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Chapter One

Emily’s birthday dinner wrapped later than I’d expected, and somehow I ended up being the sober one with the car keys. Twenty-three years old and my daughter still couldn’t pace herself. She slid into the backseat, already halfway asleep, mumbling something that sounded like you’re the best, Dad.

Jenna opened the front passenger door and slipped in beside me. She smelled like citrus and the kind of perfume girls her age wear when they want to look older. Her dress rode high on her thighs when she buckled her seatbelt, bare skin catching the streetlight.

“Thanks for driving,” she said, voice soft, a little slurred but focused on me—too focused.

“No problem,” I answered, keeping my eyes on the road instead of her legs. “You two had fun.”

She laughed lightly. “Emily had fun. I had… entertainment.”

I glanced over. Her lips curled in a small, wicked smile. Not drunken. Intentional.

The city blurred past us. Emily was out cold in the back. Jenna shifted in her seat, turning toward me, one knee brushing my arm as I steered.

“You’re really solid, you know that?” she said.

“Solid?”

“Responsible. Calm.” Her fingers grazed my forearm as she said it. “It’s attractive.”

My pulse kicked. Too fast for a man my age to blame on anything but her.

“Jenna…” I started, but she slid her hand down—slow—until it rested on my thigh.

She left it there. Warm. Wrong. Deliberate.

“I know,” she murmured. “But you don’t have to do anything. Just drive.”

The stoplight glowed red, trapping us in stillness. Her thumb stroked a lazy line over my jeans. Emily snored softly in the backseat. Jenna watched me with a look that said she knew exactly what she was doing—and how much I felt it.

When the light turned green, I had no idea where to put my hands, except back on the wheel and nowhere near the girl who wasn’t a girl anymore.

But God, she felt like trouble I’d thought I’d aged out of wanting.

Jenna’s hand didn’t just stay on my thigh—it inched higher.

I felt every millimeter of that slow climb like she was tracing fire up my leg. I kept my left hand clamped around the steering wheel, knuckles white, pretending I didn’t notice… pretending I wasn’t hardening under the denim.

Emily shifted in the backseat, muttering something incoherent before settling again.

I exhaled, controlled. “Jenna. Cut it out.”

She didn’t.

Her fingertips pressed just a little firmer, a little closer to dangerous.
Then she leaned in, breath warm against my jaw, whispering, “If you really wanted me to stop, you’d pull my hand away.”

Christ.

The next red light caught us again—felt like the city was conspiring with her.
She slid her palm fully over my thigh now, squeezing softly.

“You’ve been looking at me all night,” she murmured. “You think I didn’t notice?”

I swallowed hard. “You’re drunk.”

“I’m buzzed,” she corrected, voice velvet-smooth. “And honest.”

Her thumb drifted higher, brushing the seam where I was starting to lose the battle with myself.

A soft gasp escaped me before I could stop it.

Jenna smiled like she’d been waiting for that sound. “There it is,” she whispered. “I wondered what you’d feel like when you—”

Emily snorted in her sleep.

Jenna froze, hand still hot on my thigh, but her eyes lit up with the thrill of it—of nearly being caught, of touching me where she absolutely shouldn’t.

Then she whispered, “Keep driving, Mark. I’m not done.”

The light turned green.
And I drove, pulse hammering, her hand climbing again.

The moment the road straightened out, Jenna slid her hand fully between my legs.

Not teasing this time. Not suggestive.
Her palm cupped my cock through my jeans—hard, heavy, impossible to hide—and she let out the tiniest, satisfied sound.

“God,” she whispered, “I knew you’d feel big.”

My breath locked in my throat.

I should’ve pulled her hand away. I should’ve said her name sharply.
I didn’t do a damn thing.

Her fingers traced along my length, slow and deliberate, following the shape of me like she was memorizing it through denim. Then she squeezed, firm enough that my hips jerked before I could stop them.

“Easy,” she breathed, amused. “You’re driving.”

“I noticed.”

She giggled—soft, wicked—and popped open the button of my jeans with one hand. Just like that.
I nearly swerved.

“Jenna—”

“Shh,” she murmured, sliding the zipper down. “Just keep your eyes on the road.”

Her hand slipped inside. Warm. Sure.
When her fingers wrapped around me, skin to skin, I let out a quiet, helpless groan.

Emily shifted in the backseat.

We both froze.

When Emily settled again, Jenna exhaled shakily—then stroked me. Long, slow, deliberate from base to tip.

“You’re shaking,” she whispered.

“Because you—fuck—Jenna, I’m driving—”

“That’s what makes it so hot.”
Her thumb circled the head of my cock, spreading the slick already gathering there.
“You’re trying so hard to behave.”

I couldn’t look at her. If I looked at her, I’d lose whatever thin thread of control I still had.

But she leaned in anyway, lips almost brushing my ear.
“Let me make you come before we get home.”

My grip on the wheel tightened painfully.

She pumped her hand faster, stroking me with obscene confidence, her breath warm on my neck. The car hummed around us; the road blurred; every muscle in my body fought not to thrust into her fist.

“Say it,” she murmured. “Tell me you want it.”

I swallowed hard, hips twitching as she twisted her wrist just right.

“Jenna…” My voice broke. “I want it.”

She smiled against my jaw—and stroked me harder.

Jenna’s hand worked me with a pace that felt engineered to destroy me—slow and tight, then sudden bursts of speed that made my hips jerk against the seat. The kind of touch that said she’d thought about doing this before. Practiced it in her head.
Dreamed it.

