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Golden obedience


An age-gap power exchange romance with filthy secrets 


Prologue

She was never supposed to be mine.

I knew that the moment I met her.

I was nineteen, and Elena Myles was my father’s new wife.

He had a habit of marrying too young, and she was no exception—thirty, fresh-faced, soft-spoken, with hips that moved like she wasn’t aware of them. She didn’t speak loudly. Didn’t fight. Didn’t try too hard to fit into his world. And yet she filled his house with quiet warmth just by being there.

For a year, I came home from college during holidays and watched him ignore her. I watched the way she waited for attention that never came.

I watched her in the mornings when she padded barefoot into the kitchen in those oversized T-shirts that just barely covered her thighs. Her hair always messy, her voice husky with sleep.

I think that’s when it started—this thing in me.

Not just lust. Not just fantasy.

Control.

I wanted to see how far I could push her.

How far she’d let me go.

I never tried, not then. I was patient. I told myself it would pass.

Then one day I came home, and she was gone.

Divorced. Quietly. Like she’d never existed.

He never mentioned her again.

But I kept thinking about her.

The softness. The tension. The way her eyes always dropped when someone looked too closely.

She hadn’t belonged to my father. Not really.

She’d just been waiting for someone to claim her properly.

And now?

Now I was twenty-four.

He was out of the picture.

And she was alone.

When I messaged her, she was polite. A little surprised, but sweet as ever. Said I could stay with her while I was “transitioning” between jobs and apartments.

She still thought of me as a boy.

That was her first mistake.

I arrived two nights ago.

And I saw it right away.

That hesitation when she hugged me at the door. The way she backed up too fast, like her body knew something her mind hadn’t accepted yet. The way she didn’t scold me for letting my eyes drop too low.

She was still trying to be maternal. Still trying to control the situation.

But that wouldn’t last.

Not when I was done with her.

I wasn’t going to rush her.

I was going to undo her.

One look.

One word.

One small act of obedience at a time.

And when she finally realized what she was becoming—what I was turning her into—

it would be too late to stop.

Because Elena Myles belonged to someone now.

Me.

She just didn’t know it yet.


Chapter 1

1 week later

It had been a week.

Seven days of shared meals, soft laughter, morning coffee and late-night silences that lasted just a little too long.

Elena still acted like I was a guest.

She was polite. Thoughtful. Wore robes around me like they were armor. But I knew better.

I saw the way she looked at me when she thought I wasn’t paying attention.

Like she didn’t recognize the man who’d replaced the boy.

She didn’t know it yet, but the shift had already started.

And I’d been marking her in the smallest ways.

Tiny drops of piss stirred into her conditioner. A trace slipped into her favorite moisturizer. A few more in that glass jar of lavender lotion she used on her thighs at night.

Not enough to offend.

Just enough for her to smell it.

To get used to it.

To start wanting it.

And tonight?

She reached for the bottle on the coffee table like it was nothing.

We were sitting across from each other, wine glasses half-full, music low in the background. She had her legs tucked under her, her dress hitched up around her knees. Comfortable.

Vulnerable.

She squirted a generous dollop of lotion into her palm, humming softly as she rubbed it into her skin—first her arms, then her legs.

I watched every motion.

She caught me staring. Smiled. “You’re always watching me.”

“You like it.”

She rolled her eyes. Blushed a little. But didn’t argue.

As she rubbed the last of the lotion into her chest, she paused.

Sniffed her wrist.

Frowned faintly.

“You know… this lotion’s been smelling different lately.”

My pulse ticked up. But I didn’t move.

“Different how?”

She tilted her head, sniffed again. “I don’t know. Just… warmer. Muskier? Not bad. Actually kind of addictive.”

I took a sip of wine. “Maybe your skin’s just reacting to it differently.”

“Maybe,” she said slowly, rubbing it into her collarbone. “Whatever it is, I like it.”

I smiled.

“Good,” I said. “You should.”

She looked up at me. Her face open, unguarded.

And I knew then—her body was already learning.

She didn’t know she was wearing my scent.

Didn’t know she was falling in love with the smell of my claim.

But she would.

Soon.

I’d make sure of it.

She disappeared down the hall about thirty minutes later.

“I’m just gonna wash my face,” she called casually, wine still warm in her voice. “Don’t hog the couch.”

I didn’t answer.

Just waited.

A minute passed. Then another.

I got up.

Moved slowly through the dark apartment, the hallway light still on.

The bathroom door was cracked open.

Just like last time.

She hadn’t learned.

Or maybe—maybe she wanted it open now.

I stepped into the doorway, quiet.

She was bent over the sink, hair tied back, wiping her face with a damp cloth. Her robe was riding up, legs bare from the thigh down.

She glanced up when she saw me. Not surprised. Just slightly flustered.

“Hey.” Her voice was soft. “Sorry, I’ll be out in a second.”

“No rush.”

I leaned against the doorframe, not moving. Just watching.

She reached for the lotion next—the one I’d dosed. Rubbed it into her cheeks, neck, collar.

I didn’t speak.

She felt it anyway.

The air changed.

She hesitated at the sink, glancing over her shoulder.

“I was just about to—um…” Her eyes flicked toward the toilet.

“Go ahead.”

She blinked. “You want me to—”

“I said go ahead.”

Her lips parted, caught somewhere between confusion and discomfort.

She didn’t move.

So I stepped inside.

One step. Just enough to make the space feel small.

Her breath hitched.

“Elena,” I said softly. “You’re acting like I haven’t seen a woman piss before.”

She swallowed. “Not… me.”

I smiled.

“But I am seeing you.”

She stared. Frozen.

Then, slowly… she turned.

Lowered the lid. Sat.

Her robe slipped further up her thighs.

Her hands gripped the edges of the toilet seat.

But she didn’t look at me.

The sound came a moment later—quiet, hesitant, unmistakable.

I watched her shoulders tense.

Watched the flush rise in her chest.

She was trying not to let it show.

Trying to pretend it was fine.

But her body was already betraying her.

When she finished, her hand hovered over the flush.

I stepped closer.

“I’ll do it.”

I reached past her, hit the handle.

She still didn’t meet my eyes.

Just sat there.

Breathing.

And when I turned and walked out, I didn’t say another word.

Because I didn’t need to.

That moment?

That was mine now.

And she’d be replaying it all night.

She was padding down the hallway in nothing but a sleep shirt and bare legs, yawning into the back of her hand.

It was early—sunlight just starting to edge through the blinds.

She hadn’t noticed me in the kitchen yet.

I let her walk past. Let her hand brush the bathroom door. Let her fingers almost reach the knob.

“Morning.”

She jumped.

Turned, hand still hovering like a guilty thought.

“Jesus, you scared me.”

I smirked. “You’re up early.”

“Barely,” she said with a sleepy laugh. “I need to pee before I start coffee or I’ll explode.”

She reached for the door again.

“Hold on.”

My voice was light. Casual. Almost playful.

But she paused.

Turned slowly. “What?”

I tilted my head. “Did you forget something?”

She blinked. “I—what?”

“You didn’t ask.”

She frowned. “Ask what?”

“To piss.”

Silence.

Then—awkward laughter. “Are you joking?”

I stepped toward her, coffee forgotten.

“No.”

Her smile faltered.

“Elena,” I said, softer now. “Last night, you let me watch. You didn’t close the door. You didn’t stop me.”

“That was… different,” she whispered.

“It wasn’t.”

She stared up at me, body rigid, eyes wide.

“I need you to understand something,” I said, voice velvet and steel. “From now on, unless I tell you otherwise—you don’t piss without my permission.”

She swallowed hard. “Adrian—”

“This is mine now,” I murmured, brushing my hand lightly over her lower belly. “Your needs. Your timing. Your release. All of it.”

Her breath hitched.

“I’m not teasing you,” I added. “You either ask nicely, or you hold it until I say.”

She looked stunned. A little flustered.

A little wet.

I stepped even closer, towering over her now.

“So,” I said, voice calm. “Do you want to ask properly?”

She hesitated. Then nodded, flushed from throat to cheeks.

“Good.”

I waited.

