
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright © 2025 Isla Storme

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Art Painter
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


Contents

Copyright

Dreambound

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Books By This Author


Dreambound

            A Forbidden Step Romance


Prologue

I wasn’t supposed to be looking.

But I couldn’t stop.

She floated down the hallway like something out of a dream—bare feet, loose hair, and absolutely nothing between her skin and the shadows.

Isabel.

My father’s wife.

My… stepmother.

She didn’t see me. Her eyes were barely open, her expression soft, almost dazed. I’d heard him mention she sleepwalked sometimes—something about stress, low blood sugar, whatever.

He didn’t mention she did it naked.

And he sure as hell didn’t say she touched herself while doing it.

But I watched her.

Every night.

I told myself I was just making sure she didn’t fall. Just keeping her safe.

But then she moaned. Low. Needy.

And she whispered my name.

That was the first night I stopped pretending I was just watching.

That was the night I started to guide her.

She doesn’t know.

At least… I don’t think she does.

But she always comes back.

And every night, she goes a little further.

And so do I.


Chapter 1

She moved like she was underwater.

Bare feet gliding across hardwood. Long legs catching bits of moonlight. Her hair slipped down over one shoulder, and her breasts swayed as she turned the corner like she had no idea anyone could be watching.

Because she didn’t.

Not really.

She was asleep.

Again.

Same time as last night. Same as the night before.

She never spoke. Not at first. She just wandered. Floaty. Silent. Eyes half-lidded and glassy.

But the last two nights, her hands had started moving.

Lower.

Tonight… she wasn’t touching yet.

But I was going to see how far I could take her.

She stepped into the kitchen—her usual route—and leaned her palms on the counter like she needed to catch her balance. Her back arched just a little. One hip cocked to the side. I could see everything.

I stepped into the room.

Barely a sound. Just enough to test.

Nothing.

She didn’t flinch.

She didn’t wake up.

I moved closer.

One step. Then another.

Close enough to smell her—something soft and clean, like soap and skin and sleep.

“Isabel,” I whispered.

She didn’t respond.

But her breath caught.

And her thighs shifted.

My heart kicked up.

I moved behind her, slow, and reached out. My fingers hovered just above the curve of her hip.

God, she was warm.

I wasn’t touching her yet. Not really.

But her body leaned back—barely a tilt, barely anything—but it was there. A silent invitation, or maybe just muscle memory.

Maybe she wanted it.

I brushed the back of my knuckles across her hip.

Nothing.

She didn’t wake up.

She didn’t pull away.

So I did it again.

Slower.

Lower.

This time, her lips parted.

And she whispered.

Not a word. Just a sound—half breath, half moan.

I swallowed hard, blood pulsing everywhere.

One finger.

I let it slide down the line of her spine. Delicate. Barely there. But when I reached the small of her back, she arched.

And that’s when I knew.

She wasn’t going to stop me.

Even in her sleep.

Especially in her sleep.

She didn’t stop me.

Didn’t flinch, didn’t wake, didn’t even breathe harder—except when my fingers reached the curve of her ass and I let my touch drift between her thighs.

That made her hips shift.

Slow.

Like she was chasing something even her dreaming mind didn’t understand.

I exhaled through my nose, my pulse thick and pounding in my ears.

Carefully, I dragged my fingertips along the seam of her inner thigh, just to see if she’d react. Just to see if this was real.

It was.

She let out the softest whimper.

My cock twitched hard in my sweats, already straining.

I pressed my palm to the inside of her thigh and eased it apart—just a little.

She didn’t resist.

And God—she was wet.

Already soaked, like she’d been dreaming about this long before I walked in the room.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

I slid one finger along her slit, slow and teasing. Her pussy was warm, soft, slick—so ready, so responsive, like her body knew exactly who was touching her and wanted it anyway.

Isabel moaned again. Louder this time.

And then she said it.

My name.

Soft. Barely audible. Like a sigh.

“Cole…”

Jesus.

That was it. That was the moment I stopped pretending.

I circled her clit once with the pad of my finger and she rocked her hips forward, sleep-fucking my hand like she couldn’t help it. Like her body was already mine.

I slipped a finger inside her.

Tight. Hot. Silky.

She clenched around me, slow and lazy, like she wanted to keep me there.

