pushed inside in one smooth thrust. I was still sensitive from the night before, and the stretch pulled a soft moan out of me.

Caleb fucked me slowly at first. Deep, measured strokes that made me feel every inch of him. One of his hands braced beside my head while the other slid under my thigh, opening me wider. The morning light filtered through the curtains and caught on the muscle in his shoulders as he moved.

“You sore?” he asked quietly.

“A little. Don’t stop.”

A low sound left his throat. He leaned down and kissed me, slower than the night before but just as claiming. His hips kept moving in that steady rhythm, dragging against the spot inside me that made my toes curl. I wrapped my legs around him and held on.

The orgasm built gradually this time. When it hit it was deep and rolling, pulling a long moan out of me as I clenched around him. Caleb followed a minute later, burying himself to the hilt and coming with a rough exhale against my neck.

He stayed inside me afterward, forehead resting against mine. Neither of us spoke for a while. His thumb brushed back and forth over my hip in a small, absent motion.

Eventually he pulled out and rolled onto his side, bringing me with him so we faced each other. His hand settled low on my stomach.

“Ethan comes back tonight,” he said.

The reminder sat heavy between us.

“I know.”

“He’s going to notice something eventually.” Caleb’s eyes stayed on mine. “The way you look at me. The way I look at you. I’m not that good at hiding it.”

“What do you want to do?”

He was quiet for a moment. “I don’t want to sneak around forever. You’re not a secret to me. But he’s your brother. And my best friend. This is going to hurt him.”

I reached up and touched the side of his face. “I know it will. I still don’t want to stop.”

Something possessive moved through his expression. He leaned in and kissed me again, deeper this time. When he pulled back his voice was lower.

“Good. Because I’m not planning on giving you up.”

We stayed in bed a while longer. He made coffee eventually and brought it back to me. I sat against the headboard with the sheet wrapped around me while he pulled on a pair of sweatpants and sat on the edge of the bed. It felt strangely domestic for something that was supposed to be a secret.

My phone rang on the nightstand.

Ethan’s name lit up the screen.

Caleb looked at it, then at me. “Answer it.”

I picked it up. “Hey.”

“Hey. Just checking in. How’s the ankle?”

“Better,” I said. My voice sounded mostly normal. “I’ve been resting it.”

Caleb moved while I was talking. He pulled the sheet away from my legs and settled between them again. I shot him a warning look. He ignored it. The next second his mouth was on me, tongue dragging slowly through the mess he had left earlier.

My free hand fisted in the sheets.

“You at the house?” Ethan asked.

“Yeah,” I managed. “Just taking it easy.”

Caleb licked a slow circle around my clit and then sucked gently. I bit the inside of my cheek hard. My hips twitched. He pinned them down with one forearm and kept going, unhurried and focused.

“I’ll be back around seven,” Ethan continued. “Want me to pick up dinner?”

“Sure. Whatever you want is fine.”

Caleb pushed two fingers inside me while he licked. The wet sound felt obscenely loud. I turned my face into the pillow for a second so I wouldn’t make any noise.

“You sound weird,” Ethan said. “You okay?”

“I’m fine.” My voice came out a little thinner than before. “Just tired.”

Caleb curled his fingers and rubbed that sensitive spot inside me at the same time his tongue worked my clit. The pressure built fast and mean. I was going to come if he didn’t stop.

“Alright,” Ethan said. “See you tonight.”

“See you.”

I ended the call and dropped the phone onto the mattress. The second I did, Caleb sucked harder on my clit and fucked me with his fingers in earnest. The orgasm hit me hard and sudden. I came with a broken moan, thighs shaking around his head.

He licked me through it until I was too sensitive, then crawled up my body and kissed me. I could taste myself on his mouth.

“You’re evil,” I said, still breathing hard.

A small, dark smile pulled at his mouth. “You answered the phone. I just took advantage.”

He settled beside me again and pulled me against his chest. His hand returned to my stomach, resting there like it belonged.

