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Given to the Biker

A Dark, Possessive MC Romance


Prologue

She wasn’t supposed to be mine. Not originally.

But I saw her — once — behind her daddy’s shoulder at a cross-gang meet. She couldn’t’ve been more than sixteen then. Wide eyes, Sunday dress, hiding behind a jug of sweet tea like it might save her from the way my eyes fucked her. Long blonde hair braided down her back, lips soft and pink like they’d never spoken sin. And I thought: That’s what they’re protecting? That’s the secret the Iron Vultures lock up in their mountain cabin?

I didn’t forget her. Couldn’t. Even when I was riding bloody, even when I was halfway to prison or hell, her face stayed there — softening every nightmare like cream in black coffee. Not because she was good. Because I wanted to make her not.

Years passed. Tension rose. Gunfire in the night, brothers dead, shipments burned, and peace talks hanging like a noose from the rafters. Then the sit-down. In that rotting tavern booth off Highway 19. Her daddy across from me, grey in the beard now, fear behind his eyes, even if he tried to cover it with a sip of whiskey.

“We need peace,” he said.

“I want the girl,” I answered.

He blinked. “What girl?”

“Your daughter. Daisy.”

Silence stretched long and tight, the kind of silence that makes lesser men swallow hard. I didn’t blink. I didn’t repeat myself. I watched him realize I wasn’t bluffing. Watched the panic twitch his mouth, the wheels spin behind his pupils.

He could’ve said no. Could’ve let war keep going, more blood spilled, more boys zipped into bags. But he looked down, ran a thumb over the rim of his glass, and said, “She’s up at the cabin. You go get her. She’ll do what you say.”

And just like that — she was mine.

Not kidnapped. Not stolen. Gifted. Like a puppy, or a gun, or a fucking truce. No chains needed. No screaming. Just a name signed in silence and a cabin key pushed across the wood.

So now I ride. Up the winding, pine-choked road to the place she thinks is safety. Leather soaked with rain. Headlight carving shadows out of the dark. I can almost smell her — warm cotton, fear, the trace of shampoo on untouched skin.

I wonder if she knows. Wonder if she’s waiting by the window, heart thudding, wearing something pretty like her daddy told her.

Does she hope it’s me?

Or does she pray it’s anyone else?

Doesn’t matter.

She’s mine either way.


Chapter 1

The tires crunch gravel like bone under boot.

Pines arch over the cabin like a cathedral, green silence thick as wool. No birds. No wind. Just the hiss of the engine cooling as I kill it and swing my leg off the bike. Black leather creaks when I stand, heavy with road dust and sweat. I leave the helmet on the seat. Let her see my face.

She’s here.

I can feel it — not just a presence, not just warmth in the air. Something vibrates in the stillness. Like the house itself is holding its breath. Like the walls know what’s coming and don’t dare speak.

Her daddy said she’d be alone. Said she’d do what she was told. But I still check my piece under the vest, finger grazing the grip. Old habits. Never trusted Iron Vultures. Not even when they’re handing over their blood.

I climb the front steps slow. Let the wood groan beneath my boots. No sneaking. No hiding. I want her to hear me. Want her to know I’ve arrived before my knuckles hit the door.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

Three slow, deliberate raps.

I wait. Five seconds. Ten. No shuffling. No voice. Then — the soft scrape of a lock.

The door opens four inches. Just four. Long enough for one wide, innocent eye to peek out, blue as drowned porcelain, wide with the kind of fear no one taught her how to name.

“Daisy,” I say.

Her lips part. Just a breath. Nothing more.

She knows me.

Not just who I am — what I am. She’s seen the vest. The Reaper skull. The blood rumors. Maybe even heard my name whispered like a curse around the table when her daddy thought she wasn’t listening.

“You gonna let me in?”

She hesitates. Swallows. Then opens the door wider with two hands, stepping back.

The house smells like sugar and pine and old wood. Her. She’s wearing a sundress — yellow with tiny flowers, hem brushing her knees like it’s scared to touch her too much. Barefoot. Skin pale where the sun hasn’t kissed her. Hair long and brushed and tied with a white ribbon like she’s some prize lamb at a county fair.

I step inside without asking. The door swings shut behind me with a click too loud in the hush.

She doesn’t speak. Just watches.

“Your daddy told you what this is?”

Her throat bobs. “He said I was… given.”

“To me.”

She nods.

“Say it.”

She looks up. Meets my eyes like it hurts. “I was given to you.”

I nod slow. Close the gap between us, boots soft on the old rug. She doesn’t move. Doesn’t flinch. Brave little rabbit — shaking in the fur but standing still.

“You know what that means?” I ask.

Daisy doesn’t answer.

So I show her.

One hand in her hair. I grab the ribbon and pull — slow, dragging it from the braid like I’m unwrapping a gift. Her breath catches, lips part, eyes flick to the door like escape still exists.

It doesn’t.

I drop the ribbon on the floor. Brush a thumb down her jaw, rough pad scraping that soft cheek.

“Means this mouth?” I murmur, thumb pressing against her lips, watching them give. “Mine.”

She gasps, a sound small as birdsong. But she doesn’t pull away.

“This throat.” My fingers trail down, hooking her collar. “Mine.”

The dress shifts. Slides. Her collarbone glows pale under the cabin light.

“These legs.” I reach lower, palm smoothing the curve of her thigh through the cotton. “Mine.”

Her knees press together. I shove them apart with one boot and she wobbles, blushing, breath rising.

“And what’s in between?” I growl, leaning in close enough she smells leather, oil, fire. “That’s real mine, Daisy. You get that?”

She nods.

“No. Say it.”

Her voice is whisper-thin, but it comes. “It’s yours.”

I smile. Not kind.

“Good girl.”

My belt clinks.

And I step forward.

She stands still, barely breathing, as I pull the belt loose from my hips — not to drop it, not yet. Just to let the sound slice through the quiet like a blade. Her eyes flick down. Then back up. She’s trembling.

“Hands,” I say.

She hesitates.

I don’t raise my voice. Just step forward until her back hits the cabin wall, and I take her wrists in one hand like twigs. Pin them together.

“Hands,” I repeat, and this time she nods, offers them up willingly.

I use the belt to bind her — not tight, not cruel. Just enough to remind her she doesn’t belong to herself anymore. Leather around skin. My scent soaking into her veins.

I let her feel that.

Then I reach for the hem of the sundress.

It rises slow, my knuckles grazing her thighs, hips, ribs. No bra. Just skin, soft and bare, nipples peaked in the cabin air. Panties white, cotton, childish. I hook my thumbs into the waistband and drag them down.

Her breath catches. She’s not wet. Not yet. Good. I want to see her fight her body.

I kneel. Leather creaks.

She gasps when I put my mouth on the inside of her thigh — not soft. I bite. Not enough to draw blood, but enough to leave a mark. A bruise. A claim. She gasps again, wrists tugging against the belt, eyes squeezed shut.

“You don’t close your eyes,” I growl. “You watch me.”

She blinks them open. Blue as sin. Locked on mine.

I lean in again, kiss higher. Tongue flat and hot. I don’t go to her pussy. Not yet. Just near. Breathe over it. Watch her twitch. I press a kiss just above it, where her pelvis dips — then another mark, a dark rising bruise, and my teeth in her skin.

She moans, soft. Panicked. Wanting and not knowing what for.

“You’re not coming,” I mutter. “Not tonight. Not until I take it from you.”

She nods, whimpers.

Then I stand.

Undo her hands.

Let the belt fall.

And pull her face toward mine.

She opens her mouth without being told.

I spit in it.

She flinches — but swallows. Instinct, obedience, or shame, I don’t care which. Her cheeks flush deep red, but her eyes never leave mine. She’s learning. Fast.

I grip her jaw. “Good fucking girl.”