Like she needed it.

I eased in deeper, curling just slightly, and her breath hitched.

Still asleep.

Still moaning.

Still dripping wet.

And I was just getting started.

She was soaked around my finger—tight and twitching, her slick heat drawing me deeper.

She didn’t know.

She couldn’t know.

But her body did.

And fuck, it was beautiful.

I moved slowly at first, just one finger stroking inside her, curled just enough to make her hips rock. She pushed into me unconsciously, her breath catching every time I hit the spot.

My other hand slid up her back, steadying her.

She whimpered again, soft and desperate.

“Cole…”

My name, whispered like a secret.

Like a need.

I slid a second finger in and her knees trembled.

She was so fucking wet I could hear it—slick, messy, obscene—and I didn’t care. I wanted more. Wanted to see how far she’d go before she woke up.

Or if she’d wake up at all.

“Good girl,” I murmured, not even sure if I said it out loud or just thought it. “So fucking good like this…”

I curled my fingers deeper, faster now, my palm pressed to her soaked clit, grinding against it in tight, slow circles.

She moaned.

Louder.

Her legs widened just a little more, her body completely open to me.

And then—she started to move.

Rhythmic.

Chasing it.

Rolling her hips against my hand like she couldn’t stop herself.

I felt the shift in her—subtle, electric, that tightening just before the fall. Her pussy clenched hard around my fingers and her breathing turned ragged.

She was close.

“Come for me,” I breathed against her ear, my fingers working harder, deeper, my palm slick with her.

“Come, Isabel.”

She gasped.

Her whole body tensed.

Then she broke.

A choked moan—raw and needy—and she came around my fingers with a slow, grinding roll of her hips, soaking my hand as she clenched again and again.

I didn’t stop.

Not until her thighs were trembling and her breath turned soft and uneven again, her body slowly sagging against the counter.

Still asleep.

Still silent.

Still unaware.

But now I knew.

She wanted this—even in her dreams.

And tomorrow?

I’d see if she remembered.

If she didn’t?

Then I’d do it again.

Harder.

Longer.

Deeper.

Until she started coming for me in her sleep on purpose.


Chapter 2

She didn’t remember.

Not a single thing.

I watched her all day. At breakfast, by the pool, while she folded laundry barefoot in those tiny shorts with nothing but a tank top between her and my imagination.

Not one flicker of recognition. Not even when her eyes met mine and held a little too long.

She was just… herself.

Soft-spoken. Polite. Oblivious.

But my hand remembered the way she felt. My fingers still twitched with the shape of her body—how her pussy had clenched when she came, how slick she’d been for me before I ever touched her.

And when I heard her bedroom door creak open again—same time, same soft shuffle of bare feet across the floor—I was already hard.

Already waiting.

This time, she didn’t go to the kitchen.

She walked right past it.

Down the hall.

Toward the guest room.

Toward me.

My heart kicked hard in my chest.

Was she really—?

She paused in my doorway.

The hall light cast her in a soft glow—nude again, hair falling in lazy waves, body as relaxed and tempting as the night before. Her nipples were hard from the air. Her thighs parted just slightly as she shifted.

Her eyes were open, but unfocused.

She didn’t see me.

Not really.

But she stepped into my room.

Silent.

Straight toward my bed.

She paused at the edge, standing there like she didn’t know why she’d come.

Or maybe like she did.

And that was all the permission I needed.

I rose slowly, moved toward her without a word, and circled behind her. My hands didn’t touch her yet—just hovered, soaking her in, letting the tension thrum through my blood.

Then I dropped to my knees.

Right behind her.

Close enough to feel the heat off her skin.

I nudged her thighs apart with my hands—gentle, steady—and she let them move. Didn’t resist. Just stood there, soft and open, completely vulnerable.

I pressed my mouth to the back of her thigh.

Kissed it.

Her breath hitched.

I kissed higher.

Then higher.

And then, I was between her legs, my mouth right where I’d buried my fingers last night.

She was already wet.

Already warm.

Already ready.

I didn’t waste time.

My tongue slid through her folds, slow and deep, and her body swayed toward me like she’d been waiting for this. I sucked her clit, gentle at first, feeling the flutter of her muscles as she gasped in her sleep.

Her fingers twitched.

