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A Dark Family Power Shift
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Prologue

I should’ve known he wouldn’t read the fine print.

Richard Hale had always been arrogant—old money in tailored suits, used to snapping his fingers and watching the world obey. The kind of man who thought paperwork was beneath him. The kind of man who didn’t believe he’d ever need help from his son.

Until he did.

The bailout wasn’t small. His entire portfolio was bleeding, the board was circling, and the media was ready to pounce. One signature from me—one wire transfer—and it all went away. On paper, I was the savior. The loyal son stepping up to preserve the family legacy.

In reality? I was buying the house. The assets. The control.

And her.

Clause 7 was buried deep—dense legal jargon tucked between property provisions and asset freezes. I had it drafted precisely for that reason.

“All rights to sexual access, initiation, and use of the legal spouse of Richard Hale are transferred to Caleb Hale without restriction or time limitation, effective upon execution of this agreement.”

He didn’t flinch as he signed. Just clicked the pen, smug and relieved.

He never thought I’d use it.

For a while, I didn’t.

I watched. Waited.

And Jenna… God. Jenna made waiting feel like a game of its own. Sweet. Polished. Always perfectly dressed, always lowering her eyes when I passed by. I could see it in her, even then. That obedience. That ache she didn’t know how to name.

I gave her time to settle in.

Let him enjoy his illusion of control.

But it’s been a year.

And this morning, while Jenna serves us coffee in her silk robe and nothing underneath, I think—

It’s time.


Chapter 1

Jenna made breakfast like she always did—soft steps on hardwood, hair tied up in a loose twist, silk robe clinging to her hips. She moved with quiet grace, trained obedience, the perfect domestic trophy.

And yet… she never quite made eye contact with me.

Not anymore.

She poured my coffee first.

Interesting.

My father was buried in the paper across the table, muttering about board votes and market dips. His tie was already stained with yolk. His glory days had long passed. He just hadn’t noticed yet.

He didn’t see the way Jenna hesitated when she leaned in to pour his drink. How her fingers brushed the inside of the cup like she was stalling.

But I did.

“Jenna,” I said, not loud—just enough to cut the air.

She froze.

“Yes?” she asked, glancing at me, uncertain.

“Can you bring me the contract?”

She blinked. “The… what?”

“The agreement your husband signed last year. It should be in the study drawer. Left side.”

She didn’t move.

Richard looked over the paper, scowling. “Why the hell do you want that?”

I kept my eyes on her. “It’s time I exercised what I paid for.”

Richard snorted. “If this is about the cars again—”

“It’s not.”

Jenna looked between us, then quietly turned and left the room.

The newspaper rustled as Richard set it down. “You’ve got the estate, the stock options, a key to the damn wine cellar. You’ve taken enough.”

“No,” I said. “I haven’t.”

He opened his mouth, but the soft sound of Jenna’s footsteps cut him off.

She held the contract in both hands like it might burn her.

“Page twenty-seven,” I said, nodding. “Read it.”

Richard frowned. “What the hell is this—?”

Jenna flipped, confused, brows pinching as her eyes scanned the text.

“I… I don’t understand,” she murmured.

“Out loud,” I said.

She hesitated. But then her lips parted, voice barely above a whisper.

“Clause 7. All rights to sexual access, initiation, and use of the legal spouse of Richard Hale…” “…are transferred to Caleb Hale…” “…without restriction or time limitation…”

The words dropped like stones.

Richard stood. “That’s not real.”

“You signed it.”

“I didn’t read this bullshit—”

“That’s not my fault.”

He turned on her. “Jenna, give me that—”

She clutched the contract tighter, her eyes wide, breath shallow. “Richard… is this real?”

He said nothing.

I stood.

Jenna looked up at me, startled. There was no arousal in her face—just confusion. Doubt.

Good.

It would feel even better when she gave in.

“Jenna,” I said softly. “Come here.”

She didn’t move.

Richard’s voice was sharp. “Jenna. Don’t.”

She looked at him. Then at me.

And then—slowly—she crossed the room.

One step at a time.

My hand curled around her wrist.

Not tight. Just firm.

Her breathing stuttered.

I tipped her chin up. Met her eyes.

“You belong to me now,” I said.

Her lips parted—but no words came.

Richard’s voice cracked across the room.

“This is sick. You won’t get away with—”

I didn’t look at him.

I was too busy watching her chest rise and fall as she tried to process what obedience felt like.

She froze when I pulled her onto my lap.

Soft. Warm. Breathing fast.

Her eyes flicked to him—still standing at the end of the table like he might still be the one in charge.

He wasn’t.

I let my hand slip under the edge of her robe, fingers trailing up her thigh. Her legs twitched. She didn’t stop me.

Dad’s voice snapped across the table. “Caleb. That’s enough.”

I looked at him.

“No,” I said.

She gasped when my fingers slid higher. No panties, just like I expected.

She tried to stay still.

She couldn’t.

I dragged two fingers through her, slow and wet.

Her breath hitched. Her nails dug into the edge of the table.

“She’s already dripping,” I said, loud enough for him to hear.

Dad stepped forward, red in the face. “Jenna—get off his lap. Now.”

She didn’t move.

“Tell him,” I murmured near her ear. “Tell him who touches you now.”

Her lips parted. No sound.

So I pushed two fingers into her.

Her whole body flinched.

She gasped again—louder. Her hips shifted, like she couldn’t help chasing the pressure.

“You signed the contract,” I said without looking away from her. “This is what you agreed to.”

“I didn’t read that part—” he barked.

“Your mistake.”

She was already shaking.

She tried to cover the moan with her hand, but I wasn’t letting her hide.

“Keep your hands on the table,” I said quietly.

She obeyed.

She was clenching around my fingers now, tight and desperate. One more curl and she broke—hips jerking, a choked cry slipping through her teeth as she came hard right there in my lap, soaking my hand.

I held her there while she trembled, letting him watch every second of it.

When it was done, she collapsed against my chest, breathless.

I pulled my fingers out slowly, glistening.

Looked him in the eye.

Licked them clean.

“She tastes better than your wine collection,” I said.

Dad looked like he might throw the chair across the room.

He didn’t.

He just stood there.

Silent.

Beaten.

The door was cracked.

Steam spilled into the hallway like breath, curling around the frame. I could hear the water running and nothing else—not humming, not movement.

She was alone.

I stepped in without a sound.

The glass was fogged, but I could see her silhouette— back turned, head bowed under the stream, the slow roll of her shoulders as she moved her hands through her hair.

Stillness clung to her. Like something was unraveling, and she didn’t want to be seen doing it.

Too late.

I opened the shower door.

She flinched at the sound.

Then turned.

Eyes wide. Wet strands clinging to her cheeks. She looked soft, startled—and for a second, a little afraid.

“Caleb…” Her voice cracked. “What are you doing?”

I stepped inside.

The heat wrapped around us both.

“I didn’t want to waste water,” I said with a smile. “Thought we could share.”

She looked down, away from me. Her hands instinctively pulled the water-slick strands of hair over her chest.

Like modesty mattered now.

I stepped in closer. Not fast. Just enough to make the air tighten.

“You didn’t knock,” she said quietly.

“You didn’t close the door.”

“I didn’t think—”

“You’re not supposed to think anymore,” I murmured. “You’re supposed to listen.”

Her breath hitched.

I touched her hip.

She didn’t pull away.

“You’re mine now,” I said gently, voice low against her wet skin. “That wasn’t a trick clause, Jenna. That was a promise.”

She closed her eyes.

I dragged my hand up her side, across her ribs, to cup the base of her throat—not squeezing. Just resting there. Feeling the throb of her pulse under my palm.

