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CHAPTER ONE


CHAPTER ONE

Ava’s hands trembled as she knocked on the frosted glass door of Ethan Voss’s corner office. It was past midnight, the entire skyscraper empty except for the two of them. She’d worn the tight black pencil skirt and white blouse like he’d demanded in his curt email—“My office. Now. Don’t make me wait.” At twenty-two and fresh out of college, she knew better than to disobey the man who signed her internship checks.

“Come in.” His deep voice rolled through the door like thunder.

She stepped inside. Ethan sat behind his massive oak desk, suit jacket discarded, crisp white shirt unbuttoned at the collar, exposing a dusting of dark chest hair. Forty-two years old, built like a god, and hung like one too—she’d caught the obscene outline of his bulge in board meetings more than once. He didn’t even look up from his laptop at first.

“Lock the door, Ava.”

Her pussy clenched at the command. She flipped the lock with a soft click.

“Stand in front of the desk. Legs apart.”

She obeyed, thighs shaking. Ethan finally lifted his gaze, stormy gray eyes dragging down her body like he owned every inch. He leaned back, palming the growing monster in his slacks.

“You’ve been teasing me for weeks with these little skirts, haven’t you, little girl? Parading that tight college cunt around my office like you don’t know what it does to a man my age.”

Ava’s breath hitched. “Mr. Voss, I—”

“Ethan.” He stood, towering over her at 6’4”. In one smooth motion he unzipped and pulled out his cock.

Holy fuck.

It was obscene. Thick as her wrist, easily fourteen inches long, veined and angry, the fat purple head as big as her fist already leaking a glossy bead of pre-cum. His heavy balls hung low and full beneath the massive shaft. Ava’s mouth watered and her tiny pussy gushed at the sight.

“See what you do to me?” He stroked the monstrous length once, slowly. “This is what your age-gap tease has been building up for weeks. Think that virgin-tight little hole can even fit half of it?”

Ava whimpered, thighs pressing together. “I… I want to try.” She'd had big cocks before, but nothing on this scale.

Ethan’s smile was pure sin. He grabbed her by the hips, spun her around, and bent her over his desk. Her skirt flipped up, exposing the soaked scrap of white lace between her legs. He ripped the panties down her thighs in one yank.

“Fuck, look at this pretty pink pussy. So small. So wet for an old man’s giant cock.” Two thick fingers parted her dripping folds, spreading her obscenely. “You’re dripping down your thighs already, baby. Such a greedy little slut.”

He notched the massive head of his cock against her entrance. Ava moaned at the sheer size—her pussy lips stretched white around just the tip. Ethan gripped her hips hard enough to bruise.

“Breathe, little girl. This is going to wreck you. You'll never be able to even feel an average cock after this, not that you'd want one.”

He pushed.

The fat crown popped inside her with a wet, obscene sound. Ava cried out, back arching as her walls were forced to stretch wider than they’d ever been. Inch after thick inch sank into her, splitting her open, the heavy vein on the underside dragging against her G-spot. She could feel every ridge, every pulse. When his hips finally met her ass he was buried to the balls—her tiny cunt visibly bulging around the impossible girth. His cock was thicker than the gap between her thighs, forcing her to spread her legs.

“Fuuuuck,” Ethan groaned, voice wrecked. “So goddamn tight. Your pussy is choking my cock like it’s trying to milk me already.”

He pulled back slowly, letting her feel every inch drag out, then slammed back in, balls slapping her clit. Ava screamed in pleasure, coming instantly around the monster stretching her beyond reason, her walls fluttering and squirting around his shaft. God, she'd never felt anything close to this good, this big, before. She squirted a huge stream, nearly covering his arm as his fingers blazed away at her clit.

Ethan didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, deep, punishing strokes that made her tits bounce against the desk and her eyes roll back.

“That’s it, baby. Cream all over Daddy’s huge cock.”