Her thighs trembled.

She moaned my name again—barely a whisper, but there.

“Cole…”

I growled into her pussy, licking harder now, gripping her hips to keep her steady.

She rocked against my mouth.

Fucking asleep and fucking responsive, like her dreams were tuned to me.

I slid my tongue into her, slow and deep, and she let out a breathy cry, her whole body arching toward the sensation.

She was close.

So fucking close.

I pulled back just enough to suck her clit again, fingers digging into her ass, holding her still while she came—hard and helpless—right against my mouth.

Warm. Shaking. Coating my tongue.

I didn’t stop.

Not until she sagged into me, thighs trembling, chest rising and falling in those deep, post-orgasm waves.

Still asleep.

Still perfect.

Still mine.

I leaned close to her ear.

“You taste even better than I imagined.”

And I swear…

She smiled.

I was about to take her back to her room.

Really.

But then her hand moved.

Not randomly—not the floaty, disjointed way she walked when she first stepped out of bed.

This was intentional.

Purposeful.

Her fingers slid down the front of my sweatpants like she knew exactly what she was looking for.

And fuck me—my cock twitched so hard I nearly came from just that one touch.

She whimpered under her breath. Soft. Sleepy. Still not waking.

But her hand was there.

Rubbing.

Gripping.

Trying to get me out.

“Jesus,” I whispered, my breath ragged.

Her lips parted slightly, her head turning toward me as her palm pressed over the outline of my cock through the thin fabric. Like she was… following it. Seeking it.

Wanting it.

Still asleep.

Still dreaming.

And I knew—without a doubt—what she was dreaming about.

I slipped my sweats down just enough to let my cock spring free, heavy and aching.

She moaned the moment it brushed her hand.

Then—without hesitation—she leaned forward.

Her lips touched the tip.

Warm.

Soft.

Curious.

Her tongue flicked out—tentative at first, like a kitten licking cream. A slow swipe across the head, just enough to make my knees threaten to buckle.

Then she did it again.

And again.

Long, slow, licks, like she was savoring a popsicle.

Or nursing a craving.

Her mouth opened wider, lips wrapping around the head of my cock, and she began to suck.

Not fast.

Not eager.

Slow.

Lazy.

Like it was comforting.

Like it was natural.

Like my cock was her fucking pacifier.

She sucked softly, hollowing her cheeks just a little. No urgency. No teasing.

Just quiet, rhythmic pressure—sweet and steady.

And it was the filthiest fucking thing I’d ever seen.

My stepmother, on her knees, asleep, sucking my cock like she needed it to stay asleep.

I gripped her hair gently, holding her there—not forcing, just allowing.

Guiding.

My hips rocked forward slowly.

She moaned.

The vibrations ran straight up my spine, and I had to bite my tongue to keep from groaning out loud.

Fuck, she felt good.

Warm. Wet. Obedient.

My good little sleeper.

I let her take more—inch by inch—until her lips were stretched around the thickest part, her mouth full, her tongue pressed against the underside like she belonged there.

She did belong there.

I didn’t know how long I could last.

Didn’t know if she’d wake up.

Didn’t care.

Because this?

This was everything I’d wanted.

And she’d come to me for it.

In her dreams.

And maybe—just maybe—she didn’t want to wake up.

Her mouth was heaven.

Warm, wet, slow—like she was savoring every inch of me without even knowing what she was doing. Like her body had memorized the shape of my cock and decided it was hers to keep.

She sucked me like she needed it.

Like it calmed her.

Soothed her.

Every pull of her mouth sent heat pooling low in my spine. Every slow, sleepy swirl of her tongue made me twitch, made me fight the urge to grab her by the hair and fuck deeper.

But I didn’t want to rush it.

I wanted to feel it.

And God, I wanted to see more.

My hand slid down from her head, fingertips gliding over her shoulder, then down her chest. Her tits were perfect—full and soft and just as fucking responsive as the rest of her.

I cupped one in my palm.

She gasped around me.

Not fully awake. Not even close.

But her body arched into my touch like it knew what came next.

I pinched her nipple gently.

She moaned—mouth still full of me.

The sound vibrated down my length, and I groaned, hips jerking forward just enough to push deeper past her lips.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t pull away.

She just sucked harder.