She’s still catching her breath when I tilt her chin up.

Her lips glisten from where she swallowed my spit, and that mouth — sweet, pink, parted just a little like she’s still not sure what else she’s supposed to do with it — begs without speaking.

“On your knees.”

She drops, slow, dress falling around her like spilled honey. Knees sink into the rug. Her eyes never leave me. There’s fear there, yeah — but behind it? Submission. Curiosity. Hunger.

I unzip.

Her eyes widen. She leans back instinctively, like her body wasn’t ready for the size, the weight, the intent. But I step forward and catch the back of her head in one hand.

“No pulling back.”

She nods, breath shaking. Mouth open.

I slide the head past her lips, slow at first. Just enough for her to taste skin and salt and heat. Her tongue flicks timidly, like she’s testing an electric wire. Then I push deeper.

She gags.

I don’t stop.

Her hands grip my thighs, small and pale against denim. I hold her hair firm, guiding her — inch by inch — until I feel her nose press to the base.

She chokes, muffled. Wrists twitching like she’s not sure if she’s allowed to fight.

She’s not.

I pull back. Let her breathe.

“Good girl,” I say, voice low and tight. “Again.”

She does.

Faster this time, deeper. Her jaw works, lips stretched wide, spit slicking my shaft. She tries to match my rhythm, tries to be good, tries not to gag — but she fails. And I love that.

I fuck her throat slow, controlled, hips rolling just enough to feel the back of it clamp around me. Her eyes water. She blinks through it, trying to please. Her drool runs down her chin, onto her chest.

“Messy,” I murmur. “Pretty little mess.”

She moans around me.

I lose patience.

Both hands in her hair now. I take control. Use her mouth like a hole, like she’s not even there except to serve. The sound — wet, filthy, broken — fills the cabin. Her breath rasping when I let her have it. Her mouth open, tongue hanging, spit ropes swinging from her lip.

Then I stop. Hold her there.

She chokes, eyes wide.

I pull her off. Not gentle.

Her chest heaves, lips red and raw, eyes streaked.

I jerk once. Twice.

And paint her tongue with the first shot.

She gasps, but doesn’t close her mouth. I grip her jaw and tilt her face up — let the rest spill down her throat, over her lips, onto her chin.

She swallows. Some. The rest stays.

I thumb her cheek. She leans into it.

“Fuck,” I mutter. “You’re gonna break me, baby.”

She’s still on her knees.

Spit and seed on her chin, cheeks blotched pink, hair falling loose in ropes down her back. The sundress clings to her like a final defense, wrinkled, damp in places where her knees pressed the rug.

I let her sit like that. Let her feel the air on her skin. The wetness drying on her mouth. The silence thick around us like smoke.

Then I speak.

“Stand up.”

She pushes to her feet, wobbling a little, wiping her mouth with the back of one wrist like she’s embarrassed — like modesty still has a place here.

It doesn’t.

I step close. Grip the front of her dress. Rip.

One clean tear — the cotton splits at the neckline and peels down her torso like fruit skin. Her breath catches, but she doesn’t scream. Doesn’t stop me when I pull it from her shoulders and let it drop at her feet.

She’s naked now.

Fully.

White panties gone. Ribbon gone. No shield, no armor. Just smooth, pale skin and those perfect trembling thighs. Her arms twitch like she wants to cover herself. I stop her with a glance.

“New rule.”

She lifts her eyes.

“When we’re alone in this cabin? You wear nothing. Understand?”

A breath. Then: “Yes.”

“Say it right.”

“Yes, sir.”

My cock twitches. She saw it. Her cheeks go redder.

I walk past her, toward the little kitchen nook. Rustic wood counter, cracked tile, old cast iron. Fridge hums in the corner.

I drop into the chair by the table, legs wide, elbows on thighs.

“Cook.”

She blinks. “W—what?”

“Dinner. Now.”

“But I— I don’t—”

I raise my hand. Just one finger. “No clothes. No arguing. Just obey.”

She stands there, naked and confused, shifting her weight from foot to foot. Then, slowly, she turns. Walks to the fridge. Opens it. The cool air raises goosebumps on her arms, tightens her nipples like little beads.

She starts to move — quietly, efficiently, pretending she’s not exposed, not watched.

I don’t let her forget.

“Keep your legs apart when you stand,” I say. “Always.”

She freezes. Adjusts her stance. Face hot with shame.

“Good girl.”

She moves like a dream. Reaches up to get a skillet, and I see every inch of her stretch. Her thighs, the shadow between them, the curve of her spine, the sway of her breasts.

She tries to focus — peels potatoes, cracks eggs, sets a pan sizzling — but her hands shake. And I know it’s not from fear.

It’s the heat.

The heat of being seen.

The heat of being owned.

I watch her the whole time. Legs wide. Arms crossed. Not touching myself — yet.

But she knows I’m going to eat both dinners tonight.

The skillet hisses. The scent of butter and cracked pepper fills the cabin.

She stands in front of the stove, naked, legs parted the way I told her. Shoulders back. Head high, trying to pretend this is normal. That she’s not exposed. That this isn’t submission dripping off her skin like sweat.

But I see her hands.

Shaking again.

“Don’t burn it,” I say.

She startles. “No, sir.”

I rise. Walk up behind her, slow. Let her feel the heat of me at her back. She stiffens. Tries not to.

Then I sink to my knees.

She gasps.

I spread her thighs wider with both hands, palms firm on soft inner flesh. She doesn’t move. Doesn’t resist. Just clenches the spatula and keeps her eyes forward.

I press my mouth to the inside of her knee.

She jolts.

“Keep stirring,” I mutter. “Keep cooking.”

I kiss higher. Bite. Suck. Leave another bruise, darker than the last. My tongue draws a trail up her thigh like fire.

She shudders.

The skillet sizzles.

I press my tongue flat to the seam of her cunt — not soft, not slow. Just pressure. I don’t part her lips yet. Just breathe against her. Let her feel the threat of it.

She moans — quiet, choked, trying to hide it.

“Eyes on the pan,” I say.

She grips the counter harder. Her thighs quiver.

Then I open her with my thumbs — wide. Expose her. Lick once, firm, base to clit. She nearly drops the spatula.

“Don’t burn my fucking food.”

“Yes— sir—”

Her hips twitch. I grip them hard. Hold her still while I go back in. Tongue working slow, then fast, then slow again. Never letting her settle. Never letting her build.

Just teasing.

Just tasting.

She’s soaked now. Slippery, pulsing, heat rolling off her like breath from a furnace. Her knees start to buckle. She whimpers.

“Keep your stance,” I growl against her. “If you close your legs, you lose.”

She spreads them wider.

I smile into her.

“Good little housewife,” I whisper.

I pull back. Let the cold air hit her soaked slit. She gasps like she’s been struck.

“Flip the potatoes,” I say.

She obeys.

I sit back in the chair. Watch the wet drip down the inside of her thigh.

“Still not allowed to cum.”

She nods, hands trembling.

Dinner isn’t done yet.

And neither are we.

She whimpers.

“Don’t drop the pan.”

“I won’t— I won’t—”

She’s lying.

I can feel her pulse between her legs, pounding. Her thighs flex and quake. Her cunt’s soaked, clit swollen and begging. She’s close — far too close.

And I want her to stay there. Right fucking there. Not falling. Not flying. Just burning.

I suck her clit between my lips.

She cries out.

“Axel— please— I can’t—”

“Can’t what?” I murmur against her. “Can’t obey?”

She sucks in a breath. “I’ll obey. I’ll— I’ll be good—”

“You will. Because you don’t get to cum until I say.”

“Yes, sir.”

I go lower again. Tongue sliding into her now, slow and thick. She arches, one hand slamming to the counter to keep balance, the other barely holding the spatula. The potatoes sizzle, forgotten.

