
    
      
        
      

    





    
        
          First Officer's Heat Hybrid Breeding Ritual in Quarters

        

        
        
          Eva Hohner

        

        
          Published by Eva Hohner, 2026.

        

    





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FIRST OFFICER'S HEAT HYBRID BREEDING RITUAL IN QUARTERS

    

    
      First edition. February 19, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Eva Hohner.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233630378

    

    
    
      Written by Eva Hohner.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

First Officer's Heat: Hybrid Breeding Ritual in Quarters

Also By Eva Hohner



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

First Officer's Heat: Hybrid Breeding Ritual in Quarters


[image: ]


The nebula spread across the viewscreen like spilled paint—violet and amber streaks bleeding into one another, punctuated by white flares that looked more like electrical shorts than stars. Taryn Hale stood with her hands clasped behind her back, spine straight, watching the Voyager's sensors parse the radiation levels with numbers that scrolled past too quickly for comfort.

"Shields holding at ninety-three percent," the ensign at tactical reported, his voice steady despite the light show outside threatening to swallow them whole.

Taryn nodded once. "Maintain course. Engineering, compensate for the electromagnetic interference on our sensor array."

The responses came back crisp and efficient. She'd trained her bridge crew well—no panic, no wasted words. They moved through the glowing cloud like a needle through fabric, and she allowed herself a moment of satisfaction at their precision.

Then the warmth started.

It began low in her abdomen, a heat that felt wrong—not painful, but insistent. She shifted her weight, barely perceptible, and forced her expression to remain neutral. The sensation spread upward through her torso, a slow crawl that made her uniform collar feel too tight.

Not now. Not here.

She'd been meticulous about her cycle. The suppressants were military grade, designed specifically for Aelori officers who couldn't afford the seven-day incapacitation that came with their species' heat. She'd never missed a dose, never had a breakthrough symptom in fifteen years of service.

The warmth pulsed, stronger now. Her skin prickled beneath her uniform, and she felt sweat beginning to bead at her temples despite the bridge's controlled climate.

"First Officer?" The captain's voice cut through her focus. He sat in the command chair, his human features creased with the standard concern of a man watching too many sensor readings at once. "Your assessment of the nebula's density ahead?"

Taryn turned toward him, grateful for the excuse to move. Walking helped, somehow—gave the energy building inside her somewhere to go. "Our current trajectory should see us through the densest region in approximately fourteen minutes, Captain. The radiation levels are elevated but within acceptable parameters for our shielding."

Within acceptable parameters for the ship. Not for her.

She glanced at the sensor readout again, and the numbers clicked together in her mind with sickening clarity. Theta radiation—rare, usually filtered out by standard shielding because it was harmless to most humanoid species. But Aelori biochemistry processed theta radiation differently. Their hypothalamus absorbed it, used it as a trigger for reproductive readiness in environments with certain energy signatures.

An evolutionary advantage on their homeworld. A liability here.

The suppressants worked by blocking those hypothalamic receptors. But exposure this intense, this prolonged—it was overwhelming her medication, burning through her chemical defenses like the nebula was burning across the viewscreen.

Her pulse quickened. She felt it in her throat, her wrists, between her legs where a different kind of pulse had begun to throb in time with her heartbeat.

"First Officer Hale, are you well?" The captain's concern had sharpened into something more pointed. She must have been standing there too long, staring at nothing.

"Yes, sir." Her voice came out steady, a minor miracle. "I believe I'm experiencing a mild reaction to the radiation variance. Nothing serious, but I should run a medical diagnostic to be certain. Request permission to step off the bridge."

He frowned but nodded. "Granted. Keep me informed."

She didn't run—that would have drawn attention. But her steps were quicker than usual as she crossed to the turbolift, each one sending a jolt through her core that made her breath catch. The doors closed, sealing her away from the bridge crew's curious glances, and she sagged against the wall.

"Deck Four," she managed, her voice rougher than she intended.

The turbolift hummed. Thirty seconds of travel. She could manage thirty seconds.

The heat spread through her thighs, her breasts. Her nipples hardened against the fabric of her uniform, hypersensitive to every shift of material. She pressed her palms flat against the cool metal wall, trying to ground herself in something other than the mounting need that clawed at her composure.

