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Prologue

The first time I call her, I wait until the world has gone quiet. Not midnight — that’s too on the nose. Two minutes before. Just enough to be unsettling.

Her name flickers on the monitor I’ve set up in my upstairs bedroom — glowing softly on the delivery receipt of a takeout bag she just brought inside. Chinese again. She’s so predictable. I’ve watched her long enough to know the order: sesame chicken, no rice, Diet Coke. She never finishes it. There’s always a few bites left, which she puts in the fridge and forgets.

Her lights are off now, except for the lamp in the corner of the living room. She’s on the couch, phone in one hand, TV playing something she’s not watching.

I dial.

And I watch her stiffen.

She stares at the screen like she’s trying to remember whether she knows the number. She doesn’t. I bought the burner two days ago, and I’ve never called anyone else with it. This line was made for her.

She answers.

“Hello?”

Her voice is cautious, a little hoarse from the soda. I imagine the fizz on her tongue. I imagine her lips slightly parted.

I don’t say anything for two seconds. Let her wonder. Let her brain start to buzz.

Then I speak.

“You’re wearing those gray shorts again.”

Silence.

I watch her legs shift. She leans forward, clutching the phone tighter.

“Who is this?” she asks. A little sharper.

I smile, still watching her from across the street. From behind the sheer curtain in my dark room.

“You’re barefoot. Left leg crossed over the right. There’s a blanket near you, but you haven’t touched it.”

She looks around now, eyes scanning the windows. She gets up. I can hear the panic start to lace her breath.

“Are you—” Her voice cracks. “Are you watching me right now?”

“I’ve been watching you for months.”

She makes a sound — half gasp, half exhale — and turns off the lamp. The room on my screen goes dark except for the glow of the TV. But I don’t need the light. I know where she is. I can still see the outline of her against the flicker.

“You’re in the dark now,” I say softly. “But you’re not alone. Not really.”

“Why are you calling me?”

“Because I wanted to hear you breathe. Because I wanted to know what your voice sounds like when you’re scared.”

She swallows. I can hear it. She doesn’t hang up.

“And what now?”

“Now?” I lower my voice. “Now you’ll start waiting for the phone to ring again. You’ll leave the lamp on longer. You’ll look at your reflection in the window before you change. You’ll wonder what I can see.”

“You’re sick.”

“I know.”

She doesn’t say anything for a moment.

Then she whispers, “Will you call again tomorrow?”


Chapter 1

She answers on the first ring.

No hesitation tonight. She’s been waiting. I can hear it in the breath she doesn’t take right away — like she picked up in the middle of an inhale.

“You called,” she says softly.

“I always will.”

A beat of silence. Then her voice, quieter: “Are you watching me now?”

“Yes.”

She shifts. I hear the fabric of her couch creak.

“Same couch. Same blanket.” I pause. “No shorts tonight.”

She makes a sound — maybe surprised, maybe not. I hear her legs uncross.

“You’re braver tonight.”

“You scared me,” she says.

“And now?”

Now, she doesn’t answer. She doesn’t need to. Her silence says more than her words ever could.

“Put the phone on speaker,” I say. “And set it on the coffee table.”

She hesitates.

I wait.

Then: a shuffle, a soft clink. I imagine her kneeling in front of it, phone lit and watching, her breath shallow. Waiting.

“Take off your shirt.”

A breath. One long, shaky inhale.

Then fabric moves. I can hear it — the gentle rustle of cotton over skin, the faint hiss of friction. I imagine her arms above her head, bare now, nipples tightening in the cool air.

“You’re not wearing a bra,” I murmur.

“No.”

“Touch your breasts. Slowly. Both hands.”

She lets out a soft, involuntary sound. That first touch — I can hear it in her throat. She’s already wet. I haven’t even told her to be.

“Squeeze them.”

She does. I don’t have to ask. I can hear the motion in her breathing — the weight of her chest rising, her exhale broken and short.

“Pinch your nipples. Hard.”

She gasps. Her breath stutters — then steadies into something more desperate.

“Good girl,” I say.

She makes a sound when I call her that. Low. Shameful. Hungry.

“You like that.”

“I don’t—” she begins, but it’s already falling apart.

“Yes you do. Say it.”

She swallows. “I like it.”

“Say what you like.”

“I… I like when you tell me what to do.”

I smile, watching the shadow of her through the blinds, flickering with the TV’s light.

“Take off your panties.”

There’s no pause now. No hesitation. The sound of them sliding down her legs is quick, eager.

“You’re soaked, aren’t you?”

She whispers it. “Yes.”

“Show me.”

She falters. “You can’t see me.”

“You don’t know that.”

Silence.

Then, after a moment, she shifts again. I hear it — the slick sound of fingers parting wet heat, a gasp rising in her chest.

“Spread yourself,” I say. “Use both hands. I want your legs wide open.”

She obeys.

“Put one finger inside.”

She moans — sharp and soft, like she wasn’t ready for how badly she needed it.

“Now a second.”

Her breathing gets louder. Faster.

“Start fucking yourself. Slow at first.”

I hear her fingers moving, wet and hungry. The couch creaks again. Her breath turns ragged.

“Harder.”

She gasps, thrusting now, moaning openly.

“You’re going to come for me,” I say. “You’re going to come like a filthy little thing with her legs wide open, just because I told you to.”

“Yes—” she chokes. “Yes, please—please—”

“Not yet.”

She freezes. Whines.

“Not until I say.”

“Please—”

“Rub your clit.”

She obeys — immediately, like she was born to listen. Her sounds grow louder. Unrestrained. Begging in every movement.

“Now. Come for me. Right now.”

She screams.

It’s not loud, not a shriek — but it’s raw. Messy. The kind of sound a woman makes when she’s never come that hard, that shamefully, in her life.

She collapses into quiet, panting like she’s run miles. I can almost hear the sweat on her skin, the twitch in her thighs, the aftershocks.

I don’t say anything.

She reaches for the phone.

“Who are you?” she whispers.

I end the call.


Chapter 2

I waited until the light in her kitchen went dark.

She always starts in the living room, eats late. Then she wanders to the kitchen for something sweet — usually chocolate chips straight from the bag, because she never actually bakes. She stands barefoot on the cold tile floor like she’s thinking. Then the hallway light flicks on, and she disappears into her bedroom.