Her walls flutter around my tongue. She’s there. Right fucking there.

And I pull back.

She almost collapses.

I stand, lean over her from behind, my cock hard against her ass, whisper in her ear:

“Touch the pan wrong, drop a single piece of food, make one fucking mess— I stop touching you for the rest of the night.”

She whimpers. “Please…”

I crouch again.

Lick her slower this time. More deliberately. Tongue painting soft circles, lips dragging over nerves until she’s twitching like a live wire. She grips the spatula like a weapon, jaw clenched, tears of frustration sparkling at the corners of her eyes.

“Don’t. Burn. My. Food.”

“Y-yes sir— please— please I can’t— I can’t hold it—”

“You will. Or I’ll make you beg to even get this again.”

My tongue flicks hard. Her hips buck. She squeals — a sound muffled into her sleeve. Her whole body’s glowing, quivering, sheen of sweat running down her spine.

But she doesn’t cum.

Not yet.

I make damn sure of it.

She’s a mess.

Legs shaking. Toes curling against the wooden floor. Her thighs slick, inner lips swollen, clit pulsing like a heartbeat. And I haven’t let her cum. Won’t let her. Not until I decide.

She keeps cooking — somehow. The potatoes sizzle, the eggs fry. She doesn’t stop stirring. She’s crying a little now, softly, from need. It’s beautiful.

And I’m not done.

I grip her hips tighter. Spread her ass apart with both hands. She whimpers when I do it, knows what’s next — even if no one’s ever touched her there before. Her hole’s tight, pink, untouched.

I spit.

She gasps.

It hits the target — wet, warm, running down slowly, trailing between her cheeks. She twitches like a kicked doe but doesn’t move. Doesn’t close her legs.

She knows better.

“Keep cooking,” I say.

“Yes, sir—”

My tongue follows the spit.

She screams into her wrist.

I start slow. Licking soft circles around that virgin rim. Not forcing anything. Just teasing, wetting, showing her what’s possible. Her whole body shudders. She braces both hands on the counter now, drops the spatula. I let it slide.

“You dropped it.”

“I— I’m sorry—”

“You better be.”

I drag my tongue over her ass again, firmer. Then press the tip right against that hole. It flutters. She shakes.

“Has anyone ever touched you here?” I ask, breath hot against her.

“N-no— never—”

“Good. This part’s mine too now.”

I grip her thighs, spread them farther, and eat her there like I’m starving. No mercy. My tongue pressing, circling, dipping just enough to make her whole body convulse. She moans so loud she chokes on it. Her stomach clenches, spine arches.

“Axel— please— I can’t— I’m gonna— I’ll—”

“Don’t you dare,” I growl. “You cum, I stop.”

She bites her fist. Tries to breathe.

Her asshole pulses under my tongue, slick now with spit and attention, begging for more.

But I don’t give her more.

Not yet.

I pull back.

Her knees almost give out.

I stand. Walk back to my chair. Sit.

“Finish dinner. Naked. Legs apart.”

She nods, still panting. Hands shaking as she picks the spatula off the floor.

She doesn’t say a word.

But I can see it.

She’s never been this close.

And I’m just getting started.

She plates the food with shaking hands.

Her thighs still shine where I licked her. Her asshole still twitches, puckered and slick. Every movement she makes now is tight, careful, like her body isn’t sure what it’s allowed to feel. I watch her carry the plates to the table like she’s delivering offerings to a god.

She sets mine down first.

Then stands there.

Waiting.

Trying not to look at me. Trying not to look at my cock, still half out of my jeans, still rock hard from the taste of her.

I pat my thigh. “Here.”

She hesitates.

“You eat in my lap. Always. That’s another rule.”

She doesn’t ask why.

Just lowers herself slowly, carefully, one knee over mine, then the other, until she’s straddling me. Her pussy settles against the base of my shaft, heat and wet already coating me. She flinches — like the contact hurts. Or worse, feels too good.

“Sit all the way,” I order.

She slides down, full weight on me now, ass pressing to my thighs, my cock nestled perfectly between her lips — not in her, not yet, but close enough to make her legs shake again.

I grab the plate. Cut a bite of eggs. Hold it up.

She opens her mouth without protest.

Good girl’s learning.

I feed her slow. One bite at a time. My free hand stroking her side, her hip, her inner thigh. My cock pulses under her — every shift of her hips sends sparks. She’s trying not to grind. Trying not to move.

I don’t let her off easy.

“Back straight.”

She straightens.

“Legs open wider.”

She obeys.

I feed her again. Potatoes this time. My thumb brushes her nipple as she swallows. She gasps, nearly drops the fork she didn’t realize she was still holding.

“You’re leaking all over me,” I murmur.

She whimpers.

“You like eating dinner with my cock under you?”

Her head bows. “Yes, sir.”

“You want me inside you?”

She nods, tiny, embarrassed.

“Too bad.”

I feed her again.

Her mouth opens, tears welling from the denial, from the pressure, from being so close and still not allowed to break.

I don’t let her cum.

Not yet.


Chapter 2

The water’s running.

Soft hiss through cracked tiles, echoing in the cabin like breath in a throat. I hear it from the hall — narrow, pine-paneled, filled with the smell of dinner long gone and sex not yet done. Her footprints are still damp on the floorboards.

She thinks I’m letting her rest.

She’s wrong.

I open the bathroom door without knocking.

Steam rolls out like fog, thick and hot, curling around my boots. The air smells like soap and skin. My skin. I gave her my bar — leather-scented, cedar and grit — and now she smells like me. Tastes like me.

I step in.

The curtain’s drawn halfway. Her silhouette behind it’s soft and blurred, arms raised as she rinses her hair, head tilted back, throat bare and shining. The water runs down her chest, her stomach, the curve of her hip.

She doesn’t hear me at first.

I strip slow. Shirt first. Then the belt. Then jeans. My cock’s already hard — has been since dinner, since her mouth, since I felt her pussy leaking against my lap while she tried to eat like a good girl. I don’t stroke it. Don’t need to.

This isn’t about need.

This is about claiming.

I pull the curtain aside.

She turns.

Eyes wide.

Not afraid. Not surprised. Just… waiting.

Like she knew I’d come.

Like this moment’s been haunting her since the first knock.

I step into the tub.

She makes space, back against the tile, arms still dripping. Her breath’s fast already, pupils blown wide. The water streams down her face, her collarbone, her tits — still flushed from earlier, nipples tight, hips twitching.

I press a palm to the tile beside her head.

She’s pinned without contact.

“You thought I was gonna let you sleep?” I ask, voice low, throat thick with want.

She swallows. “I didn’t know.”

I take her chin between thumb and finger. Tilt it up.

“You know now.”

I lean in — not kissing. Just letting my mouth hover above hers, breath for breath. My cock brushes her thigh. She jerks, but doesn’t back away. Her lips part like she wants to beg. Or maybe thank me.

I don’t give her either.

I lower my hand between us. Cup her.

She’s soaked.

Not from the water.

I press two fingers between her folds, slow. She gasps. Her back arches off the tile. She’s ready. She’s been ready since she opened that door and saw me standing there.

“You’ve been waiting,” I murmur.

She nods. “Yes, sir.”

I kiss her — the first time. Deep. Rough. Like I’m sealing the deal her daddy signed in blood.

Her hands come to my chest, soft palms flat against my pecs. She’s not pushing me away. Just feeling. Mapping what’s about to fill her.

But I’m not inside her yet.

Not yet.

I just kiss her harder.

And let her know—

She’ll never be empty again.

The kiss breaks with a breath.

She stares up at me — water dripping down her lashes, lips swollen from my mouth, her chest heaving. Her legs part, just enough, thighs trembling under the heat of the water and the weight of what’s coming.

My cock presses against her entrance.

She gasps.