Ethan’s hips stilled, buried to the hilt inside Ava’s spasming cunt. Her walls still fluttered around him in aftershocks, slick and swollen, her juices coating every thick inch of his shaft and dripping down his heavy balls. He groaned low in his throat, savoring the way her tiny pussy gripped him like a vice even after she’d come so hard.

But he wasn’t done showing her exactly what that age-gap size difference meant.

Slowly—agonizingly—he pulled out. The wet, obscene sound of her hugely stretched hole releasing him filled the silent office. Ava whimpered at the sudden emptiness, her pussy clenching on nothing, visibly gaping for a heartbeat before slowly trying to close, though only a little. It was never going back to the tight virginal thing it had been before him after this. A thick strand of her cream connected the fat, glistening head of his cock to her puffy entrance, stretching and snapping as he stepped back.

Ethan gripped the base of his monster dick—still rock-hard, veins throbbing, slick with her arousal—and gave it one lazy stroke, making the purple crown flare and another bead of pre-cum well up.

“On your knees, little girl.”

Ava’s legs shook as she slid off the desk and dropped to the carpet in front of him. Up close his cock looked even more impossible—thicker than her forearm, the shaft ridged with heavy veins, the head so swollen it shone. His balls hung low and full, skin tight, promising a flood she wasn’t sure she could handle.

“Look at it,” Ethan ordered, voice rough. “This is what you’ve been teasing for weeks. Every time you bent over to pick up a file, every time that little skirt rode up, this fat cock got harder thinking about ruining that pretty college mouth.”

Ava’s eyes were wide, lips parted. She couldn’t look away. The sheer size made her clit throb all over again. God she loved big cocks, the bigger the better, and Ethan's was the biggest she'd ever seen, even in porn.

Ethan fisted the base and tapped the heavy head against her cheek—once, twice—smearing pre-cum and her own wetness across her skin in glossy streaks. It was so heavy it pushed her head around as he slapped her.

“Open.”

She obeyed instantly. Ethan fed the fat crown past her lips. Her jaw had to stretch wide—almost painfully—to accommodate just the head. Her tongue flattened instinctively against the underside, tasting salt and her own tangy sweetness. She moaned around him, the vibration making his cock jump. The cockhead was so big it pressed out her cheeks on both sides.

“Good girl,” he growled. “Now take more.”

He pushed forward. Inch after thick inch slid over her tongue, stretching her cheeks, pressing against the roof of her mouth. When the head hit the back of her throat Ava gagged, eyes watering, but Ethan didn’t pull back. Instead he cupped the back of her head with one massive hand, holding her steady.

“Breathe through your nose, baby. You’re going to learn to take every fucking inch like the greedy little slut you are.”

Tears spilled down her cheeks as he rocked shallowly, letting her adjust. Saliva poured from the corners of her stretched lips, dripping down her chin and onto her blouse. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, tongue swirling around the thick ridge under the head. Ethan’s thighs tensed, a low curse ripping from his throat.

“Fuck—look at that tiny mouth stretched around my cock. So fucking pretty. You were made for this, weren’t you, my little size queen in training? Made to choke on an huge dicks. From here on there's no going back. You'll never enjoy anything less than a huge cock again after I've resized you.”

He pushed deeper. The head breached her throat. Ava’s eyes rolled back, gagging hard, but she didn’t pull away. Her hands flew to his thighs for balance as he began to fuck her face in slow, deliberate strokes—pulling out until just the tip rested on her tongue, then sliding all the way back in until her nose pressed against his trimmed pubic hair and his heavy balls rested against her chin.

Drool cascaded down her chin, soaking the front of her blouse, making the white fabric sheer over her hard nipples. Ethan’s free hand reached down, pinching one peak through the wet material, twisting just enough to make her moan around his girth.

“That’s it,” he praised, voice wrecked. “Such a good little cock-sucker. Your throat’s gripping me tighter than your pussy did. Keep swallowing around it—milk me with that tight throat.”