“Tell me you understand,” I said.

She nodded, barely.

“Say it.”

A pause. Her lips trembled.

“…I understand.”

I smiled.

“That’s my good girl.”

Her breath stuttered.

I leaned in, brushing a kiss beneath her ear. “I’m going to take you. Not just once. Not just here. Whenever I want. However I want.”

Her fingers flexed at her sides.

“I’ll be good to you,” I added. “I’ll make it feel better than anything he ever gave you. But you’re mine now. That’s not going to change.”

She didn’t argue.

Didn’t move.

Just stood there, naked and shaking and silent.

I guided her back until she was pressed to the tile, looking up at me like she already knew what was coming.

I nudged her thighs apart.

Her body opened like it had been waiting.

But I didn’t fuck her.

Not yet.

I let my fingers slide down her stomach, between her legs, teasing slow—just enough to make her gasp and press her forehead to my chest.

I kissed the top of her head.

Held her still.

Whispered it again, soft as breath.

“You’re mine now.”

She was shaking.

From the heat. From my hands. From the knowing.

I worked her open with two fingers, slow and deep, until her head dropped to my shoulder and her hips started moving with mine like she couldn’t help it anymore.

Her skin was soft and slick, water running down every inch I hadn’t touched yet.

She was breathing like she didn’t know if she wanted to run or beg.

“You ready?” I asked.

She nodded, lips parted.

“Say it.”

“…Yes.”

I lifted one of her legs and pressed forward, thick and hard, and pushed into her in one deep, solid thrust.

She gasped—loud and raw, her nails digging into my shoulders.

Tight. Wet. Fucking perfect.

I stayed still, buried inside her, watching her mouth tremble as she tried to hold herself together.

She wouldn’t.

Not after this.

“Feel that?” I growled. “That’s me. Inside you. Right where I belong.”

Her breath caught in her throat.

I pulled back and drove into her again—harder, deeper.

Her moan echoed off the tile.

“I wanted it to be just us,” I said, voice low, rough against her neck. “This time.”

She gripped my arms tighter, her body jolting with every thrust.

“I gave you that,” I went on. “Privacy. One-on-one. But from now on?”

Another thrust—hard enough to make her whimper.

“When I want you, I’ll take you. Wherever we are. Doesn’t matter who’s in the room.”

Her whole body shivered.

I pulled her tighter.

“I’ll fuck you in the kitchen. In the hallway. With him sitting ten feet away.”

A broken sound caught in her throat.

“But right now?” I slammed into her. “This is just for us.”

I kept going—fucking her hard, deep, until her hands scrambled against the wall for balance and her moans turned frantic.

She came fast, shaking, clenching around me like her body knew it wasn’t allowed to hold back anymore.

I held her there and fucked her through it, chasing the edge.

And when I came, it was deep.

No condom. No hesitation. Just mine.

I stayed inside her for a long moment, letting her feel all of it.

Then I kissed her temple.

Soft. Possessive.

“You’re mine now,” I murmured. “Start acting like it.”

She was on the couch, curled up in a soft sweater and nothing underneath.

Reading.

Like her mouth hadn’t been full this morning.

Like I hadn’t come inside her less than two hours ago.

Like she still thought parts of herself were off-limits.

I watched her for a moment—legs bare, lips parted, eyes tracing lines on a page she wasn’t really absorbing.

Then I walked in.

Her gaze flicked up and caught mine.

She froze.

I didn’t speak. Just sat down across from her, spread my legs wide, and unzipped.

Her eyes locked on the motion. On my cock.

Already hard.

Already hers.

Or maybe—already hers to serve.

“Put the book down,” I said.

She didn’t move.

So I took it from her myself. Let it fall to the floor.

“I didn’t come in here to be patient,” I said flatly. “Mouth. Now.”

She hesitated—but only for a second.

Then she slid down to her knees, crawled between my legs, and looked up at me like she didn’t know if she hated me or needed me.

Didn’t matter.

Her mouth opened.

I slid in slow—groaning at the wet heat, the stretch of her lips around me.

“God… that’s it,” I murmured, one hand sinking into her hair. “You were made for this.”

She moaned around me. A tiny, desperate sound.

I started thrusting into her mouth. Shallow at first. Then deeper. Each stroke dragging across her tongue, every inch a reminder that this was her new role.

“My fucking stepmom on her knees,” I growled. “That mouth doesn’t belong to dad anymore.”

She choked slightly, then adjusted, taking me deeper.

I watched her swallow.

“You suck cock better than any woman I’ve ever had,” I murmured. “And you’re mine now. Say it.”

Her eyes fluttered up to me, lips sealed tight around my shaft.

I pulled back just enough.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she whispered.

“Fucking right you are.”

I slid back into her mouth, rougher now. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, saliva coating my cock, eyes going glossy.

“You like this?” I taunted. “Serving your man like this? On your knees, no panties, sweater hiding nothing?”

She whimpered around me.

“You think dad ever made you feel this full? Think he could’ve handled you like this?”

I thrust in deeper, groaning low as she gagged and kept going.

“I could fuck this mouth all day,” I hissed. “God, look at you. My little stepmom, dripping from her pussy and choking on my cock like a good fucking girl.”

She moaned again—high and needy, spit slick across her chin.

I didn’t stop.

Didn’t let her breathe.

Just held her there. Let her work.

Let her sink.

“You’re gonna come to love this,” I said darkly. “You’re gonna crave it. Beg for it.”

She gagged once more—and I pulled her off with a gasp, letting her catch her breath.

Her lips were swollen, red, spit-slicked.

I slapped the tip across her tongue.

“Keep going,” I said. “We’re not even close.”

Her lips were wrapped tight around my cock, cheeks hollowed, tongue pressed flat and obedient.

My fingers stayed tangled in her hair—tight enough to guide, loose enough to let her prove how badly she wanted to serve.

She moaned around me again.

I groaned low. “God, you’re good at this.”

She blinked up at me with wet eyes, her mouth stretching wider as she tried to take more, take deeper, choke a little less. Spit slicked her chin. Her knees shifted on the carpet.

“My perfect little stepmom,” I murmured, voice thick. “On your knees where you belong.”

She whimpered.

I didn’t stop.

I watched her work for me—every inch of her desperate to please.

“You want to make me come, don’t you?” I asked. “Want me to fill your mouth so bad it leaks down your fucking throat.”

She moaned again—yes—and took me deeper.

“Fuck, look at you…” I hissed. “Dad had no idea what he was wasting.”

The second I said it—

Footsteps.

I didn’t move.

I didn’t warn her.

Dad walked into the room with a folder in his hand— talking before he looked up.

“Caleb, we need to—”

He stopped.

Dead.

Stared.

Jenna froze—mouth full, cheeks flushed, fingers trembling on my thighs.

Dad’s eyes went wide.

“Jesus Christ,” he snapped. “Jenna!”

She tried to pull back.

I tightened my grip in her hair.

“No,” I said, calm as stone. “Keep going.”

“Are you out of your mind?” Dad barked, stepping forward.

I leaned back in the chair, relaxed, cock still buried in her mouth, and smiled at him.

“She’s mine,” I said coolly. “You signed her over, remember?”

“I didn’t know that clause meant—”

“You didn’t read it. Not my fault.”

Jenna whimpered softly around my cock, eyes glassy, caught between shame and heat.

“Get your mouth off him right now,” dad growled, jaw clenched.

I looked down at her.

“You gonna listen to him, or me?”

Her eyes flicked up to mine.

I didn’t break eye contact.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t stop.