Not a scream. Not a no. Just that one holy-shit-it’s-real breath. The one a girl makes when she knows everything’s about to change.

“Put your hands on the wall,” I say.

She does. Palms flat to the tile, arms stretched high. Her breasts lift with the motion, skin glistening, nipples tight and flushed. Her stomach sucks in, trying to brace.

I reach down.

Line myself up.

My cockhead kisses her slit. Warm. Pulsing. She shifts — not away. Toward. Her body knows what it wants even if her brain’s still trying to catch up.

“You’re gonna feel this,” I tell her.

“I— I want to—”

I push.

Just the tip.

Her mouth opens — no sound. Her eyes squeeze shut.

I stay there.

Hold it.

Let her feel the pressure of it. The stretch. The push against her soft, untouched walls. Her pussy grips me like it’s trying to hold me out and pull me in at the same time.

She gasps.

Her hips twitch.

“Breathe,” I say.

She does. Shaky. Shallow. Her thighs shake, but she doesn’t drop her hands. Doesn’t beg me to stop.

I push again.

Deeper.

Another inch.

She moans — high, helpless. Her back arches, spine hitting tile, her ass grinding against my thighs.

“I can’t— it’s— it’s so big—”

“You can. And you will.”

I pull back — not out, just enough to let her feel the slide.

Then push deeper again.

Slow. Relentless.

She cries out now. Not pain. Not quite. Just the shock of filling. The reality of it — cock splitting her, reshaping her, owning her from the inside out.

My hands grip her hips.

I hold her still.

“You feel that?” I whisper.

“Yes— sir—”

“That’s mine. All of it.”

She nods.

Tears mix with the shower now.

But she doesn’t ask me to stop.

She pushes back.

Just a little.

And takes more.

She gasps again, hips twitching as I sink deeper.

She’s tight — impossibly tight — like her cunt was never meant for this size, but her soul was. It’s not resistance. It’s worship. Her walls tremble around me like they know this is forever.

And then I snap.

My hand goes to her throat.

Not squeezing. Not yet. Just there. Palm against her windpipe, fingers curled around the sides of her neck like a collar made of flesh and will.

Her body locks.

She moans like she’s been branded.

“Stay open,” I growl. “Let me all the way in.”

She whimpers. “Y-yes, sir— I— I’m trying—”

I thrust.

Full.

Hard.

She cries out — high and cracked and perfect. My cock drives deep, to the base, to the end of her. Her ass slaps my hips with a sound like thunder in a church.

Her legs go weak. She folds into the wall, arms shaking, hands slapping wet tile like she’s trying to cling to something real.

But nothing’s real anymore.

Just me.

Just her.

Just this.

I pull back, slow — then slam forward again.

Her voice shatters.

I tighten my grip on her throat. Not choking. Just control. Just reminder.

“This pussy belongs to me.”

“Yes, sir—”

“This body. These moans. This fucking throat. Mine.”

“Yours— I’m yours—”

Another thrust. Harder.

She sobs with it. Body jerking, tits bouncing with every impact, water spraying down on her back like a blessing. Her cunt tries to clamp around me — too late.

I own it now.

I thrust again. Again. Rhythm building, punishing, claiming. My cock disappears into her again and again, dragging slick sounds from her hole, wet, obscene, beautiful. Her knees buckle. I hold her up with one hand on her hip, the other still a collar at her throat.

“Beg me.”

“I— I don’t— what—?”

“Beg me to finish inside you.”

She gasps.

Eyes wide.

That’s when she knows.

I’m not pulling out.

Not ever.

Her legs are gone.

Useless. Shaking. Barely holding her upright.

My grip at her throat steadies her. My other hand digs into her hip, pulling her back against me as I drive in, harder, deeper, slower now — grinding through her nerves like they’re soft clay under my cock.

She’s moaning nonsense.

Not words anymore. Just need. Broken sound. Animal.

And I don’t let up.

“You know what’s about to happen,” I growl, voice right in her ear.

She nods fast. Desperate.

I squeeze her throat — not tight. Just enough to own her voice. To make her next words mine before they even leave her mouth.

“Say it.”

“You’re— you’re gonna cum— inside— me—”

“Damn right.”

“I’m not— not on anything— I’m not—”

“I know.”

I slam forward. Grind deep. Feel her walls flutter, suck, plead.

“I’m gonna put a baby in you.”

She gasps — high and sharp and electric.

“I’m gonna breed this sweet little cunt until your belly swells.”

She whimpers. Her hand flies back, grips my thigh, nails digging into skin.

“You want that?”

She moans — not yes, not no — just pure, raw heat.

I grab her hair. Yank her head back.

“You fucking want it?”

“Yes— yes, sir— please— fill me— make me— make me pregnant—”

That’s it.

That’s the moment.

I slam in one final time. Balls flush to her soaked cunt. My cock pulses deep inside her.

And I let go.

Cum floods her.

Hot.

Heavy.

Endless.

She screams — a sound that echoes through the tile like prayer in a cathedral. Her thighs quake, her pussy milks me, greedy and wild. I stay buried to the hilt, grinding slow as I pump her full, over and over, until I feel it leaking back down my cock, thick and white.

I don’t pull out.

Don’t move.

Just stay there.

Deep.

Owned.

Planted.

Her body twitching around me, small aftershocks rolling through her hips like thunder over distant hills.

My voice, low against her ear:

“You belong to me now.”

We stay there a moment.

My cock still buried inside her.

Water washing over our skin, down her thighs, through the mess I’ve made. Her breathing shallow. Her hands limp against the wall. Her body twitching like it’s still trying to figure out what the fuck just happened.

She doesn’t move.

She can’t.

And I don’t let her think it’s over.

I pull out.

Slow.

She gasps, legs almost giving way. My cum spills from her, thick and white, running down the back of her thigh, swirling in the water pooling at her feet. She reaches for something — a washcloth maybe, to clean.

I catch her wrist.

“No.”

She freezes.

“You don’t clean that off. Not unless I tell you.”

She blinks. “But it’s— I— it’s dripping—”

“I want it dripping.”

Her cheeks flush again, hot through the steam.

“I want you walking around this cabin with my cum inside you. Between your legs. On your skin. I want you to feel it.”

She nods, slow. Ashamed. Aroused.

“And another thing,” I say, stepping close, hand gripping her chin, forcing her eyes to stay on mine.

“This body?”

I trail my fingers down her chest, her stomach, stop just above the swell of her pussy.

“It’s not yours anymore.”

She breathes hard. Chest rising.

“It’s mine. To touch. To fuck. To use.”

She nods, eyes wide, pupils still blown.

“If I want it in the middle of the night, I take it.”

She swallows. Barely audible: “Even if I’m sleeping?”

“Especially then.”

A sound leaves her throat — not protest. Not fear.

Surrender.

I lean in, breath on her ear.

“You want that.”

She nods again.

“I do.”

I step back. Let my eyes rake over her. Cum still dripping. Nipples tight. Skin raw from the water and from me.

“You’ll sleep naked. Every night.”

“Yes, sir.”

“If I wake you with my cock in your mouth, you suck. If I roll you over and slide inside, you open your legs. Understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

“No matter what?”

She hesitates — just a blink.

Then: “No matter what.”

I smile.

“There’s my good girl.”


Chapter 3

The room is dark.

Moonlight through the cabin window cuts silver lines across the bed. The fire in the hearth is low now, glowing coals casting just enough heat to fog the glass. I sit on the edge of the mattress, watching her breathe.

She sleeps on her stomach.

Blanket kicked off. Skin bare.

Exactly how I told her.

One leg bent at the knee, the other long and loose, her hips tilted just enough. Her hair spills across the pillow like golden thread. Her ass rises like it knows I’m looking.

She’s snoring, barely — soft, rhythmic. Mouth open just enough to show teeth. Completely unaware.