My breath came ragged now, every exhale shaking.
“Jenna… I’m close—”

“I know,” she whispered, voice a velvety purr against my neck.

Her grip tightened just enough to make my vision haze. The road blurred; the wheel felt too small in my hands. I was seconds—seconds—from spilling into her palm while my daughter slept in the backseat.

I groaned, hips rising helplessly.

“Fuck, I’m gonna—”

And she stopped.

Just… stopped.

Her fingers slipped away as if she hadn’t been pumping me with sinful precision only a moment ago. I gasped, muscles clenching around the orgasm she’d yanked out from under me. The pain of denial shot through me—pleasure curdled into a harsh, desperate ache.

“Jesus—what are you doing?” I hissed, voice strangled.

Jenna let out a soft, wicked laugh.

I risked a glance.
She sat back casually in her seat, crossing her legs, licking her palm clean—slow enough to make me bite down a groan.

“Mmm,” she murmured, giving me a sultry, satisfied look. “You taste good.”

My cock throbbed angrily against the open V of my jeans.

“You can’t just—Jenna—” I fought the urge to slam on the brakes and drag her hand back to me. “You can’t stop like that.”

“Oh, I can,” she said sweetly. “And I did.”

I sucked air through my teeth.

She leaned closer, voice low enough that only I could hear.
“If you want to come… you can. But not until we’re home.”
A pause.
“And only if you do something for me first.”

My grip on the wheel tightened so hard it creaked.

“What?” I breathed.

She smiled like she owned me now.
“You’re going to take me somewhere your daughter can’t hear,” she whispered. “And you’re going to get on your knees for me.”

My heart slammed in my chest. My cock throbbed with painful, urgent need.
Jenna traced one finger along my zipper—light, taunting—then placed her hand innocently back on her lap as we turned onto my street.

“Eyes on the road, Mark,” she said softly. “We’re almost there.”


Chapter Two

By the time I pulled into the driveway, my pulse was a live wire.
Jenna sat calmly beside me—too calmly for someone who’d just wrapped her hand around my cock and denied me on purpose. The smug glint in her eyes told me she knew exactly what she’d done.

Emily was still asleep in the backseat, head lolling against the window.

“Okay,” I murmured, steadying my voice, “let’s get her inside.”

Jenna leaned in and brushed her lips close to my ear—not touching, just letting me feel her breath.
“After you put her in bed,” she whispered, “you come find me.”

My cock twitched painfully in my half-zipped jeans.

I got out, opened the back door, and scooped Emily into my arms. She muttered something and tucked her head against my shoulder like she used to when she was little.

Jenna followed us inside, closing the door quietly behind her.

Up the stairs.
Down the hall.
I laid Emily on her bed, pulled a blanket over her, and brushed her hair off her face. She didn’t stir. She never did after nights like this.

I exhaled, quietly, and stepped out of her room.

Jenna wasn’t in the hallway.

But the light was on in the downstairs guest room.

My heart slammed once, hard.

I went down the stairs, each step tightening the coil in my stomach. I reached the guest room door. It wasn’t closed all the way—just cracked open enough to let me see a sliver of soft lamplight spilling across the carpet.

I pushed it open.

Jenna stood by the bed, back to me, already slipping out of her dress.

It fell to the floor in a whisper of fabric, pooling around her feet.

She wasn’t wearing anything under it.

I stopped breathing.

She turned her head just enough to see me over her shoulder.
“You took too long,” she murmured. “I was starting to think you didn’t want your release.”

My voice came out low, rough. “Jenna.”

She sat on the edge of the bed, spreading her thighs slightly apart, one hand trailing down the inside of her leg with lazy confidence.

“On your knees, Mark.”

My blood turned molten.

She smirked.
“That’s the price.”

I moved toward her without a second thought.

I dropped to my knees in front of her like gravity yanked me down.
Not because she commanded it—though God, that did something to me—but because the sight of her spread open on the edge of the bed stripped every thought from my mind.

Jenna leaned back on her hands, watching me with a smug, wicked satisfaction.

“Good,” she breathed. “Right where I want you.”

Her confidence would’ve annoyed me if it didn’t turn me on so brutally.

I placed my hands on the insides of her thighs and pushed them wider. Her breath caught.
I didn’t tease her. Didn’t warm her up slowly.

I dragged my mouth straight to her.

She gasped—sharp, surprised—then threaded her fingers into my hair like she needed something to hold on to.

“Mark—oh my god—”

I licked her with the kind of hunger she’d been taunting out of me all night. Deep, slow strokes that made her hips lift off the mattress… then fast, tight pressure against her clit that made her voice break in my hands.

Her thighs trembled around my head.
“Don’t stop—don’t stop—”

I didn’t.
I locked my arms around her hips and pulled her closer, burying my mouth in her until she was panting my name.

“Jesus, Mark—fuck, that’s—keep going, I’m—”
Her voice cracked on the edge of a moan that threatened to spill into something louder.

She was close.
So close her entire body tightened, her thighs squeezing my head, fingers gripping my hair so hard it hurt.

And that’s when it hit me: she thought she was in control.

The thought snapped something hot and primal inside me.

Just as her whole body arched and her breath hitched—the moment right before she came—I pulled my mouth away and grabbed her hips.

She gasped, confused, frustrated.
“Mark—why did you—?”

I stood in one motion, hands gripping her thighs, and pushed her backward onto the bed, spreading her out beneath me.

Her eyes widened at the sudden shift.

My voice came out low, dark.
“You don’t get to finish first.”

Heat flashed across her face—surprise, desire, something close to awe.

