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Prologue

The soft crunch of gravel under his boots mixed with the hiss of cicadas in the distance as Riley stepped out of his truck and slammed the door shut. The air was thick with pine and dust, summer-heavy and warm, settling low in his chest like anticipation.

He spotted her immediately.

Madison stood a few feet away from the picnic table, squinting at a folded tarp in her hands like it might bite. Her blonde hair was twisted in a loose bun, a few strands sticking to her cheeks in the heat, and she was wearing those tiny hiking shorts that made his brain go static.

Christ. She looked good.

“Need a hand?” he called, grabbing his backpack from the truck bed and slinging it over one shoulder.

She turned—and smiled. Soft. Sweet. Fucking warm. That smile always undid something in his ribs.

“Riley,” she breathed, as if she was genuinely happy to see him. “You’re early!”

“Didn’t feel like waiting.” He walked toward her, eyes taking a slow pass over those bare legs. “Where’s everyone else?”

Madison rolled her eyes. “Well, funny story. Jason’s not feeling great—he’s up in his tent with Gatorade and dramatic sighs. And… Carl couldn’t make it.”

“Your husband?” Riley tried not to sound pleased. Failed.

“Yeah. Last-minute work thing. Of course.” She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes.

So. That left Jason, currently useless, and her.

“And the tents?” he asked, a dangerous little curl already forming in his gut.

“Well…” She looked sheepish. “We only brought two. One for Jason. One for me and Carl. So… unless you brought your own—”

“I didn’t,” he said immediately. “Guess I’m bunking with you.”

Madison blinked at him, just once, like she hadn’t quite processed it. Then she gave the tarp a little wave.

“Guess so.”

He grinned. And it wasn’t a nice grin.

The tent situation just got very, very interesting.


Chapter 1

The zipper sealed shut behind them with a long, high whine. Riley knelt, shifting to one side of the small tent as Madison knelt on the other, still brushing her teeth from a little water bottle, her motions slow and distracted.

She was in a soft tank top and cotton shorts now. Bare skin and subtle curves everywhere he looked.

No bra.

He’d noticed.

She spat quietly into a napkin and tucked it into a trash bag. “It’s… tighter in here than I thought it’d be,” she said with a little laugh.

“Yeah,” Riley murmured, voice low as he spread out one of the sleeping bags. “Could’ve warned me you pack the world’s smallest tent.”

“Well, it wasn’t meant for—this.”

He let the silence stretch after that. Just the sound of her hands smoothing her blanket, the faint zip of her son’s tent in the distance. It was quiet. Still. The kind of quiet that made you hyperaware of every little shift of movement.

Madison sat cross-legged on her sleeping bag, looking awkwardly at her feet.

“You okay?” he asked.

She gave a short nod. “Yeah, I just—I didn’t expect to be sharing a tent with you.”

“Why?” His tone was casual. But he was watching her mouth. Her hands.

She glanced up at him, then away. “You’re my son’s best friend.”

He smiled slowly. “I’m also twenty-six.”

“I know that.”

He let the silence hang again. Then, softer: “You nervous?”

Her eyes snapped back to his, startled. “No.”

That no was far too fast.

Riley shifted, laying back across his sleeping bag, arms behind his head. “Just say the word if you want me to sleep outside.”

She hesitated. “It’s already dark. And it might rain.”

“So I stay.”

He waited, watching her. Madison didn’t move.

He could hear her breath. See her swallow.

He reached slowly toward the lamp between them, dimming it until there was only a low amber glow. Then he rolled onto his side, facing her.

Still watching.

She shifted too, lying down with her back toward him, pulling the blanket up to her chest.

He let a few seconds pass.

Then he moved closer.

Just an inch.

Then another.

Until he could feel the heat of her body through the thin cotton.

His hand reached out, deliberate and slow, fingertips grazing the dip of her waist. He didn’t rush. Just let his fingers rest there. Warm. Steady. Waiting.

She didn’t move away.

He leaned in, his breath brushing the back of her neck, his voice dark velvet.

“You should’ve told me how sweet you smell.”

She shivered.

