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Alex leaned back against the worn leather couch in their cozy apartment living room, the soft glow of the table lamp casting warm shadows across the room. At 27, he carried the easy confidence of someone who'd navigated the early chaos of adulthood with relative grace, a software developer by day, with a quick wit and a penchant for quiet evenings like tonight. His girlfriend, Mia, 25, curled up beside him, her legs tucked under her as she swirled the last dregs of red wine in her glass. They'd been together for three years now, a relationship that had started with stolen glances in a crowded coffee shop and evolved into something solid, comfortable, yet still laced with that undercurrent of desire that kept things electric.

The bottle of Cabernet they'd shared over dinner had loosened their tongues, turning casual conversation into something more intimate. Mia's dark hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders, and her green eyes sparkled with the slight buzz from the alcohol. She was a graphic designer, creative and bold in ways that always drew him in, her laughter filling the space between them like a melody he never tired of hearing.

"You know," Alex said, setting his glass down on the coffee table with a soft clink, "there's something I've been thinking about lately. Something... personal." His voice carried a hint of hesitation, but the wine had emboldened him enough to push forward. He shifted slightly, feeling the warmth of her body pressed against his side.

Mia turned to face him, her curiosity piqued. She placed her hand on his thigh, a familiar gesture that sent a subtle thrill through him. "Oh? Spill it. You know I love your random confessions."

He chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck. "It's about... exploring new things. In bed, I mean. I've always been curious about prostate stuff. Like, play back there. Never tried it, but the idea's been stuck in my head."

There was a beat of silence, and Alex wondered if he'd overstepped, if the admission would hang awkwardly between them. But Mia's expression shifted, not to surprise or discomfort, but to something deeper, more intrigued. Her lips curved into a slow smile, and she leaned in closer, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his thigh.

"Really?" she murmured, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "You have no idea how much that turns me on. I've thought about it too, for you, I mean. Imagined what it would be like to touch you there, to make you feel things you've never felt before." Her eyes locked onto his, the air between them thickening with unspoken promise.

Alex felt a rush of heat flood through him, his pulse quickening at her words. He'd expected maybe a playful tease or gentle curiosity, but this was raw enthusiasm, mirroring his own hidden desires. "You've thought about it? For how long?"

"Long enough," she replied, her hand sliding higher up his leg, brushing against the growing bulge in his jeans. "The idea of you opening up like that, letting me in... it's hot. Makes me want to see how you'd react."

He swallowed hard, the tension coiling in his gut as her touch grew more deliberate. She unbuttoned his jeans with deft fingers, pulling down the zipper slowly, her gaze never leaving his face. Alex's breath hitched as she freed his cock, already half-hard from the conversation alone. It sprang free, thickening under her attention, and she wrapped her hand around it gently, stroking with a feather-light grip that made him twitch.

"Look at you," Mia said softly, her thumb circling the head. "Getting hard just talking about it. Imagine what it'll feel like when I actually do it, my finger sliding inside, pressing right where you need it." Her words painted vivid pictures in his mind, and he groaned, his hips shifting involuntarily as she pumped him slowly, building the ache.

The way she watched him, eyes dark with lust, amplified everything. Alex could see the flush on her cheeks, the way her chest rose and fell a little faster. This wasn't just play; it was a shared secret igniting between them, pulling them closer.

Mia leaned down, her breath warm against his skin as she kissed the tip of his cock, her tongue darting out to taste him. "I want to make you feel good," she whispered, before taking him into her mouth inch by inch. The sensation was exquisite, wet heat enveloping him, her lips sliding down his length with deliberate slowness. She sucked gently at first, her tongue swirling around the underside, tracing the head as it pulsed with his arousal.

Alex's head fell back against the couch, a low moan escaping his lips. Her mouth was a perfect rhythm, drawing him deeper each time, her hand working the base in sync. But even as pleasure built, her earlier words lingered, heightening his anticipation. She pulled back slightly, her free hand reaching for the small bottle of lube they'd kept in the side table drawer for moments like this, practical, unspoken preparation from past adventures.