And finally—barely above a whisper:

“Can I please go to the bathroom, Adrian?”

I smiled.

“Now you can.”

I gave her ten seconds.

That was generous.

I listened to the creak of the bathroom door opening, the faint rustle of fabric, the shuffle of bare feet on tile.

And then I followed.

Quiet. Steady.

By the time I stepped into the doorway, she was mid-motion—bent slightly, hands hooked in the waistband of her panties, pulling them down.

She froze.

Her eyes met mine in the mirror. Wide. Caught.

“Adrian—”

I didn’t speak.

I stepped inside.

And knelt.

Right in front of her.

Her hands hovered mid-thigh, panties tangled around her knees. She didn’t know what to do with them.

Or with me.

My hands slid up her thighs, slow and deliberate, until they met her hips.

I looked up at her.

“You asked me,” I said quietly. “But you didn’t wait.”

She swallowed hard. “I—I thought you meant—”

“I meant ask,” I said, fingers tightening. “And wait until I let you go.”

Her breath stuttered.

I kissed her hip.

Then her stomach.

She whimpered.

“You don’t move,” I said. “You don’t piss. Not unless I’m watching. Not unless I say.”

Her knees buckled slightly. She clutched the edge of the counter.

“And now?” I murmured. “You’re going to let go. Right here.”

Her whole body tensed. “Adrian…”

“I want to watch you.”

I slid my hands behind her thighs. Held her steady.

My face inches from her pussy.

“You’re going to piss on me.”

She gasped. “What—on you—”

“Yes.”

Soft. Calm. Final.

“This is mine, Elena. Every part of it. Every release. Every ounce.”

She shivered. “I don’t know if I can—”

“You can,” I said, voice low. “You will.”

And I waited.

Face tilted up. Hands warm on her skin. Eyes locked on hers in the mirror.

Because this wasn’t just about filth.

It was about ownership.

About unmaking her, piece by piece.

And claiming every drop.

She was trembling.

Her panties were still caught at her knees, her thighs just barely parted, her hands gripping the counter like she’d fall apart if she let go.

I stayed on my knees.

My hands resting gently on the back of her thighs. My face level with her pussy, warm breath ghosting across skin she’d never shown like this.

She didn’t know where to look.

“I can’t,” she whispered, voice cracking. “I want to—I just… I can’t.”

“Yes, you can.”

My voice was quiet. Steady.

“You’re safe.”

She swallowed hard. “It’s too—too much.”

I kissed the inside of her thigh. “It’s mine.”

Then I slid one hand to her lower belly.

Pressed.

Just enough to apply pressure.

She gasped.

“Let go,” I said softly. “Right here. On me. For me.”

She whimpered.

Her body fought it.

And then—

It started.

A slow, warm trickle that turned into a full stream.

It splashed against my chest, my abs, soaking the front of my shirt—hot and fast and desperate.

She cried out softly, tears welling in her eyes, too overwhelmed to look away now.

I stayed still.

Let her empty herself. Let her soak me.

My hands held her steady. My voice wrapped around her.

“That’s it, baby. That’s it. You’re doing so good.”

She moaned—half from relief, half from shame.

But I didn’t flinch.

I watched her.

Piss running down my chest, pooling on the tile between my knees.

“You’re mine now,” I murmured. “Every drop. Every part of you.”

She nodded, breath shaky.

When the stream slowed, she looked down at me, eyes wide, lips trembling.

“I—I really did that…”

I leaned forward. Kissed the damp skin just above her mound.

“You fucking did,” I said. “And it was beautiful.”

She made a soft, broken sound.

I stood.

Took her face in my hands.

Kissed her. Deep. Slow. Filthy.

Tasting the breath she’d been holding.

When I pulled back, her eyes were glassy.

“I’m so proud of you,” I said. “You’re mine now, Elena. And this body doesn’t do anything unless I say.”

She didn’t answer.

She just nodded.

Because she knew it was true.

She was still shaking.

I’d never seen her like this—completely unraveled, open in every sense of the word.

Her thighs were slick, her chest rising and falling like she couldn’t quite catch her breath.

And I was hard.

Not from dominance.

From need.

I kissed her again—slow and deep—and when I pulled back, I ran a hand through her hair and looked down into her flushed, ruined face.

“My turn,” I said.

Her lips parted.

Her gaze dropped. Saw the bulge in my sweats. Saw what I was holding back.

“I have to piss,” I said calmly. “And you’re going to help me decide where it goes.”

She blinked.

Eyes wide.

“You can choose,” I murmured. “Just this once.”

I lifted my shirt slightly, letting her see the twitch in my abs, the tension in my body. I was holding it for her.

“Do you want me to piss on your face?” I asked.

She trembled.

“Your tits? Your stomach?”

I took a step closer.

“Or your pussy?”

She whimpered. Her thighs pressed together instinctively.

“You get to say it,” I whispered. “You choose how I mark you this time. Because I’m going to. Right now. And wherever you choose—I’ll praise you for it.”

She looked up at me, eyes wide, flushed, shining.

Then—voice shaking, soft as breath:

“My pussy.”

I groaned—low and deep.

“Fuck, Elena…”

I reached down and stroked my cock once, the pressure almost unbearable now.

“Lay back,” I said. “Spread your legs. Let me see where you want it.”

She obeyed instantly, slipping down onto the bathroom mat, thighs open, pussy glistening with the evidence of everything she’d already given me.

I stood over her.

Aimed.

Held her gaze.

“This is mine,” I growled.

And then I let go.

Hot. Heavy. A sharp hiss as the first stream hit her mound, her clit, her lips.

She gasped—knees twitching, hands clutching the edge of the towel beneath her.

I watched her soak in it.

Piss trickling between her folds, running down into the curve of her ass, steaming against her skin.

She moaned.

And I didn’t stop until I was empty.

When the last drop landed, I knelt.

Ran my fingers through the puddle between her thighs.

Pressed them to her clit.

“You made the right choice,” I said. “You wear me so fucking well.”

And then I leaned in.

And licked her clean.


Chapter 2

She was still trembling, spread wide on the bathroom floor, her pussy glistening with my mark—piss still warm on her skin, soaking the folds I’d already tasted once.

I didn’t ask.

I just leaned in.

And licked.

Long, slow, filthy strokes of my tongue, collecting the heat, the salt, the sharp edge of something so wrong it tasted right.

She gasped, hands flying to my hair.

“Adrian—”

“I told you,” I murmured, lips brushing her soaked clit, “this is mine now.”

She whimpered.

I licked again. And again.

Her body tensed—confused at first, caught between shame and arousal.

But I didn’t stop.

I devoured her.

My tongue pressed between her folds, traced her slit, circled her clit with lazy patience while the mix of her slick and my piss coated my chin.

She moaned louder.

“You’re so fucking filthy,” I groaned against her. “And you’ve never looked more beautiful.”

She arched off the floor.

“Your pussy tastes like mine, Elena. Smells like me. Feels like it’s begging to be filled again.”

Her nails dug into my scalp, but she didn’t pull away.

She held me there.

I sucked her clit—wet and slow, just enough pressure to make her twitch, just enough to keep her shaking.

“Good girl,” I growled. “So fucking good for me. Letting me mark you. Letting me worship it after.”

She was panting now.

Begging under her breath.

“Please… Adrian, please…”

“You want to come, don’t you?”

“Yes—yes, I need it—”

I flicked my tongue over her again.

Then stopped.

Looked up at her from between her thighs.

“Ask me.”

She whimpered. “Can I come?”

“Say it right.”

She blinked, eyes glassy. “Please let me come on your mouth, Adrian. On your tongue. Please—I want to come with your piss still on me—”

I growled.

And buried my face back between her legs.

Tongue relentless. Pressure perfect.

And when she finally came, sobbing and soaked, her hips bucking into my mouth—

I held her still.

And drank every second of it.

She couldn’t speak at first.

Still sprawled on the tile, her breath shaky, her thighs slick and shining with the mess I’d made of her.

My scent still clung to her.

Her mouth was red from moaning, her lashes damp. She looked utterly ruined.

So I kissed her ankle. Then her knee.