But she still didn’t move.

Her breath stuttered — just slightly. But he caught it.

That little pause told him everything.

She was trying not to react.

Riley’s fingers stayed at the curve of her waist for another beat. Then, slow and fluid, he moved his hand higher. Palming gently over the dip between her ribs and the underside of her chest, thumb grazing just beneath the hem of her tank top.

Madison’s breath caught again.

Still, she didn’t say a word.

“You’re shaking,” he whispered, voice just behind her ear.

“I’m not,” she said too fast. Too soft.

He smiled into her shoulder. “Liar.”

His hand slid down, slow and deliberate, tracing over the warm, soft plane of her stomach. The muscle there fluttered beneath his touch. His thumb dragged lightly across her navel through the thin cotton of her top.

He wanted to pull it off her. With his teeth.

But not yet.

“I’ve thought about this,” he said, each word smooth and slow like honey poured hot. “For years.”

Madison didn’t respond.

His fingers inched lower, until his palm lay fully across her belly, possessive and warm. Her thighs shifted—barely—but enough that the fabric of her shorts drew tighter across her hips.

Riley’s breath hitched. God, she was warm. Soft. Trembling. And still letting him.

“You don’t know what it did to me,” he went on, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear, “watching you walk around your kitchen in yoga pants. That little pink robe you wore in the mornings. That low laugh you have when you’re trying not to flirt.”

“I wasn’t flirting,” she whispered.

He smiled again, wider now. “You were. You just didn’t realize who you were doing it to.”

Her breathing was ragged now. He could feel her heart beating wild against the hand he still had on her stomach.

His other hand came up, fingers tracing along the outside of her thigh.

Still she didn’t stop him.

“You don’t want me to stop, Madison.”

Silence.

But her hand gripped the sleeping bag tighter, knuckles going white.

So he leaned in further, nose in her hair, his voice rougher now, deeper. “You don’t want me to stop. You want me to pull those shorts off. You want me to slide inside you and make you forget your husband’s name.”

Madison gasped—soft and helpless. But still no protest.

“I want to fill you up,” he whispered. “Over and over. I want to hear how you sound when you break.”

And still—still—she didn’t stop him.

She was breathing like she’d run a mile. Frozen in place.

He dragged his hand slowly lower. To the edge of her waistband. Just the edge. Not past it.

Not yet.

Her fingers twitched.

He felt it.

Just a tiny shift — like she was about to reach back. Or maybe push him away. Or maybe—

She turned.

Slow, shaky, pulling slightly from his touch so she could roll over and face him. Her eyes searched his in the low amber tent light, wide and dazed.

He could see it all over her: the heat in her cheeks, the way her lips parted like she was going to say something. Some line. Some excuse.

Her mouth opened.

And he kissed her.

Hard.

He didn’t give her time. Didn’t ask.

Just crushed his mouth to hers with years of pent-up need behind it. His hand slid behind her neck, fingers tangling in her hair, pulling her closer as his tongue parted her lips and slid deep.

She gasped into him — just once — then melted.

Mouths open, hot, desperate.

She whimpered when he sucked her bottom lip between his teeth. His other hand moved to her hip, pulling her flush against him, grinding his thigh between hers. She was already wet — he could feel it through her shorts.

His cock throbbed against his jeans, trapped and aching, and he knew she felt it when her hips bucked reflexively into his leg.

“Fuck,” he groaned against her mouth. “You feel that? That’s for you. It’s always been for you.”

She moaned — God, that sound — and grabbed the back of his shirt, twisting it in her fists like she was drowning.

His hands were everywhere now. Cupping her ass through the fabric. Squeezing her breast, thumb flicking over the tip through her thin top until she arched into him with a sharp gasp.

Still kissing.

Still no space to breathe.

She pulled back only for half a second, her lips slick and swollen, pupils blown wide.

“This is—wrong,” she whispered.

He grabbed her thigh and yanked it up over his hip, pinning her in place.

“It’s happening,” he growled, voice dark and thick. “And you fucking love it.”

He rolled her under him — slow and smooth — grinding against her core as his mouth crashed down again, devouring her.