Tonight, she did all of it.

She even left the kitchen window open a crack.

I could’ve gone in that way. I’ve done it before, just to test. But tonight, I didn’t need to.

Her front door was unlocked.

Like she wanted me.

Like she knew I’d come.

I waited twenty minutes after the lights went out. Just long enough for the pill to take effect — crushed and dissolved into the bottle of red wine I left on her porch the night before. A gift from a secret admirer. She didn’t even question it. Drank two glasses over dinner.

She won’t remember a thing.

I stepped inside.

Her house smelled like her. Vanilla, shampoo, the faint musk of sex from the night before. She hadn’t changed the couch blanket. Her phone was still on the coffee table. No password. I could’ve gone through anything, but I didn’t. Not yet.

I wanted her.

The bedroom was warm. She liked the fan on low, window slightly open. She slept in a tank top and underwear, tangled in thin sheets like she didn’t know how to be still.

She looked softer in person.

I stood over her and let myself feel it. The warmth radiating off her thighs. The curve of her ass under the fabric. Her mouth slightly open, lips parted, breath deep and slow.

I touched the sheet first. Then her hair. Brushed it back from her cheek with the back of my fingers.

She didn’t stir.

The drugs were working.

I knelt beside the bed and just watched her for a while. Studied the way her body moved as she breathed — shallow, even, hypnotic. My hand hovered above her ribs. I could feel the heat before I even touched her.

Then I did.

Her skin was soft. Smooth. Real.

I dragged one finger down from her ribs to her hip, over the curve of her waist. She shifted slightly. Her thigh twitched. But her eyes stayed closed.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I whispered, though I knew she wouldn’t hear it.

Not consciously.

But I think part of her always knows I’m there.

I pulled the sheet back slowly, exposing more of her thighs. Her panties were thin. Cotton, pale pink. Damp already.

I pressed my hand between her legs — just over the fabric. Felt the heat there. The softness. The way her body gave way without resistance.

She moaned.

It was barely audible, but it was real. Her hips shifted into my hand.

I froze.

Her eyelids fluttered for a second. Then settled again.

Still asleep.

Still mine.

I slid my fingers up under the waistband of her panties — slow, careful, savoring every inch of skin. Her mound was warm. Smooth. I parted her gently, just enough to feel the slickness waiting inside her.

She gasped in her sleep.

Not pain. Not fear.

Need.

I stayed like that — just touching. Just feeling the heat and the rhythm of her breath. My cock was hard against my zipper, painfully so. But I didn’t move. Didn’t relieve it. This wasn’t about me.

Not yet.

This was about her learning.

Her body responding.

Her unconscious submission.

I leaned in, inhaled her scent — wet, musky, intoxicating. Then I pulled my hand away. Slowly. Reluctantly.

She whimpered at the loss.

I smiled.

Her phone was still glowing on the coffee table — the screen locked, but I didn’t need it for anything except the camera.

I stepped back out into the hallway quietly, padded across the carpet, picked it up, and returned to her bedroom.

She hadn’t moved.

Her hand was curled loosely near her chest. Her chest rose and fell, slow and heavy. Her legs were slightly parted now, like her body knew I was coming back.

I set the phone on her nightstand, angled it just right — pointed at her lower body, the gentle spread of her thighs, her pink panties still damp with sleep-soaked arousal.

No face. Just her body. Just proof.

I hit record.

Then I climbed onto the bed.

I stayed above her for a moment, watching the red light blink.

“I want you to remember this,” I whispered, barely brushing her inner thigh with my fingertips. “Even if you don’t know why you’re sore in the morning.”

She stirred — hips shifting, lips parting, another soft, unconscious moan.

I tugged her panties down slowly. Watched the fabric slide over her smooth thighs. She didn’t resist — not even a twitch of protest. Her cunt was already glistening, folds wet and parted, waiting for me like she wanted to be taken.

I stroked her slowly — two fingers running through the slickness. She was hot. Open. Ready. I pressed my thumb against her clit and watched her whole body shiver.

“That’s right,” I murmured. “You want it. Even like this.”

She moaned — louder this time. Her hips rolled upward.

“You like when I touch you in your sleep, don’t you?” I whispered. “You like being used. Fucked. Owned.”

I unzipped myself, cock already throbbing in my hand.

I didn’t rush. I wanted her to feel every inch. Even if she’d never remember.

I lined myself up — then pushed in.

Slow. Deep.

Her body arched — a soft whimper in her throat, one leg twitching around my hip. Her cunt clung to me, wet and tight, sucking me in like she’d been waiting.

“Fuck,” I breathed. “You were made for this.”

I started moving — deep, slow strokes. Holding her hips. Pressing my mouth to her ear as I fucked her in long, grinding thrusts.

“You’re so fucking tight for me,” I growled. “Like your body knows it’s mine.”

She whimpered again — and her legs spread wider.

I recorded every second.

Every slick sound. Every gasp. The wet slap of skin, the twitch in her thighs, the way her nipples hardened under the thin tank top.

I gripped her throat — not hard, just enough to feel the pulse. Her head tilted back instinctively. Her cunt clenched around me like she was coming.

“You like this,” I hissed. “You like being fucked in your sleep by a man you’ve never seen. You like not knowing what I’ll do to you next.”

Her moans broke into breathless little whines — barely-there cries of pleasure.

I lost it.

I pulled out fast — grabbed her thigh, stroked myself hard, panting over her stomach.

“Gonna come all over you,” I grunted. “Mark you. Ruin you. You’re mine now, baby—”

My cum hit her skin in hot, thick ropes — streaking across her stomach, pooling at the base of her tank top. Her body jerked when it landed — but she didn’t wake.

I kept recording.

Watched her chest rise and fall. Listened to the soft sound of my breath slowing. Zoomed in on the mess I left on her skin.

“I’m not cleaning it up,” I whispered to her still-sleeping body. “You’ll wake up sticky and aching, and you won’t know why. But you’ll feel it.”

I reached out and caressed her clit again, watching her thighs twitch.

“You’ll feel me,” I said.

I ended the recording.