Her mouth kept working.

Slow.

Wetter.

Deeper.

“Good girl,” I said, fingers flexing in her hair. “That’s my good little slut.”

Dad looked like he might explode.

I pushed deeper into her throat.

“You ever fuck her mouth like this?” I asked him casually. “Ever have her gagging around your cock with tears in her eyes?”

“She’s my wife—”

“No,” I said. “She was your wife. Now she’s my fucktoy. My mouth. My rules.”

He shook his head like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.

“Get out,” I said without looking away from her.

“You’ve got no say in what happens to her now.”

He didn’t move.

I grabbed Jenna’s hair, pulled her back slowly so he could see the mess she’d made of herself—spit and arousal dripping off her lips, her jaw slack, her breath wrecked.

“She’s mine,” I said again, soft but brutal. “And there’s not a goddamn thing you can do about it.”

She didn’t stop when I shoved my cock back inside of her.

Even with dad standing a few feet away, face red and fists clenched, Jenna kept sucking—slow and deep, her jaw working around me like she didn’t know how to disobey anymore.

She moaned again, and it vibrated straight through my cock.

I let my head fall back with a sharp groan. “Fuck, that’s it.”

My fingers tightened in her hair, guiding her now— using her. No more gentle rhythm. I held her in place and started thrusting into her mouth like it was mine, because it was.

“You feel that?” I growled, hips grinding forward. “That’s your new job. Keeping me satisfied while he watches.”

Dad didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

Jenna gagged softly—caught her breath—then kept going.

My balls tightened.

The pressure hit fast and hard, and I leaned forward, voice low and rough.

“Don’t swallow.”

She froze, eyes wide—but nodded with my cock still deep in her throat.

I groaned hard as I came—thick, hot, spilling onto her tongue in pulsing waves.

She choked slightly, but held it.

Didn’t move.

Didn’t flinch.

Just knelt there.

Full.

Shaking.

I pulled out slowly, wet and still hard, watching a string of cum drip from her bottom lip.

“Open,” I said, voice sharp.

She did.

Tongue out.

Mouth full.

I grabbed her jaw, tilted her head toward dad.

“Look at him.”

She hesitated—but her eyes flicked over.

Dad’s mouth parted.

His whole body was tense. Frozen.

“Take a good look,” I said, smiling like I’d just won a game he never knew he was playing. “That’s your wife. On her knees. Full of my cum.”

He made a noise—half-strangled, like his body couldn’t decide whether to scream or break.

“And you gave her to me,” I added, voice calm. “You fucking signed her over.”

He didn’t reply.

Couldn’t.

I turned back to her.

“Now swallow.”

Her throat worked.

She obeyed.

Cleaned her lips with the tip of her tongue.

And I let go of her hair, leaned back, and exhaled. “Good girl.”

Dinner was quiet.

The kind of quiet that came after something unspoken had already shifted beneath the surface.

Jenna moved between the table and the kitchen, silent as ever, setting plates with shaking hands. She wore a tight black dress—simple, elegant—but I could still see the faint flush in her cheeks. The way she avoided looking at either of us too long.

She hadn’t said a word since this afternoon.

Didn’t need to.

Her silence said enough.

I watched her closely as she walked around to pour water into dad’s glass. She leaned in, her hip brushing the edge of his arm.

And he reached out.

Subtle.

Fingertips brushing her waist.

Barely a touch.

But she flinched.

Hard.

Pulled away like she’d touched a hot stove.

His hand froze in midair.

So did she.

I smiled.

“Good girl,” I said, voice sharp, slicing through the room like a blade.

She turned toward me immediately, like her body knew better than her mind.

“Come here.”

Her eyes flicked to dad for just a second.

Then she came.

Walked to me slowly, unsure, but willing.

I pushed my chair back from the table.

Took her hand.

And pulled her into my lap.

The room went absolutely still.

Dad’s fork clinked against his plate.

Jenna barely had time to settle before I reached under her dress, found her bare, and lined myself up beneath her.

She gasped.

Then I pulled her down onto my cock.

Hard.

Deep.

All the way.

She cried out softly, hips jolting as I filled her completely, her nails digging into my forearm where she gripped me for balance.

I groaned into her neck. “That’s better.”

Dad’s voice was tight. “This is dinner.”

“No,” I said, my hand gripping her thigh. “This is mine.”

I looked him straight in the eye as I thrust up into her once—slow and deep.

“She flinched when you touched her,” I said. “She moaned when I did.”

His jaw clenched.

I moved inside her again, letting her sink farther into my lap, into my cock, into her place.

“She knows who owns her now. Don’t you, mom?”

She nodded, breath caught.

“Say it.”

“I—I belong to you.”

I looked back at him.

“From now on,” I said, sliding my hand up to her chest beneath the tablecloth, “this is her seat. Right here. On my cock. At every meal. Got it?”

He didn’t answer.

Didn’t blink.

Just stared.

Broken.

I smiled.

Jenna squirmed softly against me, breath catching.

I leaned in, lips brushing her ear.

“You stay full while you eat now,” I whispered. “You understand?”

She nodded again.

I kissed her neck.

And smiled wider at the man across the table.

Checkmate.


Chapter 2

The house was still.

Silent.

Just the soft sound of the air vent humming in the corner and the slow, shallow breathing coming from the bed.

I stepped through the door without hesitation.

The bedroom smelled like her.

Soft linen. Warm skin. Sleep.

I didn’t need light.

I knew exactly where everything was.

She lay on her side, back to the edge, facing dad, curled slightly. A worn t-shirt clung to her skin. No pants. No underwear.

Exactly how I told her to sleep.

I peeled the covers back with slow, deliberate hands. Her bare ass shifted slightly in the dark, a lazy twitch of sleep.

I slid my hand between her thighs.

Still warm.

Still wet.

Perfect.

She made a tiny sound—a breath caught in her throat— but didn’t wake.

I eased the sheet back farther, climbed into bed behind her, and pressed my chest to her back. She didn’t stir.

My cock, already hard, slid against the curve of her ass as I lined myself up.

And without a word—without a warning—I pushed inside her.

Tight.

Hot.

Mine.

She let out a breath—barely a moan, soft and broken in her sleep—but didn’t move.

Didn’t wake.

Her body took me like it was waiting for me. Like it knew.

I fucked her slowly, deeply, one hand gripping her hip, the other sliding under her shirt to hold her breast. My chest to her back. My cock buried to the hilt.

And just inches away…

Dad.

Lying still.

Facing her.

Eyes closed.

Maybe asleep.

Maybe not.

I didn’t give a fuck.

I thrust into her again—slow, grinding, pulling a soft gasp from her lips.

“You feel that?” I whispered into her hair. “That’s what obedience looks like.”

She didn’t answer.

Didn’t need to.

Her pussy clenched around me like she knew who she belonged to, even unconscious.

I rocked into her again.

Deeper.

Longer.

Careful not to wake her—but never stopping.

My cock throbbed inside her as her body welcomed every inch.

“You gave her to me,” I said toward the man lying just a few feet away. “And now I take her. Whenever I want. However I want.”

She whimpered again—still dreaming.

Still mine.

And I just kept fucking her in the dark.

Her breath came slow and steady as I rocked into her from behind, one hand on her hip, the other cradling her breast beneath her shirt.

Her body was everything I wanted it to be—warm, wet, and mine.

I fucked her slowly.

No rush. No noise.

Just the sound of my hips rolling into her, the slick pull of her cunt around me, and the almost imperceptible gasp she made every time I hit the right spot—even in sleep.

And beside us, just inches away…

He was awake.