She moaned his name.

Madison was beneath him now, hair splayed across the pillow, cheeks flushed and lips kiss-bruised. Her breath came in ragged bursts as Riley rocked against her, the hard ridge of his cock grinding into her core, denim dragging over soaked cotton.

Her legs wrapped tight around his hips.

Every thrust pushed a sound out of her — small, desperate noises, barely-there moans that made his blood thrum.

“Fuck,” he growled into her neck, teeth grazing the sensitive skin beneath her ear. “You’re soaked. You’re fucking soaked for me.”

She whimpered. “Riley—”

He bit down, gently. Not enough to hurt. Just enough to make her arch.

“I’ve waited so long to feel this,” he said, grinding slow and deep. “So long thinking about you in that tiny robe, thinking about how your mouth would taste… and how you’d sound when I did this.”

He rolled his hips down hard, and Madison gasped — a full, sharp gasp that turned into a moan. Her back arched. Her nails scraped down his back.

“You gonna come like this?” he whispered, watching her face. “Just from me rubbing against you? Through your fucking panties?”

She shook her head — weakly. But her hips were moving now, chasing each thrust, needing more.

He reached between them and pressed down on her center with the heel of his hand, grinding his cock against her at the same time.

She choked out a sound — his name — and her whole body started to shake.

“There it is,” he groaned. “Let go. Right here. Right now.”

And she did.

Madison came with a cry muffled against his shoulder, legs tightening around him, hips jerking, breath catching. Her body trembled beneath him — overwhelmed and wrecked.

Riley gritted his teeth, watching her unravel.

She was still pulsing beneath him when he thrust once, twice harder — and then came in a growl, his body seizing as he ground down against her and released, hot and thick into his boxers.

It was messy. Intense.

Too much and not enough.

And as the tremors faded from both of them, the silence returned — except for the sound of their ragged breaths, mingling in the dark.

He didn’t move.

Neither did she.


Chapter 2

Madison was still panting beneath him, her thighs twitching, face flushed and dazed. Her lips were parted, damp from kisses and moans, and her hands were gripping his back like she wasn’t sure if she wanted to pull him closer or push him away.

Riley stayed over her, breathing hard, his cock still painfully hard even through the mess he’d already made in his jeans.

He reached down, grabbed the hem of her tank top, and peeled it up, slow and rough. She blinked at him, eyes wide — but she lifted her arms.

The fabric came off in a smooth pull, revealing soft, flushed breasts, the nipples hard and begging for his mouth.

He didn’t even touch them. Not yet.

Just looked. Like he was memorizing her.

Then he yanked her shorts and soaked panties down her legs, tossing them aside, leaving her bare beneath him in the low, golden tent light.

Her chest rose and fell fast. “Riley—”

He didn’t answer. Just sat back on his heels and pulled his own shirt off over his head. Then his jeans. Boxers.

His cock sprang free — hard again, slick with his own release, thick and flushed and ready to ruin her.

He watched her eyes lock onto it. Her lips parted.

“You see what you do to me?” he said, voice low and rough.

She didn’t speak.

So he crawled forward, slow and hungry, and straddled her stomach — knees planted wide on either side of her, his cock hovering just above her breasts.

Her breath caught as he reached down, grabbed her wrists, and gently pulled her hands up to his shaft.

“Touch me,” he said. No room for argument. No question in it. Just command.

He wrapped her fingers around the base. “Like this.”

Her hand trembled.

But she closed around him.

And started to stroke.

Slow. Curious. Like she was trying to memorize every inch.

“Faster,” he growled. “Tighter.”

She did.

His head fell back for a second as her hands moved over him, soft and warm and so eager, his cock thickening even more in her grip.

“You feel that?” he said through clenched teeth. “That’s what you do to me, Madison. This isn’t just want. It’s need.”

He opened his eyes and looked down at her, her breasts rising beneath him, her cheeks flushed pink, her lips parted in awe and lust and something close to worship.

“I’ve been hard for you for years,” he whispered. “I’d lie in bed at night thinking about you. Your voice. Your smile. Your fucking ass in those leggings.”