Slipped her panties back up.

Left her just like that — full of heat, skin sticky with me, sheets wrinkled beneath her body like she’d fucked herself raw in a dream.

She didn’t move.

Not even when I left the phone on the nightstand, screen black.

Waiting for the next call.


Chapter 3

She answers on the first ring again.

This time, there’s hesitation in her voice.

“…hello?”

Her voice is huskier tonight. Sleepier. I imagine her on the couch again, blanket over her legs, tank top rumpled, skin still carrying the dried traces of me.

“You’re feeling it, aren’t you?”

“…What?”

“The ache between your legs. The soreness. Like someone touched you in your dreams.”

I hear her breathing shift. She doesn’t respond, but her silence says enough.

“You think you did it to yourself,” I murmur. “That you got too worked up after the last call. That your little fingers just couldn’t help it.”

Another pause. Shorter this time. Her breath gets tighter.

“But you didn’t.”

“…What are you saying?”

“I was inside you.”

Nothing.

Dead silence.

“You didn’t even wake up,” I continue, voice low and steady. “You spread your legs like a good little toy and let me fuck you while you moaned in your sleep. You came for me, and you don’t even remember.”

Her breath catches.

I wait.

Then I ask, “Have you checked your phone?”

“…No.”

“You should.”

“…Why?”

“Because you recorded it.”

She doesn’t speak.

“You left it unlocked. I angled it for you. Hit record. Your moans, your body, your cunt soaking wet while I used it — it’s all there.”

I hear her moving now. Getting up. Walking barefoot across her living room floor. A drawer opens. Then nothing but silence.

“…It’s here,” she whispers.

“Play it.”

“I— I don’t—”

“Now.”

I don’t speak as she opens the file. I don’t need to. I can hear it in the breath that escapes her lips when the video starts — the wet sound of my cock fucking into her, the gentle slap of skin, the way her body shivers with each thrust.

Her moans fill the phone again — not from her mouth this time, but from the speaker.

She hears herself begging in her sleep.

Whimpering.

Coming.

She hears me — growling, filthy, telling her what she is. What I made her.

“Is that you?” I ask, voice soft now.

She doesn’t answer.

“Is that your pussy soaking wet around my cock while I use you in your own bed?”

She exhales — sharp. Unsteady.

“It’s okay,” I whisper. “You can admit it.”

“…I look—” Her voice cracks. “I look like I want it.”

“Because you do.”

More silence.

“You didn’t stop me. Your body opened for me. You moaned my name.”

“I didn’t—”

“Your body said ‘please.’ Begged. Came so hard your legs were shaking. You’re probably still dripping from it.”

“I don’t even know who you are…”

“You don’t need to.”

“…What are you going to do next?”

I smile.

“You’re going to keep that video. You’re going to watch it again before you sleep. And when you wake up sticky tomorrow morning, you’re going to wonder if it happened again. If I came back. If I’m still in the house.”

She doesn’t say anything.

“You’re going to crave the ache. The soreness. The shame. You’re going to start leaving the door unlocked.”

She exhales — deep. Uncertain.

Then she whispers, “Will you come back?”

I almost laugh.

“I never left.”


Chapter 4

The front door was ajar.

Not wide. Just enough that it caught the breeze. Enough that I didn’t have to turn the knob. Just a gentle push, and I was inside.

No lights were on.

No TV flickering in the living room.

Nothing but silence — and the half-empty wine glass still sweating on the kitchen counter.

I walked straight to it.

She’d drunk more this time. A little more reckless. A little more eager.

Good girl.

I stepped through the quiet house, every creak in the floorboards memorized by now. The air smelled like her again — heat and perfume, the faintest hint of arousal left hanging in the air like a memory.

The bedroom door was cracked.

And there she was.

Lying on her back this time, one leg kicked free from the blanket, tank top pulled high over her stomach, her pale pink panties already damp in the center. She wasn’t faking. She wasn’t pretending to sleep.

She was out.

Deep.

Completely under.

I stood at the foot of the bed for a long moment, just watching. Soaking her in. The way her chest rose and fell. The soft sound of breath through parted lips. The faintest twitch in her fingers as she shifted slightly, like she was dreaming of me already.

I peeled my clothes off slowly — shirt, jeans, boxers. My cock was already hard.

I wanted to savor this.

I climbed onto the bed, straddled her thighs, leaned down, and kissed her stomach — right above the waistband of her panties.

“Good girl,” I whispered against her skin. “You remembered.”

She whimpered softly in her sleep, like some part of her body heard it. Knew it.

I pulled her panties down — slower this time, savoring the slow stretch of fabric over skin. Her cunt was already wet again. Slick. Ready. Like her body remembered what my cock felt like buried inside it.

I spread her thighs gently, took her in with my eyes — pink, swollen, needy. I ran my fingers along her slit, dipped inside, and her hips twitched.

“Missed me, didn’t you?” I murmured.

No answer.

But her body gave me everything.

I leaned down and licked her slowly — from the base of her slit to the tip of her clit. She gasped in her sleep, hips rising to meet my mouth.

I sucked her clit gently, lapped at her like a man starving. She moaned. Her hands twitched at her sides, fingers curling. Her legs spread wider.

I grinned against her cunt.

“You’re perfect like this.”

I moved up her body — kissed her stomach again, then her chest, then slid my cock along her soaked slit, teasing her opening, dragging the tip through her wetness.

And then I pushed inside.

Deep.

All at once.

She gasped — sharp and soft, a little whimper rising from her throat as her pussy stretched to take me in. Her back arched. One leg wrapped loosely around my waist in reflex.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. “You feel even better tonight.”

I started moving.

Slow at first — deep, grinding strokes, feeling the tight pull of her body around mine.

“You left the door open,” I panted into her neck. “You drank the wine. You knew I was coming back. You wanted this.”

She moaned — quiet and broken. Her body rocked with every thrust, wet and open and obedient.

“I told you I’d ruin you,” I growled. “And here you are — letting me fuck you in your sleep like a little cock-drunk slut.”

I pulled her tank top up higher, exposing her breasts. Her nipples were hard. I pinched one between my fingers and her whole body jerked, a soft moan slipping from her lips.