And picked her up.

Her body folded into mine instantly, head on my chest, fingers curled against my shoulder like she needed to hold on just to keep breathing.

“I’ve got you,” I whispered.

I carried her to the shower.

Set her down gently.

Turned on the water—hot, slow steam curling into the space like a blanket.

She stood in front of me, silent, unsure.

So I pulled off my shirt. Pee-soaked. Wrinkled. Tossed it to the side.

Then looked at her.

“Wash me.”

Her eyes flicked up. “What?”

“You said you wanted to thank me,” I murmured. “So thank me properly.”

She swallowed.

Nodded.

And reached for the body wash.

She lathered her hands first—then pressed them to my chest.

I exhaled softly as she began to scrub.

Slow, circular motions. Gentle.

She cleaned where I’d been soaked in her release, her piss, her arousal. Her fingers careful, her expression reverent.

When she reached my stomach, her breath caught.

She knelt.

Not because I told her to.

Because she wanted to.

She washed my thighs. My legs.

And finally, my cock—soft now, but still heavy, marked with the memory of her mouth and heat.

She looked up at me, eyes shining.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“For what?” I asked.

“For all of it.”

I reached down and cupped her chin.

“You’re welcome, baby,” I said softly. “You’re doing everything right.”

She smiled.

Like being owned felt like being saved.

She was still kneeling.

Hands wet and glistening, soap sliding down her wrists. My cock hung in front of her, half-hard but heavy, twitching with every breath she exhaled against it.

She didn’t ask.

Didn’t need to.

Her eyes lifted.

Then her mouth opened.

She leaned forward and kissed the head. Soft. Warm.

Just a kiss. A thank you.

I groaned.

Her tongue followed, licking the tip, collecting a drop of water and salt and the edge of my taste.

Then she took me into her mouth.

Slow. No hurry. No teasing for the sake of it—just deliberate reverence.

She sucked me like I mattered.

Like I was hers to please.

She eased down inch by inch, her lips tight around me, tongue pressing the underside as she worked me deeper. Her hands cradled my thighs, fingers sliding over slick skin.

I rested one hand on the back of her head. Not guiding. Not forcing. Just there.

Claiming.

“Good girl,” I murmured.

She moaned around me.

Her eyes never left mine.

I felt myself thicken against her tongue, cock swelling in her mouth.

She pulled back, lips wet, then sucked me in again—deeper this time. Slower. More sure.

Like she knew what I needed.

And was grateful to give it.

“God, you’re so fucking perfect like this,” I breathed. “On your knees, mouth full of my cock, after I pissed on your pussy and licked you clean.”

She whimpered.

I felt it in my spine—the rush, the heat curling at the base of me, the tight pull of pressure she was coaxing with every glide of her mouth.

“Don’t stop,” I growled.

She didn’t.

She kept sucking, wet and slow, her throat fluttering around me as she pushed herself deeper.

She wanted it.

She wanted to feel me come.

To taste it.

To swallow like it was worship.

And when I gripped her hair and let out a low, guttural moan—she took every drop.

Didn’t flinch. Didn’t pull back.

Just stayed there.

Eyes closed.

Devoted.

When I finally slid free, she looked up at me—lips red, breath shaky.

“Thank you,” she whispered again.

I smiled.

And kissed her mouth like it was the first time.

She was curled in my lap on the couch, warm and soft and pliant, her skin still scented with lavender and sweat and sex.

Her hair was damp from the shower. Her body loose with afterglow.

She looked up at me, drowsy but content.

And ready.

I stroked her thigh slowly.

“You’ve given me a lot already,” I said.

She nodded, her lips brushing my chest. “I’d give you more.”

I smiled.

“I know.”

I reached for the drawer in the side table and pulled out the small black box.

Set it on her bare thigh.

She blinked. Sat up slightly.

“What’s this?”

“Your next step.”

She opened it slowly.

Inside: a slim, rose-gold plug. Smooth. Tapered. Small enough not to scare her, but long enough to remind her.

Her lips parted. Her eyes flicked up to mine.

“I want it in you,” I said softly. “Today. All day.”

She swallowed.

“I—okay.”

“No, baby. Not just okay.” I leaned in, cupping her cheek. “You’re going to ask for it. And you’re going to thank me for letting you wear it.”

She shivered.

Then knelt in front of me, still nude, still shining from the morning’s ruin.

“Please,” she whispered. “Please let me wear your plug. I want to feel full. I want to be trained—marked inside, like I am outside. Please let me carry it for you.”

I reached down and kissed her.

“Good girl.”

I lifted her and set her over my lap, stomach down. Her ass was flushed and round and perfect.

I grabbed the lube from the drawer and slicked my fingers.

She moaned when I touched her.

One finger. Then two.

Stretching her slowly.

“I want this to feel like a claim,” I murmured. “Every step you take today, you’ll feel me inside you. Every shift, every breath—you’ll remember who you belong to.”

She moaned again, hips twitching.

When she was ready, I pressed the plug to her tight little hole and began to work it in—slow, steady, deliberate.

She gasped.

“Relax,” I said. “Let me in.”

And she did.

When it finally slid into place, her breath caught.

She was panting softly, eyes glassy.

I rubbed her back.

“You did so well.”

I tapped the base of the plug gently.

“This is going to stay in until I take it out. No touching. No pulling. If it slips, you come straight to me.”

She nodded, breathless. “Yes, Adrian.”

I leaned down and whispered:

“You’re mine on the inside now, too.”

And she smiled like that truth would hold her together forever.


Chapter 3

She stood in front of the mirror, trembling slightly, still flushed from the stretch.

Her hands hovered at the hem of the sundress I’d picked for her—soft yellow cotton, the kind that brushed against thighs with every step.

The kind that would hide everything… except her face.

“You look perfect,” I said.

She looked up at me through the mirror. “I can feel it.”

“You’re supposed to.”

I walked up behind her, pressed my chest to her back. Ran my hands slowly down her waist and hips.

Her thighs shifted.

“It moves when I do,” she whispered.

“I know.”

I reached down, cupped the curve of her ass, and gave the plug a firm but gentle tap.

She gasped, clinging to the sink edge.

“Now listen to me,” I murmured into her ear. “We’re going out. You’re going to walk next to me. Smile. Talk. Pretend you’re not full of me.”

She nodded quickly.

“And if it gets hard?” I added. “If you feel it too much?”

Her breath caught. “I’ll hold it.”

“Good girl.”

I kissed her temple.

And we left.

The grocery store was quiet. A Tuesday crowd. Mostly couples, a few families, one bored teenager stocking produce.

She walked beside me down the aisles, her hands tight on the cart.

Every few steps, I reached out—brushed her lower back, her waist. Just enough pressure to nudge the plug inside her.

She twitched every time.

But she didn’t complain.

Didn’t slow down.

She pushed the cart like a good little thing with a secret.

Halfway through frozen foods, I leaned in.

“Feel it still?” I whispered.

She nodded, barely. “Yes.”

“Want me to remind you who put it there?”

Her knees nearly buckled.

We rounded the corner into an empty snack aisle.

I stepped behind her.

Ran one hand down her spine. Rested it at the curve of her ass.

Pressed. Just once.

She made a tiny sound in her throat.

The plug shifted.

“You’re so obedient,” I whispered. “Everyone here sees a sweet, quiet girl in a sundress.”

My lips brushed her ear.

“But only I know how full you are. How soaked you’re getting just from being out like this.”

She whimpered.

I smiled.

And handed her a bag of crackers like we were nothing but normal.

She squirmed in the passenger seat the moment we pulled out of the parking lot.

At first, she tried to hide it.

Thighs pressed tight. Fingers white-knuckled on the hem of her sundress.

But I noticed.

Of course I noticed.

I waited.

Five minutes. Ten.

Then she gasped softly, twisted in her seat.

“Adrian…”

I didn’t look away from the road.

“Yeah, baby?”

Her voice was tight. Breathless.

“I need to go.”

I smirked. “Already?”

“It’s—it’s bad,” she whispered. “I’ve been holding it since the store. And the plug—fuck, it’s pressing everything.”

I let the silence stretch.