Her grip tightened.

He hissed through his teeth. “You think I haven’t imagined this? You on your back, stroking me like a good girl while I cum all over you?”

She moaned — actually moaned — her thighs rubbing together beneath him.

He leaned down, cock still in her hands, and brushed his lips across hers, slow and soft.

“Now you’re gonna watch me finish,” he whispered.

Riley’s breath was ragged now — his muscles tense, cock twitching in Madison’s slick, obedient hands.

Her grip had changed. At first, soft and nervous.

Now? Confident. Filthy.

She was stroking him like she wanted to see him lose control.

And he was about to.

He hovered over her, one hand braced beside her shoulder, the other gripping her wrist, guiding her rhythm. Her other hand wrapped tightly around his cock, stroking him in long, hungry pulls from base to tip, her thumb brushing over the ridge every time.

His hips started to buck into her grip. Slow at first. Then faster. Needy.

He watched her face — flushed, open, stunned by the raw power she had in that moment. Her hair was spread beneath her like a halo, her breasts rising and falling with every breath, and below that…

God.

Her pussy. Soft, glistening, open.

Bare and soaked from grinding against him.

That sight alone nearly made him come.

He grabbed her hand tighter, panting now. “Don’t stop.”

She didn’t.

His head dropped forward, forehead brushing hers.

“You feel that?” he growled, grinding his hips once into her fist. “That’s all for you. Every fucking drop.”

“Riley…” she whispered, dazed.

He reached down, cupped her inner thigh, and pushed her legs open wider.

Wider.

Spread for him.

Then he shifted forward on his knees, dragging the tip of his cock lower in her grip, angling it down—

Right over her pussy.

“Keep going,” he ordered, voice dark, breaking. “Stroke me right there.”

Her eyes went wide. But her hand moved faster.

And his eyes locked on the spot between her thighs — her folds flushed, wet, needy, just inches from his tip.

His mouth opened in a groan. “That’s where I wanna come, Madison. Right there. Right on your pretty little pussy.”

She gasped — and kept going.

“I wanna watch it drip down. I want you to feel how much I fucking want to breed you.”

That broke him.

His whole body jerked, muscles locking tight, and with a low, growling curse—

He came.

Thick, hot ropes of cum spilled from him, splattering right across her pussy.

The first spurt hit her clit.

The next slid between her folds.

Another across the top of her slit, dripping slowly down.

She moaned — actually moaned — watching it happen, watching him.

He kept pulsing in her hand, cock throbbing with every beat, as his release painted her exactly where he wanted to be.

Exactly where he wanted to sink in.

And stay.

His head dropped against her shoulder, panting, heart racing like he’d just sprinted through hell.

But he didn’t pull away.

He stayed there, his cock resting against the mess he’d made, both of them breathing hard, still tangled together in the heavy air.

His cum glistened on her, thick and obscene.

And neither of them moved.

Riley stayed over her for a beat, panting, his cock twitching against the inside of her thigh. His cum glistened across her folds — thick and obscene, pooling at the mouth of her pussy like it belonged there.

He stared down at it, jaw tight.

Then he reached down.

Madison twitched when his fingers made contact — his middle and ring finger sliding through the mess he’d left, gathering it up, warm and wet and slick.

Her breath hitched. “Riley—”

“Shhh,” he murmured. “Not wasting this.”

And then — slowly — he pressed his fingers into her.

She gasped, legs tensing, but didn’t stop him.

He pushed two fingers deep into her pussy, his cum riding in with them, disappearing inside her inch by inch.

“Fuck,” he whispered, watching his fingers vanish into her heat. “You feel that?”

She moaned, hands gripping the sleeping bag beneath her.

“That’s me, baby. That’s my cum inside you now.”

He pulled out, slowly, watching her folds cling to him — then pushed back in harder.

She cried out, hips jerking up to meet the thrust.

“Yeah,” he growled, working her faster now. “You like that. You like me filling you, don’t you?”

Her head rolled back, hair a mess, cheeks flushed deep pink. She was breathing like she was drowning, her thighs shaking as his fingers curled inside her, fucking up into her with smooth, practiced thrusts.