I leaned in close, lips to her ear.

“You’re going to wake up sticky again,” I whispered. “Used. Fucked. Full of me.”

My hips moved faster, harder now. The wet sound of my cock pounding into her filled the room. Her thighs trembled. Her cunt clenched around me, spasming like she was already on the edge.

“You’re gonna come for me again, just like last time.”

She whimpered — and I felt it.

Her whole body tensed.

Her pussy squeezed around me, and she let out a low, broken cry as she came — shaking, soaking my cock with a flood of heat.

“Fuck—yes,” I groaned. “That’s it. Give it to me.”

I slammed into her harder, chasing my own release now, gripping her hips, fucking her open as her orgasm rolled through her.

Then I pulled out fast, knelt between her thighs, stroked myself hard and rough.

“Gonna mark you again,” I hissed. “So you wake up ruined.”

My cum spilled out in thick, hot spurts — streaking her pussy, her inner thighs, the soft curve of her belly. I didn’t aim away. I made a mess.

I made her my mess.

And I didn’t clean it up.

I stood there for a moment, cock still twitching, watching her chest rise and fall.

Then I leaned down, kissed the tip of her nose, and whispered:

“You did so good, baby.”

I should’ve left.

I always leave.

But tonight, I didn’t move.

I stood at the edge of the bed, staring down at her — spent and still, legs parted, my cum streaked across her belly and dripping down her thighs.

Her skin glowed in the soft moonlight, sticky and raw and perfect.

But it wasn’t enough.

Not anymore.

She moaned faintly in her sleep — a soft, dreamy sound. Her hips shifted slightly, like her body missed me already. Like it was still aching, still wanting.

My cock twitched in my hand.

Still hard.

Still needing more.

I moved back between her thighs — slowly, reverently. Ran my fingers through the mess I left on her. Swirled it over her clit, then down lower, to where her pussy still fluttered from the aftershocks.

I pushed two fingers into her, deep.

She gasped.

Her body opened for me, wet and easy, like it hadn’t even begun to get full.

“You don’t want me to leave,” I whispered.

No answer.

Just another twitch of her hips.

Another moan.

“I know, baby. I know.”

I knelt, lined myself up again, and this time, when I slid inside, I didn’t stop.

She was hotter now — somehow wetter, even tighter, like her cunt knew it was about to be claimed.

I bottomed out in one slow thrust.

She moaned loud — not awake, not conscious, but her body recognized me. Welcomed me back in.

I stayed still inside her for a moment. Let myself feel it.

The heat.

The grip.

The total, helpless surrender.

And then I started to move.

Slow, deep strokes. No more urgency. No more roughness. Just steady, purposeful possession. Like I was sinking into something I already owned.

“You’re mine,” I whispered into her throat. “You’re mine, and you don’t even know it.”

She whimpered.

I held her tight and fucked her slow — grinding into her, dragging every inch, watching the way her body clenched around me with each thrust.

“You’re gonna wake up full of me,” I breathed. “My cum dripping out of your sweet little pussy. And you’re not even gonna know why.”

Her legs wrapped around my waist again.

It was instinct.

Desire.

Some unconscious, aching part of her wanted to be filled.

Needed it.

I buried my face in her neck, moved deeper, harder — not pounding now, just sinking into her with long, thick strokes meant to coat every inch inside.

“You were made for this,” I groaned. “Made for me.”

My balls slapped against her ass, her slick cunt sucking me in, her body begging silently to be used.

I felt it building.

Tight.

I didn’t pull out.

I didn’t slow down.

I slammed into her one last time, held her hips, and came deep — cock throbbing, shooting thick and hot inside her.

I groaned against her shoulder as I emptied myself.

Deep.

All of it.

I didn’t move.

Stayed there, cock buried to the base, my cum leaking into her.

She moaned again.

Soft.

Satisfied.

Possessed.

I kissed her neck.

Then her cheek.

Then whispered against her ear:

“No one else gets this.”

And I stayed inside her just a little longer.

Just to make sure it stayed.


Chapter 5

I was still inside her.

Still buried to the hilt, her body warm and soft around me, pussy slow-clenching like she didn’t want to let me go.

And I didn’t want to leave.

Not yet.

Not while her breath came in quiet little hums.

Not while her skin still glistened from the last time I came on her.

Not while I had more to give.

I leaned down and kissed her lips — gently, carefully.

Her mouth was soft, warm, parted in sleep. She didn’t kiss me back. But she didn’t pull away either. Just let me taste her.

She tasted like wine and sweat and sleep.

I kissed her again.

This time a little deeper. A little dirtier. My tongue tracing hers. Her breath stuttered, body shifting under mine, but still asleep.

“I could stay like this forever,” I whispered.

I kissed her cheek, then her neck, and started to mark her.

One bite at a time.

I sucked her skin until it bloomed dark beneath my mouth — left bruises at her collarbone, along her throat, on the inside of her breast where no one else would see.

Possession.

Proof.

Mine.

I kissed lower, down the curve of her chest. Took her nipple in my mouth and sucked until it pebbled against my tongue.

She moaned — soft and broken — and arched into me without even waking.

I switched to the other. Bit down gently. Licked. Sucked. Took my time.

Then I sat back and looked at her.

Her tits were flushed now, nipples hard, a hickey rising over her left breast like a bruise made of hunger.

But I wanted more.

I reached down to her stomach — still sticky with the mess I’d left on her earlier. My cum had cooled there, thick and white, slowly dripping toward her navel.

I scooped some of it up with my fingers.

And dragged it up her chest.

Over her nipples.

Smearing it.

Painting her with it.

Her skin glistened under the moonlight — covered in me, marked with me. I stroked one hand slowly over her tits, rubbing it in, working my release into her skin like she was a canvas made for nothing else.

Then I brought my fingers to her lips.

She moaned again — half-asleep.

I pressed my cum-slick fingers against her mouth.

She opened.

Instinct.

Trust.

Need.

Her tongue darted out, just barely. Tasted me. Sucked softly, like she thought it was a dream.

I fed her another finger — slow, deep, dragging the taste of me over her lips, her teeth, her tongue.

“You’re going to wake up tasting my cum,” I whispered, my voice trembling now.