“We need to be careful when he’s back,” I said quietly.

“I know.” His voice was serious now. “But I’m not walking away from this. From you.”

I closed my eyes and listened to the steady beat of his heart under my ear.

Neither of us said the rest out loud, but we were both thinking it.

Eventually Ethan was going to find out.

And when he did, nothing was going to stay simple.
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Ethan came home just after seven the next evening with takeout and a tired smile.

I met him at the door and tried to act normal. He hugged me briefly, asked about my ankle, and then headed to the kitchen to unpack the food. I followed, hyperaware of every mark Caleb had left on me that was still hidden under my clothes. There was a faint bruise on my hip. Another on the inside of my thigh. I had checked them in the mirror twice before he arrived.

We ate at the counter. Ethan talked about the work trip. I nodded in the right places and tried not to think about the fact that I had spent the previous night in his best friend’s bed with his best friend’s cum still inside me.

“You’re quiet,” Ethan said at one point.

“Just tired. Ankle’s been keeping me up.”

He accepted the excuse. I hated how easy it was to lie to him.

Later that night, after Ethan had gone to his room, my phone lit up with a message from Caleb.

Clinic. Tomorrow at 6:30. After hours. Don’t tell him.

I stared at the text for a long time before typing back a simple okay.

The next day moved too slowly. Ethan worked from home for part of the morning, which made the house feel smaller than usual. Every time he walked past me I felt guilty. Every time my phone buzzed I was terrified it would be something he might see. By late afternoon I was wound so tight my hands shook.

I left the house at six under the excuse of meeting a friend for coffee. Ethan barely looked up from his laptop.

The clinic was quiet when I arrived. Caleb opened the side door and locked it behind me. He was already in his white coat over dark scrubs. The second the door closed he backed me against the wall and kissed me hard, one hand gripping my jaw.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” he said against my mouth.

He walked me down the hall to the exam room and shut that door too. The click of the lock sounded final.

“Clothes off,” he said. “Get on the table.”

I stripped while he watched. When I was naked he nodded toward the exam table. I climbed up. He adjusted the stirrups and guided my feet into them, spreading me open under the bright light. The position still made my stomach flip.

Caleb pulled on a pair of gloves and stepped between my legs. He examined me with deliberate focus, fingers pressing, spreading, checking. It started clinical. It didn’t stay that way. When he brushed my clit with a gloved thumb I twitched hard.

He peeled the gloves off and tossed them aside. Then he unbuckled his belt, pushed his scrubs down, and freed his cock. He was already hard. He rubbed the head through my wetness, coating himself, and then pushed inside in one slow, deep thrust.

I moaned at the stretch. He stayed fully seated for a second, hands gripping my thighs, white coat still on.

“You look so fucking good like this,” he said, voice low. “Spread open on my table. Taking my cock while I’m still wearing the coat.”

He started fucking me in steady, powerful strokes. The exam table creaked under us. Every thrust went deep. The white coat brushed against my thighs with every movement. He kept the pace controlled at first, watching my face, but it didn’t last.

When I clenched around him he made a rough sound and started driving into me harder. One hand slid up to rest on my lower stomach.

“I’m going to fill you up,” he said. “Right here on this table. I want you walking out of here with my cum inside you. I want you sitting across from your brother tonight knowing I put it there.”

The words sent a sharp pulse of heat through me. I moaned and arched as much as the stirrups allowed.

“You want that?” he asked, thrusting deeper. “You want me to breed you on my exam table?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please, Daddy.”

The title made him snap. He gripped my hips harder and fucked me with short, deep strokes that left me shaking. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room. I came first, crying out as the orgasm hit, my pussy clamping down around him. He followed soon after, burying himself to the hilt and coming with a low, guttural groan. I felt every pulse of it inside me.

He stayed deep for a long moment, breathing hard, hands still locked on my hips. When he finally pulled out he watched his cum start to leak from me. Then he pushed two fingers back inside and worked it deeper.