Completely mine.

I lift the sheet off the rest of the way.

Her skin’s still warm. The marks from earlier linger faint — bite here, bruise there, my fingerprints on her hips. Her thighs still glisten faintly with the last of my cum from earlier. She didn’t clean it. Just like I said.

Good girl.

I crawl over her, slow.

Hands planting on either side of her back, weight shifting to my knees, my cock already hard — has been since I watched her curl up in that bed, naked, obedient, perfect.

I press the head against her cunt.

She stirs — just slightly. A little sigh. A twitch of her fingers.

But she doesn’t wake.

I push in.

Slow.

Her body yields.

Even in sleep, her pussy opens. Remembers me. Welcomes me. Squeezes around the tip like it missed me.

I slide deeper.

Her breath catches — still unconscious, but something in her spine reacts. Her ass shifts, hips tilting instinctively to help me slide all the way in.

I bottom out.

She moans.

Soft.

Dreamy.

Her head shifts on the pillow. But she stays under.

I start to move.

Slow thrusts.

Steady.

Her body rocks with it, ass bouncing into my lap each time I bottom out. Her back arches slightly, thighs spreading more on their own. Her cunt makes wet, filthy sounds in the quiet of the room.

I keep my hands on her hips.

Grip her tight.

Use her slow. Controlled. Like she’s a toy left on for me overnight. A warm hole wrapped in soft curves and breath.

She murmurs something in her sleep — no words. Just sound.

I lean forward, cock still buried deep, and kiss the back of her neck.

“Mine,” I whisper.

She sighs again.

And I fuck her through the dream.

I stay deep.

She doesn’t move. Not really. Just shifts under me like a slow tide, little gasps in her sleep, hips rising as if her body knows I’m inside it. Her pussy hugs my cock, slick and hot and made to take every inch.

She murmurs something. A little breath, maybe my name. Maybe just the ghost of it.

I fuck her slow. Long strokes. Dragging out of her like silk, sinking back in like a sin.

She moans.

Still asleep.

I lean over her back, mouth near her ear, and start to talk.

“You feel full, baby?”

Her breath stutters.

“You should. I’ve been fucking you for fifteen minutes and you haven’t even twitched.”

Another thrust — deep. Her ass jiggles. Her spine bends.

“You’re so good like this. Quiet. Loose. Open.”

I kiss her shoulder. Keep my rhythm slow.

“You don’t even need to be awake to please me. That’s the best part. Just a warm little hole, dripping and stretched. All for me.”

Her pussy clenches.

Still asleep.

I chuckle.

“Maybe I’ll make this a habit. Wake up hard, slide right in. Take what’s mine before you even know I’m there.”

I thrust deeper, grind.

“You’d still cum. Eventually. I’d fuck you through your dream. Fill you up before breakfast.”

Her breath catches.

I press my mouth to her ear.

“You want me to put another load in you while you’re out?”

She doesn’t answer.

She can’t.

But her pussy squeezes.

So I do.

I pick up speed now, rhythm building, cock driving home with every stroke. Her body jolts, legs parting wider in her sleep like instinct’s taken over completely. She pants now — unconscious, dreaming, moaning soft and wet.

“You’ll never know what part of the day I bred you,” I whisper. “Was it lunch? Was it while you napped? Maybe while you were reading, eyes closed for just a second too long.”

I groan as I feel it start to build.

“I’ll cum in you a dozen times a week, and you won’t remember half of them.”

Her body locks.

The orgasm rolls through me hard. Deep. My balls slap her, cock buried to the root, spilling everything into her while she moans in her sleep and her cunt milks me like it needs it.

I don’t stop thrusting.

Keep it slow. Gentle. Let it leak.

Let her dream with my seed soaking into her.

I stroke her hip.

Kiss her ear.

“You’re gonna look so fucking pretty when you start to show.”

She doesn’t wake.

But her pussy agrees.

Sunlight crawls in lazy through the slats in the blinds, dust in the air dancing like ash. Cabin’s silent, still soaked in the sweat and scent of sex. Her body’s sprawled where I left it — on her back now, legs parted, cunt leaking thick white from where I emptied myself into her over and over again.

She never woke.

Not once.

Twelve times I took her.

Twelve times I filled her.

Twelve loads buried deep.

And now?

Now I want something else.

I slide up the bed, knee beside her ribs, one hand brushing the hair off her face. Her lips are parted in sleep. Soft. Wet. The perfect hole. I grip my cock, still hard, still smeared with her slick and seed, and slide it across her cheek once. She stirs, murmurs something in that sweet, unconscious tone.

“Time to wake up, baby.”

She doesn’t respond.

I place the head of my cock against her mouth.

Push.

Her lips part.

Instinct, obedience, or memory — I don’t care which.

I push deeper.

She gags — softly, eyes still closed, throat spasming around me. I hold her jaw, angle her head back just a touch, and slide further. Her lips stretch wide, cheeks hollow around the pressure. Her hands twitch at her sides.

Still sleeping.

Still mine.

I start to move.

Slow thrusts. In and out. Her mouth hot and wet around me, her tongue flat and useless under my weight. I watch her nose wrinkle. Hear her breath catch. Her brows twitch like a dream’s turning dark.

I fuck her throat like she’s not even there.

Because she isn’t.

Not yet.

I grip her head with both hands now, use it like a toy — not fast, not rough, just deliberate. Letting her feel every inch before I retreat. Letting my cock remind her.

And then—

She stirs.

Eyes flutter.

She wakes with my cock already buried halfway in her throat.

Her lashes flick up.

Her gaze locks on mine.

She doesn’t pull back.

Doesn’t gag.

Just lets out a soft moan around my length.

Good fucking girl.

Her eyes open fully now.

Wide.

Glassy.

Not shocked — not even surprised.

Just quiet.

Present.

Her mouth is full of me, and she doesn’t move to stop it. She moans again — soft and low, a hum that wraps around my cock and sinks into my spine.

I hold her head steady.

Thumb strokes her cheek.

“Good girl,” I say, voice hoarse.

Her eyes flutter at the praise. She opens her throat more, swallows me deeper, and I feel it — the gratitude. Like she’s thankful to have something to cling to. Something warm and hard and real inside her.

She sucks.

Slow.

Gentle.

No rhythm. No teasing. Just worship.

I groan — long and deep — hips twitching forward as her tongue flattens and slides under the crown, guiding me deeper. I don’t stop it. I need it.

Her hands come up — small, soft palms resting on my thighs, not to hold me back but to anchor herself. She’s not guiding. She’s grounding. Holding on to me so she doesn’t float away.

My balls draw up.

Pressure coils hard in my gut.

I grit my teeth.

“Don’t stop,” I growl.

She doesn’t.

She fucking hums.

That vibration unlocks it.

I cum.

Hard.

Burst after burst, flooding her mouth. Hot and thick, spilling straight down her throat. Her lips seal tighter. She swallows every drop. Doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t gag. Just takes it.

Her eyes roll half-lidded.

And she keeps sucking.

Even as I soften.

Even as I throb.

She doesn’t stop.

Slow. Gentle. Wet little pulls.

Like she wants to soothe me.

Like she needs my cock in her mouth just to feel safe.

I watch her — chest rising slow, hands still on my thighs, eyes glazed like she’s high on the taste of me.

“You like that?” I whisper.

She nods, mouth still full.

“You want to keep it there?”

Another nod.

I stroke her hair.

“Good girl.”

She moans around my cock — soft, sweet, almost content. And her tongue moves again.

Like she’s nursing.

And I let her.

Because this is what ownership looks like.

Not pain.

Not fear.

Just a girl, on her knees, sucking her man’s cock like it’s her anchor.

Like it’s the only thing keeping her breathing.


Chapter 4

I hear her before I see her.