“Still feel me inside you.

Still smell me on your skin.

Still ache between your legs.”

I leaned in, kissed her again — this time messy and deep, my tongue sharing what was left of me on hers.

She kissed me back.

Barely.

Just enough to keep me hard inside her.

Just enough to make me want to stay forever.

She was breathing slower now.

That deep, warm rhythm of a body saturated in pleasure.

Still unconscious. Still asleep.

Still holding me inside her like I belonged there.

I didn’t move.

Not my hips. Not yet.

But my hand…

My hand slid between us.

I found her clit again — still swollen, sensitive, flushed with blood. I touched her the way I already knew she liked. Light, slow circles. Just enough pressure to stir her without jarring her.

Her breath hitched.

I smiled.

“That’s right,” I whispered into her ear. “It’s me. Again.”

She whimpered — soft, confused. But her hips tilted into my hand.

I rubbed her slowly, rhythmically. Never breaking contact. Never moving inside her, just letting my cock rest inside that heat while I worked her from the outside.

Her legs shifted. Her thighs tensed. Her nipples were still hard, streaked with the drying mess I’d left across her chest.

“You’re going to come again,” I breathed. “In your sleep. While I’m inside you. While I’m deep in your body, making you mine.”

She moaned.

And this time, it wasn’t small.

It was needy.

Her back arched. Her inner muscles clenched around me, as if trying to pull me deeper, to hold me there.

I rubbed faster.

“Your body knows,” I whispered. “It remembers me now. It wants this.”

Her breathing turned ragged.

Tighter.

Faster.

I moved my fingers in small, firm circles — just like she had for me on that second call. Mimicking her own rhythm. Giving her back her pleasure, even if she didn’t know it.

“You’re close,” I growled. “I can feel it.”

Her cunt started to pulse around me — soft little spasms that squeezed my cock just enough to make my hips twitch, just enough to make me want to move, to fuck, to take again—

But I held back.

I wanted this to be hers.

Her orgasm.

Her surrender.

I leaned down, bit her nipple — gently, just enough to make her cry out in her sleep — and whispered:

“Come for me, baby.”

She broke.

Her thighs locked around me, muscles trembling. Her cunt clamped down, spasming with slow, aching waves of release. She moaned — loud, open, raw — her mouth slack and panting, breathless with a climax she’d never know how she earned.

I watched her ride it out.

Watched her body shake, her stomach clench, her hands twist in the sheets.

She came like she belonged to me.

And then she collapsed.

Spent.

Still asleep.

Still twitching in my arms.

I kissed her softly — her neck, her breast, her lips.

“You’re perfect,” I whispered. “Even better when you don’t know it’s me.”

And I stayed inside her until her body stopped trembling.

Until I knew she’d feel me for the rest of the night.


Chapter 6

She didn’t answer right away.

Her phone rang twice before I heard the soft click — the quiet inhale that told me she was awake, alone, and trying not to shake.

“…It’s morning,” she said.

Her voice was raw. Tired. Like she hadn’t slept well.

“Yeah,” I murmured. “Thought I’d check on you.”

Silence.

I waited.

Then I said, “Does your bed still smell like me?”

She gasped.

Not loud. Just that little sharp inhale, like I’d stabbed something deep inside her.

“I told you I’d come back,” I whispered. “Did you think I wouldn’t?”

She didn’t answer.

So I filled the silence.

“You left the door open for me, baby. You drank the wine. You went to bed without panties, didn’t you?”

A long pause.

Then a shaky voice: “I don’t remember that.”

“No, but your body does.”

More silence.

I could practically hear her checking — glancing at the stained sheets, pressing her thighs together, licking her lips to taste the salt still left on her tongue.

“I came on you,” I said softly. “All over your tits. Rubbed it into your skin. You moaned in your sleep. Sucked my fingers.”

She exhaled — like she was trying not to.

“Then I slid back inside,” I continued. “Buried my cock so deep in your cunt, you clenched around me like you were begging for it. I didn’t even have to move. You started rocking your hips in your sleep. Like your body knew who it belonged to.”

“Stop,” she whispered.

But she didn’t hang up.

“You came again,” I said. “Harder than the night before. You soaked my cock and said my name.”

“No I didn’t—”

“You did.”

Her breathing faltered. I could picture her — sitting on the edge of the bed, thighs pressed together, skin sticky, heart pounding.

“I could be anyone, you know.”

“…What?”

“Anyone,” I repeated. “Someone you pass in the hallway. Someone who holds the door open at the coffee shop. That guy who walks his dog past your house every morning. The one who waves.”

She was dead silent.

I smiled.

“You say hi to me sometimes. And you don’t even know.”

“…You’re lying.”

“You don’t believe me?”

“No. I—” She stopped. “You don’t know me.”

“I know how you taste.”

She sucked in a breath.

“I know the sound you make when you start to come. That little broken moan in the back of your throat.”

She whimpered. I heard it. Tiny. Embarrassed.

“And I know you’re wet right now.”

“No—” she said, too fast. Too defensively.

I laughed — quiet, dark, low.

“You’re wet and sore and trying not to touch yourself. But you will.”

“I won’t.”

“You will.”

“I hate you.”

I smiled wider.

“You’re going to wait for me again tonight, aren’t you?”

Silence.

“You’ll leave the door open.”

“…No.”

“You’ll drink the wine.”

“I shouldn’t.”

“But you will.”

Another beat.

Then, in the faintest whisper — one she probably didn’t mean to say out loud:

“…Will you come inside me again?”

I didn’t answer.

Just let the silence stretch — hot and thick between us.

Then I ended the call.


Chapter 7

She was in the bathroom when I came in.

Didn’t hear the door.

Didn’t hear the footsteps.

She was brushing her teeth, humming to herself, wrapped in a towel.

I was already in the closet when she came back in.

Quiet. Still. Hidden between the coats she never wears.

She dropped the towel on the floor.

No panties tonight.

She climbed into bed, phone in hand, and lay on her back like she’d been waiting for me.

I watched her scroll for a few minutes — checking messages, staring blankly at whatever feed kept her brain busy.

And then I sent the picture.

Just one.

My cock in my hand, thick, veiny, hard — the angle low, shadowed, nothing else in frame but skin and need.