I leaned over her, pinning her hips with my body so she couldn’t grind against anything.

“Not after what you did in the car,” I murmured.

Her breath shuddered. She lay sprawled across the bed exactly where I’d put her—breathing hard, flushed, thighs still trembling from the orgasm I’d stolen from her.

I stayed standing between her legs, my hands firm on her hips, keeping her exactly where I wanted her.

The sight of her like that—open, needy, furious that I had stopped—shot straight through me.

Slowly, deliberately, I finished unzipping my jeans.
Her eyes locked on my cock the moment I pushed the denim down my hips.

Her lips parted.
“Oh… fuck.”

I stroked myself once—slow, deliberate—just to watch her reaction. Her breath caught. Her thighs opened wider instinctively, inviting me closer.

But I didn’t give her what she thought she was about to get.

I nudged forward until the head of my cock pressed against her—hot, slick, impossibly soft—but I didn’t push in. I just let it slide against her swollen clit, dragging a groan out of both of us.

She writhed.
“Mark… please—”

I pinned her hips to the mattress with both hands so she couldn’t move an inch.

“Don’t beg yet,” I murmured. “You’re not close enough.”

She let out a frustrated sound, half moan, half whimper, trying to lift her hips again.

I held her down harder.

Her eyes flew to mine—wide, desperate, hungry.

“What do you want, Jenna?” I asked, rubbing myself along her slit just painfully slowly.

“You,” she breathed. “I want your cock.”

“Say it like you mean it.”

Her voice broke.
“I need you inside me.”

I dragged the head of my cock down her again, feeling how soaked she was for me.
Still didn’t give in.

Her thighs shook.
“Mark—please. I’m begging. Just—fuck me.”

I leaned over her, putting my weight into the hold on her hips, lowering my mouth to her ear.

“No,” I whispered. “Not until I say.”

A shiver ran through her—full-body, uncontrollable.

She was mine now, and she knew it.

I pulled back just enough to see her face, her desperation, the way her body arched despite knowing I’d hold her down again.

“When you come…” I murmured, sliding just the head of my cock inside her, teasing her with a single inch of heat that made her gasp—
“It’s going to be because I decided you could.”

Her fingers clenched the sheets.
“Mark—please—I can’t—”

I slid in another inch.
Then stopped.

“Then tell me,” I breathed, hovering over her, “exactly how badly you want me to fuck you.”

The little bit of me inside her already had her falling apart.
Just two inches—barely anything—and she looked wrecked.

Chest rising fast.
Eyes glazed.
Lips parted like she couldn’t catch a full breath.

“Tell me,” I murmured, keeping my hips perfectly still, “how badly you want it.”

She squeezed her thighs around my waist, trying to pull me in, but I tightened my hold on her hips until she gasped.

“No moving,” I warned.

She whimpered—actually whimpered—then nodded frantically.

“I want it,” she breathed, voice shaking.

“Not good enough.”

Her eyes fluttered.
“Mark… please.”

I dragged out slowly, leaving only the tip inside her—her body clenching around nothing. Her head fell back against the pillow and she let out a helpless cry.

“Oh my god—don’t tease me—”

“Then say the words.”

Her chest heaved. She swallowed, then her voice cracked open:

“I need your cock,” she whispered. “I need you to fuck me until I can’t think.”

I pushed in a single inch.

She gasped like it punched the air out of her.

I stopped.

“More,” she begged. “Please, Mark—more. I’ll say anything—”

I slid halfway into her this time—slow, torturously slow—her tight heat gripping me, pulling me deeper. She clawed at the sheets like she was losing her mind.

Her eyes rolled shut.
“Mark—fuck—please don’t stop—”

I pulled out again, almost entirely.
She let out a broken sound that wasn’t even a word.

Tears gathered at the corners of her eyes.

“Look at me,” I said quietly.

She forced her gaze up to mine, glistening, wrecked, desperate.

“Tell me how badly you want me to fuck you,” I said, rubbing the head of my cock against her clit just enough to make her whole body jolt.

She sobbed a breath, thighs trembling uncontrollably.

“I want you to ruin me,” she cried quietly, voice trembling. “Please, Mark. I’m begging. I need you. Don’t make me wait anymore—please fuck me—”

That—
That broke me.

I grabbed her hips and slammed into her in one hard, deep thrust.

Her scream was muffled only by her own bitten lip, her back arching violently off the mattress as she clenched around me, body surrendering completely.

“God—yes—Mark—fuck me—please don’t stop—”

Her begging dissolved into ragged, needy moans as I held her down and started to thrust again, harder, deeper, taking exactly what she’d been pleading for—

Finally giving her what she’d been shaking for.


Chapter Three

The moment I buried myself fully inside her, everything snapped.
The teasing, the control, the restraint—gone.
All that was left was the heat of her body gripping me like she’d been made to take every inch of me.

Jenna’s nails tore at the sheets as I held her hips and drove into her again, harder this time—deep enough to punch a cry out of her throat.

“Mark—oh god—yes—don’t stop—”

I didn’t.
I couldn’t.

I locked my hands around her hips, fingers digging into her skin, pinning her to the mattress so she couldn’t escape the force of my thrusts. Her whole body rocked with each one, breasts bouncing, mouth falling open in ragged, desperate moans.

She grabbed at me blindly, fingertips scraping down my forearms as her breath stuttered.

“Harder,” she gasped. “Fuck—harder, please—”

I slammed into her with a sharp, deliberate thrust that made her scream into the pillow.

“That hard enough for you?” I growled above her.