Her telepathic barriers flickered. That was new, and terrifying. Aelori weren't strongly telepathic under normal circumstances—just enough to sense emotional resonance in those nearby, a useful trait for building social bonds. But during heat, those barriers thinned to nothing, made them vulnerable to overwhelming stimulus, to bonding with whoever satisfied the biological imperative.

She couldn't let that happen. Couldn't let anyone feel what was happening to her right now.

The turbolift doors opened, and she forced herself upright, walking with deliberate control down the corridor. Her quarters were at the end—privacy, isolation, a locked door between her and the rest of the crew.

The distance felt infinite. Every step sent friction through her core, the fabric of her uniform pants rubbing against flesh that had grown swollen and desperately sensitive. She bit the inside of her cheek, using pain to cut through the fog.

A crewman passed her, nodded politely. She nodded back, her smile a careful construction that felt like it might crack apart. He didn't notice anything wrong. Good. She was still in control.

Her door chimed its recognition, and she fell through it the moment it opened, slapping the lock mechanism before it had fully closed behind her.

The privacy brought no relief. If anything, it made everything worse—gave her permission to feel the full force of what she'd been holding at bay.

Her legs folded beneath her. She caught herself on the edge of her bunk, fingers gripping the standard-issue blanket hard enough that her knuckles went pale. The heat had become a living thing inside her, demanding and relentless. It pulsed through her in waves, each one stronger than the last, and with them came the biochemical imperative she'd spent years suppressing: breed, bond, submit to the cycle.

No. She was an officer. First Officer of the Voyager. She didn't submit to anything, least of all her own biology.

But her body didn't care about rank. It cared about the empty ache between her thighs, the fever in her blood that made her skin feel too tight. She pressed her forehead against her knees, breathing in ragged gasps, and felt her telepathic barriers crack wider.

Memories surfaced—unwanted, unbidden. Nights alone in her quarters, wondering what it would feel like to let someone in. Not just physically, but emotionally. The weight of another body against hers, the heat of breath on her neck, hands that touched with purpose and possession. She'd ignored those thoughts, buried them under duty and discipline.

They rose now like drowned things, water-logged and insistent.

Her hand moved without conscious decision, pressing against the seam of her uniform pants, seeking pressure where the ache had become unbearable. The contact sent a jolt through her that was part relief, part agony. Not enough. Nowhere near enough.

She trembled on the edge of her bunk, caught between the officer she'd built herself into and the biological reality she could no longer deny. The nebula pulsed outside her viewport—violet and amber, relentless and beautiful—and inside her, something equally relentless had awakened.



The door chime cut through her spiral like a blade. Taryn's head snapped up, her breath catching in her throat, and for a moment she couldn't remember how to speak. Who would—no one should be here, no one should have tracked her, no one should know.

"First Officer Hale?" The voice was male, measured, familiar. Kael Thorne. Science Officer. Andorian. "I'm detecting... unusual biosigns from your quarters. Are you in medical distress?"

She bit back a sound that might have been a laugh or a sob. Medical distress. Clinical and careful, like the man himself. She'd worked with Kael for two years—respected his methodical approach to problems, his quiet competence. He never pushed, never pried. Which made this intrusion both better and worse.

"I'm fine." Her voice cracked on the second word, betraying her. "Just need rest."

Silence on the other side of the door. She pressed her hand harder against herself, trying to contain the need that pulsed with every heartbeat. Go away. Please go away.

"Your biosigns don't suggest rest." His tone shifted, becoming gentler. "Taryn. I know what this is."

Her blood turned to ice despite the fever raging through her. He knew. How could he know? She'd been so careful—

"Andorians..." He paused, and she heard him take a breath. "We sense certain hormonal cascades. Particularly from species we've—from species we're compatible with. I've been monitoring the nebula's theta radiation output. I know it can trigger Aelori biology."

She wanted to tell him to leave. Wanted to maintain the last shreds of her dignity and suffer through this alone, the way she'd planned to suffer through everything else in her life. But her hand was shaking against her body, and the heat had clawed its way so deep into her core that she wasn't sure she could survive it without help.

"I don't want..." She swallowed, started again. "I don't want to lose control."

"Then let me in," he said quietly. "Let me help you maintain it."

Her hand moved to the door control before she could think better of it. The panel blinked green, and Kael stepped through quickly, the door sealing behind him with a soft hiss.