The caption:

“You’re going to touch yourself to this while I watch. You won’t know where I am. But I’ll see everything.”

Her body reacted before her mind did.

She froze. Blinked at the screen. Read it again.

Then she sat up, eyes darting to the corners of the room.

I didn’t breathe.

She stared at the window. At the bedroom door.

At the closet.

And then…

She lay back down.

Slow.

Tentative.

Her fingers dipped beneath the blanket.

I saw the moment her hand reached between her thighs.

She gasped.

She was already wet.

“I shouldn’t,” she whispered aloud — not to anyone. Just to herself. But her hand stayed there. Fingers moving. Rubbing.

“You’re such a good fucking girl,” I whispered to myself. “Fucking yourself because I told you to.”

She opened her legs wider.

Blanket falling to the side, exposing her bare thighs.

The screen still glowed beside her — the picture open, my cock staring back at her like a brand.

Her free hand came up to her breast — squeezing, pinching, teasing herself as she rubbed her clit with tight, desperate circles.

“You want to know whose it is,” I whispered. “You want to recognize it. You’re looking at every vein, every detail, wondering if it belongs to someone you know.”

She moaned.

Quiet. Broken.

She rolled her hips into her own hand now, panting, chasing her high like she couldn’t stop herself.

“You’re going to come for me,” I mouthed, watching her. “Right here, right in front of me, like a filthy little showgirl.”

She squeezed her eyes shut.

Pressed her lips together.

Her legs trembled.

Her fingers moved faster.

And then she gasped — a sharp, high sound, hips arching, back curling, thighs snapping together as she came hard against her own hand.

I saw the exact second her orgasm hit her.

Her mouth dropped open. Her toes curled. Her body shook.

And she came.

All for me.

All while I watched from ten feet away.

She didn’t see me.

She had no idea I was there — hard in the dark, cock throbbing, breath low, heart pounding with the need to ruin her again.

When she finally stopped moving, she pulled the blanket up over her chest.

Her fingers lingered on her lips.

She licked one.

Tasted herself.

Tasted the mess I made her into.

She rolled over, exhaled, and curled into the sheets — shivering once.

And I stayed in the closet.

Watching.

Waiting.

Hard.

Still smiling.

She was still curled on her side when I stepped out of the closet.

The room smelled like her orgasm — sharp and sweet, thick in the air like perfume. The glow from the phone was gone. Screen black. Fingers limp near her lips.

She’d fallen asleep just minutes after coming.

No pills.

No tricks.

Just exhaustion.

And satisfaction.

And need.

She didn’t stir when I climbed onto the bed.

I hovered over her — just watching at first. Her mouth was parted, cheeks flushed, her thighs still damp. One leg bent slightly, the other stretched out, giving me a perfect view of the space between.

I reached between her legs and touched her softly.

She moaned.

Still soaked.

Her pussy was swollen and wet and ready.

I didn’t say anything yet.

I just kissed the back of her neck, ran my fingers down her spine, and then — gently, slowly — rolled her onto her stomach.

She shifted.

Groaned in her sleep.

But didn’t wake.

Didn’t resist.

Her arms curled beneath the pillow. Her cheek pressed down. Her ass rose slightly, involuntarily, her body instinctively adjusting as I spread her legs.

“Good fucking girl,” I whispered, voice low and thick with need. “Already presenting for me.”

She whimpered — soft, breathy.

I slid between her thighs, lining my cock up again.

No rush.

Just pressure.

Just the first inch.

She gasped.

Her hips pushed back.

I growled.

“No pills tonight, baby,” I whispered against her ear. “You let me in all on your own.”

I pushed deeper.

She moaned, hips twitching, legs parting wider.

“Just like that,” I breathed. “Let me stretch you open. Let me sink into this perfect little cunt.”

I filled her in slow, thick thrusts — letting her body take it inch by inch, watching the way her back arched, her toes curled, her pussy clung to me like it missed me.

“You remember this, don’t you?” I murmured. “The weight of me. The stretch. The way I stay hard inside you while you sleep.”

Her mouth moved — no words, just a soft sound. A needy, helpless sigh.

“You don’t need drugs anymore,” I whispered. “You’re mine now. Your body knows me. Craves me.”

I leaned forward, pressing my chest to her back, my mouth against her ear.

“I could be anyone,” I breathed. “Your neighbor. Your coworker. That guy who smiled at you last week at the gas station.”

Her breath caught.

Her pussy clenched.

I drove deeper.

“You let me fuck you because you don’t care who I am,” I growled. “Because you love being used. You love waking up messy and full.”

I grabbed her hips and fucked her harder — slow, deep strokes that pushed her forward into the mattress.

“You love not knowing who’s inside you. Who’s breeding you.”

She moaned. Louder.

Still unconscious.

Still taking it.

“You’re dripping all over my cock,” I hissed. “God, you’re fucking perfect.”

I rutted into her now — hips slapping against her ass, my cock buried to the root, her slickness coating me, her thighs trembling beneath mine.

“I’m going to come inside you again,” I panted. “You’re gonna wake up leaking and sore and ruined, and you’ll love it.”

I grabbed her hair.

Pulled her head back.

And came.

Hard.

Deep.

My cock throbbed, pulsing inside her — hot, thick release shooting into her cunt, filling her, dripping back down onto the sheets as I stayed buried.

“Take it,” I growled. “Fucking take it.”

She gasped in her sleep.

Like she could feel it.

Like she wanted it.

I stayed there — panting, pulsing, emptying everything I had into her body, watching her twitch beneath me like she was made to be bred.

And I didn’t move.

I didn’t clean up.

I didn’t leave.

I laid down behind her, wrapped my arms around her waist, and stayed.

Cock still inside her.

Breath in her hair.

My mess leaking from her pussy, soaking into the sheets.

“You’re mine now,” I whispered, kissing her shoulder.

“And I’m not going anywhere.”


Chapter 8

She started to stir just as the sun began to rise.

The bedroom filled with soft morning light — pale, golden, innocent.

A sharp contrast to the mess between her thighs.

To the cock still buried deep inside her cunt.

She shifted — a small, unconscious movement.

Her hips rocked back.