"Relax for me," she murmured around him, her voice vibrating through his shaft. She coated her finger generously, the cool slickness a contrast to the heat of her mouth as she resumed sucking, deeper now, her cheeks hollowing with effort.

Alex felt her hand trail down, parting his legs wider. His heart raced, a mix of nerves and excitement twisting in his chest. When her lubed finger pressed against his entrance, he tensed instinctively, but her mouth on his cock distracted him, pulling him back into the bliss. She circled gently, teasing the tight ring of muscle, applying just enough pressure to make him aware of every nerve ending firing to life.

"Breathe," she said softly, popping off his cock for a moment to look up at him, her lips glistening. "Let me in. I promise it'll feel amazing."

He nodded, exhaling slowly, and she pushed forward. The initial penetration was a strange fullness, a slight burn that quickly morphed into something intriguing as her finger slid past the resistance. Inch by inch, she eased inside, the lube making it smooth, her touch patient and exploratory. Alex gasped at the novel sensation: the stretch, the intimate invasion that felt vulnerable yet profoundly arousing. It wasn't pain; it was pressure, a deep internal caress that awakened parts of him he'd never known.

Mia's mouth returned to his cock, sucking with renewed fervor, her tongue flicking the sensitive slit as her finger curled inside him. She found his prostate almost instinctively, a firm, walnut-sized spot that she pressed against lightly at first. The effect was immediate: a jolt of pleasure shot through him, different from anything he'd experienced. It wasn't the sharp, surface-level throb of his cock; this was deeper, a building wave that radiated from within, making his toes curl and his balls tighten.

"Oh fuck," he groaned, his hands gripping the couch cushions. Each press of her finger sent sparks up his spine, amplifying the suction of her mouth. Thoughts raced through his mind, the vulnerability of being opened like this, the trust in her hands, the way it made him feel exposed and cherished all at once. Her rhythm synced perfectly: suck, stroke, press. The prostate stimulation created a pressure that built like a dam ready to burst, mingling with the familiar pull in his shaft.

She increased the intensity, her finger rubbing in small circles now, applying firmer pressure that made his hips buck. Sensations layered, the wet glide of her mouth, the insistent throb of his cock against her tongue, and that profound internal massage that felt like it was milking him from the inside out. It was overwhelming, a dual assault that blurred the lines between pleasure points, creating a full-body hum.

Alex's breaths came in ragged pants, his mind foggy with ecstasy. "Mia... it's... intense," he managed, his voice strained. She hummed in response, the vibration adding another layer, her finger delving deeper, stroking with purpose. The orgasm approached differently, not the usual cresting wave, but a slow, inexorable build from his core, pressured by her touch on his prostate while her mouth coaxed his cock to the edge.

When it hit, it was explosive. His body seized, the release starting deep inside where her finger pressed, then surging outward. Cum erupted into her mouth in thick, powerful spurts, more than usual, a huge load that seemed pulled from him by the dual stimulation. The sensation was euphoric: waves of pleasure crashing through him, his ass clenching around her finger, heightening each pulse. It felt like cumming from two places at once, the prostate adding a lingering, full-body thrum that left him trembling.

Mia swallowed greedily, her mouth working him through it until he was spent, then gently withdrew her finger, the emptiness leaving him strangely bereft. She sat up, wiping her lips with the back of her hand, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

"God, Alex," she said, her voice breathy as she straddled his lap, pressing her soaked panties against his thigh. "I'm dripping wet just from that. Feeling you cum like that... I can't wait to take it further." She kissed him deeply, making him get a subtle taste of himself, then pulled back with a wicked grin. "I'm going to have to do some shopping. Something better than a finger to really make you lose it."