She nodded frantically, but I wasn’t satisfied with that.
I leaned down, my chest brushing her back, and murmured against her ear:

“Use your words.”

She shuddered, voice cracking painfully as she begged,
“Yes—god yes—fuck me harder—don’t stop—I can’t—Mark—please—”

I hauled her hips up, angling her just right, and took her with everything she’d asked for.
Her breath turned to broken, breathless moans—each thrust driving another sound out of her, each sound making me grip her even tighter.

Her body clenched around me, tightening suddenly, violently.

She wasn’t coming yet—she was fighting it. Fighting the force of what I was doing to her.

“Don’t hold back,” I growled, slamming into her so deep she nearly collapsed onto her elbows. “Let it happen.”

She shook beneath me, head pressing into the mattress as she tried to breathe through the onslaught.

“I—can’t—” she cried.

“You can,” I said, driving into her harder, deeper, relentless. “And you will.”

Her hips bucked helplessly against my grip, her thighs trembling uncontrollably.
I pinned her down even more, thrusting into her with a rhythm that left her gasping for air.

“Mark—fuck—fuck—please—I’m gonna—”

“Good,” I hissed. “Come for me.”

I kept pounding into her, every thrust raw and hungry, dragging her right to the edge— and I grabbed her waist and flipped her.

One hard pull, and Jenna was on her stomach, breath punched out of her, palms braced against the mattress as she scrambled to get her knees beneath her.

I didn’t wait for her to settle.

I dragged her hips up, arching her exactly how I wanted her—her back curved, her ass lifted, her thighs spread. She gasped, hands fisting in the sheets as she realized what position I was putting her in.

“Mark—”

Her voice broke into a moan when I slid back into her in one brutal, claiming thrust—deeper than before, deeper than she’d been ready for. Her whole body lurched forward from the force of it.

“Jesus—oh fuck—” she gasped, gripping the headboard now like she thought it might keep her steady.

It wouldn’t.

I held her hips tight enough she’d feel my fingerprints tomorrow, pulling her back onto me as I thrust again—harder, deeper, relentless. The sound of our bodies meeting filled the room, harsh and wet and obscene.

She cried out with every stroke, her voice shaking, raw with pleasure she couldn’t tame.

“Oh my god—Mark—Mark—don’t stop—fuck, don’t stop—”

I leaned over her, one hand sliding up her spine, pressing between her shoulder blades until her chest was flattened to the mattress and her ass was tilted perfectly up for me.

Pinned.
Off-balance.
Completely mine to use.

I slammed into her again, and she screamed into the sheets, her body rippling around me, tightening so hard it nearly drove me over the edge.

“You want it deeper?” I growled, grabbing a fistful of her hair, arching her neck back so she could only moan.

“Yes—yes—god yes—please—”

I thrust deeper.
She choked on her own breath.

Again.
Her knees slipped on the sheets.

Again.
Her voice broke, dissolving into ragged, breathless sounds she couldn’t control.

Her whole body shook under me, her orgasm threatening to break loose again—violent, unstoppable.

And I wasn’t slowing down.

“Hold on,” I snarled above her, pounding into her harder, the slap of skin echoing in the room. “You’re not done yet.”

She sobbed a moan—pure pleasure, pure surrender.

“I—I can’t—Mark—I’m gonna—”

“Good,” I said, tightening my grip on her hips and burying myself deep.
“Let it fucking happen.”

Her body snapped—arching, clenching, trembling violently around me as her orgasm tore through her, loud and desperate and helpless as I fucked her through every wave of it.

She collapsed onto her forearms, shaking so hard the mattress trembled beneath us.

But I wasn’t finished with her yet.

She nearly collapsed flat onto the mattress—but I didn’t let her rest.
I held her hips up, forcing her trembling body to stay open for me.

“Mark—please—” she gasped, voice shaking, chest heaving. “I—I can’t—”

“Yes,” I growled, thrusting deep enough to drag another broken cry out of her. “You can. And you’re going to.”

Her legs buckled. She grabbed the sheets like she was trying to anchor herself to reality.
But her body was clenching around me in wild, uncontrollable pulses—still coming, still shaking, still mine to push.

I pulled almost all the way out—she moaned helplessly—then slammed back into her, rough enough to rock her forward on the bed.

She screamed into the mattress, fingers clawing the sheets.

“Too—too much—” she panted.

I leaned over her, lips to her ear, thrusting harder, deeper, her whole body jolting under each impact.

“That’s the point.”

Her breath hitched violently. Her thighs shook so hard I had to hold her steady just to keep fucking her. Every time I drove into her, her pussy clamped around me like she was coming all over again—but not quite. Not merciful enough to let her come down.

“Mark—Mark—oh god—”
Her voice dissolved into whimpers as her second orgasm built too fast, too brutal.

I tightened my grip on her hips, forcing her to take every inch I gave her.
Her body was melting—boneless, overwhelmed, desperate.

“Give it to me,” I snarled against her neck. “Come again.”

“I—I—”
Her voice cracked.
Then her whole body arched—really arched—her back bowing, mouth open in a sound she couldn’t even make.

She came again.

Harder.
Messier.
So intense she shook under me like she was trying to escape her own pleasure.

I kept fucking her.

Her legs gave out entirely. Her arms buckled.
She collapsed onto her stomach, limp, trembling uncontrollably, her breath coming in frantic, shattered gasps.

“Mark—please—I can’t—oh my god—”

I slid a hand to her lower back, pressing her down gently, still thrusting deep and slow now, drawing every last pulse out of her.