Bare feet on the porch boards. Light. Careful.

The sound of glass clinking — ice against the sides, soft as windchimes. I don’t turn yet. Keep working. Socket wrench biting deep into the bolt I’ve been muscling for ten minutes. Sweat drips off my neck, curls in my waistband. Heat clings to everything.

Then her shadow hits the edge of my vision.

And I look.

Daisy.

Naked.

Standing in the doorway like a painting meant to break a man. Hair damp from sleep, eyes wide but calm, her skin kissed golden by the light. Nipples tight. Thighs still marked where I grabbed her in the shower. There’s a slow leak trailing down the inside of one leg — not sweat.

My cum.

Still.

She holds out the glass.

“Thought you might be thirsty, sir.”

Her voice isn’t shy. Isn’t loud either. Just right. Like it belongs in the heat.

I set the wrench down. Turn fully. Let my eyes rake her from toe to crown. Her body glows — not from confidence, not quite. From acceptance. She’s not wearing shame anymore. She’s wearing me.

“Come here.”

She steps forward.

Grass and gravel under her feet. Her breasts sway with every movement, hips rolling soft, pussy bare and already slick from the heat or the memory — maybe both. She kneels without being told, offers me the glass like it’s a gift.

I take it.

Drink half in one swallow.

Then pour the rest over the back of my neck. Let it run down my chest, cut through the sweat and grime.

Her eyes follow the trail like worship.

I run my hand through my hair, then rest it on her head.

“Show me you’re still mine.”

She leans forward.

Kisses my thigh.

Then lower.

No hesitation.

No permission.

Just obedience, soaked in sun.

I finish the water.

Set the glass down on the fender.

She watches me. Kneeling. Skin flushed from the sun, sweat beading between her breasts. Her nipples are hard. Her breath’s shallow. She knows something’s coming — not from my words, but the way I look at her.

I reach down.

Tangle a hand in her hair.

“Up.”

She rises without a word.

I lead her by the hair. Slow, steady steps through gravel and oil-stained dirt, over to the bike. My knuckles brush her spine, her ass, her dripping thighs. She twitches with every touch. Not from fear.

From anticipation.

The bike’s halfway reassembled — frame bare, tank exposed, seat loose. I grip her hips. Turn her.

“Hands on the seat.”

She obeys.

“Wider.”

She spreads her legs.

I press down on her back until her tits lay flat against the leather, arms stretched. Her ass tilts up, perfect and round, already parted by how wide I made her spread. Her pussy glistens, stretched open by nothing but gravity and want.

“You ever been bent over something like this before?”

“No, sir.”

“You ever been fucked in daylight?”

She shakes her head.

“Good. That makes two more things you’ll never forget.”

I grab a rag from the handlebar. Wipe oil from my fingers. Then toss it. I don’t need clean hands for this.

I trace her spine.

Down.

Down.

To the dip of her back.

To the swell of her ass.

She shivers.

I step behind her, cock thick in my jeans, pressing forward so she can feel it. Not in yet. Not touching. Just presence.

“You know what I’m gonna do next?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Say it.”

“You’re going to fuck me over your bike.”

“Damn right I am.”

And she holds position.

Just like that.

Bent.

Waiting.

Mine.

She stays bent.

Arms stretched long on the bike seat, fingers curled around the edges like they might hold her steady through what’s coming. Her back’s arched just right — ass high, cunt dripping down her thighs. Her skin soaks in the heat of the sun and the promise in my breath.

I drop to one knee behind her.

Not fast.

Not soft.

Just inevitable.

My hands slide up her calves, her thighs, thumbs pressing into the flesh until she squirms. I reach her cunt, spread her lips apart with two fingers — and exhale against her.

She moans.

Low. Desperate.

“Still leaking from earlier,” I murmur, tongue dragging over the crease where thigh meets pussy. “You’re a fucking mess.”

“I’m— I’m trying to stay clean—”

I slap the inside of her thigh. Not hard — but enough.

“Don’t.”

She gasps.

“You’re not supposed to be clean. You’re supposed to be mine.”

“Yes, sir…”

I press a single finger inside her. She’s tight. Slippery. Hot as sin. Her hips push back on reflex.

“Hungry little thing,” I growl.

I slide another in.

Then curl them.

She whimpers — folds over the bike more, hips pushing higher. Her ass opens wide for me now, and I lean in again. My tongue flicks over her clit, slow and deliberate.

She twitches.

“Hold still.”

She whines, tries to obey.

I tongue her again. Then bite the inside of her ass cheek. Leave a red mark, teeth deep in the flesh.

She gasps — high and sharp — but doesn’t move.

I smile.

She’s learning.

My fingers start to fuck her slowly. Curl, stretch, scissor.

Her whole body rocks with it. Moans louder now, open-mouthed, hair falling over her face as her arms tremble against the leather seat.

“I need it,” she whispers.

“You need what?”

“Your cock— I need your cock— please—”

I twist my fingers deep, then pull out.

Stand.

Unzip.

My cock slaps against her ass — heavy, slick with pre-cum.

I drag the tip between her lips, not pushing in. Just rubbing. Letting her feel what’s coming.

She cries out — needy, straining, her body all but quivering against the bike.

“Not yet,” I mutter.

“Please, sir—”

“Not. Yet.”

I press the head to her soaked hole.

Let her feel it stretch her just a breath.

Then stop.

She whimpers like she’s being tortured.

And I hold it right there.

Just enough to drive her insane.

Her moans are shaking.

Her arms are giving out.

And I’ve barely started.

The head of my cock’s pressed to her entrance, lips parting around it like they need me, like her body’s begging to remember what it means to be filled. She’s leaking — thighs slick, cunt wet, back arched over chrome like she was made to take this posture.

I don’t wait anymore.

I slam in.

One savage thrust.

Balls deep.

She screams.

High and sharp and real.

The bike rocks beneath us.

She claws at the seat, face pressing to the warm leather, hips locked in place as I bury every inch inside her. Her pussy clamps — tight, hot, squeezing around me like she never wants to let go.

Her voice cracks: “Oh— fuck— sir—”

I don’t answer.

Just grip her hips and start to fuck.

Hard.

Deep.

Rhythmic.

The sound of my skin slapping her ass echoes off the trees. Her tits bounce with every thrust, her voice turning to broken gasps, each one a confession carved into daylight.

“You wanted this,” I growl, pounding into her.

“Yes, sir— yes— I wanted—”

“You needed it.”

“I needed— needed you— fuck—”

I grab a fistful of her hair. Yank her head back. She cries out, tears sliding down her cheeks from the pressure, the pleasure, the overload.

“You love being bent over my bike like a fucking toy.”

She moans — desperate, guttural.

I let go of her hair.

Grab her throat instead.

Fingers tight, palm hot, pulling her back into my cock while I drive deeper. Her breath stutters. Her cunt tightens so hard I feel her trying to cum.

I growl.

“You cum without permission, I’ll stop.”

She sobs.

“Please don’t— please— I’ll hold it— I promise—”

I speed up.

Thrust after thrust.

Her ass slaps my thighs. Her pussy drools around my cock, coating us both in slick heat. The bike groans beneath us. Metal sings. Grease smears her knees.

She loses control of her voice.

“Ah— ah— please— harder— I— I can’t—”

“You can.”

I bend over her.

Mouth to her ear.

Breath hot.

“You will.”

And I don’t stop.

Not until she breaks.

She’s choking on her own cries now.

The bike shudders beneath her, bolts creaking, leather slick with her sweat and spit and the flood from between her thighs. My cock slams into her over and over, so deep her back curves like I’m trying to split her in half.

Her legs start to buckle.

I feel it in the way her knees slip. The way her hips sag. She’s collapsing, pussy still gripping me like a vice, like it doesn’t care if her body can’t hold up — it just wants more.