Ava obeyed, swallowing convulsively every time he bottomed out. The wet, sloppy sounds of her gagging and sucking filled the office. Her pussy ached, dripping onto the carpet beneath her knees, clit throbbing with every filthy word he growled.

Ethan’s pace quickened. His balls drew up tight against her chin with each thrust. Pre-cum coated her tongue in thick, salty bursts.

“Gonna paint that pretty face soon, baby,” he warned. “Or maybe I’ll make you swallow every drop. What do you want, little girl? Tell Daddy where you want his load.”

He pulled out just enough for her to speak—strings of spit connecting her swollen lips to his glistening cock.

Ava gasped, voice hoarse and wrecked. “I… I want it all… please…”

Ava’s hoarse plea hung in the air—“I… I want it all… please…”—her lips swollen and glistening, chin dripping with spit and pre-cum, eyes glassy with lust and submission. Worshiping his giant cock like it was her god, which it almost was.

Ethan’s control snapped like a taut wire.

“Open wide again, baby. Daddy’s gonna give you what you begged for.”

He fisted the base of his throbbing cock—still slick from her throat, veins pulsing angrily—and pumped once, twice, fast and hard. The fat purple head flared, slit weeping thick pre-cum that dripped onto her waiting tongue. She slid the very tip of her pointed tongue into the massive slit in the huge head, licking up his pre-cum.

Then he erupted.

The first hot rope shot across her face in a thick, white arc—splattering from her cheekbone to the bridge of her nose. Ava gasped, eyes fluttering shut as the second blast hit her open mouth, coating her tongue in salty heat. Rope after thick rope followed: one landing on her forehead, matting her dark hair; another streaking down her chin to drip onto her soaked blouse, making the fabric cling transparently to her hard nipples; a final heavy spurt landing directly on her outstretched tongue. Load after endless load followed, drowning her in his batter.

She moaned at the taste—bitter, musky, overwhelming—swallowing greedily what landed in her mouth while the rest painted her like a filthy masterpiece. Ethan groaned deep in his chest, milking the last drops from his still-hard cock, smearing the leaking tip across her cum-streaked lips.

“Look at you,” he rasped, voice wrecked with satisfaction. “Such a pretty little mess. Covered in an old man’s load. My good girl took every drop like she was starving for it.”

Ava whimpered, thighs squeezing together as fresh arousal leaked from her abused pussy. She could feel the warm cum cooling on her skin, dripping slowly down her neck and between her breasts.

Ethan didn’t let her stay there long.

“Clean me up, baby. Every inch. Show Daddy how grateful you are.”

He guided the still-throbbing head back to her lips. Ava opened eagerly, tongue lapping at the sensitive underside, collecting every bead of cum and spit. She sucked the fat crown clean, hollowing her cheeks, then dragged her tongue along the heavy vein that ran the length of his shaft—down to his balls. She took one into her mouth gently, then the other, sucking softly while her hands stroked the slick length above her.

Ethan’s fingers threaded through her hair, not forcing this time—just holding, petting, praising.

“That’s it… such a perfect little cock cleaner. Look how shiny you got me again already. Your tiny mouth works miracles.”

When his cock was glistening only with her saliva, he pulled her to her feet by the grip in her hair—gentle but firm. Ava swayed, legs shaky, face still streaked with his drying cum. Ethan’s eyes darkened at the sight.

He spun her around and bent her over the desk again—this time slower, savoring. Her skirt was still hiked around her waist, panties long gone, pussy swollen and dripping from the earlier pounding and the sheer filth of what she’d just done.

Ethan rubbed the broad head of his freshly cleaned cock through her soaked folds, teasing her clit until she whined.

“Still so wet for me,” he murmured. “Your little cunt’s begging to be stretched again, filled to the brim like never before. Think you can take another round, baby? Think this greedy hole can handle Daddy’s huge cock splitting you open while your face is still painted with my cum?”