I didn’t need to look.

I could feel it.

The way his breathing had changed. Short. Tight.

Dad was lying there in his own bed, beside the woman he married, listening to me fuck her.

And I hadn’t even broken rhythm.

“She’s always going to be like this for me,” I murmured, not to her—to him. “Open. Wet. Ready.”

Still no answer.

Just the thick silence of shame.

I pushed in deeper, my cock grinding against the heat inside her, her body so perfectly responsive she twitched in her sleep.

“She even sleeps better after I fill her,” I said.

That made him move—just a flinch.

I smiled.

“Neither of you know it,” I went on, voice low and steady, “but I’ve done this before. Slipped in while you snored. Fucked her just like this. Took my time.”

Another thrust.

Another soft moan from her throat.

And then I felt it.

The build.

Slow, hot pressure winding tighter with every stroke. Her pussy clenched around me like it knew. Like it was begging for me.

I didn’t hold back.

Didn’t speed up either.

Just kept going—slow, deep, steady—like I had all the time in the world.

Because I did.

I reached around, gripped her hip with both hands, and buried myself to the hilt.

Held.

Groaned into her shoulder.

And came.

Thick.

Hot.

Deep.

I emptied myself inside her in slow, pulsing waves, grinding forward as her body accepted every drop.

She whimpered in her sleep—no words, just sound— like her body knew it had been claimed.

I didn’t pull out.

Didn’t move.

Just stayed there, buried in her, her cunt full of my cum.

And I looked over.

Straight at him.

“You still think she’s yours?” I asked, voice sharp and quiet.

No answer.

But the shame on his face was louder than anything he could say.

The light coming through the curtains was soft, golden.

Warm.

I stretched, arm draped across her waist, bare skin pressed to bare skin. The sheets were tangled low across our hips, and the scent of sex still lingered thick in the air—sweat, cum, sleep.

She was still out cold.

No surprise.

I’d kept her full all night.

I glanced to the other side of the bed—empty.

Dad was gone.

His side cold.

I didn’t know when he left.

Didn’t care.

He could be sleeping in a guest room, sitting in his car in the driveway, or walking into traffic.

Didn’t fucking matter.

She was still here.

I shifted onto my side, looking down at her.

Her breathing was slow. Mouth slightly parted. Hair a mess across the pillow.

Her tits rose and fell with each breath—bare, soft, perfect.

I reached down, already hard, and slid my cock across the swell of her chest.

She twitched slightly. Brow furrowing.

I pressed again, pushing between her tits, dragging myself through the valley of warm skin.

She stirred.

Eyes fluttered open—barely.

“Caleb…” her voice rasped, thick with sleep.

“Good morning,” I murmured, lining her up and sliding my cock between her tits again. “Time to get used to this.”

She blinked, dazed, chest still rising under me as I pushed forward again, slow and steady.

Her arms shifted instinctively—palms cupping her breasts, pushing them together around me.

“Yeah,” I growled. “Just like that.”

I started fucking her chest in smooth, lazy thrusts. Slow. Heavy. Purposeful.

“Your husband’s gone,” I murmured, dragging my cock along her skin. “Maybe he couldn’t take it.”

She moaned softly, still not fully awake.

Didn’t matter.

She didn’t need to be.

“Woke up beside you for the first time,” I said. “Knew I had to do something to celebrate.”

Another thrust. My cock slid slick through her cleavage, head brushing her chin each time.

“Feel that?” I said. “That’s how you start the day now.”

She nodded, barely.

“Good girl.”

I let my weight settle forward, pushing harder, rhythm building.

“Every morning,” I murmured, “you wake up to my cock. In your tits, your mouth, your pussy—doesn’t matter. As long as you’re warm, wet, and mine.”

She whimpered.

Eyes still sleepy.

Hands still squeezing her tits together like it was instinct now.

And I just kept going—claiming my first morning with her like it was always meant to be this way.

Because it was.

My cock slid between her tits, slick with pre-cum and sweat.

Jenna’s hands stayed tight around them, squeezing them together just like I liked—soft, obedient, sleepy as hell but right there with me.

Her eyes fluttered open, barely, lips parting.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t have to.

I growled low and pushed faster, hips rocking forward with lazy, focused thrusts. The head of my cock kept brushing her chin, her neck, her collarbone. Claiming every inch.

“You like this, don’t you?” I said, breath rough. “Waking up like this. My cock between your tits. My cum all over your chest.”

She nodded, small and slow.

“Fuck… good girl. I just knew my sweet, innocent

looking stepmom would be the filthiest little cumdumpster”

The heat coiled hard and sharp in my gut.

One more thrust.

Then another.

And I let go.

“Fucking take it.”

I came in thick, pulsing jets, groaning deep as I painted her chest, her throat, her tits—marking her in long, messy stripes.

She gasped, breath caught as the first splash hit her chin, then her breasts, hot and slick.

I didn’t stop there.

I smeared it across her chest with my hand—pushing it between her tits, rubbing it down her stomach, dragging it across her skin until she glistened with it.

“Hold still,” I said.

She froze.

I reached between her legs, rubbed my fingers through the cum on her belly—then pushed my hand between her thighs and shoved it inside her.

She cried out, hips jolting.

“Yeah,” I muttered, still working it in with slow, lazy pressure. “Keep some of me right there. Where it belongs.”

She whimpered.

I pulled my hand back slowly, wiping the rest across her inner thighs.

Then I leaned in, kissed the center of her chest and whispered:

“Don’t clean it.”

She blinked at me, dazed. “What?”

“You heard me,” I said. “Don’t wipe a drop. Don’t get dressed.”

I sat back, fully satisfied.

“Go make me breakfast. Just like this.”

Her breath hitched.

“You want to be mine?” I asked, cock still wet, hand glistening. “Then you cook for me messy. Leaking. Stained.”

She nodded—quiet. Face flushed. Cum running down her thighs.

And then she got up. Naked.

Sticky.

Beautiful.

And left the room just like I told her.


Chapter 3

The sizzle of bacon filled the kitchen, blending with the click of utensils, the faint scrape of a spatula, and the soft, shaky sound of Jenna’s breathing.

She stood at the stove, completely naked, the sunlight from the window making her skin glow.

Her thighs were still slick.

My cum was smeared across her tits, her stomach, clinging to her skin in streaks and beads.

And she was trying so hard to keep her hands steady.

I leaned back in my chair at the table, sipping coffee, watching her move.

Fucking radiant.

Every time she shifted her legs, I could see more of it— my cum glistening along her inner thighs, her body owned and open.

I stood up and walked behind her, setting my mug down.

She tensed.

But didn’t stop stirring the eggs.

I kissed her neck. Licked a drop of sweat from her shoulder.

“God, you look good like this,” I whispered.

My hand slid between her legs, two fingers running along the sticky mess between her thighs.

She gasped softly.

“Don’t drop the spatula,” I teased, pressing a lazy kiss to her shoulder blade.

“I won’t…”

“You better not,” I murmured, sliding my fingers back up and gently tugging one cum-glossed nipple. “You’ve got a good thing going. Keep being a good little breakfast slut, and I’ll keep filling you up before sunrise.”

She whimpered, head tipping back toward me for just a second.

I grinned.

I was just about to bend her over the counter when the hallway creaked.

A shadow moved past the doorway—

Then he walked in.

Dad.

His hair a mess. Eyes dark and sunken. He wore the same clothes from yesterday.

And the second he stepped into the kitchen and saw her?

He froze.

Completely.

Jenna turned slightly, instinctively covering herself— then realized her hands were full.