“Good girl,” I murmured. “Take it.”

Her whimper was wrecked, barely audible.

When she tried to crawl forward—to get away from the overstimulation—I grabbed her hips and pulled her right back onto me.

“No,” I said softly but firmly. “You’re not done.”

Her whole body shuddered from head to toe.

She was completely undone beneath me—boneless, used, trembling so hard beneath me the mattress shook with her.…
and still so wet I could feel her dripping down her thighs.

She was overstimulated, wrecked—and still clutching at me with every slow, deep thrust I gave her. I could feel each aftershock rippling through her, spasms milking my cock, desperate even in her exhaustion.

“Mark… please…” she whispered, voice shaky, ruined.
I couldn’t tell if she was begging for more or begging for mercy.

But her body told the truth.

She tightened around me again—instinctive, needy, uncontrollable.

I groaned, the sound torn straight from my chest.
“Fuck, Jenna…”

I gripped her hips harder, driving into her with deep, controlled thrusts now, not pounding—just taking her, filling her, claiming every soaked inch of her body as mine for those final seconds.

She whimpered into the pillow, fingers twisting weakly in the sheets.

“Too much,” she breathed—but she pushed back onto me anyway, hips lifting just enough to take me deeper.

Jesus Christ.

That feeling—her trembling, her surrender, her body still clenching around me after two hard orgasms—hit me with a force I couldn’t brace against.

My breath punched out of me. My rhythm faltered.

“Jenna—” I warned, voice breaking. “I’m gonna—fuck—”

She lifted her head just enough to gasp,
“Inside—Mark—please—don’t pull out—”

That was it.

I grabbed her hips, held her down, buried myself as deep as her body would take me—

And I came.

It hit like a shockwave—hard, violent, unstoppable.
My hips slammed into her, grinding out the last few thrusts as I spilled into her, pulse after pulse, filling her until she moaned at the heat of it.

“God… Jenna…” My voice was ragged, shaking as I emptied myself inside her.

She collapsed fully onto the mattress, cheek pressed to the sheets, limp and dazed, letting me finish deep inside her with soft, helpless whimpers.

I stayed there, still buried in her, chest heaving, hands firm on her hips as her body kept milking me through every last throb. The room was silent except for our breathing—hers unsteady, mine rough and uneven.

When the final pulse of release shuddered out of me, I bent over her back, pressing a slow, trembling kiss to her shoulder.

She whispered, voice barely there,
“…you came so much…”

I exhaled a shaky laugh against her skin.
“You pushed me past the point of control.”

She let out a small, satisfied sound.
Then, weakly:
“Good.”

My cock slipped halfway out of her, and she gasped at the sensitivity.

I steadied her hip with a gentle hand.
“You okay?”

She nodded into the pillow.
“…just keep holding me.”

So I did.


Chapter Four

Jenna lay there trembling, body limp, breath shaky—but then she shifted beneath me, rolling slowly onto her side. My softening cock slipped out of her with a warm, messy slide that made her whimper and made my pulse kick again.

She looked wrecked.
Flushed cheeks, swollen lips, pupils blown wide.

But then she reached for me.

Her fingers wrapped around my slick length—gentle at first, then firmer as she guided me toward her mouth.

“Jenna…” I rasped, still catching my breath. “You don’t have to—”

“I want to,” she whispered, voice rough and hungry. “You came so hard… I want to taste the rest of you.”

Before I could say another word, she pushed herself up onto her elbows, shaky but determined, pulling me closer by the hips.

And then she took me into her mouth.

Jesus Christ.

Her lips slid over the head of my cock, warm and soft and still slick with both of us. I groaned, hand shooting to her hair on instinct, not to guide her—just to hold on.

She moaned around me, the vibration shooting straight through my spine.
Her tongue curled under the sensitive underside, licking up the taste of her own arousal mixed with my release.

“Fuck…” I breathed, hips twitching despite how overspent I was. “You’re going to kill me.”

She hummed again, pleased, taking me deeper.
Not rushing—it wasn’t desperate.
It was slow, messy, indulgent.
Like she wanted to savor everything we’d just done.

Her hand stroked the base while her mouth worked the rest, her lips sliding lower each time until her nose brushed my pelvis. She gagged softly but didn’t stop—she pulled back only to swirl her tongue lavishly around the head again.

I swore under my breath and tightened my hand in her hair.

She looked up at me from under her lashes—eyes half-lidded, wicked—and sucked harder.

Even overstimulated, even drained, my cock twitched back to life in her mouth, thickening against her tongue. She noticed. She smiled around me—and kept going.

She moved one hand to her own thigh, squeezing it like she needed something to ground herself while she devoured me.

When she pulled back, lips wet and swollen, she whispered,
“I want you hard again.”

Then she swallowed me down to the base.

My knees nearly buckled.

“Jenna—fuck—slow down—”

She didn’t.
She sucked harder, faster, her cheeks hollowing as she drew me deeper into her throat like she was trying to drag every drop of pleasure out of me.

I grabbed her hair with both hands now, head tipped back, breath falling apart.

“Jesus—okay—okay—stop—before I—”

But she moaned around me, bobbing harder, and I felt the warning pulse deep in my gut—

She was going to make me come again if she kept this up.

“Jenna—stop—I’m gonna—”

She didn’t even slow down.

Her mouth tightened around me, her tongue flattening along the underside as she sucked me deeper, harder, pulling the climax out of me exactly the way she wanted to. I felt myself swelling against her tongue, the pressure spiraling upward far too fast after everything we'd already done.