Ava pushed back against him desperately. “Yes—please, Ethan—fuck me again. I need it. I need your huge cock.”

He didn’t make her wait.

In one brutal thrust he buried himself balls-deep, the fat shaft forcing her walls apart all over again. His cockhead buried itself fourteen or fifteen inches deep in her guts. Ava screamed, back arching, fresh cream gushing around him as her body remembered the impossible stretch. His heavy balls slapped her clit with every punishing stroke, the desk creaking under them.

“Fuck—still so tight,” Ethan growled, hands bruising her hips. “Gonna ruin this pussy for anyone else. Gonna make sure every time you come, you remember how a real man fills you up. You're never going to live without this stretch from now on baby.”

He fucked her harder, faster—deep, grinding thrusts that made her see stars. One hand slid around to rub tight circles on her clit while the other reached up to smear the drying cum across her cheek like war paint.

“Come for me again, little girl. Milk Daddy’s cock. Show me how much you love being wrecked by this giant dick.”

Ava shattered—screaming his name, walls convulsing, squirting around his pistoning shaft. Ethan followed seconds later, slamming deep and unloading another thick flood inside her, hot spurts painting her cervix while he groaned filthy praise against her ear.

They stayed locked together for long moments, panting, his cock still twitching inside her swollen cunt.

But Ethan wasn’t done—not even close.

He leaned down, voice a dark promise against her neck.

“That was just the warm-up, baby. We've still got hours to go. I'm going to fuck you so many times you won't remember your name. We’re going to my penthouse next. I want you on every surface—bent over the balcony railing, spread on the kitchen island, riding me in front of the floor-to-ceiling windows so the whole city can see what a greedy little size-queen you are.”

Ethan didn’t pull out.

His cock—still thick, still rock-hard, still pulsing with the aftershocks of filling her—remained buried deep inside Ava’s swollen, cum-slick pussy. He scooped her up in one effortless motion, massive hands cupping under her ass, lifting her like she weighed nothing. Her legs wrapped instinctively around his waist, skirt bunched around her hips, blouse half-unbuttoned and streaked with drying cum. Every step made his shaft grind deeper, the fat head nudging her cervix, forcing little whimpers from her throat. Long streams of his cum ran from her overflowing cunt, down their legs to leave streaks along the floor all the way down the hallway.

“Hold on tight, baby,” he growled against her ear. “We’re not done until I’ve bred this tight little cunt properly. Doesn't matter if you're on birth control, I'm going to knock you up.”

He strode out of the office, cock never leaving her body, carrying her through the silent executive floor to the private elevator. The doors slid open at his keycard swipe. Inside the glass-walled car, the city lights of downtown glittered far below like a sea of stars.

Ethan pinned her against the cool glass, her back to the view, tits pressed flat to the window. The elevator began its smooth ascent. Behind the glass wall of the elevator Ava could see a crowd gathered gaping at them, watching her fuck this beast of a man, gawping at them.

He thrust—slow, deliberate, letting her feel every veiny inch drag out and slam back in. The wet slap of his heavy balls against her ass echoed in the small space. Ava’s palms slapped the glass for balance, moans fogging the pane.

“Look at that view, little girl,” Ethan rasped, one hand sliding up to cup her throat gently while the other gripped her hip, controlling the rhythm. “Whole city down there, and up here I’m about to pump another load right into your bare womb. Gonna make that belly swell with my baby. You want that? Want Daddy to knock you up?”

“Yes—fuck, yes,” Ava sobbed, pussy clenching hard around him. “Breed me, Ethan—please—fill me up again.”

The elevator dinged at the penthouse level. Doors opened directly into his sprawling living space—dark marble floors, floor-to-ceiling windows, modern furniture that cost more than most people’s houses.