“Keep it in,” he murmured. “I want you full of me when you go home to him.”

I nodded, still dazed.

Caleb cleaned me up carefully, helped me out of the stirrups, and handed me my clothes. He stayed in the white coat the entire time. When I was dressed he pulled me against him and kissed me slower, one hand cradling the back of my head.

“This is getting harder to hide,” he said quietly.

“I understand.”

He rested his forehead against mine. “I’m not stopping. I need you to know that.”

“I don’t want you to stop.”

He kissed me once more, then walked me to the side door. The night air felt cool against my flushed skin. I could still feel him between my legs, wet and obvious.

I drove home with his cum still inside me and the weight of the secret sitting heavy in my chest.

Ethan was in the living room when I walked in. He looked up from the television and asked if I had a good time with my friend.

“Yeah,” I said. “It was fine.”

I went upstairs before he could ask anything else, locked the bathroom door, and sat on the edge of the tub with my face in my hands.

The lying was getting harder.

And the worst part was that I already knew I was going to keep doing it.
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Ethan worked from home the next day.

The house felt smaller with him in it. Every time I walked past the living room I was aware of the faint bruises on my hips and the way my body still felt used from the clinic. I wore long sleeves and kept my distance. Caleb texted once in the morning.

I need to see you.

I didn’t answer right away. Ethan was on a call in the next room. The risk sat heavy in my chest. By early afternoon the restlessness won.

I texted back.

He’s home. Be careful.

Caleb replied a few minutes later.

Laundry room. Ten minutes. Leave the door unlocked.

My pulse kicked hard. I told Ethan I was going to start a load of laundry and headed downstairs before I could change my mind.

The laundry room was small and narrow, tucked at the back of the house. I had just opened the washing machine when the door opened behind me. Caleb stepped in and locked it. He didn’t say anything. He just crossed the small space, turned me around, and kissed me hard, one hand already pushing under my shirt.

“We shouldn’t,” I whispered against his mouth.

“I know.” His voice was rough. “I don’t care.”

He spun me to face the washing machine and pulled my leggings and underwear down in one motion. I heard his belt and zipper. The next second he pushed inside me in a single deep thrust. I bit my forearm to stay quiet. He fucked me hard and fast from behind, one hand clamped over my mouth, the other gripping my hip hard enough to leave new marks.

The machine vibrated under my hands. Every thrust was sharp and urgent. The risk of Ethan walking downstairs made everything tighter and hotter. Caleb’s breathing was heavy against my neck.

“Quiet,” he muttered. “Don’t make a sound.”

I nodded against his hand. He drove into me harder. The angle hit deep. I came suddenly, shaking, muffled cries trapped against his palm. He followed a few strokes later, burying himself and coming with a low, strained sound against my shoulder.

He stayed inside me for a few seconds, then pulled out and fixed my clothes with quick hands. His own jeans were already back in place. He looked at me, eyes dark.

“I’m not done with you,” he said quietly. “Later.”

Then he unlocked the door and left as silently as he had arrived.

I leaned against the washing machine until my legs stopped shaking. When I finally went back upstairs, Ethan was still on his call. He glanced at me once and went back to his screen. I locked myself in the bathroom and stared at the fresh finger bruises already forming on my hips.

The second time happened after dinner.

Ethan had gone to his room early to finish a report. The door was closed. I was in the hallway putting towels away when a hand closed around my wrist and pulled me into the narrow space near the linen closet. Caleb was there again. I had no idea how he had gotten back into the house without me hearing.

He pressed me against the wall and kissed me, quieter this time but just as intense. One hand slid between my legs, finding me still wet and messy from earlier.

“He’s right down the hall,” I whispered.

“I know.” He freed himself and lifted one of my legs around his hip. “You can stay quiet.”

He pushed inside me again, slower than the laundry room but just as deep. I buried my face in his shoulder to muffle the sound. He fucked me in short, controlled thrusts, one hand in my hair, the other gripping my ass. The wall was hard against my back. Every movement felt dangerous.