The weekend arrived like a slow exhale after a hectic week, the kind where work emails blurred into late nights and the promise of downtime felt like a reward. It was Saturday evening, and Alex and Mia had settled into their ritual of unwinding in the living room, the large flat-screen TV murmuring in the background with a half-forgotten crime drama. The apartment smelled faintly of the takeout pizza they'd demolished earlier, pepperoni and extra cheese, Mia's favorite indulgence. Two glasses of whiskey sat on the coffee table, ice cubes clinking softly as they melted, the amber liquid casting golden reflections under the dim overhead light.

Alex, lounging in his faded gray sweatpants and a loose t-shirt, felt the warmth of the alcohol spreading through his chest, easing the knots from his shoulders. He still marveled at how Mia could make even these quiet moments feel charged, like the air before a storm. She was perched cross-legged on the couch beside him, her yoga pants hugging her curves, an oversized hoodie slipping off one shoulder to reveal the smooth skin beneath. Her dark hair was tied back in a messy ponytail, and she sipped her drink with a contented sigh, her green eyes flicking between the screen and him.

The show droned on, plot twists unfolding predictably, but Alex's mind wandered back to the previous weekend, the wine-fueled confession, her finger inside him, the explosive release that had left him boneless. It had lingered in his thoughts all week, a secret thrill that made mundane tasks feel electric. He glanced at Mia, wondering if she was thinking about it too, or if it had been just a fleeting experiment.

As if reading his mind, she set her glass down and shifted closer, her hand resting casually on his knee. "You know," she said, her voice low and playful, cutting through the TV's dialogue, "I've been replaying last weekend in my head. Over and over." She turned to face him fully, her fingers tracing light patterns up his thigh, sending a subtle shiver through him.

Alex met her gaze, his pulse quickening. "Yeah? What part?"

She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips that made his stomach flip. "The way your prostate swelled under my finger. It was like I could feel it pulsing, getting fuller as you got closer. And then, when you came... god, the way your ass gripped me tight, like it didn't want to let go. Squeezing around my finger while you filled my mouth." Her words hung in the air, vivid and unfiltered, painting the memory back into sharp focus. She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. "I swallowed every drop, but I keep thinking about how much more there could be. I know you can't wait to be probed again. Admit it, you've been craving it all week."

Heat flooded Alex's face, a mix of embarrassment and arousal stirring low in his belly. She was right; the thought had crossed his mind more times than he cared to count, a forbidden itch he hadn't scratched. "Maybe," he admitted, his voice rougher than intended. The whiskey amplified everything, the closeness of her body, the way her hand inched higher, brushing against the outline of his cock through the thin fabric.

Mia's eyes darkened with satisfaction, and she pressed her palm flat against him, feeling him harden under her touch. "Maybe? Come on, Alex. I can feel how much you want it." She rubbed slowly, the friction building a steady ache, her other hand reaching for the remote to mute the TV. The room fell into a hushed intimacy, broken only by his deepening breaths.

She kissed him then, soft at first, her lips tasting of whiskey and promise. The kiss deepened, her tongue exploring his mouth with lazy confidence, while her hand slipped under his waistband, wrapping around his growing erection. Alex groaned into her mouth, his hips lifting slightly as she stroked him, her grip firm and teasing. The sensation was familiar yet heightened by the undercurrent of what might come next, the memory of her finger inside him making every touch feel like foreplay to something more.

Pulling back, Mia whispered, "Stay right there. I want to make this good." She stood, disappearing into the bedroom for a moment, returning with the small bottle of lube from the nightstand. The sight of it sent a jolt through Alex, anticipation mingling with a flicker of nerves. She settled back beside him, popping the cap open with a soft click that seemed louder in the quiet room.

Squeezing a generous amount onto her fingers, she warmed it between her palms before sliding her hand back into his pants. Her slick fingers encircled his cock, gliding up and down with exquisite slowness, the lube making every stroke smooth and intense. Alex's head fell back against the couch, eyes half-lidded as pleasure built, his shaft throbbing in her grasp. She varied her pace, long, languid pulls that drew out precum, followed by quicker twists around the head that made him gasp.