Ethan didn’t stop fucking her. He carried her straight through the open-plan space, past the sleek kitchen island, past the leather sectional, out the sliding doors onto the private balcony.

The night air hit them—cool, crisp, carrying the distant hum of the city. The balcony overlooked the glittering skyline, no buildings close enough to see details, but the exposure still sent a thrill through Ava’s core. Anyone with a telescope could watch.

Ethan set her down but didn’t let her go. He spun her around, bent her over the wide glass-and-steel railing, her tits hanging over the edge, nipples hard from the chill and arousal. Her ass arched back toward him, pussy still stretched and gaping slightly from his size, his earlier cum leaking in thick white trails down her inner thighs.

“Spread wider,” he ordered.

Ava obeyed, feet sliding apart on the smooth stone. Ethan kicked them even wider, then rubbed the blunt head of his cock through her messy folds—coating himself in their combined slick—before notching at her entrance again.

“Gonna fuck you raw out here, baby. Gonna fill this greedy cunt until it’s dripping down your legs. Then I’m gonna do it again. And again. Until your womb is so full you can’t walk without feeling me sloshing inside you, breeding you.”

He slammed home in one brutal thrust.

Ava screamed into the night, the sound swallowed by the wind. The angle was deeper this way—his cockhead battering her cervix with every punishing stroke. His heavy balls slapped her clit rhythmically, the wet squelch of her soaked pussy obscene against the quiet city backdrop. His cockhead slammed into her back wall, stretching it further with each stroke, a bulge marking his cock's passage stretching obscenely in her belly. The huge swell moved up her stomach almost to her chest before retracting. Then again. Then again.

Ethan’s hands gripped her hips hard enough to leave marks, pulling her back onto his length with every forward snap. “Feel that? Feel how deep I am? That’s where my load’s going—right against your fertile little womb. Gonna pump you so full your belly rounds out. You’ll be waddling around my office in a few months, tits swollen, carrying my kid, and everyone will know exactly who bred you. Imagine how well hung our sons will be.”

Ava’s arms shook on the railing, knuckles white. “Please—Ethan—do it—breed me—make me yours—”

He reached around, thick fingers finding her clit and rubbing fast, merciless circles. “Come on my cock, baby. Milk every drop out of me. Show me how bad you want it.”

She shattered—back arching, pussy clamping down like a vice, squirting around his pistoning shaft in hot pulses that soaked his balls and dripped onto the balcony floor. Ethan roared, hips stuttering, then buried himself to the root and came.

Thick, hot ropes flooded her—pulse after pulse painting her insides, overflowing immediately and leaking out around his girth in creamy rivulets. He kept grinding deep, forcing every last drop against her cervix, groaning filthy praise into her hair.

“Good girl… taking it all… such a perfect breeding slut… gonna keep you stuffed full of me all night, all weekend, for the rest of your life.”

He stayed seated inside her for long minutes, softening only slightly, letting her feel the warmth spreading deep. Finally he pulled out with a wet gush—his cum pouring from her abused hole in thick streams.

Ethan turned her gently, lifting her chin to kiss her slow and deep—first real tenderness of the night—then scooped her up bridal-style.

“Inside, baby. We’re not finished. I’ve got the whole penthouse to ruin you on.”

Ethan carried Ava straight into the master bedroom, his cum still leaking from her well-fucked pussy and coating her inner thighs. The room was dark and luxurious—black silk sheets on a massive king bed, soft lighting from the city skyline filtering through the windows. He laid her down on her back, then slowly peeled off his tie, eyes locked on hers with dark promise.

“Wrists above your head, little girl. Daddy’s going to take his time ruining you tonight.”

Ava’s breath hitched as he looped the silk tie around her wrists and secured them to the ornate headboard, stretching her arms tight. She was completely at his mercy—tits heaving, legs spread wide, her pretty pink pussy still puffy and glistening with his earlier loads, the lips slightly gaping from the relentless stretch of his monster cock. God she loved it. By far the biggest and best cock she'd ever had!