Her voice breaks:

“Sir— I— I can’t— my legs— I can’t—”

I grab her throat.

Wrench her upright.

Her ass slams back against me as I drag her off the bike just enough to keep her from falling, her weight hanging from my hand like a leash made of skin and obedience. She gasps — air shallow under my fingers, thighs quivering like leaves.

“You stay standing.”

“I— I can’t—”

“You will.”

My other hand slides down her belly. Finds her clit. Rubs in tight, filthy circles.

She screams.

“I’m gonna— I’m gonna cum— please— please let me—”

“Tell me what you want.”

“I want— I want your cum— inside— I wanna feel it— I wanna keep it—”

My fingers move faster.

She wails.

“Say it.”

“I wanna be bred, sir— I wanna carry it— I wanna be full— always full— please— fill me up again—”

That’s it.

My cock throbs deep inside her, balls slapping her soaked cunt with every thrust. My grip on her throat tightens just enough to make her eyes roll, mouth fall open, breath catch.

“I’m gonna knock you up right here.”

“Please— please—”

“Out in the fucking open.”

“Breed me, sir— make me pregnant— make me yours forever—”

I slam into her one final time — all the way, cockhead kissing her cervix — and spill.

Hot.

Hard.

Relentless.

My cum floods her, thick and deep, her pussy milking every drop like it was built to keep it. Her body seizes in my grip — and she cums with it, violently, moaning like she’s breaking apart.

I don’t pull out.

Not for a long, long time.

Just hold her there.

Pinned to my cock by the throat.

Shaking.

Leaking.

Claimed.

She’s still panting.

Sweat glistens on her tits. My cum seeps from her, trailing down her thighs in thick lines. Her legs can barely hold her, but she doesn’t say no when I yank her closer by the wrist and swing a leg over the bike.

“Climb up,” I growl.

She blinks. “Sir— I— I can’t—”

“You can. You will.”

She nods.

Legs trembling, she straddles the seat in front of me, back to my chest. Her bare ass sinks into my lap. I’m already hard again — cock pressing between her cheeks, soaked in her slick. She gasps when she feels it, and then moans as I guide her down.

No teasing.

No prep.

Just a push.

She sinks onto me with a scream, her cunt swollen and overstretched from everything I’ve done to her. Her body tries to fight it — too much, too soon — but it opens for me anyway.

“Hold the bars,” I growl into her ear.

She grabs them.

Naked.

Hair flying loose.

Cum dripping from her and now stuffed full again.

I fire the engine.

The bike roars.

She gasps — thighs tightening around me, back pressed to my chest, hands trembling on the grips as the machine shakes beneath us. I grab her hips with both hands.

And start to fuck her.

While we ride.

One thrust.

Then another.

Then faster.

The wheels spin gravel, and we launch down the road.

She’s moaning before we hit the curve — my cock buried to the hilt, bouncing inside her with every bump, every throttle twist. The wind tears her voice apart, turns it wild and feral, her body helpless to do anything but take it.

She’s not in control.

The bike is mine.

She is mine.

And we ride.

Down the stretch of blacktop with her pussy gripping me, my hands locked around her waist, her breath stolen by speed and cock and the fucking thrill of it.

She throws her head back.

And screams my name to the trees.

The road blurs under us.

Wheels grinding blacktop, heat rising from the pavement like steam from hell. Trees tear past in a green smear. Sunlight flares off chrome. And Daisy— sweet, raw, fucked-stupid Daisy— is bouncing in my lap like she doesn’t know where her body ends and my cock begins.

I haven’t let her off me since we started.

Not for a second.

Every curve, every bump, every throttle twist drives me deeper. Her pussy’s clenching, leaking, dripping down my thighs. Her breath comes in wild bursts between sobs and moans, her hands white-knuckling the handlebars while I keep one arm locked around her belly, the other on the throttle.

She doesn’t ask to stop.

She doesn’t dare.

The bike hits a rise — we lift slightly off the ground — and when we slam back down, my cock punches her hard, all the way in, and she screams.

It gets lost in the wind.

But I feel it in her cunt.

“Say it again,” I growl against her ear.

“I— I’m yours— I’m yours— oh my God—”

“You’re gonna cum on this bike, baby?”

“Please— yes— please let me—”

“You better fucking not.”

She sobs.

But her body disobeys.

She starts to shake — thighs locked, cunt spasming, nipples raw from wind and sun and everything I’ve made her take. Her voice cracks. Her hands slip.

I grab the bars for her, one-handed, keep us balanced while she loses it. Her orgasm crashes through her like a car wreck — wild, hot, brutal. Her cunt milks me like it’s trying to own me.

But I’m not done.

I grip her hips tighter.

And fuck up into her harder.

No rhythm now.

Just rage.

Feral need. Endless fucking.

I slam into her like I’m trying to drive her through the tank. My cock thick and unforgiving, her pussy already sore, used, broken in.

She’s crying now — pleasure, pain, worship — mouth wide, drool down her chin, eyes rolling.

“Another,” I growl.

She shakes her head.

“You can. You will.”

And she does.

Again.

And again.

I tear the bike off the road like a beast snapping a chain.

Gravel turns to dirt. Dirt turns to pine needles. The trees close in around us — tall, thick, old as hell, watching like gods. I don’t slow down until I find the right one — thick trunk, wide roots, rough bark cracked like open scars.

I kill the engine.

She’s still shaking on my lap.

I don’t let her recover.

I lift her.

One hand under her ass, the other gripping her throat from behind, I drag her off the seat and march her straight to the tree. She stumbles, moans, tries to beg — doesn’t know what she’s begging for anymore.

I shove her forward.

Her tits smack the bark. Her hands catch on instinct, palms splayed against rough wood. She tries to stand but her knees buckle, her ass pressed back toward me like her body doesn’t care about limits anymore.

“Stay there.”

She nods. Whimpers.

I step behind her.

My cock’s still hard. Still wet. Still pulsing with everything I’ve already given her and everything I haven’t.

I spit between her cheeks.

Let it drip down her slit.

She gasps when it hits her clit — raw from use, from riding, from belonging.

I line up.

And slam in.

She screams into the woods.

Birds scatter.

Trees echo her voice like a sermon.

Her cunt swallows me — stretched, sore, fucked raw, and still clenching like it can’t stand to be empty again. I pound her against the bark, her hands scraping, her body jostling with every brutal thrust.

“Say it,” I growl.

“I’m— yours— fuck— I’m your fucktoy— your cumdump— your—”

“Say what you are right now.”

“I’m— being ruined— I’m— oh fuck— you’re ruining me, sir—”

“Damn right I am.”

I grab her hips.

Hold her still.

And use her.

Tree bark grinds her tits. Sweat runs down her back. Her thighs tremble, mouth open, drool dripping as I wreck her. No rhythm. No holding back. Just pure force.

“You feel that?”

“Yes— sir— oh my god—”

“That’s what you look like when you’ve been bred, broken, and still can’t get enough.”

“Yes— yes— I want more— I want everything—”

And I give it to her.

Her screams echo through the pines.

Her body’s gone.

Just trembling muscle, twitching nerves, skin streaked with sweat and dirt and dried cum. Her tits are scraped from bark, legs barely holding, hands clenched against the tree like she’s praying it’ll hold her together.

And I haven’t slowed down.

My cock slams into her with every thrust like I’m trying to drive her through the tree. Her pussy sucks me in — not resisting, not complaining. Just accepting. Like it knows.

This is what she was made for.

I lean over her.

Fist in her hair.

Mouth to her ear.

“You ready to be filled again?”

She sobs.

“Yes— please— I need it— I need you to breed me again—”

“You are getting bred again.”

She gasps.

“Right here. Out in the fucking open.”

“Yes, sir— yes, please— please—”

I thrust harder. Deeper.