“God, you’re tight,” he groaned. “Wet and full of me. Just like I imagined.”

His thumb found her clit — circling, rubbing, pressing just right while his fingers pumped harder, deeper.

She was losing it beneath him. Her whole body moving with his rhythm now, helpless and wrecked, her moans getting louder, sharper.

“That’s it,” he said, voice low and rough in her ear. “Come on my fingers, Madison. Make a mess. Show me what my cum does to you.”

She grabbed his wrist — not to stop him.

To hold him there.

Her thighs clamped around his hand as her back arched, and with a broken moan, she came — hard — pussy clenching around his fingers, slick dripping down over his knuckles as she sobbed out his name.

He didn’t stop.

Not until her hips started to twitch away from overstimulation, and even then, he only slowed.

His fingers slid free with a wet sound, coated in slick and cum.

He brought them to his mouth and sucked one clean, slow, eyes locked on hers.

Then the other.

“Good girl,” he said softly.

And Madison just lay there — panting, ruined, full of him.

She was shaking.

Small tremors rolled through her body in aftershock waves, her thighs still twitching every few seconds, breath catching in her throat as she curled instinctively against his chest.

Riley lay on his side, one arm under her neck, the other wrapped firmly around her waist, holding her like he’d never let her go again.

She was warm. Flushed. Full.

His release was still inside her — the mess he’d made with his fingers still leaking down her inner thigh.

He kissed her shoulder. Her neck. Her hairline.

“Breathe,” he whispered.

“I am,” she murmured, voice soft and shaky.

“Good.”

For a moment, it was quiet again. Just the hum of crickets outside, the faint flap of the tent wall catching the breeze.

Then he shifted behind her, his hand sliding down between her thighs again — but gentle this time. He didn’t tease. Didn’t stroke.

He just cupped her there.

Her body twitched under the touch.

“Still warm,” he whispered against her ear. “Still wet.”

She didn’t respond. But she didn’t stop him either.

He pulled her hips back slightly, just enough to line himself up. His cock was already hard again — not from friction this time, but from the thought. The idea of being inside her.

Of staying there.

He guided himself between her legs, the head of his cock dragging slowly through her folds, still slick and open, her body welcoming him with no resistance at all.

Then — slow.

So slow.

He pushed inside her.

Madison gasped.

Not from pain. Not from surprise.

From the feeling.

His cock slid in inch by inch, thick and deep, until he bottomed out with a low groan, his chest pressed to her back, his hand gripping her thigh to keep her open for him.

He didn’t move.

Just stayed buried there.

Deep inside her.

Breathing against her neck.

Her walls fluttered around him — not resisting. Just feeling.

“Riley…” she whispered, almost afraid.

He kissed behind her ear. “Shhh.”

“You’re not—?”

“No,” he said, his voice quiet, calm, certain. “Not fucking you.”

“Then…?”

“I’m sleeping like this.”

She stiffened — slightly.

He kissed her again. “New rule.”

“Riley—”

“From now on,” he murmured, wrapping both arms tightly around her again, still seated deep in her heat, “I sleep inside you.”

She didn’t move.

She didn’t speak.

Just breathed — long and shaky — as his cock throbbed gently within her, her body already learning what it meant to belong to him.

And slowly, without resistance, she relaxed.

Letting him stay.

Letting him own her.

Just like that.


Chapter 3

The world outside was barely waking. Pale morning light filtered through the nylon walls of the tent, casting everything in a soft gold haze.

Inside, everything was still.

Except for Riley.

He blinked his eyes open, breath deepening as the sensation hit him.

Warmth.

Tightness.

Her.

Madison’s body curled into his, bare and soft, and his cock was still buried deep inside her — thick and pulsing, hugged by her heat like she’d been made for him.

She shifted in her sleep, a soft little whimper escaping her lips as her pussy clenched around him.

He gritted his teeth.

Fuck.

He was so hard it hurt.

He exhaled against the back of her neck, letting the air drag slow and hot across her skin.

And then — he moved.

Just a little.