Ethan stripped off the rest of his clothes, revealing every inch of his 6’4” body—broad shoulders, defined abs, and that obscene fourteen-inch cock standing proud again, thick as his wrist, veins bulging, heavy balls swinging full and low beneath the shaft. He crawled over her, the fat purple head dragging a wet trail up her thigh.

“Look at this greedy little cunt,” he murmured, two thick fingers spreading her folds obscenely wide. “Still dripping my cum. So swollen and ready for more. You’re only twenty-two, baby… and this tight college hole is already addicted to a forty-two-year-old man’s giant dick.”

He notched the massive head at her entrance and pushed in—slow, deliberate, letting her feel every thick inch split her open again. Ava moaned loudly, back arching off the bed as her walls stretched white around his girth, the heavy vein on the underside dragging perfectly against her G-spot. When he bottomed out, balls-deep, her lower belly visibly bulged from the sheer size.

Ethan set a torturously slow pace. Deep, grinding strokes that had her whimpering and tugging at her bonds. Every time her pussy started to flutter and clench—every time she got close—he pulled out completely, leaving her empty and aching, the fat crown slapping wetly against her clit.

“Please—Ethan—Daddy—please let me come,” she begged after the fourth denial, tears of frustration and need spilling down her cheeks.

“Not yet, baby,” he growled, voice rough. He pushed back in, slower this time, rolling his hips so the head kissed her cervix on every thrust. “You’re going to earn it. This little womb is going to beg to be bred before I fill it again.”

He kept her on the edge for a full hour—alternating between slow, deep fucking and pulling out to slap his heavy cock against her swollen clit or suck hard on her nipples. His filthy praise never stopped: “Such a perfect little size queen… taking Daddy’s huge cock so deep… gonna knock you up tonight, little girl… make that belly swell with my baby… no one else will ever stretch this cunt like I do.”

Ava was a sobbing, shaking mess by the end—wrists red from pulling, pussy gushing and clenching desperately around nothing every time he withdrew.

Finally, Ethan gripped her hips, slammed in to the hilt, and growled, “Come for me now, baby. Milk Daddy’s cock while I breed you full.”

Ava screamed as the orgasm crashed through her—walls convulsing violently around his pistoning shaft, squirting hard around the impossible girth. Ethan roared, burying himself as deep as possible and unloading. Thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her womb—pulse after pulse, more than before, overflowing instantly and leaking out around his buried cock in creamy white rivers. He kept grinding, forcing every drop against her cervix, belly bulging with the sheer volume.

“Good girl… so full of Daddy’s seed… this is just the beginning.”

He stayed buried inside her, softening only slightly, kissing her softly now as she trembled through the aftershocks.

Sunlight poured through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the master bedroom, painting golden stripes across the black silk sheets. Ava stirred slowly, body deliciously sore—muscles aching in the best way, pussy still swollen and tender from the night before. She could feel the dried remnants of Ethan’s multiple loads crusted on her inner thighs, the faint sticky warmth between her legs a constant reminder of how thoroughly he’d claimed her.

She shifted, and that’s when she felt him.

Ethan was already awake—hard, thick, and pressing insistently against her from behind in a perfect spoon. His massive cock—still impossibly rigid after everything—nudged between her thighs, the fat head sliding through the slick mess of their combined cum until it found her entrance. He didn’t ask. He simply pushed forward in one slow, inexorable glide.

Ava gasped awake fully as the broad crown popped past her puffy lips, stretching her sore walls open again. Inch after thick inch followed, filling her with that familiar, overwhelming burn. Her body remembered him instantly—clenching greedily even as she whimpered at the sensitivity.

“Morning, little girl,” Ethan rumbled against her neck, voice gravelly from sleep and lust. One arm banded around her waist, the other slid up to cup her breast, thumb circling her nipple lazily. “Thought I’d wake you the right way. Feel how hard you make me? Even after breeding you six times last night, this greedy cock still wants back inside that tight little cunt.”