She squirmed again.

“Please,” she said. “I need permission.”

I tapped the wheel slowly.

“You want to piss?”

“Yes.”

“You want the plug out?”

She nodded quickly. “Yes—yes, I can’t anymore, please—”

I finally turned to look at her.

Eyes wide. Flushed. Breasts rising and falling under the thin fabric.

Desperate.

Perfect.

“Alright,” I said. “But you’re not using a toilet.”

She stilled.

I pulled off into a wooded shoulder, the same kind of hidden gravel strip we’d stopped at before.

I put the car in park.

Then leaned back, unbuckled my jeans.

“Come here,” I said. “Get in my lap.”

She hesitated.

“But I—I’ll…”

“I know,” I said calmly. “You’re going to piss on me. Right on my cock. I’ll take the plug out, and you’ll sit on me. You’ll ride me. And you’ll let it go while I fill you.”

She moaned—choked on it.

Climbed over the console with trembling hands, straddled my lap.

Her pussy was already slick through her soaked panties.

I lifted the hem of her dress. Slid my fingers to the base of the plug.

“Deep breath.”

She whimpered.

I pulled.

Slow. Deliberate.

She shook, mouth open, thighs twitching as the plug slid free.

Her pussy clenched hard around nothing.

“God…” she gasped.

I lined my cock up to her opening.

Pressed.

She sank down—all the way.

Full again. Full in a different way.

And now she couldn’t hold it anymore.

She trembled against my chest.

“I—Adrian, it’s—”

“Let it go,” I whispered. “Now. All of it. On me. While I’m inside you.”

She sobbed.

And pissed.

Hot. Fast.

Flooding around my cock, soaking both of us in a steaming, desperate release.

Her body shook with it.

Her head dropped to my shoulder.

And I held her tight.

“You’re doing so fucking good,” I murmured into her ear. “You were so patient. So obedient.”

Her hips twitched.

I was still inside her.

Still hard.

“Now,” I growled, thrusting up into her. “Come for me. One more time. While you’re still soaking in your own release.”

She screamed.

And broke.

All over again.

She was still trembling in my lap.

Sweaty. Flushed. Soaked.

My cock still buried inside her, her body wrapped around me, the car thick with the smell of heat and sex and everything else.

She whimpered softly, her face pressed to my neck.

“Don’t move yet,” I whispered. “Stay here.”

I kissed her temple, then rocked my hips—just once. Slow. Deep.

She gasped.

Her pussy was soaked, slick with the mix of her piss, her cum, my precum.

We were messy.

Sticky and filthy and full of each other.

I didn’t pull out.

Didn’t shift her.

I just started moving.

Slow.

Deep.

Controlled.

She lifted her head, eyes glassy. “Adrian…”

“I want to feel every fucking drop,” I murmured, thrusting into her again. “All of it. I want to fuck you in everything we are.”

She moaned—quiet, breathless, undone.

I cupped the back of her head and held her close while I rocked into her, hips dragging through slick heat, the filth between us making every stroke wetter, louder.

“This is what you are now,” I whispered. “Piss, cum, obedience… mine.”

She cried out softly, her nails digging into my shoulders.

I never sped up.

Just kept grinding into her—filling her over and over, slow and heavy, our fluids mixing deeper inside her.

“You feel that?” I breathed. “You’re taking me in with everything else. Soaking me up.”

She nodded, breath caught in her throat.

“I don’t want you clean yet,” I said. “Not when you smell like us. Not when your pussy is this wet from owning it.”

She whimpered.

Her body clenched around me.

I kissed her mouth.

And fucked her slow.

Deep.

Until she was sobbing into my neck.

Until I came again, quiet and full and deep inside her mess.

And held her there.

Soaking.

Claimed.

Complete.

She was starting to come down.

Her breath soft now, body slack and twitching in my lap, skin flushed where it met mine.

My cock was still deep inside her.

Her pussy still so warm. So fucking full.

She shifted slightly—maybe to dismount. Maybe because instinct told her she should clean up.

I tightened my grip on her hips.

“Don’t.”

She froze.

“You’re not done.”

She looked up, lips parted. “Adrian… I’m still—”

“I know.”

I kissed her forehead.

“I’m going to piss,” I murmured. “And you’re going to stay right here while I do it.”

Her eyes widened. “Inside me?”

I nodded.

Her breath hitched—but she didn’t fight it.

Didn’t pull away.

She just swallowed.

And nodded.

Good girl.

I shifted under her slightly, letting my muscles relax, my cock twitching inside her soaked, used heat.

And I let go.

A hot, thick stream filled her in seconds.

Her mouth dropped open.

She gasped—hands flying to my shoulders, not in protest… just shock.

“Oh my god…” she whispered.

I held her tight, hand at her lower back, eyes locked on hers.

“You’re taking it so well,” I breathed. “My cock. My cum. My fucking piss. Every bit of me.”

She moaned, a sound so broken it made my chest ache.

“You’re so full,” I said. “Fucking dripping. And you’re still holding me. Letting me use you. Letting me stay.”

She whimpered, hips twitching.

When the stream stopped, I didn’t pull out.

Didn’t move an inch.

Just stroked her thigh.

And reached for the key.

“We’re going home like this,” I said, voice low and final. “You don’t get off until I say. You’re going to ride back with your pussy stuffed full of everything I’ve given you.”

She stared at me, dazed.

And nodded.

The road hummed beneath us.

Her body still in my lap.

My cock still inside her.

Her hands were on my chest. Her cheek pressed to my neck.

Her thighs twitched with every bump in the road.

Every little pulse from me made her moan.

But she didn’t ask to stop.

She didn’t ask for relief.

She just held on.

And I drove.

Her stuffed full.

Her soaked.

Her mine.

The car was silent as I pulled into the driveway.

She was still in my lap.

Still split wide open.

Still filled with everything I’d given her.

Her breath was soft now. Shaky. Her forehead rested against my shoulder, arms loose around my neck.

But her pussy was tight. Holding me.

Holding my cum. My piss. Her own slick, now thick and pooled around the base of my cock.

She didn’t say a word.

And I didn’t move.

I turned off the engine.

The world went still.

Then I slid one hand to the back of her thigh, gripped her hip with the other.

“Ready?” I murmured.

She nodded, almost too dazed to speak.

So I lifted her.

Slowly.

Her body trembled as I began to slide her up.

Her pussy clung to me—tight, wet, desperate to hold on.

And then—

I slipped out.

She gasped.

And everything spilled out of her.

A rush of fluid, hot and messy, falling in strings and wet drips right into my lap—soaking my thighs, the car seat, her own trembling legs.

Cum. Piss. Slick.

All of it.

Mine.

She moaned—mortified, overwhelmed, but not moving.

I held her above the seat, made her watch.

“Look at what you were holding,” I said, voice low and thick.

She glanced down. Saw the puddle, the glistening flood between her legs.

“Fuck,” she breathed.

“I filled you,” I said. “And you held every drop. That’s what good girls do.”

She nodded slowly, shivering in my hands.

I smiled.

And pulled her into my chest.

“Come on,” I said. “Let’s get you inside before I decide to put it all back in.”


Chapter 4

The sun was low now, casting golden streaks across the floorboards.

She was clean. Toweled dry. Hair still damp, body wrapped in one of my hoodies—loose enough to swallow her.

I leaned against the edge of the bed, tossing open a dresser drawer.

She watched me silently, cross-legged on the mattress.

“You hungry?” I asked.

She nodded. “Starving.”

“Good. I’ll run out and grab us something.”

I pulled out a black T-shirt and laid it across my palm.

Then turned to her.

“But first, I have something I want you to do for me.”

Her eyes flicked to the shirt. Then back to me. Curious. A little flushed.

I moved to her drawer. Chose a pair of pale pink panties—lace-trimmed, thin, easy to soak through.

I dropped both items beside her on the bed.

“Pick them up.”

She obeyed, standing slowly and holding them in both hands.

“Come with me.”

I led her to the bathroom.

She didn’t ask.

She knew.

She stepped onto the tile.

I stood in front of her and pulled my cock out—half-hard already.