Just slightly.

And I felt her moan.

Low. Faint.

Almost a hum.

I didn’t move.

I didn’t thrust.

Not yet.

I just leaned in, pressed my lips to the back of her neck, and let my voice slide into her ear like warm breath.

“You’re not dreaming, baby.”

She gasped — soft, confused. Her head tilted slightly, but she didn’t turn.

“I’m still here,” I whispered. “Still inside you. Still so deep in this perfect little pussy.”

She shivered.

I felt her walls flutter around me — her cunt already pulsing, already wet, already hungry again.

“You came for me in your sleep,” I murmured. “Took my cock so well. Moaned like you needed it.”

Her thighs tensed.

“You didn’t need the pills,” I breathed. “Your body opened for me all on its own. Like you were made to be filled.”

I reached down and slid my hand over her lower belly — right above her womb.

“Bet you’re already holding some of me,” I whispered. “So much cum inside you. So deep.”

She moaned again — quiet, choked.

“You want it, don’t you?” I growled. “Want me to fill you again. Want to be used while you sleep. Bred like a needy little hole.”

Her breath hitched.

I stayed still — just letting my cock throb inside her, just letting the words sink into her foggy, half-waking mind.

“You’d let me put a baby in you, wouldn’t you?”

She whimpered.

Not a protest.

A plea.

“You’d let me fuck it in without even seeing my face. Let me knock you up while you sleep. Let me breed this sweet little cunt until it forgets any cock but mine.”

Her hips rolled back — instinctive, desperate.

I groaned.

“You want to be full all the time,” I whispered. “You don’t even care who I am. You just want to feel my cum dripping out of you every morning.”

Her body trembled.

Her breath turned ragged.

I kissed her shoulder.

Then her neck.

Then licked the shell of her ear as I said, low and slow:

“You’re going to come again, aren’t you?”

She nodded.

Barely.

Just once.

And then she gasped as her pussy clenched around me — tight, hot, spasming. She came with a long, broken moan, body shaking against me, thighs twitching, mouth open in a silent cry.

I held her close.

Didn’t move.

Didn’t thrust.

Just let her body milk my cock while she shattered in my arms.

When it passed, she collapsed into the pillow — panting, dazed, soaked.

I kissed her cheek.

And whispered:

“Good fucking girl.”

I felt the shift the moment it happened.

It wasn’t like before — not a twitch, not a moan.

This time, her breath caught.

She inhaled deep.

Still.

Held it.

Her back tensed under my hand.

Her legs stilled.

And then, quietly — slowly — she exhaled.

She was awake.

Fully.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t try to turn around.

But I felt her go still in that specific, unmistakable way.

She knew.

And she didn’t stop me.

My cock was still deep inside her, her pussy warm and slick and clutching me like it didn’t want to let go.

I stayed perfectly still for a moment, just letting the truth of it bloom between us — thick, hot, quiet.

“You know,” I whispered into her hair.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t nod.

Didn’t say a word.

Just let me stay.

“I’m inside you,” I breathed. “You’re wide awake. You know I’m not a dream.”

Still nothing.

But her breath trembled.

And her pussy clenched.

Hard.

“Fuck, that’s it,” I growled softly. “That’s all I needed.”

I started to move.

Slow.

Deep.

Claiming.

Her ass rocked back into me without hesitation.

No words.

No sounds.

Just silent, body-driven obedience.

I slid one hand under her — to her breast, squeezing, teasing, pinching her nipple while I fucked her from behind. Her hips rolled. Her legs opened wider.

“You like it,” I hissed into her ear. “You like knowing someone’s inside you. Someone you’ve never seen.”

She shivered.

“I could be anyone,” I whispered. “The man who delivers your mail. That barista who always spells your name right. Your fucking neighbor.”

She whimpered — the first sound she made. Quiet. Raw.

“You’ll never know. And you still let me fuck you. You still let me use you.”

I moved harder now — not rough, but deeper, more deliberate. Her body rocked with every thrust, soft gasps breaking from her lips.

I pressed my mouth to her shoulder and bit gently — not to mark. Just to own.

She cried out — a soft, breathy sound that made my cock pulse inside her.

“Say it,” I murmured. “Say you want it.”

Nothing.

I thrust deeper.

Again.

Again.

“Say it.”

Her voice was barely audible.

“I want it.”

I groaned.

“Fucking filthy girl.”

She started grinding her hips now — meeting me stroke for stroke, panting softly, desperate and silent and complicit in her own undoing.

“Come for me,” I growled.

“I—I can’t—”

“You will.”

I reached around, found her clit, and rubbed tight circles as I thrust into her harder.

She came fast.

Hard.

Shaking in my arms, legs trembling, teeth biting into the pillow to muffle her scream.

I held her.

Fucked her through it.

Let her ride every wave with my cock still buried deep.

When it was over, she collapsed beneath me — chest heaving, thighs wet, body wrecked.

I didn’t pull out.

I didn’t speak.

I just stayed.

Still inside her.

Still unknown.

Still hers.


Chapter 9

She walked barefoot into the kitchen, tank top loose, no bra, little cotton shorts riding up between her thighs.

Hair tied up. Half-awake.

Beautiful.

Soft.

Unaware.

I stood ten feet away in the hallway, watching through the narrow gap where the closet door met the frame.

She stretched.

Yawned.

Opened a cabinet. Poured water. Turned toward the sink.

And the second her back was to me—

I moved.

Fast. Silent. Controlled.

She didn’t hear me.

Not until I was already behind her.

Not until my hand was over her eyes.

Not until the other was tugging down her shorts and pressing my cock against her bare, already-damp slit.

She gasped — sharp, high — and froze.

“Shh,” I whispered into her ear. “Don’t turn around.”

Her breath caught.

Her body tensed.

But she didn’t scream.

She didn’t struggle.

She just stood still.

Let me hold her in place.

Let me line my cock up against her pussy — already wet, already open.

“Good girl,” I murmured. “You knew I was still here, didn’t you?”

She whimpered.

“Tank top. No panties. Like you were waiting.”

She shifted — barely — thighs parting just enough.

I smiled.

“Keep your eyes closed.”

And I slid inside.

One long, deep thrust.