But she didn't stop there. She shifted and quickly pulled at his waistband, leaving him naked from the waist down in an instant, his cock springing into the air, begging for more attention. She returned her lubed hand to her shaft, her free hand trailing lower, cupping his balls gently before venturing further, her fingertip circling the tight pucker of his asshole. She teased without penetrating, pressing just enough to awaken the sensitive nerves, tracing the rim in lazy circles. The sensation was maddening, a promise of fullness without delivery, making his body clench in anticipation. Alex shifted, his breath hitching, the dual attention on his cock and ass creating a feedback loop of need.

"You like that?" Mia murmured, her voice laced with amusement as she watched his reactions. "Feeling me right there, so close to sliding in. But I'm not going to... not yet." She increased the pressure slightly, rubbing the lubed finger back and forth over the entrance, feeling it twitch under her touch. His cock leaked more precum, slicking her hand further, and she used it to her advantage, pumping him with wet, audible strokes.

Alex's mind raced, the teasing building an unbearable tension. He wanted it, needed her inside him again, that deep, probing pressure that had unlocked something profound last time. But saying it aloud felt exposing, a vulnerability that made his cheeks burn. Still, the ache grew, his hips rocking subtly against her finger, seeking more.

"Mia..." he started, his voice strained.

She paused her stroking, her finger still teasing. "What is it? Tell me what you want." Her eyes locked on his, challenging, dominant in a way that sent a thrill through him.

He hesitated, swallowing hard. "I... put your finger in me. Please."

The words tumbled out, embarrassment flooding him even as relief followed. Mia's smile turned wicked, triumphant. "Good boy. See? Was that so hard?" She rewarded him immediately, her finger pressing forward, breaching the tight ring with slow, deliberate care. The initial stretch was familiar now, a brief resistance giving way to slick intrusion, the lube easing her in deep until she was buried to the knuckle.

Alex moaned, the fullness hitting him like a wave. It was intimate, invasive in the best way, her finger curling inside to find that spot again. His prostate responded instantly, a deep thrum of pleasure radiating outward, making his cock jump in her other hand. Thoughts swirled in his head, the trust in letting her control this part of him, the way it made him feel owned, desired in a raw, unfiltered manner.

She started moving, a gentle in-and-out at first, her finger sliding smoothly against his inner walls. Each thrust sent sparks through him, the pressure on his prostate building like a coiled spring. Mia's enjoyment was palpable; she bit her lip, her breaths quickening as she watched him unravel. "Fuck, you take it so well," she whispered. "Your ass is so tight around me. I love feeling you open up."

After a few minutes, she added more lube, then pressed a second finger alongside the first. The added girth stretched him further, a burn that quickly melted into fuller pleasure. Alex gasped, his body adjusting, the dual fingers filling him more completely. She scissored them gently, loosening him, before thrusting in tandem, finger-fucking him with increasing rhythm. Her other hand teased his cock lightly now, not stroking fully but circling the head, collecting the oozing precum that beaded at the tip.

The sensations layered intensely: the deep penetration stretching his ass, the prostate stimulation creating a constant hum of ecstasy, and the teasing on his cock keeping him on the edge without release. Precum flowed steadily, dripping over her fingers, and Alex's mind fogged with need. He thought about how she was claiming him, turning his body into an instrument of her pleasure, and it only heightened the arousal.

Mia leaned closer, her voice a sultry murmur. "Look at you, leaking like this. Three fingers now, let's see if you can handle it." She withdrew briefly, adding lube, then eased in a third. The stretch was more pronounced, a delicious ache as his ass accommodated the increased volume. She moved slowly at first, letting him adjust, then picked up speed, fucking him with her fingers while her thumb occasionally brushed his balls.