I played with her tits, kneading them both, fingers flicking across her nipples while she worked my cock like she wanted to lull herself back into the deepest part of sleep—with me in her mouth.

“Just like that,” I breathed. “Fuck, Isabel… that’s it.”

She whimpered, tongue dragging slow and thick against the underside.

I was close.

Too close.

The pressure built fast—tight and hot, crawling up from my spine and settling at the base of my cock like it had nowhere else to go.

I gripped her hair with one hand and her tit with the other, holding her still.

“Gonna come,” I warned her, even though she couldn’t hear me.

“Gonna come in that sweet little mouth.”

She moaned again.

And I lost it.

I came with a groan, deep and sharp, spilling down her throat as she kept sucking—slow, steady, so fucking good.

Her lips didn’t let go.

She stayed there, sucking me through it, swallowing every drop like it was part of the dream. Like this was how she slept.

Mouth full.

Tits in my hands.

And her body completely mine.

By the time she finally eased back, my cock softening against her tongue, her breathing had gone quiet again—slow and deep.

Still asleep.

Still perfect.

Still not waking up.

I lifted her gently, guided her into my bed, and laid her on her back, sheets pulled just enough to cover her hips.

She stirred once, soft and content.

And I knew—tomorrow, she wouldn’t remember a thing.

But her body would.

And so would mine.


Chapter 3

The house was quiet.

Too quiet.

I glanced at the time as I turned off the living room lights—barely midnight. Earlier than usual. I hadn’t heard her door creak, hadn’t seen her floating down the hallway.

I figured maybe she was too tired. Maybe tonight wouldn’t be the same.

But something in my chest buzzed.

Off.

Wrong.

I made my way upstairs, steps slow, deliberate. Heading to my room like I always did—but this time with less certainty, less anticipation.

And then I saw it.

My door was already open.

Just a crack.

A thread of light from the hallway slicing through the shadows.

I pushed it open quietly.

And stopped.

She was already there.

Naked.

Laid out across my bed like she belonged in it—head turned slightly on my pillow, chest rising and falling in slow, deep waves.

Her thighs were spread.

Her fingers were between them.

Moving.

Lazy circles over her clit, the rest of her body still.

Eyes closed.

Lips parted.

Dreaming.

And in that dream?

She was fucking herself.

In my bed.

My cock was instantly, painfully hard.

I stepped closer, drinking her in—every inch of smooth, golden skin, the way the moonlight brushed across her tits, the way her slick fingers glided over her folds like she’d been at it for a while.

God, she was soaked.

She whimpered suddenly, a soft, needy sound, and her hips rolled up into her own touch.

“Cole…”

It was barely a whisper.

But I heard it.

Loud and clear.

I dropped my pants without thinking.

Took my cock in hand, stroking slowly, matching the rhythm of her fingers as she played with herself in my sheets.

She was dreaming of me.

Here.

Now.

And I wasn’t going to just watch this time.

I climbed onto the bed, settling between her legs. Her scent hit me first—warm, musky, sweet. Her fingers were still moving, even as I leaned in, close enough to feel the heat of her core against my cheek.

I grabbed her wrist gently, guiding her hand away.

She didn’t resist.

Didn’t even stir.

I brought her fingers to my mouth, sucking them in, tasting her off her own skin.

Then I lowered my mouth to the place she’d just been touching—and took over.

I spread her open with both hands, my thumbs gliding along slick, swollen skin. Her pussy was glistening—wet from her fingers, her dream, her need.

I licked slowly, dragging my tongue from her entrance to her clit in one long, teasing stroke. She twitched beneath me, her hips jerking lightly, almost involuntarily.

Still asleep.

Still dreaming.

But God, her body was responsive.

I flicked her clit again, then sucked it between my lips, soft and steady, letting the pressure build. My fingers gripped her thighs tighter as I kept going, tasting her, worshipping her like she’d crawl into my mouth if I let her.

She whimpered again.

Then again.

But the tension wasn’t breaking.

She was close—I could feel it—but something wasn’t clicking.

She needed more.

Her body was aching for it. Begging for it.

I pulled back, licking my lips as I looked up at her.

She was panting now, head tilted toward the pillow, her hands clutching the sheets like she was trying to hold on to the edge of a dream that kept slipping away.