“You’re mine,” he murmured against my ear. “Even when he’s in the next room. Even when we have to be quiet. This pussy belongs to me.”

I nodded against his shoulder, too far gone to answer. He reached between us and rubbed my clit in tight circles while he kept thrusting. The orgasm hit hard and silent. My whole body locked up as I came around him. He followed soon after, pulling out at the last second and coming across my lower stomach and the tops of my thighs, marking me where it would be harder to hide.

He rubbed it into my skin with his fingers, eyes locked on mine.

“Leave it,” he said quietly. “I want you to feel it while you sit with him later.”

Then he fixed my clothes, kissed me once, hard, and disappeared down the hall as silently as he had come.

I stayed against the wall until I could breathe normally again. My body was still trembling. I could feel his cum on my skin under my clothes. When I finally went back to the living room, Ethan was coming out of his bedroom with his laptop.

“You okay?” he asked. “You look flushed.”

“Just warm,” I said. “I’m fine.”

He accepted it. I sat on the opposite end of the couch and stared at the television without seeing it, every nerve in my body still lit up from what Caleb had just done to me in the hallway a few feet from my brother’s door.

The risk was getting worse.

And I was starting to realize I didn’t want it to stop.
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The next morning I woke up with fresh bruises on my hips and the memory of Caleb’s voice in the hallway still in my head.

Ethan was already in the kitchen when I came downstairs. He looked up from his coffee and gave me a tired smile.

“Morning. Sleep okay?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Fine.”

I kept my sleeves pulled down and moved carefully around him. Every time he got close I was aware of the marks under my clothes. The ones on my hips. The faint ones on my neck that makeup only half covered. I had checked them three times in the mirror before coming down.

We ate breakfast in relative silence. Ethan scrolled through emails on his phone. I pushed food around my plate and tried to look normal. The guilt sat heavy in my stomach. Lying to him had been easier when it was just late nights and excuses. Now it felt different. Now I was walking around his house with his best friend’s cum still inside me from the day before.

Caleb texted around mid-morning.

How bad is it there?

I waited until Ethan stepped into his office before replying.

He’s noticing things. I can feel it.

Caleb’s answer came a minute later.

Be careful. We’ll figure it out.

I didn’t know how we were supposed to figure out something that was already starting to crack.

Ethan came out of his office an hour later and leaned against the doorframe, watching me as I folded laundry on the couch.

“You’ve been different lately,” he said.

My hands stilled on a towel. “Different how?”

“Quiet. Distracted. You keep checking your phone like you’re waiting for something.” He paused. “And you flinch every time I walk up behind you.”

I forced a small laugh. “You’re reading too much into it. I’m just tired. Job hunting is stressful.”

He didn’t look convinced. His eyes moved over me in a way that made my skin feel too tight. For a second I thought he might push harder. Instead he just nodded slowly and went back into his office.

The rest of the day felt like walking on glass.

Caleb stopped by in the late afternoon under the excuse of returning a power tool he had borrowed from Ethan months ago. The second he stepped into the house the air changed. I felt it. Ethan felt it too, even if he didn’t understand why yet.

They talked in the kitchen for a few minutes. Normal conversation. Work. A game they had both watched. I stayed in the living room and tried not to look at Caleb too long. Every time our eyes met it felt dangerous.

When Ethan stepped away to take a call, Caleb’s gaze found me across the room. He didn’t smile. He just looked at me with that same dark, possessive intensity from the hallway the night before. My pulse kicked hard.

Ethan came back. Caleb left a few minutes later. The door closed behind him and the house felt too quiet again.

That evening Ethan brought it up more directly.

We were sitting on opposite ends of the couch after dinner. The television was on but neither of us was really watching it. He muted the volume and turned toward me.

“Is something going on with you and Caleb?”

The question landed like a stone in my chest.

“What?”

“You heard me.” His voice was calm but tight. “The way you two look at each other. The way he showed up today for no real reason. You’ve been acting strange for days. So I’m asking straight. Is something going on?”