He looked the same as always—blue skin smooth and unmarked, white hair pulled back in the practical style most Andorians favored, antennae rising from his temples in graceful curves. But his dark eyes went wide as they landed on her, and she saw his nostrils flare as he scented the air.

She knew what she must look like. Disheveled didn't begin to cover it. Her uniform was half-open, her hair had escaped its neat twist, and her skin gleamed with sweat. She sat on the edge of her bunk like something broken, trembling with the effort of not touching herself in front of him.

"How bad?" he asked, and his voice had gone rough.

"Bad." The word scraped out of her. "The suppressants aren't working. It's been building for..." She glanced at the chronometer, startled to see only twenty minutes had passed since she'd left the bridge. It felt like hours. "I don't know how long it will last. Days, maybe."

Kael's skin darkened—a flush that spread across his cheeks and down his neck, visible even against the blue. She recognized it from xenobiology texts. Andorian arousal response. He was trying to hide it, but his antennae had begun to lean toward her, and she could see the tension in his shoulders.

"I'm sorry," she whispered. "Your species—you said you sense it. I'm making this worse for you."

"Don't." He moved closer, each step deliberate, and crouched in front of her so their eyes were level. "Don't apologize for your biology. And don't assume this is just an involuntary response."

She stared at him. Her telepathic barriers were in tatters now, and she caught the edge of his emotion—want, fierce and carefully controlled, threaded through with something deeper. Concern. Protectiveness. How long had that been there?

"I've wanted you for months," Kael said, the words dropping between them like stones into still water. "Since that mission to the Vega colony, when you stayed up for thirty-six hours to recalculate our trajectory through the asteroid field. You fell asleep at your console, and I carried you to your quarters. You were so light in my arms, and I kept thinking about how easy it would be to—" He stopped, jaw tightening. "I never acted on it. You're my superior officer. It wouldn't have been appropriate."

Her breath came faster. She remembered that mission, remembered waking up in her own bed with no clear memory of getting there. He'd done that. Touched her, held her, while she was vulnerable.

"Andorians don't just sense Aelori heat," he continued. His hands moved to her knees, large and warm even through her uniform pants. "We feel echoes of it. Your biology calls to something in ours—the drive to mate, to protect, to claim." His antennae dipped toward her, almost but not quite touching her temples. "I've been fighting it every day since that mission. Fighting the urge to come to your quarters, to tell you that you don't have to be so alone all the time."

The admission cracked something in her chest. She'd built walls around herself for so long—walls of duty and discipline—that she'd forgotten what it felt like to want someone to see through them.

"I don't know how to do this," she said, and her voice broke on the last word. "How to be weak."

Kael's hands slid from her knees to her shoulders, steadying her. His touch sent sparks through her nervous system, part heat and part something else—connection, maybe. Trust.

"You're not weak." He leaned closer, his breath warm against her face. "You're in heat. That's not weakness, it's biology. And fighting through it alone, suffering because you think you should be able to control everything?" His antennae brushed her temples, and she gasped at the contact. "That's not strength. That's just stubbornness."

"Then what's strength?" she whispered.

"Accepting what you need. Let someone help you." His thumb stroked the curve of her shoulder. "Let me help you."

She looked into his dark eyes and saw no judgment there. No pity. Just want and care tangled together in a way that made her chest ache.

"I need..." She couldn't finish the sentence. Didn't have words for the emptiness clawing at her, the fever demanding to be satisfied.

"I know what you need." Kael's voice dropped lower, intimate and certain. "And I'm going to give it to you. Every bit of it, until this heat breaks and you're yourself again. But you have to say yes, Taryn. You have to choose this."

The heat pulsed through her, relentless. But beneath it, she felt something else—a different kind of warmth, gentler and more terrifying. The warmth of being seen. Of being wanted not despite her control but because of what lay beneath it.

"Yes," she said. "Help me."



Kael's hands moved to her uniform collar, and she didn't stop him. Couldn't stop him. Her body had made the decision her mind was still struggling with, arching toward his touch like a flower seeking light.

He worked the fastenings open with practiced efficiency, peeling away the outer jacket first. The cooler air hit her skin, and she shivered despite the fever. Her undershirt came next, lifted over her head in one smooth motion that left her exposed from the waist up.