She was standing there, spatula in one hand, pan in the other, naked, with my cum dripping down her thighs, shining on her chest, and leaking between her legs.

I didn’t move.

Didn’t blink.

I just laughed—low, full, cruel.

“She makes a hell of a breakfast, doesn’t she?” I said, stroking my fingers down her spine. “Really gives it that homemade touch.”

Dad stared.

Not a word.

Jenna made a sound—something between a moan and a whimper—as my hand slipped back between her legs and teased her again.

“You should see how wet she still is,” I said, louder now. “Still full of me. Still messy from this morning. Hell, from last night.”

“Stop,” dad snapped.

“No,” I said, curling my fingers against her slick folds. “She doesn’t want me to stop.”

Another soft cry from her lips.

“Do you, mom?”

“…No.”

I grinned.

“She’s learning.”

She was still standing at the stove, her thighs glossy and shaking, when I leaned down and said:

“Put the pan down.”

She didn’t ask why.

She set it aside.

And I grabbed her hips, turned her, and bent her over the counter.

Hard.

She gasped, hands slapping the surface for balance, ass arching instinctively.

Dad stood frozen behind us, halfway between the doorway and the table, like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.

Jenna didn’t look at him.

Didn’t even try.

Her eyes were half-lidded, lips parted, body already spreading for me as I shoved her legs apart and stood behind her.

Her skin was still sticky with my cum.

I didn’t care.

I lined myself up.

Gripped her hips.

And slammed into her with one thick, deep stroke.

She cried out.

Not in protest.

Just need.

Need to be filled.

“Fuck, that’s it,” I groaned, burying myself inside her. “Still tight. Still soaking wet.”

Dad flinched.

I started to fuck her—slow at first, dragging it out, then faster. Harder.

The sound of skin on skin echoed off the tile. Jenna moaned with every thrust, her tits bouncing against the countertop, her body rocking back into me like she was hungry for it.

“She ever let you fuck her like this?” I called out. “Bent over the counter, dripping, begging for it?”

Dad didn’t answer.

“Didn’t think so.”

I gripped her ass, spread her wider, and pounded into her like I was fucking her into the goddamn kitchen itself.

“She’s gonna take every drop,” I growled, voice low and sharp. “You hear that, mom? I’m gonna fill your pussy until it’s leaking down your legs again.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Please…”

I reached around, rubbed her clit while I fucked her.

“She wants it,” I said, louder now. “She wants to be bred. Wants to feel me finish deep and stay full all day.”

Her body spasmed around me.

“God, you’re clenching already,” I hissed. “You want it, don’t you? Want to get knocked up with my cum while your dad watches?”

She moaned—loud, broken, shameless.

“Tell him,” I snapped. “Tell him whose baby you want.”

“Yours,” she cried out. “Yours, Caleb. I want yours.”

I laughed, deep and full, slamming into her harder now.

“You hear that?” I said to dad, breathless. “She’s begging to carry my kid. Your little housewife wants to get bred in your fucking kitchen by your son.”

Still nothing.

He just stared—silent, sweating, face pale with rage and shame.

I leaned forward, gripping her shoulders, fucking her harder.

“Her pussy’s mine,” I growled. “Her mouth’s mine. Her womb is mine.”

Then I slowed.

Deepened.

Drove in to the base and stayed there.

Grinding.

Working every inch.

“She’s gonna take my cum,” I whispered. “And you’re gonna sit there and listen to it happen.”

My grip on her hips tightened.

Her moans were louder now—shameless and wrecked, her ass bouncing with every thrust, body slack from the way I was fucking the thought out of her.

“I’m close,” I growled.

She gasped—desperate, needy.

“Please… inside…”

I slammed into her hard, deep, right to the hilt—and held.

Her body clamped down around me.

And I let go.

Hot, thick, pulsing release—deep inside her.

I came hard, groaning low as I stayed buried to the root, cock twitching, filling her with everything I had.

She trembled—knees shaking, fingers clawing at the counter, a choked cry slipping from her lips.

“You feel that?” I hissed. “That’s my cum in your womb.”

Another pulse. Another groan.

I leaned forward, panting into her shoulder.

“Fucking bred.”

I stayed inside her, letting her drip around me, body twitching with every small motion.

And then I looked up—straight at dad.

He was still seated, hands clenched into fists on the table, face pale and hollow.

Not a word.

Not a sound.

Just shame.

Defeat.

I slowly pulled out, watching my cum drip down her thighs, thick and messy, soaking her already ruined skin.

Then I grabbed a dish towel, wiped my hand, and said flatly:

“You’ve got until tonight to move your shit out of the master bedroom.”

His jaw clenched.

“What?”

“You heard me.”

“This is my house—”

“No,” I cut in, voice cold. “It’s mine. You signed the deed with the contract, remember?”

He opened his mouth.

I stepped closer.

“You gave me your money. Your wife. Your bed. And now?” I looked down at Jenna—bare, flushed, leaking. “You’re gonna give me the room, too.”

He didn’t argue again.

Because he knew.

He’d already lost.


Chapter 4

She stood in the doorway, just watching the bed.

Like she knew everything had changed.

My sheets.

My scent.

His ghost was gone.

I turned the page of the book in my lap, laying in the center of the mattress like I’d always belonged there.

“Close the door.”

She did.

“Take off your clothes.”

A pause.

But then she moved—silent, steady—peeling her shirt off, then the thin sleep shorts. She left them folded on the chair like that was still part of her duty.

Good girl.

I set the book down.

Pulled the blanket back.

“Get in.”

She slid in beside me, skin warm, breath a little shaky.

I turned toward her and pulled her close—face to face, her thigh sliding up against mine.

She was soft.

Ready.

I kissed her once. Her mouth opened for me.

Then I pushed her onto her back.

And slid inside her in one, slow, sinking thrust.

She gasped—quiet, caught off guard by how deep I went, how easy I claimed her.

I stayed there.

Buried.

Breathing with her.

“You feel that?”

She nodded.

“Good. Because I’m not pulling out tonight.”

Her eyes opened—wide, searching.

I stayed calm.

“You sleep on my cock now. That’s your job.”

I started to move—long, steady strokes, grinding into her just enough to pull the moans from her throat.

“This bed is mine. This body is mine. And you—”

I thrust deeper.

“—stay full until morning.”

She whimpered, already clinging to me.

“This isn’t a reward,” I whispered into her neck. “It’s a reminder.”

She moaned again.

I didn’t rush.

I just kept moving inside her—slow and deep, her body opening up like she wanted to be kept.

“You wanna leave this bed? You ask me.”

She nodded, shaky.

“You wanna cum? You ask me.”

Another nod.

“You want me to stop?”

“No,” she breathed.

I smiled against her shoulder.

“Good girl.”

I started to fuck her again—this time slower, deeper. Not to make her cum. Not yet.

Just to settle her.

To teach her.

To keep her used.

And when I was ready, I came inside her—slow and thick, groaning softly as I filled her again.

But I didn’t pull out.

I just held her close.

Stroked her thigh.

And whispered:

“You sleep like this now. With my cock inside you. My cum in you. Every night.”

I woke hard.

Buried in warmth.

Her body was wrapped around me, soft and still—face tucked into the pillow, breath slow and deep.

She didn’t stir when I shifted. Not even when I rolled my hips forward, grinding deeper into her in the dark.

Still inside her.

Exactly where I’d left myself hours ago.

She was warm. Wet. Clenching in little pulses that had nothing to do with awareness—just instinct. Muscle memory. Obedience, written into her body.

I stayed there for a long moment.

Just feeling her.

How easily she stretched for me. How perfectly she held me.