“I know, baby,” I whispered, stroking her thigh. “I know what you need.”

She didn’t move.

Didn’t answer.

But when I slid my cock against her entrance, thick and hard and ready—she pushed her hips up.

Subtle. Barely there.

But intentional.

I lined myself up, pressing just the head against her, dragging it through her slick folds, watching the way her body responded—soft, welcoming, already open for me.

Then I pushed in.

Slow.

Steady.

All the way.

Her mouth parted in a silent moan, her chest arching off the bed.

Tight.

Hot.

Perfect.

My fingers dug into her hips as I bottomed out, burying myself inside her to the hilt. Her pussy clenched around me, like it recognized me. Like she’d been waiting for this exact moment—this exact dream.

“Fuck, Isabel…” I groaned. “You feel so fucking good.”

I started to move, hips rolling in slow, deep thrusts.

She gasped beneath me.

Soft. Dreamy. Desperate.

I set the rhythm.

Deliberate.

Claiming.

Her tits bounced gently with every push. I leaned over her, one hand sliding up to palm one breast, my thumb brushing over her hard nipple as I fucked her deeper, harder, making her body sing for me in her sleep.

Her head turned on the pillow.

Her legs wrapped around me.

And then she whispered it again.

“Cole… don’t stop…”

My breath caught.

She said it like she meant it.

Like she knew.

But she didn’t wake up.

She just kept moving with me, her body soaking my cock, her hips rising to meet every thrust like she wanted me deeper, harder, everywhere.

I wasn’t going to stop.

Not until I’d filled her.

Not until her dream became real.

Not until she came on my cock, screaming my name—even if she never remembered.

She was so deep in it.

Still asleep. Still soft, still open. But her body was wide awake—wrapped around my cock, grinding against me, chasing the rhythm like she needed it.

And fuck, she did.

I gripped her hips tighter, pulling her down as I thrust in harder—sharper now, the sounds of slick skin and panting breaths filling the room.

Isabel gasped under me, one leg lifting higher, spreading herself wider in that slow, dreamy way—like her subconscious wanted to be ruined.

And I was going to give her exactly that.

I hooked one arm under her knee and pushed it up toward her chest, opening her even more. Her cunt clenched around me, so tight it almost made me stop.

Almost.

But I wanted her to feel it.

To take all of me.

To wake up sore and aching and not know why.

I pounded into her, full thrusts now—deep and hard, her tits bouncing with every push. I leaned forward, grabbed one in my hand, and pinched her nipple between my fingers.

She moaned.

“Shhh,” I whispered, fucking her harder, my voice low and thick with hunger. “You wanted this, didn’t you? Coming into my bed, touching yourself like a needy little thing.”

She whimpered again, head tilting to the side, lips parted like she wanted to answer.

She couldn’t.

But her body did.

Every time I slammed into her, her pussy clenched tighter.

Every time I ground in deep and held it, she trembled under me like she was close.

I pinned her wrists above her head, just to see how she’d react.

She didn’t fight it.

Didn’t pull away.

She just moaned—and arched into me, her nipples brushing my chest, her whole body begging for more.

I gritted my teeth, thrusting harder now, faster, pushing her up the bed with every deep stroke.

“God, you feel so fucking good,” I growled, panting against her neck. “Taking all of me, even in your sleep.”

Her body shook—tiny tremors building.

She was close.

I felt it in the way her pussy started pulsing around me, in the desperate little rolls of her hips as she chased the edge, still bound by sleep but guided by something even deeper.

I reached down between us, fingers sliding to her clit.

Circling.

Pressing.

She gasped—and her back arched off the mattress.

Her orgasm hit fast.

Hard.

Sudden.

Her body convulsed around me, pussy milking my cock, soaking me as she cried out into the dark, her voice broken and desperate and beautiful.

I didn’t stop.

Not yet.

I fucked her through it—slamming into her trembling cunt while she came, until my own orgasm slammed into me like a freight train.

I buried myself deep—growling, panting—as I came inside her.

Thick. Hot. Endless.

Her body took it all.

And when it was over, I collapsed over her, our skin slick, our bodies tangled, my cock still pulsing inside her.

Still asleep.

Still mine.

I pulled the blanket over us.