Kael's breath caught. His gaze tracked over her breasts—modest by most standards, but swollen now with heat, nipples dark and hard. She resisted the urge to cover herself, forcing her hands to stay fisted in the blanket beneath her.

"I'm scared," she whispered. The admission cost her something, scraping out a piece of the armor she'd worn for so long. "I've never let anyone see me like this. Never let go."

"I know." He leaned in, pressing his forehead to hers, antennae curving forward to brush her temples. The contact sent a rush of sensation through her—not quite telepathy, but close. She caught glimpses of his thoughts, fragmented and intense: beautiful, wanted this, going to take care of you, mine. "But you're going to let go tonight. You're going to stop fighting and trust me to hold you through it."

His hands moved to her waist, unfastening her pants. She lifted her hips without being asked, helping him slide the fabric down her legs. The underwear went with it—standard issue, nothing special, but soaked through with evidence of her need.

Kael made a sound low in his throat, something between a growl and a groan. His blue skin had darkened further, and she could see the outline of his erection straining against his uniform pants. But he didn't move to undress himself. This wasn't about his satisfaction yet.

"Lie back," he said, voice rough with control. "Let me see all of you."

She obeyed, her body moving on instinct. The bunk was narrow, standard crew quarters, but he made space, kneeling at its edge as she stretched out. Her legs fell open without thought, exposing the swollen flesh between her thighs.

Kael stared. His antennae were fully extended now, quivering slightly, and his hands trembled as they came to rest on her knees. "You're beautiful like this," he said. "Wet and desperate and perfect."

She would have felt embarrassed if the heat hadn't burned away her capacity for shame. Instead, she just felt empty, aching, needing to be filled.

"Please." The word fell from her lips, broken. "Please, Kael."

He spread her thighs wider, positioning himself between them. His breath ghosted over her sensitive flesh, and she jerked at the sensation, a whimper catching in her throat.

"I'm going to taste you first," he said, and his antennae brushed her inner thighs, making her gasp. "Going to learn exactly what makes you come apart. And then I'm going to do it again and again until this heat eases."

His tongue made contact, and her world narrowed to that single point of sensation.

Andorian tongues were different from human—ridged along the surface, slightly cooler temperature, with a texture that felt almost ribbed. He dragged it slowly up her slit, gathering the wetness that had been leaking from her, and she heard him groan at the taste.

"Sweet," he muttered against her flesh. "Never thought—fuck, Taryn."

He licked her again, firmer this time, flattening his tongue against her swollen folds. The ridges caught on every nerve ending, sending sparks up her spine. She arched off the bunk, hands flying to his head, fingers tangling in his white hair.

His antennae wrapped around her thighs—not restraining, but anchoring, a constant point of contact that let her feel his arousal feeding back into hers. The telepathic bleed was getting stronger, his desire amplifying her own until she couldn't tell where her need ended and his began.

Kael's tongue found her clit, circled it with maddening precision. The ridges dragged over the swollen bud, and pleasure spiked through her so sharp it almost hurt. She cried out, hips bucking, but his hands held her steady as he worked her with relentless focus.

Then his fingers joined his mouth. One thick digit pressed against her entrance, testing, and she was so wet that it slid in easily despite her body's initial resistance. He curled it upward, finding the spot inside her that made her vision blur, and stroked in time with the movements of his tongue.

"More," she gasped. "Kael, I need—"

He added a second finger, stretching her open, and she felt the heat pulse harder in response. Yes. This was what she needed—to be filled, claimed, used until the biological imperative was satisfied. His fingers were thick and strong, pumping into her with a rhythm that made wet sounds fill the small quarters.

His mouth never left her clit. He sucked it between his lips, flicked his ridged tongue over it, traced patterns that had no name but made her entire body draw tight with building pressure. The fingers inside her worked in counterpoint, stroking deep and then withdrawing almost completely, keeping her balanced on the edge of release.

Taryn's telepathic barriers shattered completely. She felt Kael's desire crashing over her like a wave—his need to please her, to claim her, to pump her full of his seed and watch her belly swell with the results. The images in his mind were vivid and primal: her bent over, his cock buried deep, her screaming his name as he bred her properly.