A tiny pull of his hips back, maybe an inch, then a slow, steady push forward.

Her body stirred. She murmured something unintelligible, hips twitching in response.

He did it again.

Slid back, just enough to feel her open, and then pressed forward, deeper, smoother, letting the heat and slick of her make his whole body throb.

Still asleep. Or close to it.

But her body knew. Her body was already reacting — clenching, fluttering, pressing back into him on instinct.

He reached up, brushed her hair away from her neck, and kissed it softly. Slowly. Then rolled his hips again.

She moaned.

This time, awake.

“Riley…” she whispered, still groggy, confused.

“I’m already inside you,” he murmured against her ear. “Might as well make it count.”

She gasped when he thrust a little deeper — slow and thick, the kind of stroke that said you’re mine now.

“Don’t—” she breathed, voice shaky.

“Shh,” he whispered. “Let me move. Just like this. Slow. Deep.”

He pulled her tighter against him, arm around her waist, chest flush to her back.

Then he started to fuck her — not rough, not fast, but relentless.

Long, deep strokes.

His cock dragged against her walls with every pass, slick with need, and every time he bottomed out, he grunted softly, like he was fighting to hold something back.

“You feel that?” he said, breath hot against her neck. “That’s what waking up should feel like. My cock inside you. Filling you. Claiming you.”

She whimpered — breathless, overwhelmed.

“From now on,” he growled, grinding deep, “you wake up full of me. Every fucking day.”

Her hand grabbed his wrist, nails digging into his skin — not to stop him.

To hold on.

To keep him there.

He rolled his hips again, and again, and again — unhurried and brutal in his precision.

And her body just kept taking it.

Her thighs were trembling again.

Her breathing had turned to small, shattered moans, each thrust dragging another helpless sound out of her lips.

Riley stayed behind her, wrapped around her, his cock sliding slow and thick inside her, stretching her open with every careful push.

“God,” he whispered against her neck. “You feel so fucking good. I could live inside you.”

She whimpered, legs twitching.

Her pussy clenched tight around him with every stroke, like she didn’t want to let him go — like her body agreed.

He moved deeper.

Slower.

Grinding into her from behind, his palm sliding over her stomach, holding her in place like a lock and key.

“You gonna come again for me?” he whispered, kissing under her jaw. “Let me feel it. I want to feel you break around my cock.”

Her hips started to move.

Just a little.

Meeting his thrusts now. Taking him in greedily.

He reached between her legs again, fingers finding her clit, slick and swollen, and started to circle in tight, slow strokes.

She choked on a gasp.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Come on. I’m already deep. Let it happen. Let it fucking happen.”

Her breath stuttered. Her hand grabbed his forearm.

And then she shattered.

Her whole body seized, legs jerking, back arching against his chest as her pussy clamped around him, tight and pulsing and wet as hell.

Riley groaned — loud — at the feel of it.

“Fuck, Madison—fuck—”

He gripped her hip and slammed once, twice, deep—

And then came.

Hard.

His cock throbbed inside her as he spilled everything, every last drop, deep into her heat.

No condom.

No pulling out.

Just his cum, thick and hot, filling her up like he was meant to.

He growled through gritted teeth, arms crushing her to his chest, hips jerking with each wave of release.

“Jesus,” he breathed against her hair. “You’re mine. You’re fucking mine now.”

And her only answer was a soft, broken whimper — her body still shaking around him, her thighs soaked, her pussy dripping full of him.

They stayed like that.

His cock still inside her.

His cum starting to leak out around it.

And Riley, holding her tight, kissing her shoulder, completely at peace.

Madison exhaled, her body limp, her thighs still slick with everything he’d just poured into her.

She twitched once — trying to shift forward, to move away.

But Riley’s hand snapped to her hip, grip tightening.

“Where do you think you’re going?” he said, voice dark and dangerous against her ear.

She froze.

“I just—”

“You’re not done,” he growled. “Not even close.”

Her breath caught when he thrust, sudden and deep — his cock still thick, still hard inside her.

She cried out, half-shocked, half-overwhelmed, as her hands grabbed at the sleeping bag beneath her.