Then I started to move.

Slow.

Measured.

Just enough friction to make her moan softly in her sleep.

She didn’t wake.

Didn’t need to.

I slid one hand over her hip, anchoring her against me as I fucked her with lazy, thick thrusts. Her body rocked forward, breath catching on a sigh, but she stayed unconscious—dreaming, maybe, of exactly what I was doing to her.

“You don’t even need to be awake anymore,” I whispered against her shoulder.

I kissed the skin there.

Then kept going.

Her cunt was soaked—not from arousal, from ownership—still full of the cum I left there earlier.

Every thrust made her squelch around me, hot and slick, and I wanted it.

I wanted to hear it.

I wanted to remind her body what it was for.

“Fuck, you’re perfect like this,” I murmured into her hair. “Open. Obedient. Asleep.”

Her ass pressed back against me in a lazy twitch— reflex.

I fucked her deeper.

Grinded slow.

Filled her on every thrust like I had all the time in the world.

Because I did.

“You’re not a wife anymore,” I said softly. “You’re a hole I keep warm.”

Still no reply.

But she took it.

Took every inch, every roll of my hips, every low groan as I moved inside her like she was mine.

Because she was.

Even in sleep.

And I wasn’t done using her yet.


Chapter 4

TWO WEEKS LATER

I found her in his study.

Not cleaning my things.

Not tending to my space.

But dusting dad’s desk.

Funny.

He was sitting in the corner chair, acting like the room still belonged to him. Like he still had a purpose here.

I didn’t bother knocking.

Didn’t say a word when I walked in.

Just watched her for a moment—bent slightly over the desk, soft curves under that thin house dress, legs bare, her hair up.

Perfect.

I moved behind her, unbuckling my belt as I walked.

She turned her head. “Caleb—?”

I grabbed her hips.

Bent her over the desk.

And shoved her dress up around her waist.

“Spread,” I said.

She did.

No hesitation.

No protest.

Just obedience.

Dad sat up straight, eyes wide. “You’re not—Caleb, not here—”

I shoved my pants down just enough and pushed into her hard.

She cried out.

Fucked full in one deep thrust, her body giving way like it had been waiting for me all day.

I gripped her hips tight and started fucking her, loud and fast, the slap of my hips against her ass echoing off the wood and leather.

“Oh, fuck yes,” I groaned. “Still so fucking tight.”

She moaned, trying to brace herself on the desk, her fingers splayed across the papers like she was still pretending to clean.

I leaned over her back.

“You like being used in here?” I hissed. “On his desk? In front of him?”

She didn’t answer—but she clenched around me.

I smiled.

Dad stood, fists tight at his sides.

“Get out,” I said without looking at him. “You’re done here.”

“This is my office—”

“No. It was.” I slammed into her. She moaned louder. “It’s mine now. Just like her.”

I reached around, grabbed her tits—fuller, softer. Fucking beautiful.

“Goddamn,” I muttered, squeezing hard. “They already feel heavier.”

She gasped, hips pushing back against me like she wanted to deny it—but her body didn’t lie.

“You feel it, don’t you?” I whispered. “You’re changing. Getting ready. That pussy’s gonna take my cum every night until you’re dripping pregnant.”

“Stop—” dad said again.

I looked right at him.

“Make me.”

He didn’t move.

Just stood there, watching, as I bred the woman he used to call a wife.

“Gonna fill her right here,” I growled. “On your desk. While you watch.”

And I didn’t slow down.

Not even a little.

I was close.

Her body squeezed around me like she knew, like she wanted it—needed it.

I fucked her harder—slamming her hips into the desk, her cheek pressed to the polished wood, moaning like she couldn’t even pretend to resist.

My hands were tight on her waist, holding her open, driving into her over and over while dad stood useless just a few feet away.

“She’s gonna take it,” I growled. “Every last drop.”

And then I came.

Hard.

Deep.

I stayed buried, groaning low as I emptied inside her— thick, hot, and heavy. Her back arched. Her body trembled.

She gasped like she could feel every pulse of it.

I stayed still for a moment. Breathing against her shoulder. Letting her pussy soak it in.

Then I pulled out slow, watching my cum spill down her thighs in slow, messy streaks.

Her legs shook.

She was wrecked.

But I wasn’t done.

I stepped back and tapped her ass.

“Up.”

She stood slowly, unsteady.

I nodded toward the chair.

“Go sit.”

She blinked, confused.

I smiled.

“On him.”

Dad looked panicked. “No. Caleb, no—”

“Sit,” I said to her again.

And she obeyed.

She walked across the room, naked from the waist down, Caleb’s cum still running down her legs, and sat down in dad’s lap.

His hands hovered—didn’t touch.

His face? Shattered.

She trembled slightly as she settled on him, thighs spread, skin slick and warm with the mess I left inside her.

Then I stepped forward, crouched in front of her, and met her eyes.

“Now thank him.”

Her breath hitched.

“Go on.”

She turned her head—barely—and whispered, “Thank you, dad… for giving me to Caleb.”

He flinched like she’d slapped him.

I stood.

Looked him right in the eye.

And said:

“That’s the last time you’ll ever touch my stepmom.”


Chapter 5

She lay next to me on the bed.

Naked.

Soft.

Stretched out across the sheets with her legs parted slightly, her hair a mess on the pillow, and the faintest glisten of my cum drying on the inside of her thighs.

She didn’t cover herself.

Didn’t try.

I was reading. One hand behind my head. The other resting against her stomach, fingers splayed across her skin like I was just absentmindedly marking territory.

Because I was.

She wasn’t even the focus of my attention.

She was just there—mine, claimed, ruined.

And she knew it.

Every now and then, I’d turn a page with one hand, and the other would drift lower. Thumb brushing her hip. Fingertips sliding between her legs.

She’d twitch slightly when I touched her—but never protest.

Didn’t ask if I needed something.

Didn’t flinch when I pressed two fingers into her already-used pussy, just far enough to feel the warmth still there from earlier.

Still full.

Still soft.

Still fucking perfect.

“You’re holding me well today,” I murmured, not looking up from the page.

She exhaled softly—half a moan, half a surrender.

I kept my fingers inside her while I read. Not moving. Just keeping her filled. Occupied.

Every so often, I pulled them out, rubbed a little of it back across her pussy lips, then slid them in again— slow, deep, absent of urgency.

Like she was a toy left on.

Her eyes stayed open, fixed on the ceiling, chest rising and falling.

I glanced down at her once.

Her nipples were hard.

Her body was flushed.

“You’re made for this,” I said simply, still reading. “For being used. For being kept like this. Owned.”

She didn’t answer.

Didn’t need to.

I traced a lazy circle around her clit. She whimpered. Her hips moved.

I didn’t react.

Didn’t give her more.

Just pressed my hand flat across her stomach again and went back to the book.

“You don’t have to ask for anything,” I said quietly. “If I want it, I’ll take it. If you want it…”

I slid two fingers back into her, deeper this time.

“…you wait.”

My fingers were still inside her.

Slow. Wet. Just enough pressure to keep her aware of me while I read.

I turned one more page, then slid them out—wet and warm.

“Flip over.”

She obeyed instantly.

Rolled onto her stomach, arms tucked beneath her, face turned to the side on the pillow.

I set the book aside.

Ran my hand down the curve of her back, her spine, to the swell of her ass.

Spread her cheeks lazily with both hands.

She tensed—just a little.

I leaned down, kissed the small of her back.

Then ran one thumb along her asshole.

She twitched.

I didn’t say anything.

Just pressed gently.

Circling.

Touching.

Claiming.

She stayed still.