Her eyes dropped.

“Hold it,” I said.

She stepped closer, hands still full with cotton and lace. She adjusted the shirt and panties so they sat in her left hand. With the right, she reached out, curled her fingers around me.

Warm. Obedient.

I exhaled.

“Good girl.”

Her grip was gentle. Her breathing shallow.

I looked down at her.

“You’re going to wear these while I’m gone,” I said. “And get yourself off in them.”

She whimpered.

“And every time you smell it—feel it—you’ll know it’s mine.”

Then I let go.

Pissed directly onto the T-shirt and panties in her hand.

Hot. Steady. Soaking through the soft fabric and pooling at her wrist.

She gasped, but didn’t flinch.

Didn’t pull away.

She held me.

Held the fabric.

And watched it soak in.

When I finished, she looked up at me with wide, pink cheeks and damp lashes.

“You’ll put those on the moment I walk out the door,” I said.

She nodded.

“Then you’ll get in my bed.”

Another nod.

“And you’ll come. Hard. In my scent. In my mess. While you’re thinking about me inside you.”

She swallowed. “Yes, Adrian.”

I tucked myself away.

And kissed her forehead.

“Good girl.”

The food bag hit the counter with a quiet thump.

I didn’t even bother taking the containers out.

I could hear her.

Soft, desperate whimpers echoing faintly from down the hall.

I moved slowly. Quietly.

Didn’t call out. Didn’t ask.

I just followed the sound.

The bedroom door was cracked. Warm light inside.

I stepped in.

And fuck.

She was laid out on my bed, body sprawled over the blankets, legs spread wide, back arched in the soaked T-shirt I’d pissed on.

The pink panties clung to her thighs—damp, twisted, stained with slick and heat.

Her hand was buried between her legs.

And she was cumming.

Hard.

Her hips jerked. Her lips parted in a moan she tried to muffle against her shoulder.

She didn’t know I was there.

Not yet.

I stepped closer.

And saw the way her thighs trembled, how raw and wet her skin was—like she’d been at it for a while.

She had.

I spoke low, quiet.

“How many times?”

She gasped—froze.

Her eyes flew open.

“A-Adrian—”

I grabbed her wrist, pulled her hand away from her soaked pussy.

“Answer me.”

She shivered. “Three. Maybe four…”

I growled—low and dangerous.

“You couldn’t wait, could you?”

“I—I did at first,” she whispered. “But then I couldn’t stop. It smells like you. It felt like you.”

I didn’t say a word.

I grabbed her by the thighs, pulled her to the edge of the bed.

Yanked the soaked panties aside.

And buried myself inside her in one hard thrust.

She screamed.

Not in pain.

In fucking relief.

Her pussy clenched around me like she’d been waiting for it for hours.

I didn’t stop.

Didn’t give her a second to breathe.

I fucked her hard. Deep.

The bed rocked. Her cries filled the room.

“You came without me here,” I snarled. “You soaked your fucking self in my scent, and you came over and over like a needy little mess.”

She sobbed. “I’m sorry—I couldn’t—”

“You didn’t need to stop,” I growled. “You needed to wait for me to see it.”

I drove into her, watching her chest bounce under the soaked shirt, watching her fall apart again.

“You’re going to give me one more,” I said. “Right now. While I’m inside you. While you’re still wearing what I marked.”

She cried out—legs locking around my waist.

“Adrian—fuck—I’m gonna—”

“Do it.”

And she shattered.

Harder than any of the others.

Her body clamped down on my cock, soaking us both in another flood of slick and sound.

And I followed.

Groaning deep in my chest, I came inside her, filling her until it spilled back around us.

I didn’t pull out.

Just held her.

Still hard. Still inside.

Still fucking mine.

She was still panting.

Her body limp, twitching under me, lips parted, thighs slick and shaking.

I pulled out slowly—watched another mess slide down her inner thigh.

My cum. Her slick.

Everything she’d been holding for me.

She whimpered, eyes dazed.

And I grabbed her hips.

“Don’t move,” I said.

She stayed flat on her back, still in the soaked T-shirt, the ruined panties bunched around one thigh.

I ran my thumb over her clit once.

She twitched.

“I said don’t move.”

Then I left the room.

Brought back the takeout.

Set it down on the bed next to her.

She blinked. “You want me to eat… like this?”

“Exactly like this.”

I knelt beside her and unwrapped a container. Held a piece of warm, sticky chicken up to her lips.

She opened. Bit down. Moaned softly.

“You taste like me,” I murmured. “Every time you swallow, every time you shift, I want you to remember how fucking full you were.”

She whimpered.

And that’s when I saw the first tremor in her legs.

Small. Subtle.

But familiar.

“Something wrong?” I asked, letting my fingers trail down her thigh.

She hesitated.

Then whispered: “I need to pee.”

I smiled.

“Of course you do.”

She looked up at me. Pleading.

“Adrian—please—”

“No.”

Her breath caught.

“You’re going to hold it.”

I picked up another bite of food, fed it to her.

“You’re going to eat like a good girl. In your soaked little shirt and panties. And you’re going to feel me leaking out of you every time you clench.”

She whimpered. Shifted her hips.

I tapped her thigh.

“Timer starts now.”

She blinked. “Timer…?”

“You can’t piss until I say. I’ll decide how long you hold it. How much you squirm. How soaked your panties get before you either beg or break.”

She moaned, biting her lip.

“And if you leak?” I said softly, “we start over.”

She nodded slowly.

And I fed her another bite.

My good, trembling, desperate girl.

She could barely eat by the time we got halfway through the meal.

Her thighs were clenched. Her breath shaky. The soaked panties squished faintly every time she shifted, the fabric cooling and clinging to her puffy, overstimulated cunt.

And I hadn’t touched her.

Not once.

I fed her slowly.

One bite at a time. One quiet, torturous moment after the next.

Her eyes were glazed now, her fingers clutching the edge of the comforter, legs drawn up slightly like any movement might break her.

“You’re holding it so well,” I murmured, brushing a piece of hair from her cheek. “Such a good girl.”

She whimpered. “Please… Adrian—”

“I didn’t say you could talk.”

She swallowed the sound.

I leaned in. Kissed her cheek.

Then her jaw.

Then her neck.

My hand slipped between her legs.

Pressed.

She gasped—body locking up tight.

“I can feel it,” I whispered. “You’re so full.”

She nodded quickly, shaking.

I slipped a finger down the front of her ruined panties, right against her wet little entrance.

“You’re soaked, baby.”

She trembled under my hand.

“You’d let go right now if I said so, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes—God, yes—”

“But I didn’t say so.”

She whimpered.

I kissed her again.

“Come on,” I said gently, pulling her up. “Let’s go to the bathroom.”

Her eyes lit with relief.

But I wasn’t done.

I guided her in, closed the door, and leaned back against the sink.

“Strip.”

She blinked. “What?”

“You heard me.”

She hesitated—then peeled off the piss-soaked T-shirt, then the soaked-through panties.

Now she stood naked in front of me.

Trembling. Flushed. Desperate.

Her thighs pressed together like she was holding back a flood.

“Sink,” I said. “Now.”

She moved quickly, bracing her hands on the porcelain.

And then I stepped behind her.

Unzipped.

Pulled my cock out.

And pissed on her.

She gasped.

My stream hit the small of her back first.

Then her ass.

Down the backs of her thighs.

Hot and slow and steady.

She whimpered, frozen in place, the sound of it echoing in the small room, the scent wrapping around us like heat.

I marked her thoroughly.

Coated her skin with it.

Let it run between her legs.

But still—I didn’t let her go.

When I finished, I stepped in close, pressed a kiss to her damp shoulder.

“You’re doing so well,” I said softly. “Still holding it.”

She nodded, tears in her eyes.

And I smiled.

Because I knew exactly what came next.

She was dripping.

Not from arousal now—though that lingered, soft and deep—but from the piss I’d just marked her with.

It clung to the curve of her ass, streamed slowly down her legs.

And she still hadn’t let go.

Still hadn’t pissed.

Her body trembled with the need.

Her back arched. Her jaw clenched.