He rolled his hips, grinding deep so the heavy vein dragged along her G-spot. Ava moaned, pushing back instinctively, her tied wrists (he’d left the silk tie loose enough to sleep in) tugging lightly against the headboard.

“Ethan—fuck—it’s so much,” she breathed, voice wrecked. “Still so full from you…”

“That’s the point, baby.” He pulled out almost all the way—letting her feel the drag of every ridge—then slammed back in, balls slapping wetly against her clit. “Gonna keep you stuffed full of me every morning. Gonna make sure this pussy never forgets who owns it.”

He set a slow, possessive rhythm—deep, rolling thrusts that made her tits bounce softly and her lower belly bulge visibly with his size. His free hand slid down between her legs, thick fingers spreading her folds around his pistoning shaft so he could rub slow circles on her swollen clit.

“Look how pretty you are stretched around me,” he growled. “Still leaking my cum from last night… gonna add more. Gonna pump another load right against your womb while the sun’s coming up. Think you can take it, little slut? Think this tiny college cunt can handle being bred again?”

“Yes—please—breed me again,” Ava sobbed, thighs trembling. “I want it—I want your baby—want to be yours—”

Ethan’s control frayed. He flipped her onto her stomach, yanked her hips up so her ass was high, face pressed to the pillow. The new angle let him sink impossibly deeper—cockhead battering her cervix with every brutal snap of his hips. His heavy balls slapped her clit rhythmically, the wet squelch of her soaked pussy filling the room.

“Fuck—take it,” he snarled. “Take every thick inch. Gonna fill this greedy hole until it’s overflowing. Gonna watch that belly grow with my kid while you work under my desk, sucking me off during meetings.”

Ava came hard—screaming into the pillow, walls convulsing violently around his girth, squirting in hot pulses that soaked the sheets. Ethan followed with a guttural roar, slamming deep and unloading—hot, thick ropes flooding her already-full womb, overflowing immediately and dripping down her thighs in creamy rivers.

He stayed buried, grinding lazily through the aftershocks, kissing the back of her neck.

“Good girl… so full again… Daddy’s perfect breeding toy.”

Ethan finally pulled out with a wet gush—his cum pouring from her abused hole in thick white streams. He untied the silk from her wrists gently, rubbing the faint red marks with his thumbs before pulling her into his chest.

Ava melted against him, legs shaky, body humming with afterglow. His cock—still half-hard—rested hot and heavy against her thigh, smearing their mess between them.

He kissed her forehead, then her lips—slow, deep, surprisingly tender after the night of raw filth.

“You’re mine now, Ava,” he said quietly, voice rough but certain. “Not just for the summer internship. Not just for weekends. I want you here—permanently. Move in. Quit looking for other jobs. You’ll finish college on my dime if you want, but you’ll be in my bed every night. On my cock every morning. Wearing my collar if you’ll let me put it on you. Carrying my babies when you’re ready.”

He slid a hand down to cup her lower belly—still slightly bloated from the sheer volume of cum he’d pumped into her.

“I’ll take care of you. Spoil you. Ruin you. Breed you whenever this greedy little pussy asks for it. Say yes, baby. Tell Daddy you want to be his forever.”

Ava looked up at him—eyes glassy, lips swollen, heart pounding.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, Ethan. I’m yours. I'll never refuse you anything. I'll bring you my friends for you to resize, I'll...”

He smiled—dark, possessive, triumphant—and kissed her again, rolling her beneath him once more.

“Good girl,” he murmured against her mouth. “Now let’s seal it… one more time.”

His cock—fully hard again—nudged her entrance. Ava spread her legs wider, welcoming him home as he slid back inside her slick, cum-filled heat.

The morning sun climbed higher while Ethan fucked her slow and deep—claiming her completely, body and soul.
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