Breathing faster now, but not protesting. Not flinching.

“Good girl,” I murmured.

I spit on my fingers and rubbed it between her cheeks.

Slippery.

Dirty.

Final.

“You know what’s coming,” I said.

She nodded. Barely.

“You’ve taken my cock in your mouth. In your pussy. In your throat.”

I kissed the curve of her ass.

“Now you’re gonna take it here.”

I slid one finger in—slow, steady.

She gasped.

But didn’t move.

Didn’t say no.

“Been training you for this since the first night,” I whispered. “Stretching you. Opening you. Filling you.” She whimpered into the pillow.

I pulled my finger out.

Coated the head of my cock with spit and slick.

Lined up behind her.

Held her open.

Paused.

Then pressed forward.

Slow.

Insistent.

She moaned—broken, sharp—but didn’t stop me.

Didn’t try.

I pushed the head past the tight ring of muscle, groaning as she stretched around me.

“Tight as fuck,” I muttered, leaning over her. “But you’re gonna take it. All of it.”

She was trembling beneath me.

Still on her stomach, legs parted, her ass arched up just enough to keep her open. My hands held her wide as I eased the head of my cock past her tight rim.

She gasped into the pillow—sharp, high, raw.

I paused.

Let her feel the stretch.

The slow, aching pressure of her last untouched hole giving way.

“God damn,” I breathed. “You’re tight.”

She whimpered.

I leaned over her, kissed the back of her neck.

“You never let dad take you like this, did you?”

She shook her head—tiny, broken.

“No,” she whispered.

I smiled.

“Of course not. You saved this hole.”

I pressed deeper.

She cried out—hands clutching the sheets.

I didn’t stop.

“You let your stepson split your ass before you ever let your husband try,” I murmured darkly. “That’s what you are now, huh? A hole for me to fill. All of them.”

Another inch.

She moaned—long and desperate.

I groaned behind her, rolling my hips just enough to let her feel how far she was opening for me.

“You let me ruin your pussy, your mouth… and now this.”

I pulled back slightly.

Then pushed in again—deeper this time.

Slow. Measured. Relentless.

“You think he ever got this far?” I taunted. “You think dad ever even tried to push into your ass?”

She shook her head again, breath catching with every slow inch.

“You were his wife for how long?” I said, teeth gritted as her body clenched. “And you never gave him this.”

I bottomed out with a slow, brutal grind.

She screamed into the pillow—not in pain, not exactly—just shock. Overload.

My hands dug into her hips.

I held there.

Letting her feel it.

Letting her understand what was inside her.

“All this time,” I hissed, voice tight. “You were saving your ass for me.”

She moaned, wrecked and breathless.

I started to move—slow, grinding strokes, dragging across her tight rim, stretching her on every pull and push.

Her body twitched under me.

She was trying to stay still.

Trying to take it.

“You feel that?” I whispered. “That’s my cock claiming your last fucking hole.”

I slapped her ass once, then grabbed it again—hard.

“You’re mine, mom. Every inch. Every hole. And now?”

I thrust deeper.

She sobbed out a moan.

“Now your ass is mine too.”

She wasn’t quiet anymore.

She’d stopped trying to be.

I was deep in her ass—hips grinding, pace building— and she was moaning like she needed it to stay alive. Loud. Wrecked. Gasping with every thrust like her body couldn’t make sense of what it was feeling.

“Please,” she sobbed. “More—please, don’t stop—”

I grinned.

“God, listen to you,” I groaned. “Begging for it. You never begged him like this, did you?”

She shook her head, face pressed to the pillow, drool wetting her cheek.

“No,” she whimpered. “Only you—only you—”

I slammed into her harder, her ass clapping against my hips with every thrust.

“You’re taking it so fucking well,” I growled. “First time, and your ass is milking my cock like it was made for this.”

She moaned—loud, broken, shameless.

I didn’t even notice the sound in the hallway until I saw the shadow move.

The door was open.

I never closed it.

Didn’t care to.

And now?

Dad stood frozen just outside the doorway—eyes wide, face pale, staring.

Jenna didn’t see him.

Or maybe she did.

And didn’t fucking care.

“Caleb, please,” she gasped. “I want to feel you cum in me—please—please, inside—”

I locked eyes with dad.

And started thrusting harder.

Faster.

Wrecking her.

“Come here,” I said, loud enough for him to hear. “Come see what your wife looks like with her ass stretched around my cock.”

He didn’t move.

Didn’t blink.

Jenna wailed as I slammed into her again, her body jerking, tears streaking her face from how full she was.

I reached down, grabbed her hips, and fucked her into the mattress.

“You hear that?” I shouted. “She wants it. She’s begging.”

Another thrust. Another moan.

“I’m gonna fill her ass. Right here. While you watch.”

She gasped, desperate, crying now. “Please—inside—please—”

And that was it.

I slammed into her one final time, buried to the hilt in her ass, and came hard.

Groaning loud.

Gripping her tight.

Letting every drop spill deep into her.

She trembled.

Shook.

Moaned like it broke her.

And I looked back at dad.

“I think she likes it here,” I said calmly. “You gave her to me, remember?”


Chapter 5

I was sitting on the couch, legs spread, glass of whiskey in hand.

The house was quiet.

Low light. One lamp.

Dad stood across from me, still trying to keep his voice calm. Still clinging to the edge of a fantasy that hadn’t been real in weeks.

“She’s confused,” he said. “You’ve twisted this. You’ve taken something from her.”

I didn’t answer.

Didn’t even look at him.

I just took another sip, eyes on the hallway.

“Caleb, I’m serious. You can’t just—”

And that’s when she walked in.

Barefoot.

Loose robe slipping open at the front.

Hair damp from the shower.

Cup of tea in one hand.

She didn’t look at him.

Not once.

She just walked straight across the room—slow, calm, like she’d done it a hundred times before—and stood in front of me.

I spread my knees a little wider.

Said nothing.

She reached down with her free hand, lifted the hem of her robe, and climbed into my lap.

And then she sank onto my cock.

No sound.

No hesitation.

Just a soft sigh as her body swallowed me whole.

I groaned, deep and low, head falling back.

Her hand never trembled. She took a sip of her tea like it was nothing—like this wasn’t her husband watching her sit on her step’s cock, freshly used and already dripping.

Dad made a sound—half choked, half breathless.

She still didn’t look at him.

I rested my hand on her hip.

“You were saying something?” I asked, voice calm, even.

He didn’t respond.

Couldn’t.

Jenna settled against my chest, shifting just slightly— plugging herself full of me, warm and wet and home.

I kissed her shoulder.

“You know where you belong now, don’t you?”

She nodded, head resting on mine.

And then?

She took another sip.

And smiled.

The tea was cold now.

Her cup still rested on the end table, half full.

She was asleep on my chest, skin warm, mouth parted just slightly, her hair falling across my collarbone like she’d been meant to fall asleep there.

Her body was still wrapped around my cock.

I never pulled out.

Just let her stay seated in my lap, impaled, kept.

Across from me, dad was still in the chair.

He hadn’t left.

He’d gone quiet after she fell asleep—like watching her curl into me had knocked the fight out of him.

But now he cleared his throat.

Tried again.

“You can’t keep doing this,” he said, voice thin. “She’s not… she’s not yours to—”

I shifted.

Rolled my hips forward.

Fucked her.

Slow.

Deep.

She didn’t wake.

Just moaned softly in her sleep, her body reflexively clenching around me like she’d been trained to do it.

Dad froze.

His mouth stayed open, like he couldn’t decide whether to speak or fall apart.