Her fingers dug into my hips, holding me where she wanted me.
Not letting me pull back.
Not letting me escape the heat of her mouth.

She wanted it.

“Oh fuck—Jenna—”
My voice broke, raw, shaking.

She moaned around me—moaned—and the vibration ripped straight through my spine.

That was it.
That tiny sound.
The way her throat tightened around the tip as she swallowed me deeper.

I lost it.

My hips jerked forward, helpless, pushing my cock down her throat as the orgasm exploded out of me. I groaned loud and hard, fingers clenching in her hair as pulse after pulse surged into her mouth.

She didn’t flinch.

She welcomed it.

I felt her throat work as she swallowed the first hot rush of release—then the second—then the third. Her tongue curled around me, milking every drop she could get, her moans vibrating around my cock as she swallowed again and again.

“Jesus—fuck—Jenna—”

I couldn’t stop shaking. My knees nearly gave out.

She kept me in her mouth even when the sensitivity hit hard, sucking gently now, slow pulls that drew the last tremors out of me until I had nothing left.

Only then did she finally let me slip from her lips.

A thin line of saliva and cum stretched from her mouth to my tip before she licked it clean with one slow drag of her tongue.

She looked up at me through her lashes—eyes blown wide, cheeks flushed, lips glossy and swollen.

A wicked smile curled at the corner of her mouth.

“Still taste good,” she whispered.

My breath caught.

Jenna wiped the last trace of me from her lips with the back of her hand and sucked her thumb clean while maintaining eye contact —then crawled up onto the bed slowly, deliberately, like she wanted me to feel every second of what she had planned.

I sat back on my heels, still catching my breath, the aftershocks of release shivering through me. I should’ve been done. Completely spent.

But then she swung a leg over mine and settled onto my lap, bare skin sliding against my thighs, warm and soft and still trembling from everything we’d done. Her hands braced on my shoulders as she lowered herself until our bodies pressed together—her chest against mine, her breath brushing my cheek.

“You didn’t think I was finished, did you?” she whispered.

I swallowed hard. “You just made me come twice.”

Her lips curled in a slow, dangerous smile.
“So?”

She rocked her hips forward—barely a movement, just a soft grind of her soaked folds against my soft cock. A spark of pleasure shot through me, sharp and electric. My breath hitched.

She felt it.

Her eyes lit up.
“There you are,” she murmured, rolling her hips again. “Come back to life for me.”

I groaned, hands finding her waist as she ground against me with slow, hypnotic pressure. She was still dripping from everything, slick and swollen and unbelievably warm. Every shift of her body stroked along my length, coaxing me harder, thicker, waking me up despite how drained I’d been.

She leaned in, kissing the corner of my mouth.
“Let me make you hard again,” she whispered. “I want you inside me while I ride you this time.”

My cock twitched beneath her.

She smiled—predatory, pleased—and pressed her forehead to mine as she began sliding her hips in a steady rhythm, her slick heat gliding against me, teasing, tempting.

“Feel that?” she whispered, breath shaking just a little as she moved. “You’re getting there.”

Her nails dragged down my shoulders as she pressed closer, her breasts brushing my chest, her thighs tightening around me.

She angled her hips, catching the ridge of me just right, and gasped softly against my lips.

“Oh… fuck…”

Her reaction alone made me grow faster.

Her hand slipped down between us, fingers wrapping around my length, stroking me gently, guiding me against herself as she rolled her hips. I hardened in her fist, pulse by pulse, until the head of my cock slid perfectly between her folds.

Jenna’s breath caught.
“There you go,” she whispered. “So hard for me again.”

I groaned, unable to hide how badly I wanted her.

She didn’t make me wait.

Still holding me at the base, she lifted her hips—just an inch—and positioned herself over the tip.

I felt her heat, her softness, her need.

“Mark…”
Her voice trembled.
“I want you inside me… while I’m the one on top.”

She lowered herself slowly.

The head of my cock slipped between her folds, and she gasped, eyes fluttering shut as she sank just over the tip—wet and tight and unbelievably hot. Her fingers dug into my shoulders.

“Oh my god…”

She paused there, breath shaking, savoring it—the stretch, the fullness, the control.

Then she looked at me through half-lidded eyes, a flush spreading across her chest.

“Hold me,” she whispered. “I’m going to ride you.”

I grabbed her hips.

And she sank down onto me—slow, deliberate, taking me inch by inch into her trembling, overstimulated body.

Her mouth fell open, a raw, helpless moan spilling out as she slid all the way down, seating herself fully on my lap, my cock buried deep inside her.

Her thighs trembled around me.
“Jesus… Mark…”

I groaned, head falling back as her tight heat clenched around me, her body molding to mine like it remembered every thrust I’d given her.

She rocked forward once—just a test.
My breath punched out.

She smiled, breathless and hungry.

“Yeah,” she whispered. “I’m gonna ride you until you lose your mind.”

And she started moving.


Chapter Five

Jenna settled deeper onto my lap, her breath warm against my neck as she adjusted to the full length of me inside her. Her thighs tensed around my hips, and she gave one slow, rolling grind that made my eyes slam shut.

“Look at me,” she whispered.

I did.

She took my wrists.

She grabbed both of them—small hands but surprisingly strong—lifting my arms and pinning them above my head as she straddled me. Her chest pressed against mine, her breath shallow with arousal, eyes dark and glassy.

“I’m in charge now,” she murmured, voice thick with desire.

I felt my cock throb inside her at the words alone.