“You think I’d fill you once and let you go?” he said through gritted teeth. “No, sweetheart.”

He pulled his hips back slow — then slammed in.

She jolted forward, mouth open, gasping.

“I told you,” he said, punctuating each word with a thrust. “From now on, I sleep inside you.”

Another thrust — deeper.

“And when I wake up hard…”

He fucked into her again.

“I stay inside you.”

Madison’s moan turned into a sob, her face buried in the pillow now, legs spread wide, her body taking everything he gave her.

“You’re gonna stay open for me all fucking day,” he growled, voice right in her ear now, hips pounding her into the mat. “Dripping. Used. Mine.”

She whimpered — no words, no protest, just her pussy squeezing him tighter with every thrust.

He was rougher now. Not cruel — but feral. Pure hunger. Pure ownership.

One hand slid up under her chest, grabbed her breast, squeezed it hard as he fucked her open, fast and deep, his cock slamming against her soaked walls like he needed to bury himself in her soul.

“You feel that?” he snarled. “That’s what happens when you try to pull away from me.”

She gasped, voice breaking. “Riley—oh God—”

“You don’t get to leave,” he said. “You don’t get to move unless I’m finished.”

Her nails clawed the fabric beneath them as he drove into her, over and over, harder now, faster, his cock sliding through his own cum inside her with wet, obscene sounds that filled the tent.

And Madison — desperate, wrecked — was close again.

He could feel it. Her pussy was fluttering, clenching, begging.

So he reached down between her legs again, rubbed her clit in tight, filthy circles.

“Come again,” he ordered.

“Riley—”

“Now.”

She shattered — violently.

Her whole body went rigid, then collapsed, shaking as her orgasm tore through her, pussy clenching around his cock, milking him.

And Riley lost it.

He grabbed both hips, slammed deep — once, twice — and groaned as his cock throbbed again, releasing into her, his cum flooding her womb with another thick, desperate load.

He stayed deep this time. Didn’t pull back. Just held her there, stuffed, as her body jerked and trembled beneath him.

His voice was low. Hoarse.

“That’s two loads,” he whispered against her ear. “And we haven’t even left the tent.”


Chapter 4

The air was thick inside the tent — heavy with sweat, cum, heat.

Madison lay on her side, breathless and flushed, her body trembling from back-to-back orgasms. Riley stayed behind her, cock still softening inside her pussy, his arm possessively around her waist.

She stirred — just a little.

And then she whispered:

“This was a mistake.”

He didn’t move.

“Riley…” she went on, her voice trembling now, like she was trying to convince herself more than him. “It was a moment. It doesn’t mean—this can’t happen again.”

Still, he didn’t speak.

She finally started to pull away — legs closing, trying to sit up.

That’s when he moved.

Fast.

He rolled her onto her back, pinned her wrists above her head, and looked down at her — hair wild, chest flushed, thighs slick and sticky from where his cum had leaked down her pussy.

“This,” he said, voice low and calm, “was not a mistake.”

“Riley—”

“You don’t get to say it didn’t mean something.”

Her chest rose hard under him, eyes wide. “You’re my son’s—”

“I’m your man now.”

And then he pushed inside her again.

Hard. Deep.

Her breath caught, her head snapping back against the pillow.

“You’re full of me,” he growled. “Twice. And you’re still open.”

She whimpered.

“Your body knows who it belongs to,” he said, thrusting deep again. “Even if your mouth doesn’t.”

Her thighs opened.

Automatically.

He grabbed both wrists in one hand and leaned over her, his other hand gripping her jaw.

“No more running,” he whispered. “No more pretending.”

Then he kissed her — hard, deep, claiming.

His cock pulsed harder with every stroke, still wet, still slick with him, sliding easily into the mess he’d made of her.

She moaned against his mouth.

Tried to speak again.

So he pulled out — slowly — and dragged himself across her lips.

“You wanna talk?” he said, cock heavy against her mouth now. “Put your lips to better use.”

She hesitated.

Just a second.

Then opened.