Pleasure built relentlessly, his prostate swelling under the assault, each thrust pushing him closer to the brink. Thoughts of surrender filled his head, how good it felt to yield to her, to let her dominate this hidden part of him. Mia's eyes gleamed with power, her own arousal evident in the flush of her skin, the way she shifted her thighs together.

But just as the orgasm neared, coiling tight in his core, she slid her fingers out, leaving him empty and throbbing. Alex whimpered, his cock twitching desperately, precum glistening on the tip. "Not yet," she said, her tone commanding. "I have something better."

She stood, disappearing again, this time returning with a discreet black bag. From it, she pulled a slim dildo, sleek, about five inches long and not too thick, with a slight curve and a flared base. Alex's eyes widened, a flicker of worry crossing his face. It was one thing to confess curiosity; another to see the tool that would take it further.

"Mia, I don't know..." he started, his voice uncertain, though his erection betrayed his interest.

She knelt between his legs, lubing the dildo generously. "Lie back and take it, Alex. You know you want this. Trust me, it'll feel incredible." Her words carried a gentle coercion, the kind that thrilled him, knowing he could stop but choosing not to. He nodded, reclining further, spreading his legs as she positioned the tip against his entrance.

The initial press was firmer than fingers, the silicone unyielding yet smooth. She pushed slowly, inch by inch, watching his face for cues. Alex breathed through it, the stretch more intense, filling him deeper than before. As it slid in, the curve hit his prostate perfectly, sending a bolt of pleasure that made him arch. "Oh god," he groaned, the fullness overwhelming, every nerve alight.

Mia began thrusting gently, building a rhythm, her hand on his cock resuming light strokes. "That's it," she whispered, leaning over him. "You're enjoying this, aren't you? Being fucked like a girl, taking my cock in your ass." The mild humiliation stung sweetly, amplifying his arousal, making him feel exposed and turned on. Her words wormed into his thoughts, heightening the vulnerability, the way she owned him in this moment.

The sensations were profound: the dildo gliding in and out, stretching his walls, pressing insistently on his prostate with each inward push. It created a building pressure, different from manual stimulation, more consistent, deeper, making his whole body hum. Precum oozed freely now, and Mia's hand pumped him in time with her thrusts, the dual assault pushing him toward ecstasy.

She reveled in the control, her breaths coming in sharp, ragged gasps as she watched him writhe beneath her. "Your ass is mine now," she murmured, voice low and dangerous, thrusting harder, deeper, the silicone shaft driving into him with wet, rhythmic slaps. "Feel how it grips me? Every time you clench, you’re begging me to own you more. You’re so fucking desperate for it, aren’t you?"

Alex could only whimper, his entire world narrowed to the thick cock stretching him open and the relentless pressure on his swollen prostate. The pleasure had built past endurance: a molten, pulsing ache that started deep inside his core and spread outward in slow, unstoppable waves.

Then the dam broke.

The first contraction hit like a punch from the inside, his prostate spasming violently around the dildo, milking it in a desperate, rhythmic grip. A low, broken cry tore from his throat as the orgasm detonated. The first rope of cum shot out hard, thick and white, arcing high before splattering across his chest in a heavy stripe. Another followed instantly, then another, each pulse wrenched from him by the relentless hammering of the curved head against that spot inside him. His hips jerked helplessly, ass clenching and releasing in frantic waves, the dildo still buried deep, prolonging every second. Cum kept coming, thick ropes turning to long, shuddering spurts, then to slow, heavy dribbles that coated his stomach and pooled in the hollow of his navel. His vision blurred, breath hitching on ragged sobs of pure, overwhelming release. The orgasm rolled through him in endless surges, each one dragging another clench from his ruined hole, milking the toy inside him like he was trying to pull her deeper, keep her forever.