Keeping my wrists trapped, she lifted herself an inch, then lowered again, slow and controlled, drawing a sharp breath from both of us. Her pussy clenched around me as she rose, and she moaned low in her throat as she took me back down.

Up.
Down.
Slow, measured, owning every inch of me.

“Fuck, Jenna—”

“Shh,” she murmured, kissing me sharply as she rode. “You don’t get to talk unless I say.”

Her hips found a steady rhythm—smooth, controlled, slow torture. She rolled her hips forward as she sank onto me, grinding her clit against the base of my cock. Her lips parted on a gasp.

“Oh—god—yes—”

She was losing the control she claimed but refusing to let go of my wrists, holding them pinned against the mattress like she needed that dominance to keep herself steady.

“You feel… so good,” she whispered, riding me harder now, her voice shaking. “I can’t—I can’t stop—”

Her pace faltered for a moment—too much pleasure, too fast—and that was when everything shifted.

Because when she lifted herself again, trying to control the rhythm—

I thrust up into her.

Hard.

She cried out, collapsing forward against my chest, her grip on my wrists tightening as her whole body jolted.

“Mark—!”

I thrust again, deeper this time, forcing her body to take every inch of me. She gasped against my mouth, stunned, overwhelmed.

“I thought you were in charge,” I growled against her lips.

She shook her head, trying to ride again—
So I thrust up a third time, sharp and deep, stealing the breath from her lungs.

Her voice cracked.
“Don’t—don’t take it—”

But her hips betrayed her, grinding down in perfect rhythm with my upward thrusts.

“Oh god,” she moaned, head falling back. “Don’t stop—don’t stop—”

I twisted my arms free from her weakening grip and grabbed her hips with both hands, holding her exactly where I wanted her. Then I started fucking up into her with powerful, deliberate strokes that made her breasts bounce and her voice break into ragged little cries.

“You wanted to be on top?” I growled, pounding into her from below.
“Then ride me.”

She tried.
She really tried.

But every time she lifted herself, I drove up harder, deeper, meeting her stroke for stroke until she was gasping, shaking, nails clawing at my shoulders for something—anything—to hold on to.

“Mark—oh—fuck—Mark—please—”

Her rhythm fell apart.
Her thighs trembled against my sides.
Her breath came in sharp, broken moans every time I thrust.

“You’re not in charge anymore,” I murmured, pulling her down hard onto my cock.

She cried out, head thrown back.

I slammed up into her again.
She folded forward onto my chest, shaking violently.

“Mark—please—please—keep going—”

And I did—fucking her from below, holding her open, pushing her body past the point of control, exactly the way she’d wanted but wouldn’t admit.

She was shaking on top of me, her voice breaking with every thrust I drove up into her. Her thighs were trembling, her breath hot and frantic against my neck. She was close—too close—her body tightening around mine like she was about to fall apart completely.

“Mark—Mark—I’m gonna—”
Her voice cracked.

I felt her start to give out, her rhythm collapsing as her muscles fluttered helplessly around my cock. She wasn’t riding me anymore—I was fucking her from below, her body barely keeping up.

And then I couldn’t take it anymore.

I grabbed her hips, lifted her clean off my lap, and flipped her onto her back in one motion.

She hit the mattress with a startled gasp, hair fanned out, eyes wide and glassy with shock and hunger. Before she could breathe a word, I pulled her thighs apart and pushed into her again—deep, hard, burying myself to the hilt.

She screamed—a raw, unguarded sound that ripped through the room.

“Oh fuck—oh my god—Mark—”

Her back arched off the bed, hands flying to my shoulders, nails dragging across my skin as I drove into her, harder now, faster, each thrust shaking the bed beneath us.

“Keep your legs open,” I growled.

She tried—she really tried—but they kept trying to close around me as the pleasure overwhelmed her. I hooked her knees over my arms, forcing her open, spreading her so wide she gasped.

“Mark—Jesus—”

I slammed into her again.
Again.
Again.

Her voice dissolved into a cry every time I bottomed out, her body taking me so deep she had nothing left to hide behind.

“You feel that?” I murmured harshly against her ear, thrusting deep enough to make her breath catch.
“That’s what you get for trying to pin my hands.”

She whimpered—actually whimpered—then wrapped her arms around my neck, her body trembling wildly beneath mine.

“Please—don’t stop—don’t stop—”

I didn’t.
I fucked her harder, pinning her to the mattress with my weight, my hips slamming into hers with a steady, brutal rhythm that made her entire body bounce with every stroke.

Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave.

I felt it before she even cried out—her pussy clamped down around me, tight and pulsing, drawing me deeper. Her back arched, eyes squeezing shut as she shattered beneath me.

She screamed my name, nails digging into my shoulders, thighs trembling violently around my arms.

I fucked her through it.

Her orgasm ripped through her—hard, messy, uncontrollable—and I kept driving into her, riding the convulsions of her climax as she shook under me, moaning, crying out, barely able to breathe.

Then she collapsed, limp, panting, shaking so hard the bed trembled with her.

I leaned over her, still buried deep inside her, breath rough against her neck.

“Not done,” I whispered against her skin.

Her eyes fluttered open, dazed.

“…you’re gonna finish inside me again?” she breathed, voice wrecked.

The way she sounded—wrecked, wanting, overwhelmed—nearly pushed me over the edge right then.

But I wasn’t done.
Not even close.

I slid out of her slow enough to make her gasp, her thighs twitching violently from the overstimulation.
She collapsed onto her back, panting.

Then I grabbed her hips and flipped her over onto her stomach like she weighed nothing.