I stepped behind her, dragging my fingers up the wet slope of her spine.

“You want to let go?” I asked softly.

“Yes.”

“I know.”

I circled her waist. Pressed my palm against her lower belly.

She gasped.

A little leaked. I saw it.

But she clenched harder, trying to hold it in.

“Good girl,” I murmured. “But you don’t get to piss like that.”

She looked over her shoulder, eyes glassy. “What do you mean?”

“You want permission?”

“Yes, please—please let me—”

“Then get on the floor.”

She blinked.

I gestured.

“Ass up. Face down. Like you’re waiting to be fucked.”

Her mouth parted. Shame. Arousal. Obedience.

She lowered herself.

Knees on the bathroom tile.

Elbows down.

Ass raised.

Pussy parted and trembling.

Exposed. Filthy. Perfect.

“Now,” I said. “Piss.”

She hesitated. One second. Two.

Then I reached between her legs and spread her open.

That was all it took.

She let go.

The stream came fast. Loud.

It splashed against the tile between her knees, ran down her thighs, soaked the insides of her ankles.

She moaned—half relief, half surrender.

And I just watched.

My cock hardening again as she emptied herself in the most animal, obedient position possible.

When it was done, she stayed there.

Still. Waiting.

Breathing hard.

“You did so fucking well,” I said. “I’ve never seen anything more beautiful than you leaking on your knees like that.”

She whimpered.

But she didn’t rise.

Not until I told her to.

She was still on the floor.

Face down. Ass up.

Her legs trembling. Her pussy slick and puffy and parted, still leaking with the last of her release.

The tile beneath her was wet.

The air thick with the scent of us.

And I couldn’t wait.

I dropped to my knees behind her.

Spread her open again.

And buried my face between her thighs.

She gasped—loud and startled, body jerking forward.

“Adrian—no, I’m still—”

“I know.”

I licked her anyway.

Hot. Messy. Full tongue from clit to hole.

I tasted everything.

Her piss. Her slick. My cum still clinging to the edge of her from earlier.

I didn’t care.

I wanted all of it.

She cried out, her thighs trembling as I ate her with slow, wet reverence.

My fingers dug into her hips as I sucked her clit, circled her leaking hole, fucked her gently with my tongue while her body twitched and spasmed beneath me.

“You like that?” I murmured. “Being worshipped dirty?”

She sobbed. “Yes—fuck—yes, it’s so much—”

“You want me to slide in like this?”

“Please—please, Adrian, fuck me—”

I stood.

Lined my cock up.

Pressed forward.

And slid into her.

Deep.

Slow.

Soaking wet.

The sound was obscene—slick and loud and perfect.

She arched under me, hands gripping the edge of the tile, her mouth open in a silent moan.

“You feel that?” I breathed. “That’s all of us inside you. Everything you’ve been holding.”

She nodded, trembling.

“I’m going to fuck you in it. Through it.”

And I did.

Long, deep strokes, dragging every inch of filth back into her.

Her body took it like she was made for it.

Every thrust made her cry out.

Every movement sloshed our mess between her thighs.

And I didn’t stop until I had her cumming again—screaming, breaking, soaked all over again.

Then I followed.

Groaning as I filled her one more time.

No cleanup.

Just use.

Just claim.

She was shaking.

Still on her knees, her thighs parted, her pussy dripping with everything we’d spilled into her.

Spent. Silent.

Mine.

I knelt beside her.

Slid an arm around her waist and pulled her close.

She didn’t speak. Just melted against my chest like she couldn’t tell where her body ended and mine began.

“You did so well,” I whispered.

She let out a soft, broken breath.

I stood, holding her easily, and carried her into the bathroom again.

Turned on the water. Hot. Comforting.

Steam curled around us instantly.

I stepped into the shower with her in my arms.

She clung to me. Quiet. Dazed.

I lowered her onto the bench built into the tile wall.

She sat with her legs open, everything still leaking, still shining.

I knelt.

Grabbed the washcloth.

And began to clean her.

Slow. Tender. Careful.

Her thighs first. Then her stomach. Her hips. Her inner thighs where our mess had dried sticky and warm.

She watched me silently, like she couldn’t believe I was touching her so gently after what I’d just done.

I reached between her legs.

Wiped her clean, soft as breath.

She gasped but didn’t flinch.

“Adrian…” she whispered.

I looked up.

“Thank you.”

I smiled.

“You don’t ever thank me for using you,” I said softly. “You thank me for taking care of you after.”

She nodded, tears in her eyes.

And I kept cleaning her.

Every inch. Every soft, flushed patch of skin.

When I was done, I kissed her knee.

And stood.

Dried her off with a towel.

Carried her to bed.

Tucked her beneath the sheets.

Then brought the food back.

Still warm.

She blinked at it. “You’re feeding me again?”

“Always.”

I sat beside her, lifting a bite of rice and pressing it gently to her lips.

She opened. Ate.

I stroked her hair with one hand as I fed her with the other.

“You’re going to sleep so well tonight,” I whispered.

She nodded, already half gone.

“And when you wake up…” I kissed her temple, “…I’ll have a new rule waiting.”

She smiled.

And finally slept.


Chapter 5

She was still in bed when I came in—tangled in sheets, eyes half-open, hair a soft mess across the pillow.

Beautiful.

Ruined.

Mine.

I handed her a mug, warm between her palms.

“Morning,” I said.

She blinked at me, smiled slowly. “You made coffee?”

“Of course.”

She brought it to her lips, took a careful sip.

Paused.

Tilted the cup slightly. Took another.

Her brows pinched.

“It’s good,” she said slowly, “but it’s… different.”

I sat on the edge of the bed.

Watched her.

Waited.

She blinked again. Looked at me.

“You didn’t—”

“I did.”

She went still.

“There’s a little bit of me in it,” I said. Calm. Warm. “Just a drop.”

She stared at the cup.

Didn’t put it down.

I leaned closer.

“You’ve already swallowed it.”

Her lips parted.

I reached up, brushed a thumb across her bottom lip.

“Don’t worry,” I murmured. “From now on, it’ll always be just a trace. Just enough to remind you who you belong to first thing in the morning.”

She swallowed.

Slow. Shaky.

“And every time you drink it,” I said, “you’ll remember what you are.”

She whispered, “What am I?”

I smiled.

“My girl.”

I took the cup from her hand, brought it back to her lips.

“Open.”

She did.

Drank another sip.

No resistance. No hesitation.

And I knew right then—she’d never start another day without it.

She was sitting quietly at the edge of the bed, still in one of my T-shirts, sipping the last of her coffee—my coffee.

The trace of me already inside her.

Her thighs shifted.

She looked up.

I raised an eyebrow. “What is it?”

She hesitated. “I… need to go.”

I smiled.

“Then come here.”

She set the mug down gently.

And crossed the room.

I was already lounging against the pillows, boxers loose, cock semi-hard and waiting.

She stood beside the bed, bare legs pressed together.

“Panties off.”

She pulled them down slowly.

“Now straddle me.”

She climbed up, knees on either side of my hips, hovering above my cock.

Her breath was shaky. Her face flushed.

“You know the rule,” I murmured.

She nodded.

“Say it.”

“I have to piss on your cock every morning,” she whispered.

I reached up and cupped the back of her neck.

“Good girl.”

She lowered herself, guiding my cock to sit just beneath her entrance—not inside. Not this time.

Just resting between her lips. Warm. Waiting.

Her pussy twitched.

She whimpered.

“I can’t—”

“Yes, you can.”

I pressed gently against her belly.

She gasped.

And let go.

A slow, golden stream spilled over my cock.

Hot. Wet. Sacred.

It soaked the base, ran over my balls, pooled beneath us on the sheets.

Her head dropped. Her breath hitched.

She looked wrecked.

And I loved her for it.

“That’s it, baby,” I whispered. “Start your day by giving me everything.”

She moaned.

Still pissing. Still holding my cock against her heat.

“Your body obeys me now,” I said. “Even your bladder.”

When the stream finally slowed, she whimpered again.

I reached up.

Pulled her down for a kiss.

And let her grind against the soaked mess beneath her, my cock growing harder with every slow rock.