The sounds are wet, obscene — every stroke punching into her overstretched cunt, making her squirt around me, drip down her thighs. She moans like she’s being split in half.

I grip her hips.

One final thrust.

And unleash.

My cock jerks inside her.

Cum pours deep, shooting straight to her womb, thick and hot and endless. Her body reacts — ass pressed back, pussy fluttering, milking me, begging for every last drop.

She cums with me.

Hard.

Broken.

Her scream dies in the trees, her knees giving, and I hold her up, cock still buried, one arm wrapped around her waist to keep her on the end of me like a puppet.

She twitches.

Leaking.

Ruined.

And I lean down.

Whisper into her neck.

“You’re gonna be leaking for hours.”

She nods.

Can’t even speak.

Just breathes.

And takes it.

All of it.

She’s still shaking.

Sweat glistening on her chest, breath ragged, cum oozing down her thighs, legs barely able to hold. Her body looks wrecked — marked, flushed, used. But her eyes…

Her eyes are clear.

I grab her gently.

Turn her.

She gasps when I pull her to me, her back leaving the bark, her scraped tits sticking to my chest. I cup her face, tilt it up. Her mouth parts like instinct, like she doesn’t need words anymore, just access.

I kiss her.

Deep.

Slow.

She melts into it. Arms around my neck, trembling legs around my waist. I lift her. Her slick cunt slides over the head of my cock. She whimpers.

“You still want more?” I murmur against her lips.

She nods.

“Tell me.”

“I want you— in me— again, please— I want to stay full— I want to be yours— always—”

I lower her.

Let her sink down on me, slow.

We both moan.

Her body takes me — no resistance, just soaked, swollen flesh opening, wrapping, pulling me home. I bury myself inside her. Stay there. Her forehead on mine, her breath trembling over my lips.

She clenches.

I thrust — slow, deep, long strokes that mean something. My hands grip her ass, her back, hold her close like I’m scared she’ll vanish. Her cunt’s raw and pulsing and still perfect. Every inch of her accepts me like she’s never been fucked before.

“You’re so good,” I whisper.

She gasps.

“You’re perfect. You take me like you were made for it.”

Her lips shake. Eyes blur.

“You’re mine, baby. My girl. My fucktoy. Gonna be my sweet little wife.”

She moans — high and soft and needy.

“You take my cock so good. Every time. Every fucking inch.”

“Yes, sir,” she breathes, forehead pressed to mine, tears streaking.

“I fill you, and you just keep it. You keep my cum. Like you’re proud to carry it.”

“I am. I’m yours. I’m yours—”

I thrust deeper.

She wraps her legs tighter, mouth on my neck, her cunt fluttering around me like it’s trying to say thank you.

I kiss her again.

And fuck her slow.

Not to break.

But to bless.

Her body slackens in my arms.

Head against my shoulder, lips parted, breath shallow and warm against my neck. Her legs stay wrapped around me, her cunt still gripping my cock, even in sleep. Not tight. Not desperate. Just right.

Like her body knows it belongs there.

I stay leaning against the tree.

The bark rough on my back. Her skin soft against mine.

And I don’t pull out.

I stay inside.

And move.

Slow.

Barely-there thrusts.

The kind that don’t wake her — just keep her. Keep her body aware, keep her pussy wet and open, keep her full even in dreams.

She murmurs something. Not words. Just sound.

Her cunt clenches a little.

My cock pulses.

I thrust again — slow, deep, measured.

Her body twitches. A little gasp escapes her lips. Her arms tighten around me in sleep. Not resisting. Welcoming.

“You’re mine, even now,” I whisper into her hair.

She doesn’t wake.

Doesn’t need to.

I move again.

In.

Out.

Every inch a lullaby.

Every thrust a claim.

She’s leaking — my cum and her slick running down between us, soaking our thighs, warm in the afternoon air. I feel it drip. I want it to. Let the forest smell what I’ve done to her.

I cradle her.

Rock her on my cock.

Keep her filled.

Keep her owned.

And she sleeps through it all.

Breathing soft.

Moaning sometimes.

Never pulling away.

Epilogue

The cabin’s different now.

Not cleaned. Not polished. Just lived in.

Boots by the door. A baby blanket thrown over the couch. A ring of bottles drying by the sink. Same creaky floorboards. Same scent of pine and fire and sex in the walls. But the air’s full of new sound now.

A breathy coo from the corner.

A quiet hiccup.

The shuffle of bare feet.

Daisy walks in from the back room, nightgown loose and open, tits heavy with milk, one still damp from where the baby latched. Her hair’s tied back, but strands fall across her face. Her thighs are still soft from pregnancy, hips wider, her body fuller — stretched, filled, complete.

She looks at me.

And smiles.

“You want to hold her?”

She doesn’t have to ask.

I rise from the chair — leather worn from use, same one I made her kneel in a year ago — and take my daughter from her arms. Tiny. Warm. Wrapped in a yellow swaddle that matches nothing else in the house.

She settles against my chest like she belongs there.

Daisy steps close. Wraps her arms around my waist. Her belly brushes my hip. Her lips kiss my throat.

“You’re good with her,” she whispers.

I run a hand over the baby’s head.

“She’s mine.”

Daisy leans up.

So soft I barely hear her:

“So am I.”
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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.

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.

Given to Him: A Dark Family Power Shift

She was dad’s wife.

Now she’s whatever I want her to be.

I didn’t ask for her.

I didn’t need to.

One clause in a contract. One overlooked signature.

And everything dad had—his home, his wife, his bed—became mine.

He thought it was symbolic. Temporary.

He didn’t realize it was permanent.

Now she sleeps next to me, plugged full of my release.

She doesn’t say no.

She doesn’t even flinch when I take her—half-asleep, on the kitchen counter, or right in front of him.

She doesn’t beg for forgiveness.

She begs for more.

And he just watches.

Because this isn’t a marriage anymore.

It’s a quiet war. And I already won.

This short, high-heat story includes:

Age gap
Step dynamic
Cuckold themes
Psychological freeuse power play
Pregnancy and breeding kink
Sleep use
Public/witnessed scenes
Casual control with no apology
A soft ending for the one who surrendered
And no redemption for the one who didn’t

Bred for Him: A Dark Ranch Romance

He needed help on the ranch.

She needed a place to disappear.

Neither of them expected to find obsession.

Beau Callahan is twice her age, twice as rough, and doesn’t say much—but when Delilah shows up on his land in cutoffs and soft curves, something breaks loose inside him. Something feral. Something possessive.

She came looking for work.

He gives her a bed. A belt. A command.

Stay still.

Open up.

Take everything I give you.

Because Beau doesn’t want a farmhand.

He wants a hole to fill.

And Delilah?

She was made to be bred.

The Cabin: A Dark Captive Breeding Romance

She walked into my woods.

Now she’s not walking out.

She was shivering, scared, looking for a way home.

I gave her a bed.

Then I tied her wrists, spread her legs, and made her mine.

She told me to stop. Her pussy begged me to keep going.

Now she moans in her sleep while I take her slow and deep. She leaks when I leave her empty. She twitches when I tell her what I’m going to do next.

She doesn’t know it yet, but she was made for this.

To be used.

To be ruined.

To be bred.

And I’m going to keep filling her until her body forgets anything else.

The Cabin: A Dark Captive Breeding Romance is a filthy, high-heat novella told entirely from the obsessed male POV. No cliffhanger, no escape—just unrelenting, raw, ruin-you dark romance.

🔥 Inside you’ll find:

Dubcon / noncon
Breeding kink
Captive / Stockholm spiral
Sleep play
Spit, spit, more spit
Spanking & rimming
Multiple creampies
He’s obsessed. She’s addicted.
If you’re looking for polite love stories, keep walking.

If you want to be wrecked until you forget your name—

Come inside.
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