She let out a startled yelp as her chest pressed into the mattress, her ass lifting reflexively, her legs falling open on instinct.

“Mark—” she breathed, dazed.
“What are you—”

I smacked her ass hard.

The sound cracked through the room.
She gasped—sharp, shocked—her back arching beautifully.

“Oh—fuck—”

I smacked her again, harder, watching the flesh shake under my hand, glowing pink where my palm landed.

“Don’t ask,” I growled, sliding my hand over the curve of her hip. “Just do exactly what I tell you.”

She whimpered into the pillow, her knees spreading wider.

I gripped her waist, pulled her ass up higher, and positioned myself behind her. She was dripping down her inner thighs, swollen and wrecked and perfect.

I slapped her ass again—loud, firm—and she jerked, moaning.

“You like that?” I asked, cock throbbing.

“Yes—god—yes—”

“Good. Because I’m not done with you.”

I lined myself up and pushed into her in one vicious thrust, burying myself completely in her tight, soaked heat.

She screamed, fingers clawing at the sheets.

“FUCK—Mark—oh my god—so deep—”

I leaned over her ear.
“Get your ass up. All the way.”

She obeyed instantly, arching, presenting herself, slutty and desperate.

I slammed into her again, her entire body jolting forward on the bed.

“Oh fuck—oh fuck—please—”

“You’re gonna take every inch,” I growled, spanking her ass again, harder this time. “You hear me?”

“Yes—yes—Mark—please—don’t stop—”

I grabbed her hair, twisted it around my fist, and pulled her head back so she was arched under me. My other hand came down on her ass, a sharp crack that made her cry out.

“You wanted to be in charge earlier,” I said, pounding into her with brutal, steady thrusts that made her ass slap against my hips.
“You wanted to ride me. Pin me. Boss me around.”

She moaned helplessly through the force of each thrust.

“Now look at you,” I growled. “Face stuffed in the mattress. Ass in the air. Taking my cock like you were made for it.”

“Fuck—yes—Mark—yes—”

I spanked her again, the sound echoing off the walls. Her whole body shook.

“You’re so fucking wet,” I hissed, thrusting faster. “You’re dripping for me. Is this what you wanted?”

“Yes—oh my god—yes—”

I shifted my grip, pushing her down by the shoulders so she couldn’t move at all. Then I fucked her—hard, deep, relentless—each thrust bruising, the kind that left no doubt who was in control.

The bed hit the wall.
Her moans broke into sobbing little cries.
Her pussy clenched tight and frantic around me.

“Mark—fuck—Mark—please—I can’t—”

I smacked her ass again, leaving a perfect red imprint.

“You’re gonna take it until I come,” I said.
“You hear me?"

She nodded, collapsing into the mattress, ass still raised obediently.

“Yes—god, yes—come inside me—please—Mark—please—”

I felt the orgasm build fast, deep, unstoppable.

I grabbed her hips, slammed into her one last time, burying myself so deep inside her that her scream tore into the mattress. Her whole body stretched tight, trembling, open for me—her ass raised, back arched, thighs shaking so violently the bed shuddered beneath us.

“Mark—! Oh god—”

Her voice broke, high and raw, right as the orgasm ripped through me.

I grabbed her hips and pulled her onto my cock, holding her there while the pleasure punched through my spine and exploded inside her. Hot pulses spilled out of me, deep, deep, deeper, thick rushes filling her until I couldn’t breathe.

“Fuck—Jenna—take it—take all of it—”

She cried out, that sound she made right when she lost control—and then her body clenched around me hard. Violent.
Her pussy tightened, fluttering, spasming, milking me as if her orgasm had been chained to mine and finally broke loose.

“I’m—oh my god—Mark—I’m coming—!”

Her voice dissolved into a sobbing moan as her climax hit her like a tidal wave. Her arms gave out. Her face pressed into the sheets. Her whole body shook uncontrollably beneath me, her hips jerking with aftershocks, her pussy clamping around me so tight I swore out loud.

“That’s it,” I groaned, still emptying myself inside her. “Come with me. Fuck—yes—just like that.”

She screamed again, muffled into the pillow, her hands gripping the sheets so hard they nearly tore. Her thighs twitched, toes curling, ass shaking as I spilled the last hard pulse of release inside her, deep enough she’d feel it for hours.

Her body melted into mine, trembling, exhausted, wrecked.

I stayed inside her, panting, leaning over her back, kissing her shoulder softly as both our orgasms slowly loosened their grip.

Cum dripped down from where we were joined, warm and messy, sliding down her inner thighs.

She shivered at the sensation.

“Jesus…” she whispered, voice ruined and barely audible.
“You came so deep…”

I pressed my forehead to her spine, still catching my breath.

“You came with me,” I murmured. “Hard.”

She let out a weak, breathless laugh.
“You fucked me until I couldn’t help it.”

I slid my hands up her sides, gentle now, watching the last tremors run through her.

Her voice softened, hazy.
“…I needed that.”

I kissed the back of her neck.
“Yeah,” I murmured, “me too.”

Slowly, carefully, I pulled out. She moaned at the sensitivity, her hips sinking into the mattress. My release spilled from her in a warm, slow drizzle, and she whimpered at the feeling.

I lay down beside her, pulling her against my chest. She curled into me instantly, breath still uneven, body soft and ruined from the intensity.

For a long moment, neither of us spoke.

Then Jenna whispered softly,
“…You know we’re doing that again, right?”

I laughed—quiet, low, still breathless.
“Yeah,” I said, brushing her hair back from her face.
“I fucking hope so.”
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