The shared thoughts pushed her higher. She was drowning in sensation—his tongue on her clit, his fingers inside her, his antennae wrapped around her thighs, his desires bleeding into her mind. It was too much, overwhelming, exactly what she needed.

"Let go," Kael growled against her flesh. "Stop holding back. Come for me, Taryn. Come so I can feel your pussy clench around my fingers."

His words broke her. The orgasm hit like a physical blow, ripping through her with a force that made her entire body convulse. She screamed—actually screamed, something she'd never done before—as her inner walls spasmed around his fingers, gripping them in rhythmic pulses that bordered on painful.

Tears streamed down her face. She didn't know why she was crying, only that the release of tension felt like more than just physical satisfaction. It felt like letting go of something she'd carried for too long—the weight of always being in control, always being strong, always being alone.

Kael worked her through it, his tongue gentling but not stopping, drawing out every last tremor until she was sobbing with overstimulation. Only then did he withdraw his fingers, pressing a soft kiss to her inner thigh.

"Please," she whimpered, and her voice was wrecked. "Please, I need—fill me. I can't—the heat, it's not enough, I need you inside me, need you to—"

She couldn't finish the sentence, but she didn't have to. His antennae were still touching her, still transmitting her desperate thoughts directly into his mind. Need to be bred. Need to be claimed. Need to be full of him.

"I know," he said, and his voice had gone dark with promise. "I'm going to give you exactly what you need."



Kael rose from between her thighs, and she watched through tear-blurred eyes as he finally stripped off his own uniform. His body was lean muscle, blue skin marked with the faint silver patterns of his clan, and when he freed his cock from his pants, she saw it was as alien as the rest of him—thick and flushed darker blue, with pronounced ridges running along its length.

She should have been intimidated by the size. Instead, her body clenched with need, empty and desperate to be filled by exactly that.

"Turn over," Kael said, his voice gone rough and commanding. "On your stomach. I want you presented for me."

The words should have rankled—she was the First Officer, used to giving orders, not taking them. But her heat didn't care about rank. It cared about submission, about being claimed and bred by a mate strong enough to master her. She rolled onto her stomach without protest, pressing her face into the pillow as her hips lifted of their own accord.

Kael's hands gripped her waist, positioning her exactly how he wanted—ass raised, thighs spread, completely exposed. She felt the broad head of his cock brush against her entrance, gathering the wetness there, and she moaned into the pillow.

"Please," she whimpered. "Please, Kael, I need—"

"I know what you need." He leaned over her back, his chest pressing against her spine, antennae curving forward to rest against her neck. His breath was hot against her ear. "You need to be fucked. Need to be filled with my cock until you can't think straight. Need to be bred like the desperate creature you are right now."

"Yes," she gasped. "Yes, please, breed me, fill me, I need—"

He thrust forward, and the first inch of his cock breached her entrance. The stretch was immediate and overwhelming—he was thick, thicker than his fingers, and the ridges caught on her sensitive inner walls as he worked himself deeper. She cried out, hands fisting in the sheets, body torn between resistance and the driving need to take him all.

"Relax," Kael murmured against her neck, even as his grip on her hips tightened. "Open for me, Taryn. Let me in."

She tried. Her body wanted to, clenching and rippling around him as he pressed forward another inch, then another. The ridges dragged against nerve endings she hadn't known existed, sending sparks of sensation up her spine. It hurt—the stretch, the intrusion—but it hurt in a way that fed directly into her heat, stoking it higher.

Kael pulled back and thrust again, gaining another inch. Then another. His breath came in harsh pants against her neck, his antennae pressed firmly against her pulse point, and through the telepathic connection she felt his struggle for control. He wanted to slam in, to take her hard and fast, but he was holding back for her sake.

"Don't," she gasped. "Don't hold back. I can take it. I need—"

He drove forward, burying the last few inches in one brutal thrust that punched the air from her lungs. She screamed into the pillow as he bottomed out, his heavy balls pressing against her swollen clit, his cock so deep inside her that she felt impossibly full.

"Fuck," Kael groaned, and his whole body shuddered. "So tight. So hot. Feel how perfectly you fit around me, Taryn. Like you were made for my cock."

She couldn't respond with words. Could only whimper and push back against him, silently begging him to move. The fullness was exquisite, exactly what her heat had been screaming for, but she needed more. Needed friction, rhythm, the claiming her biology demanded.