She nestled against me, lips brushing my chest, and exhaled the softest sound I’d ever heard.

Like she knew exactly where she belonged.

And I smiled.

Because she wasn’t going back to her bed tonight.

Or any night after.

Epilogue

She was still asleep when I woke.

Tangled in my sheets, wrapped around me, one leg slung over my hip like her body had claimed me in the night. Her cheek pressed to my chest, lips parted, breathing soft and steady.

I didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Just watched her.

She looked innocent like this.

Peaceful.

But I knew better.

So did her body.

Because even now—hours after I’d filled her—she was still warm and slick between her thighs.

Still soft.

Still open.

Still mine.

I rolled her gently onto her back, careful not to wake her yet. Her arms stretched a little, her thighs parted instinctively, and fuck me—she was already wet again.

Dreaming.

Wanting.

Begging in silence.

My cock hardened immediately, heavy and aching, already lined up with where I needed to be.

Where I’d been last night.

Where I was going to be again.

I pressed into her slowly.

So slow I could feel every inch being swallowed back into her.

She moaned.

Not awake yet.

But close.

Her pussy hugged me like it missed me.

I bottomed out with a quiet groan, burying myself to the hilt, staying there just long enough to feel her body react—tightening, twitching, sucking me deeper.

Then I started to move.

Small thrusts.

Rhythmic.

Intentional.

Her brows furrowed.

Her breath caught.

And her eyes fluttered open.

She blinked, hazy and dazed, her gaze slow to focus—until she felt it.

Me.

Inside her.

Fucking her.

Her mouth parted, and she gasped—high and breathless.

“Cole…”

I didn’t stop.

Didn’t slow down.

I just leaned down, kissed her throat, and growled in her ear:

“You came into my bed.”

Thrust.

“You touched yourself for me.”

Thrust.

“You sucked my cock like you needed it.”

Thrust.

“And now you’re going to wake up with it inside you.”

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t fight.

Her hands gripped my back, nails biting skin, and her legs locked around my waist like instinct had taken over.

She knew.

Even if she didn’t remember every detail—her body did.

She arched into me, meeting every thrust, moaning my name again and again as I fucked her like she was already mine.

Because she was.

Because she had been from the first night she wandered naked down that hallway.

And now?

Now she was awake.

And she still wasn’t telling me to stop.

Q
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His to Take: No Boundaries. No Escape.

One spell. One bratty stepsister.

Now she’s his—anytime, anywhere, no permission required.

When Ash finds an old book buried in his late mother’s attic, he doesn’t think the strange, teasing incantation inside will actually work.

He reads it out loud in front of his stepsister Riley—half as a joke.

But the moment he speaks the last word, something shifts.

Suddenly, Riley can’t say no.

Not to being touched.

Not to being taken.

Not to being bred.

She’s his to use—in the kitchen, in her sleep, while she’s on the phone with their mother.

No clothes unless he says so.

No boundaries. No escape.

And no protection.

Ash never meant for it to go this far.

But now that she’s wet, obedient, and constantly begging for more?

He’s not letting her go.

Because magic didn’t just make her his.

It made her perfect.

For use. For breeding.

For love that doesn’t ask—only takes.

This is a dark paranormal breeding romance featuring taboo stepbrother dynamics, magical freeuse, lactation, pregnancy kink, public use, and absolutely no boundaries. Not for the faint of heart. For unapologetically filthy readers only.

His Brother’s Wife: She sold her body. He bought her soul.

She was married to my brother.

A stay-at-home wife with secrets as dark as her eyes.

I found out the truth the night I paid for her—an anonymous escort booked under a fake name.

I told her to be blindfolded.

Naked.

Waiting.

And she was.

Now she knows who I am.

And I own every inch of her.

Melody thought she could keep her double life hidden.

She didn’t expect her husband’s younger brother to find her.

She didn’t expect me to use her.

Control her.

Break her.

She was for sale.

But I’m the last man she’ll ever belong to.

Now, she calls me Master.

And the man who used to call her “wife”?

He sits across the table while she swallows my name.

His Brother’s Wife is a dark, forbidden romance featuring intense power dynamics, explicit content, and no apologies. If you love possessive men, secret identities, and deeply twisted love stories, this book will ruin you—in the best way.
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