I kept my face as neutral as I could. “No. Nothing’s going on. You’re imagining things.”

He stared at me for a long moment. I could see him trying to decide whether to believe me. The silence stretched.

“He’s my best friend, Lila,” he said finally. “And you’re my sister. If something was happening, I would need to know.”

“There’s nothing to know.”

The lie tasted bitter. Ethan searched my face for another few seconds, then looked away and turned the volume back up. He didn’t bring it up again that night, but the tension stayed in the room like a third presence.

Later, alone in my room, I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at my phone. Caleb had texted once more.

Did he say anything?

I typed back slowly.

He’s starting to ask questions. He’s not stupid.

Caleb’s reply took longer this time.

I know. We can’t keep this up forever.

I set the phone down and lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling. The bruises on my hips ached dully. I could still remember the exact way Caleb had looked at me in the hallway while he was inside me, telling me I was his even with my brother only rooms away.

The secret was getting heavier.

And I was starting to realize it wouldn’t stay buried much longer.
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It happened two days later.

I was in the kitchen making coffee when Ethan walked in holding his phone. His expression was wrong. Too still. Too controlled.

“Sit down,” he said.

My stomach dropped. “What’s going on?”

“Sit down, Lila.”

I sat. He stayed standing on the other side of the counter, phone still in his hand. For a moment he just looked at me like he was trying to recognize the person in front of him.

“I saw Caleb’s car on the security camera from the other night,” he said. “He was here after midnight. And again the night before that. You told me you were home alone.”

My mouth went dry. I didn’t say anything.

Ethan set the phone down carefully. “I called him this morning. He didn’t deny it. He told me to talk to you first.” His voice stayed quiet, but there was something sharp underneath it. “So I’m talking to you. How long have you been sleeping with my best friend?”

The words landed hard.

“A couple of weeks,” I said. There was no point lying anymore.

Ethan let out a short, disbelieving breath. “A couple of weeks. While you were living in my house. While I was working and trusting both of you.” He dragged a hand down his face. “He’s almost twice your age, Lila. He’s my best friend. Do you understand how fucked up that is?”

“I know how it looks.”

“It doesn’t look like anything. It is fucked up.” His voice rose for the first time. “You’re my little sister. He’s supposed to be the one person I can trust without thinking twice. And the two of you were sneaking around behind my back like I wouldn’t notice.”

I flinched. “It wasn’t planned. It just happened.”

“That’s what people say when they get caught.” He stared at me, anger and hurt mixed together. “Did you even stop to think about what this would do? To me? To our relationship? Or did you just not care?”

“Of course I care. I hate that this hurts you.”

“Then why did you do it?”

I held his gaze even though my hands were shaking. “Because I wanted him. And he wanted me. And once it started I didn’t want to stop.”

Ethan looked at me like I had slapped him. For a second I thought he might yell. Instead he went quiet in a way that felt worse.

“You’re choosing him,” he said.

It wasn’t a question.

“Yes.”

The word sat between us, heavy and final.

Ethan shook his head slowly. “I need you out of this house. Not tonight. But soon. I can’t look at you right now and pretend this is okay.”

My throat tightened. “Ethan...”

“Don’t.” He stepped back. “I need space. From both of you.”

He grabbed his keys and phone and walked out. The front door closed hard behind him. The house went silent.

I sat at the counter for a long time, staring at the spot where he had been. The coffee had gone cold. My hands were still shaking. I had known this was coming, but knowing didn’t make the reality of it any lighter.

Caleb showed up twenty minutes later. He must have been close. He took one look at my face and knew.

“He found out,” he said.

I nodded.

Caleb closed the door behind him and came into the kitchen. He didn’t try to touch me right away. He just stood there, solid and steady, waiting.

“He wants me out of the house,” I said. “He’s angry. He feels betrayed by both of us.”

“I expected that.” Caleb’s voice was calm. “He’s allowed to be angry.”