Kael withdrew slowly, those ridges dragging along her walls, and then snapped his hips forward in a thrust that made stars burst behind her eyes. He set a rhythm—deep, hard strokes that hit something devastating inside her with every inward drive. His balls slapped against her clit with each thrust, providing indirect stimulation that made her clench around him.

"That's it," he growled. "Take it. Take every inch of my cock and beg for more."

"More," she sobbed. "Please, more, harder, I need—"

"Need what?" His hand came down on her ass, not quite a slap but firm enough to sting. "Say it. Tell me what you need."

"Your seed," she gasped, shame and need warring in her chest. "Need you to come inside me, fill me up, breed me properly—"

"Yes." His thrusts turned frantic, losing their rhythm as his own control frayed. "Going to pump you so full of my cum you'll be dripping for days. Going to flood your womb and watch it take root. You want that? Want to feel my seed filling you?"

"Yes!" She was crying again, tears and sweat soaking the pillow. "Please, Kael, I need it, need you, need—"

His antennae wrapped tighter around her neck, not restricting air but claiming, possessive. His free hand slid between her cheeks, thumb pressing against the tight ring of muscle there—not penetrating, just teasing, adding another layer of sensation to the overwhelming assault on her senses.

Through their telepathic connection, she felt his thoughts again: Mine. Going to breed her. Going to mark her inside and out. No one else. Mine.

The possessiveness should have terrified her. Instead, it shoved her toward the edge, her heat responding to his primal need with her own. Yes. His. Claimed. Bred.

"Let go," Kael commanded, his voice ragged. "Stop fighting. Let your heat have what it wants. Come on my cock, Taryn. Come while I breed you."

His thumb pressed harder against her ass, his cock hit that spot inside her, his balls slapped her clit, and she shattered. The orgasm was bigger than the first—a full-body convulsion that ripped through her like lightning. She screamed his name, her pussy spasming wildly around his cock, gripping him in rhythmic pulses that felt endless.

"Fuck, yes—" Kael roared, hips stuttering. "Take it. Take all of it."

He buried himself to the hilt, and she felt his cock swell even thicker inside her. Then he was coming, erupting with such force that she felt each pulse distinctly—thick, hot ropes of cum flooding her depths, painting her inner walls, filling her womb with exactly what her heat had been screaming for. The first pulse, second, third—he came so much, more than should be possible, his Andorian biology designed for thorough breeding.

The heat inside her began to ease. Not disappear, but soften from screaming agony to manageable ache. The fullness helped, the wet slide of his seed inside her, the weight of his body pinning her down as he worked himself through the aftershocks.

His cum overflowed, unable to be contained by her body. She felt it leak out around his cock—thick and warm, streaming down her thighs in creamy rivulets that made a mess of the sheets beneath them.

Kael kept thrusting, shallow now, pushing his seed deeper even as more escaped. His antennae never left her neck, maintaining that intimate connection, and his hands gentled on her hips.

"Mine now," he murmured against her ear, voice rough with satisfaction. "You're mine, Taryn. This heat, this body, this perfect pussy that's going to bloom with our bond."

She couldn't argue. Didn't want to. The words settled into her chest alongside the easing heat, and for the first time in years, she didn't feel alone.

Through the viewport, the nebula pulsed—violet and amber, its rhythm matching the slowing beat of her heart. It had triggered this, stripped away her defenses, forced her to accept what she'd denied herself for so long.

Maybe that wasn't such a terrible thing after all.

Kael slowly withdrew, and she whimpered at the loss, at the sudden emptiness. More of his cum spilled out, and he made a satisfied sound low in his throat.

"Stay here," he said, pressing a kiss to her shoulder blade. "I'm not done with you yet. This heat will come back in waves. I'll be here for all of them."

She nodded against the pillow, too wrung out to speak. Her body felt heavy and loose, sated in a way she'd never experienced. But beneath the satisfaction, she could already feel the heat stirring again—gentler now, but persistent.

Good. She had days of this ahead of her. Days of being claimed and filled and bred by the man who'd somehow seen past all her walls to the desperate need beneath.

She closed her eyes and let herself drift, held safe by the promise in his words and the lingering warmth of his seed inside her.
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