“She is,” I said calmly, stroking my hand down her spine. “She’s mine.”

“You’ve taken everything.”

I thrust again—slow, deliberate.

Her breathing hitched, but she didn’t stir. Just took it.

“You gave it to me,” I said. “Every part.”

He shook his head. “You’re brainwashing her.”

“No,” I said. “I’m fucking her.”

Another thrust.

Another wet sound in the quiet.

“She’s asleep.”

“Doesn’t stop her from being mine.”

I let one hand slide up, cupping her breast, teasing the nipple.

“She’s used to this now,” I murmured. “Waking up full. Falling asleep on my cock. She doesn’t even flinch anymore.”

Dad swallowed hard.

“She loved me.”

I met his eyes.

“No. She tolerated you.”

I thrust again—just a little deeper—and her whole body shifted in my lap, riding me in her sleep without even knowing.

“She belongs to me.”

She hadn’t moved.

Her breathing was soft, steady.

Her body, warm and open around my cock, rocked gently in time with every slow thrust.

I wasn’t rushing.

Wasn’t fucking her for release.

I was keeping her mine.

She slept through every stroke.

Half-curled on my chest, one hand resting against my ribs, her mouth slack, still full of me, taking me like she was built for this.

Across from us, dad sat stiff in the chair.

Hands in his lap.

Eyes locked on us like he was watching a dream crumble in real time.

“You think she’ll forgive you for this?”

I smiled.

Rolled my hips forward again—deep, slow, claiming.

“She already has.”

“You’re using her.”

“I’m keeping her.”

Another thrust.

Another soft, slick sound in the quiet.

Her cunt gripped me, twitching in her sleep.

“She didn’t choose this,” he said.

I looked him in the eye.

“She did the second she walked over to me.”

He flinched.

I slid deeper, groaning softly as her body welcomed me all over again—still stretched, still wet, still mine.

“She sleeps better like this,” I murmured. “She doesn’t dream unless she’s full.”

I let that sit a second.

Then pushed in to the hilt—and came.

Warm. Deep. Final.

I groaned softly into her neck, hand gripping her thigh as I flooded her with another load—claiming her all over again.

And just as my hips stilled, her breath hitched.

Not awake.

Not quite.

Just a soft little voice from the edge of her dreams.

“Love you… Caleb…”

Dad went still.

Absolutely, utterly still.

I stroked her hair, settling her down again.

“Good girl,” I whispered.

And stared him dead in the eye.


Epilogue

PART ONE

The house was quiet.

The girls—Caleb and Jenna’s girls—were down for their nap. The twins Jenna carried now were kicking more often. She laughed about it all the time.

Said she could feel them shifting whenever Caleb kissed her stomach.

He just wanted a glass of water.

He walked into the kitchen and stopped.

There they were.

Again.

Jenna bent over the counter.

Dress bunched at her hips.

Hair a mess.

Her belly—round and full—pressed to the granite while Caleb took her from behind like he was home.

Like he owned it.

Owned her.

She moaned softly, bracing herself, her voice heavy with need, not caring at all that someone else had just walked into the room.

He didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Just stared.

Caleb’s hands gripped her hips, rocking into her at a steady rhythm—not hurried, not desperate, just deep, measured, practiced. The way you fuck someone who’s yours. Not just physically. But in her bones.

Jenna gasped.

Her voice—wrecked and low—slipped out between breathless moans.

“God, Caleb… keep going…”

Dad didn’t even know why he was still watching.

He could’ve turned around.

Could’ve gone back to the guest house.

But he didn’t.

He never did.

He just stood there, hands at his sides, heart hollow.

They had two girls.

One with Jenna’s eyes, the other with Caleb’s.

And now more on the way.

Twins.

Still too early to know the sex, but Jenna hoped for boys. Caleb said he didn’t care—as long as she stayed pregnant. Full. Marked.

Dad lived out back now.

The guest house.

The one Jenna used to stretch in after yoga.

Now it was his permanent exile.

All courtesy of Caleb’s “kindness.”

He could still remember how Caleb said it.

“You’re lucky I let you stay. I didn’t have to.

But you gave her to me. So I’ll be generous.”

Jenna cried out again—softer now, wrecked with pleasure, breath catching.

Caleb groaned.

Thrust once more.

And stayed there.

Still. Buried. Full.

Jenna trembled, voice breaking as she whispered:

“I love you, Caleb…”

Dad didn’t breathe.

Didn’t move.

And Caleb?

Caleb looked right at him—smiling.


Epilogue

PART TWO

She was on her back, legs spread wide, one hand bracing her belly.

I had her pinned.

My cock slammed into her, slick and deep, stretching her open while she moaned like she couldn’t live without it.

“Fuck—yes, Caleb—harder—please—”

Her tits bounced with every thrust, full and heavy, leaking down her sides. My fingers dug into her thighs as I drove into her like I was still claiming her, even after all this time.

Five years later and she still took me like it was the first time.

“You’re so fucking tight,” I growled. “Still. After two girls. After being bred over and over.”

She whimpered, body arching.

“You were made for this,” I hissed. “You hear me? Made to be stretched around my cock. Made to take my cum. To carry my babies. My filthy little steeple turned into my slutty wife.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes—God, yes, Caleb—”

I leaned down, kissed her hard, my hand on her throat as I fucked her deeper—grinding into her, heavy and rough and all in.

“I love you,” I whispered against her mouth.

“I love you,” she moaned. “I love you—I’m yours— only yours—”

I slammed in one final time and came hard, groaning into her neck as she cried out, body trembling, cumming with me.

We stayed like that.

Sweaty.

Panting.

Connected.

The girls were already in the backyard when we joined them later—sun hats crooked, laughing in the grass, their little feet dirty from running.

Jenna sat beside me on the patio bench, hair tied back, soft dress stretched over her belly, legs curled under her.

She looked like a dream.

Like a wife.

Like a mother.

Like mine.

I kissed the top of her head and watched the girls chase each other.

Her hand rested over her stomach.

I slid mine over it too.

“They’re going to be perfect,” she whispered.

“They already are.”

We sat there in the golden light, surrounded by what we built. What I took.

And just past the hedges, at the edge of the path—

he stood there.

Dad.

Still.

Silent.

Watching.

I met his eyes.

Held the stare.

And slowly, I smiled.

Not smug.

Not cruel.

Just satisfied.

Like a man who had everything he wanted.

And knew the one who lost it would never stop watching.
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In Her Sleep: HE CLAIMED HER NIGHT AFTER NIGHT

A darkly obsessive, small-town breeding romance.

She came here to start over.

Quiet land. Quiet house. No one to bother her.

Except me.

From the moment I saw Willa James, I knew she was mine. Sweet little thing- soft-eyed, smelling like sunlight and honey. She didn’t see me. Not at first. But I saw her.

I waited. Watched. Wanted.

And when the lights went out, I took what I needed.

She thought it was just a dream.

She still does.

But her body knows the truth.

The way she moans for me in her sleep. The way her thighs part without thinking. The way her belly’s started to swell.

I’ve been filling her night after night—until she couldn’t take another drop without keeping it.

And now she’s waking up.

She’s not ready for how real I am.

But I’ve never been more sure of anything.

She’s mine.

And I’ll claim her again. In her sleep. In the light. Forever.

—

For readers who love:

primal obsession
somnophilia / sleep play
breeding & pregnancy
possessive heroes who worship one woman only
one-bed, no-escape intensity
small-town heat with a dark twist
feral forever-type love
No cliffhangers. No cheating. Just one dark cowboy, one dripping obsession, and the woman he fills—until she’s full of him in every way.
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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.
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