Mia watched it all with dark, hungry eyes, her own arousal a living thing between her thighs. The sight of him utterly undone, his ass still fluttering around her cock, cum painting his skin in glossy streaks, sent a fresh flood of heat through her core. She eased the dildo out slowly, savoring the wet sound and the way his stretched rim opened for a moment, gaping beautifully before closing with a soft, needy twitch.

She brought her cum-slick hand to her mouth and licked a long, deliberate stripe up her palm, moaning at the taste, salty, warm, unmistakably his. Her other hand slipped beneath the waistband of her soaked panties, fingers finding her clit swollen and aching. She circled it slowly at first, hips rocking, eyes never leaving his spent, trembling form.

Her orgasm built in a slow, luxurious wave, nothing frantic now, just deep, possessive pleasure. Every stroke of her fingers was accompanied by a roll of her hips, as if she were still fucking him in her mind. In her head, the thoughts came thick and filthy:

He’s mine. That hole is mine. I own every clench, every moan, every drop he just gave me. I’m going to stretch him wider, train him deeper, until he can’t remember what it felt like to be anything but full of me. I’ll plug him in public, make him wear my biggest toys under his clothes while we grocery shop, make him drip in a cage while strangers walk by. I’ll fist him one day, feel his body surrender completely around my hand, watch him sob and beg and thank me for it. I’ll ruin him for anything else, until the only thing that makes him hard is the promise of my cock in his ass.

A low, filthy moan tore from her throat as her fingers plunged deeper, curling hard inside her dripping pussy. “Fuck, Alex,” she gasped, voice shaking with raw lust, “I’m going to own this hole… I’m going to ruin it for anything else. I’ll stretch you so wide you’ll feel empty without me inside you. I’ll train you to take my fist, my biggest cocks, plugs you can’t sit down on… I’ll make you gape and beg and thank me while you leak like a broken toy. Your ass is mine, baby, mine to wreck, mine to use whenever I want, however I want… and you’re going to love every second of being my ruined little anal slut.”

The thoughts alone nearly pushed her over. She pressed two fingers inside herself, curling hard, her thumb grinding against her clit. Her breath hitched, thighs trembling, and then the climax rolled through her, slow, deep, devastating. A low, guttural moan tore from her throat as her pussy clenched around her fingers in long, pulsing waves, wetness soaking her hand, dripping down her thighs. She rode it shamelessly, hips bucking, eyes locked on his flushed, cum-streaked body, drawing the pleasure out until the last tremor faded and she was left breathless, glowing, utterly sated.

She curled up beside him, her body warm and soft against his trembling one, her fingers tracing lazy, possessive patterns through the mess on his chest.

"That," she whispered, lips brushing his ear, voice husky with afterglow and promise, "was just the beginning. I have so much more planned for that greedy little hole of yours. I can’t wait to stretch your virgin ass even further, baby… until you’re gaping for me, until you’re begging for my fist, until the only thing you know how to be is mine."

She pressed a soft kiss to his temple, her hand sliding down to cup his spent, sensitive cock gently.

"Get used to it, love," she murmured, smiling against his skin. "This ass belongs to me now. And I’m never, ever going to be done with it now that I’ve made it mine."

Alex lay there trembling, chest still heaving, the sticky warmth of his own cum cooling on his skin while Mia’s words sank into him like slow-burning embers. Arousal surged again, fresh and dizzying, his spent cock twitching at the thought of her fist, of being stretched until he broke, of days and nights filled with nothing but her ownership. Yet beneath the heat coiled a bright, electric thread of fear, sharp and delicious, because he could feel it in the way she held him, possessive, insatiable, limitless. He had opened the door to something vast and hungry inside her, something that would never be satisfied with gentle play or halfway measures. He had awakened a goddess who intended to devour him whole, and the terror of that truth only made him ache for the next time she decided to feed.


Thank You for Reading!

I hope you enjoyed this story. If you did, please take a moment to leave a quick review on Amazon; it helps other readers find my stories and keeps me writing more for you!

Browse all my books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jenniambrose

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons is coincidental.
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