I looked up at him. “I chose you. I told him that.”

Something shifted in his expression. He stepped closer and cupped the side of my face with one hand, thumb brushing under my eye.

“I know what that cost you,” he said quietly. “I’m not going to make it mean nothing.”

I leaned into his touch. The adrenaline was starting to fade, leaving a hollow ache behind. Caleb pulled me against his chest and held me there, one hand steady on the back of my head.

“You’ll stay with me,” he said. “For as long as you need. Or permanently. That’s your call. But you’re not dealing with this alone.”

I closed my eyes and listened to the solid beat of his heart under my ear.

Ethan was gone. The secret was out. The fallout was only beginning.

But for the first time since this started, I wasn’t hiding.

And I had already made my choice.
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Eight weeks later, the condo felt like mine.

My clothes hung in Caleb’s closet. My coffee mug lived on the kitchen counter. The spare key was on my keyring. I had stopped calling it his place in my head weeks ago.

Ethan still wasn’t speaking to us. He had answered one text after I moved out, short and cold, saying he needed more time. I had stopped expecting anything warmer for now. The guilt still sat with me on quiet mornings, but it no longer drowned everything else.

I was standing at the bathroom sink when I heard Caleb come home. His keys hit the dish by the door. A moment later he appeared in the doorway, still in his shirt and slacks from the clinic, eyes finding me immediately.

“You’re home early,” I said.

“I wanted to see you.” His gaze dropped to the small white stick on the counter, then back to my face. “Is that what I think it is?”

I nodded.

He crossed the bathroom in two steps and pulled me against him, one hand cradling the back of my head, the other settling low on my stomach like it already belonged there. For a long moment he just held me.

“You’re sure?” he asked against my hair.

“Two tests. Both positive.”

A rough breath left him. He pulled back enough to look at me, and the expression on his face was something between awe and pure possession.

“Come here.”

He walked me backward into the bedroom, kissing me the whole way. There was nothing rushed about it this time. He undressed me slowly, then himself, and laid me down on the bed like he had all the time in the world. When he pushed inside me it was deep and deliberate. I was already wet for him. I always was.

He fucked me in long, steady strokes, one hand braced beside my head, the other spread over my lower stomach.

“You’re carrying my baby,” he said, voice low. “Do you have any idea what that does to me?”

“Tell me.”

“It means you’re mine in every way that matters.” He thrust deeper. “It means I put this in you. It means every time I look at you I’m going to know you’re growing my child.”

I moaned and arched under him. He shifted my leg higher over his hip and kept the same deep rhythm, grinding against me on every stroke. The pleasure built slow and heavy.

“Say it,” he murmured.

“I’m yours, Daddy.”

His eyes darkened. He fucked me harder, still controlled but with an edge now. The hand on my stomach pressed a little firmer.

“Again.”

“I’m yours. I’m carrying your baby and I’m yours.”

He groaned and dropped his forehead to mine. The angle changed and the pressure inside me sharpened. I came with a long, shaking moan, clenching around him. He followed a few thrusts later, burying himself deep and filling me while he breathed hard against my mouth.

We stayed joined for a while afterward. His hand never left my stomach. When he finally pulled out he rolled us onto our sides and tucked me against his chest, lips pressing to my temple.

“I want more after this one,” he said quietly. “Not right away. But I want to keep you like this. Full of me. Round with my kids.”

I smiled against his skin. “You’re getting greedy.”

“I am.” There was no apology in it. “I’m not going to stop wanting you. Or this.”

I tilted my head up to look at him. The late light cut across his face, making him look older and sharper and completely certain.

“I chose you,” I said. “Even when it cost me my brother. Even when it made everything complicated. I would choose you again.”

Caleb’s arm tightened around me. He kissed me once, slow and deep, then rested his forehead against mine.

“Good,” he said. “Because I’m never letting you go.”

I closed my eyes and let the truth of it settle.

This was mine now.

He was mine.

And I had no intention of giving any of it back.
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