She gasped — loud, guttural.

Her hands flew to the counter, bracing herself as I filled her from behind.

“No warning,” I growled. “No teasing. Just cock.”

Her body clenched around me — hot, soaked, taking every inch like she’d been starving for it.

“You were soaked before I touched you,” I hissed. “You’ve been walking around dripping from last night.”

She moaned.

Louder now.

Still blind.

Still held in place.

I started to move — slow, thick thrusts. Her ass bounced with every stroke, her hips slamming back into me before she even realized she was doing it.

“You love this,” I breathed. “Being taken. Being used. Being claimed by someone you can’t even look at.”

Her mouth opened — no words. Just sounds.

Moans. Whimpers. Pleas.

“You think about me all day, don’t you?” I panted. “About my cock. About my cum leaking out of you while you do laundry. While you wash dishes. While you smile at strangers.”

I fucked her harder.

She cried out — high and breathless.

My hand stayed over her eyes, pressing her gently forward.

Keeping her from turning.

From knowing.

From seeing the man inside her.

“You don’t need a face,” I growled. “You don’t need a name. You just need to feel me stretching this pretty pussy open.”

She sobbed — pleasure-drunk, desperate.

“Fucking—please—”

I thrust harder.

Faster.

Slapping against her.

Her feet slipped. I caught her.

“Say it,” I growled. “Say you want my cum inside you.”

“I—I want it,” she choked.

“Louder.”

“I want your cum—oh God—please—”

I groaned.

Felt myself start to lose it — the pressure building in my spine, the heat coiling deep.

I slammed into her one last time, buried myself to the root, and came — hard, thick, deep — pulsing inside her while she trembled, body rocking, cunt milking every drop.

I didn’t move.

Didn’t pull out.

Just kept my hand over her eyes.

Kissed the side of her neck.

Whispered, “Don’t turn around, baby. Not yet.”

She was trembling.

Still bent over the counter.

Still full of my cum.

Still dripping.

My hand was still over her eyes.

But she moved.

Slow. Careful.

One hand reached up — toward mine.

Fingers wrapped around my wrist.

She didn’t say anything.

Just lifted her chin slightly. Turned her face toward me.

Tried to see.

I tightened my grip.

She gasped.

“Don’t,” I whispered. “You don’t get to look at me.”

She froze.

Her breath hitched.

I slid my other hand around her waist — pulled her back against me, still impaled on my cock, her thighs sticky with release.

“You want to see me?” I murmured into her ear. “You think that’s something you’ve earned?”

She whimpered.

“I’ve used this pussy how many times now?”

I rolled my hips once — slow and deep — just to make her feel it.

“You let me come inside you. While you slept. While you begged. While you moaned like a perfect little hole.”

She gasped again, arching her back, trying to stay upright.

“I’ve touched every part of you,” I breathed. “I’ve tasted you. Fucked you. Left you leaking down your thighs.”

“And now,” I growled, voice low and hot, “you want my face?”

She nodded.

Once.

Desperate.

I pulled her upright — cock still buried deep — her back to my chest, my palm still over her eyes.

“Then beg.”

“I—I want to,” she whispered.

“Not enough.”

I squeezed her tighter.

Her hands came up to mine — holding my wrist again, trying to pry it away.

“I need to see you.”

“Why?”

Her voice cracked.

“Because—because you fuck me like you know me. Like I’m yours. Like—like I already belong to you.”

I smiled.

Pressed a kiss to the side of her neck.

“You do.”

Her whole body shivered.

“Then let me see,” she whispered. “Let me see who owns me.”

I groaned.

“Fucking say it.”

“Please.”

“Say it like you mean it.”

“Please let me see you,” she begged, louder now. “Please, I want to know. I need to. I can’t— I can’t keep not knowing—”

I slid my cock deeper into her, one slow thrust that made her knees shake.

“Say what you are.”

“I’m yours,” she gasped.

“Say it again.”

“I’m yours.”

I kissed her shoulder.

Held her still.

My hand loosened.

Just slightly.

And I whispered, “Not yet.”

stayed like that for a long time.

My cock buried inside her.

My hand still over her eyes.

Her body trembling from the force of the orgasm I’d fucked out of her just minutes ago.

The kitchen was quiet.

Just her soft, broken breath.

Just my cum already starting to slide down her inner thighs.

Then — slow. Careful.

She moved.

Shifted her weight.

Pressed her hand to mine.

And tried to turn.

I caught her.

“Don’t.”

She froze.

Her voice was barely above a whisper.

“Please.”

I pressed my body tighter against her back, cock still throbbing inside her.

“You’re not ready to see me,” I said.

“I am,” she breathed.

“No,” I whispered. “You want the fantasy. The voice. The cock. The man with no face.”

She shook her head.

“No. I want you.”

I smiled.

Dark. Proud. Possessive.

“Then say it.”

“…Say what?”

“Say you want to see who’s been inside you. Say you want to know who owns this pussy.”

She trembled.

“I—”

“Say it.”

She sucked in a breath.

Then, soft but clear:

“I want to see you.

I want to know who you are.

I want to see the man who’s been filling me.

Fucking me.

Owning me.

Breeding me.”

I groaned.

Her cunt clenched around me again — that same needy, aching squeeze that told me she was ready to come just from the truth.

I kissed the back of her neck.

Loosened my grip on her eyes.

“You’re sure?” I whispered.

“Yes.”

“You won’t scream?”

“No.”

“You won’t run?”

She laughed — breathless.

“You’re still inside me. Where would I run to?”

I paused.

Let the moment hang.

Let her ache.

And then…

I stepped back.

Slow.

Let my cock slip from her dripping cunt.

My hand slid from her eyes.

She turned.

And she saw me.

Her eyes widened.

Mouth parted.

She blinked once. Twice.

Then:

“…You.”

I smiled.

She said my name.

Breathless.

Half-disbelieving.

“You’re my stepbrother,” she whispered.

I stepped forward again, closing the space.

“And now you’re mine.”

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t cover herself.

Didn’t run.

She reached out — touched my chest.

Slid her hand down my stomach.

Wrapped her fingers around my cock.

Still wet with her.

Still hard.

Still hers.

And she smiled.
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