He slid into her mouth, hot and thick, still tasting like her, still smelling like sex, and groaned as she sucked him deep, her eyes wide and glassy, her thighs still spread, his cum dripping between them.

“Good girl,” he breathed. “That’s how you say you understand.”

Madison’s lips closed around him — slow, trembling.

But she didn’t pull away.

Riley stared down at her, hand still wrapped around her wrists, the other gripping her hair now, holding her head steady as he slowly slid deeper into her mouth.

“Yeah,” he groaned, his eyes narrowing. “That’s it. Wrap those pretty lips around the cock that just filled your pussy.”

She moaned softly around him.

He started to move — slow, deliberate thrusts at first, letting her feel every inch of his cock glide along her tongue.

Her mouth was wet, warm, already drooling down his shaft as he fed himself deeper.

“Keep your eyes on me,” he said, tightening his grip on her hair. “Don’t you look away.”

Her glassy blue eyes blinked up at him — wide, flushed with heat and something close to submission. And he fucked into her mouth again, this time harder.

She gagged slightly.

He didn’t stop.

He pulled back, then pushed deep again — watching her lips stretch, her throat tighten.

“That’s it,” he groaned. “Let me feel your throat. Let me use it.”

He started to thrust harder now, hips moving in a steady rhythm, the slap of skin against her cheeks obscene and wet. Her mouth made slick, lewd sounds with every pump, and saliva was starting to drip down her chin.

Her hands clenched under his.

But she didn’t pull away.

She took it.

He was panting now, eyes locked to her face, watching her struggle and open wider, watching her surrender without a word.

“You remember what you said?” he growled, voice thick. “That it was a mistake?”

She blinked — just once.

“Say that with your mouth full of my cum.”

He pulled back slightly, just enough for her to breathe — and then thrust deep one last time, holding her head in place as his cock twitched in her throat.

And then—

He came.

Hard.

His cock pulsed, and thick streams of cum filled her mouth, hot and endless, coating her tongue, hitting the back of her throat as he grunted above her, thighs tense.

“Swallow it,” he growled. “All of it.”

She did.

Her throat moved around him, gulping it down, eyes locked on his as she took every last drop he gave her.

When he finally pulled out, his cock still twitching, her lips were wet, her chest heaving — cum swallowed, mouth open to show him it was gone.

And Riley just smiled.

Dark. Hungry.

Satisfied.

The tent was quiet again.

The kind of quiet that came after ruin.

Riley sat back against the sleeping bag, legs stretched, watching her.

Madison hadn’t spoken since she swallowed his cum.

She was on her knees across from him now — bare, flushed, hair messy, skin still glowing with sweat. Her lips were swollen, her thighs still slick with everything he’d poured into her.

He didn’t speak.

He waited.

She stared at him — eyes unreadable.

Then she moved.

Slowly.

She crawled across the tent on hands and knees, her breath shallow, her gaze locked to his. When she reached him, she rose to her knees again, eyes flicking down to his cock — still hard, twitching, wanting her.

And without a word…

She reached between them.

Wrapped her hand around him.

And lined him up.

Riley’s breath hitched.

“Madison—”

But she didn’t let him finish.

She lifted her hips — high, trembling — and lowered herself onto his cock, inch by slow, deliberate inch.

His eyes rolled back.

“Fuck.”

Her mouth opened in a silent gasp as he stretched her again, her thighs trembling as she took him all the way in, until her ass was flush to his thighs, until his cock was buried deep in the mess they’d already made together.

She sat still for a beat.

Then looked at him.

And whispered, “Don’t say anything.”

Riley didn’t.

He just grabbed her hips, tight, like he couldn’t believe she was real.

Her breath shook as she settled on him, the weight of her body pressing him even deeper, her walls fluttering around him like they’d missed him in the seconds he was gone.

No resistance now.

No lines left to cross.

She chose this.

She sat on his cock like it belonged to her — or maybe like she belonged to him.

And Riley… melted.

“You don’t get to leave now,” he said, voice low, rough. “You know that.”

She nodded — tiny, barely-there.

“Good,” he said. “Because I’m not pulling out ever again.”
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