She was still grinding against me—her pussy hot, flushed, slick with piss and need.

My cock throbbed beneath her, half-coated in her stream, gliding between her folds with every slow roll of her hips.

I held her hips steady.

Looked up into her face—red, trembling, wrecked.

“Lie back,” I murmured.

She blinked.

I helped her shift, her body dripping as I guided her onto her back in the middle of the soaked sheets.

The smell of us—raw, intimate, wrong—clung to the air.

Her thighs fell open.

Her pussy gleamed with golden heat and slick arousal.

I climbed between them.

Pressed my cock to her entrance.

And slid in.

Slow. Deep. Dragging every inch through the mess she’d made for me.

She gasped.

I didn’t fuck her yet.

I just filled her.

Let her feel the stretch. Let her body remember what it meant to be owned.

She clenched around me, moaning softly, her hands slipping into my hair.

“You feel that?” I whispered. “That’s me inside you. In your scent. In your mess. You soaked this bed for me.”

She nodded, eyes glassy. “Yes, Adrian…”

I pulled out partway.

Then slid back in.

Deliberate. Heavy.

I gripped her thighs and began to fuck her—not rough, not fast, but possessive.

Every thrust forced a slick sound between us.

Her body was wet—from inside and out.

And I worshipped her like that.

Her hands clawed at the sheets, her head thrown back.

She was already so close again.

“I want you to come like this,” I growled. “In your own fucking piss, with my cock deep inside you.”

She sobbed.

“I want you to know what that feels like every time you close your eyes.”

Her legs locked around my waist.

Her pussy fluttered.

And she came.

Hard.

Loud.

Soaking the sheets all over again.

I didn’t stop.

I fucked her through it.

And when I came, it was deep—so deep—cum leaking out around the base of my cock, mixing with everything else we’d made.

We lay there after.

Breathing.

Sticky. Soaked.

And completely still.

She was curled into my chest, her breath still shaky, thighs sticky against mine, the sheets beneath us completely soaked.

My cum leaked from between her legs.

Her body limp. Owned.

I stroked her back, letting silence settle.

Then I kissed her temple.

“I’m not done with you.”

She smiled, too tired to even lift her head. “I figured.”

I reached down.

Gripped her ass.

“My bladder’s full.”

She tensed slightly.

Then went quiet.

Waiting.

“I’ll let you choose,” I said softly. “This once.”

She blinked. Looked up.

“Choose what?”

“Where I piss.”

I watched her carefully.

“Do you want me to piss on you, baby?” I asked. “Soak your skin, your tits, your pretty fucked-up pussy?”

Her breath hitched.

“Or…” I leaned down, voice low and slow, “do you want me to piss in you?”

She whimpered.

Let her head drop back to the pillow.

Her legs shifted slightly, thighs parting again, still leaking my cum.

“Say it,” I whispered.

“In me.”

I groaned.

“Good fucking girl.”

I shifted up, pulled out slowly, my cock already hardening again.

Then I lined up to her used, ruined hole.

Rested my tip just inside her.

She whimpered.

I kissed her mouth.

“You’re going to take this for me,” I murmured. “You’re going to hold it, feel it inside you all fucking day.”

She nodded, eyes wide, chest rising and falling like she couldn’t believe this was happening again.

And I let go.

Hot. Steady. Direct.

My piss poured into her.

She gasped.

Her hands clenched the sheets.

Her pussy fluttered.

It ran around the base of my cock, down the curve of her ass, across the sheets that were already ruined with us.

And still—she took it.

Every drop.

When I finished, I stayed inside her.

Let her feel the fullness.

Let it settle.

“You’re perfect,” I said. “Wrecked. Filled. Mine.”

She nodded, a tear slipping down her cheek.

“I love being yours.”

And she was.

Every last drop of her.

She was lying on her back, skin flushed, eyes still glassy from the fuck and the flood.

My piss was inside her now, sloshing gently when she shifted her hips.

I was still between her legs.

Still half-hard, my cock glistening with the mix of her cum, my seed, and the last golden trace of what I’d given her.

She looked up at me.

Soft. Open.

Ready.

“Lick me clean.”

She didn’t hesitate.

She sat up slowly, shoulders back, thighs trembling—but her eyes locked on mine.

Then she slid off the bed.

Onto her knees.

She took my cock in her hands—wet, still warm, heavy with the memory of what we’d done.

And she licked.

Long, slow strokes from the base to the tip.

Tasting herself. Tasting me. Tasting everything.

She moaned as she did it.

Not because I told her to—because she meant it.

She licked the underside.

Sucked gently on the tip.

Pressed kisses to my shaft like she was praying.

“I want you to taste me every morning,” I said quietly. “Before you speak. Before you piss. Before you do anything else.”

She nodded, lips brushing the head of my cock. “Yes, Adrian.”

When she finished, I helped her up.

Walked her to the bathroom.

But not to release.

Just to wipe her down.

I wet a cloth, cleaned the dried mess from between her thighs, but left everything inside.

“You’re holding it for me,” I said. “Until I say.”

Then I led her to the closet.

Picked a pair of boxers.

Mine.

Grey cotton, loose, soft.

She pulled them up over her hips.

They pressed gently against her full, used cunt.

She whimpered.

I pulled out a T-shirt—one I’d worn yesterday, still musky at the collar, still thick with me.

She put it on.

No bra. No perfume. No lotion.

Just me.

And when she turned to look at me—dressed, flushed, full—I kissed her forehead.

“Now you can make breakfast.”

She smiled.

And padded barefoot to the kitchen like she was carrying the holiest secret in the world.

I watched her move through the kitchen like she was weightless.

Every step was careful. Controlled.

Because she was still holding me.

Her legs trembled when she turned to reach the coffee filters.

Her hand lingered at the counter when she leaned forward just a little too far.

The thin pair of my boxers she wore didn’t hide much.

Not the way her pussy pressed against the fabric.

Not the soft bulge in her lower belly.

Not the truth of what she was carrying.

She made coffee.

Scrambled eggs.

Toast.

The smells filled the kitchen, but all I could smell was her.

Slick. Marked. Mine.

She set a plate on the table for me, then one for herself.

Then she waited.

Standing beside the chair.

Eyes down.

Breathing soft.

“Sit,” I said.

She obeyed.

Winced slightly as her ass met the chair.

The pressure shifted inside her.

Her body was so full.

“You’re doing so well,” I murmured.

She smiled, shy. Proud.

We ate in silence.

I fed her a few bites with my fingers, let her lick them clean after each one.

Her tongue traced the pad of my thumb like she could still taste herself there.

After breakfast, she stood and cleared the plates.

I watched her stretch up to the cabinet.

Her shirt lifted just enough to show a sliver of her belly—taut with the pressure of what she was holding.

She shivered.

“Feeling it?” I asked.

She nodded. “Yes, Adrian.”

“Where is it?”

“In me.”

“Whose is it?”

“Yours.”

I smiled.

“Good girl.”

She came to stand in front of me again.

Silent. Present.

And dropped to her knees.

“Ready to go?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Even like this?”

“Especially like this.”

I reached down.

Stroked her hair.

“You’ll hold it until I tell you otherwise. You’ll walk through your day knowing what’s inside you. Knowing who owns every inch.”

She nodded.

And kissed my foot.


Chapter 6

We were just outside the bookstore when I saw him.

Elena had her arm tucked through mine. Her steps were short. Careful. Her body was warm against mine, her skin still wearing the same shirt I’d pissed on last night.

She was quiet.

Because she was full.

Still holding me.

I felt her fingers twitch when she saw him, too.

My father.

Tall. Still broad-shouldered. Still dressed like the world owed him a handshake.

“Adrian?”

He smiled like we were old friends.

“Didn’t know you were back in town.”

I nodded. “Just visiting.”

He looked at Elena.

And there it was—that pause.

That awkward, too-long look.

“Hey,” he said. “Wow. You look great.”

Her smile was brittle. “Hi.”

“You two together?” he asked, eyes flicking between us.

I didn’t answer right away.

I let him look.

Let him wonder.

Then I slipped my hand down and cupped her lower back—just enough pressure to make her feel what she was holding.

She gasped. Subtle. But I felt it.

“We are,” I said.

His expression faltered.

But only for a second.

“Well, hell,” he laughed. “Good for you.”

He looked between us again. Then back at me.

“You eaten yet?”

“No,” I said.

“Let me take you to lunch. My treat.”

I looked at Elena.

She blinked. Swallowed.

I knew what she was thinking.

She was full of my piss and we were about to sit down across from the man who used to fuck her.

“I think she’d like that,” I said.

And Elena nodded.

Like the good girl she was.

We took the booth near the window.

My father slid in across from us, talking like he always did—loud, affable, like the world still gave a shit about what he had to say.

I let him talk.

Nodded where appropriate.

But my focus was on her.

Elena sat beside me, hands folded in her lap, back straight.

Her breathing was shallow.

And I knew why.

Her belly was tight.

Still holding me.

Still carrying the heat and weight of my piss inside her while she smiled politely across the table from the man who used to fuck her, sleep beside her, call her his.

I slid my hand beneath the table.

Placed it on her thigh.

She twitched.

I squeezed—just enough.

Then let my thumb drift upward, slow and steady, until I was pressing against the cotton of my boxers that clung to her.

Her breath caught.

She didn’t look at me.

Didn’t speak.

But her thighs trembled.

My father was still talking—something about retirement, some project he was starting.

I rubbed her slowly.

Right there.

Over the thin, damp fabric.

She shifted in her seat, just slightly, and I leaned in.

“You’re leaking a little,” I whispered.

She went still.

Then took a slow sip of her water.

Composed.

Beautiful.

I pressed a little harder.

Her pussy clenched beneath the fabric.

I felt it.

“You’ll hold it,” I murmured. “No matter how long this lunch takes.”

She nodded, barely.

My father glanced up.

“You okay, Elena?”

She smiled.

“Mm-hm. Just a little warm.”

I grinned.

“You always liked the heat,” he said, chuckling.

I bit my tongue.

If he only knew.

My father was talking about someone’s divorce.

Of course he was.

Elena sat beside me, perfectly still, lips parted slightly, face flushed.

No one else in this place had any idea what was happening beneath the table.

And I intended to keep it that way.

I reached under the table again.

Slid my palm to her inner thigh.

She jumped—just the smallest twitch.

I curled my fingers around her hip.

Guided her weight.

Lifted her.

And pulled her into my lap.

“Sorry,” I said casually to my father. “She gets fidgety when she’s hungry.”

He laughed. “You always did like the needy ones.”

My grip tightened on her hip.

She was already shaking.

Because she knew.

Knew what was coming.

She let me move her.

I adjusted her angle, let her hover for a beat.

Then shifted my hips.

Slid inside.

Deep. Quiet. Absolute.

She gasped—just a sharp breath against my shoulder.

But not a word.

She stayed in my lap, impaled, trembling.

I turned back to the conversation.

“Anyway, how’s the firm?” I asked, running my palm down her spine, resting it at her lower back.

“Busy. Boring. Profitable.”

Of course it was.

I leaned back slightly, let Elena settle more of her weight.

She clenched around me.

And I whispered, so quiet only she could hear:

“Now.”

Her whole body seized.

Her head dropped slightly.

And she let go.

Hot. Silent. Piss flooding around my cock, drenching my lap, soaking into both of us, collecting in the booth seat.

And I joined her.

Relaxed.

Released.

My piss filled her, pushed deeper inside the cum I’d already left there.

I didn’t look at her.

Just kept talking.

“Still seeing that new assistant?”

My dad nodded, going off about her.

While I sat there, cock buried in my father’s ex-wife, pissing into her while she pissed on me.

Our mess spreading beneath the table.

Our bodies silent.

Controlled.

Absolutely obscene.

And he never knew.

Because I never flinched.

And Elena never disobeyed.


Chapter 7

She hadn’t said a word since we walked through the front door.

Her body was soft now, pliant in that special way that only came after submission taken to the edge and held there.

I saw the way her knees buckled slightly when she stepped out of her shoes.

Her thighs were sticky.

Her lower belly still round with the fullness of everything she’d held for me.

My piss. Her own.

All of it still inside her.

She didn’t look up.

Just stood there, quiet and flushed, waiting.

I stepped behind her.

Slid my hands up her hips.

“Shower,” I said softly.

She nodded.

I led her in.

Turned on the water. Let the heat build. Steam wrapped around us almost instantly.

She stepped inside first.

I followed.

No rush. No teasing.

Just me. Her. And everything she’d earned.

I picked up the washcloth, lathered it with soap.

And started at her shoulders.

Long, slow strokes.

Down her arms. Across her back.

She let out a soft, shaky breath when I reached her waist.

“You were so good today,” I murmured.

She whimpered.

“You held it all for me. Pissed when I told you. Smiled while you sat on my cock in public.”

I moved lower.

Washed between her thighs.

Gently.

I felt her tense—but not from discomfort. From recognition.

Because I was touching her like she was precious.

Like she belonged to me in every way.

I rinsed her clean.

Then tilted her chin up.

Kissed her.

“You earned this,” I said. “All of it. My hands. My praise. My care.”

She blinked fast, tears forming.

“I don’t want to belong to anyone else.”

“You won’t,” I said.

“Ever.”

I finished by washing her hair.

Massaging her scalp with slow, careful fingers.

And when I was done, I wrapped her in a towel.

Carried her back to bed.

And tucked her in like the most well-used, well-loved thing in the world.

Because that’s exactly what she was.

She fell asleep curled into me—one leg over mine, cheek on my chest, skin still warm from the shower.

Her breathing was soft.

Even.

Still.

But I didn’t sleep.

Not really.

I waited.

Because this was the moment I’d been working toward.

Not just obedience when told.

But obedience without prompting.

I lay still. Let my chest rise and fall like I was dreaming.

I knew her body well enough now to feel the subtle changes.

The shift in her hips.

The twitch in her thigh.

She needed to piss.

And she didn’t want to wake me.

I could feel her indecision, even without her voice.

She shifted once.

Twice.

Then her breath caught.

She moved carefully.

Slow. Deliberate.

I kept my eyes closed.

Let her believe I was asleep.

She slid a leg over my hips.

Her thigh brushed against my cock.

She paused there—hovering.

Then lowered herself.

Warm. Wet. Bare.

Her pussy found me instinctively.

She settled on my cock—not impaling herself, just resting, aligning.

And I felt it.

The tremble.

The tension.

The surrender.

She let go.

Hot. Silent. Controlled.

Her piss soaked my cock.

Spilled across my hips.

She stayed still—so quiet, so careful, like she didn’t want to wake me even while she used me.

My cock twitched beneath her.

Hardening.

Wanting.

She pressed her forehead to my chest.

And I heard it—a whisper so soft I almost missed it.

“Thank you.”

I smiled.

Didn’t open my eyes.

Didn’t move.

Just let her finish.

Because now I knew.

She wasn’t just mine when I told her to be.

She was mine even in the dark.


Epilogue

2 years later

The house was quiet.

Early light filtered through the new curtains—soft and gold across the sheets.

She was sleeping on her side, one breast spilling from the loose strap of her nightgown, the other full, heavy, warm with milk.

Motherhood had softened her curves in all the right places.

Made her look even more owned.

Even more mine.

I stood beside the bed, slowly stroking myself.

Already hard.

Already full.

She’d fallen asleep before we finished last night—our newborn had needed her.

But I hadn’t forgotten.

And now?

Neither would she.

I leaned over her body, aimed my cock at her chest.

And pissed.

Slow. Controlled.

The first stream hit the top of her left breast, splashing warm across the curve.

She twitched.

Didn’t wake right away.

So I kept going.

Let it run down to her nipple. Over her skin. Into the dip between her tits.

Her eyes fluttered open.

She blinked.

Looked up at me.

Then down.

And smiled.

“Good morning, baby,” I murmured.

She sighed—sleepy, sweet, soft. “I was wondering if you’d forgotten.”

“Never.”

I shifted slightly, now pissing onto her right breast, letting it drip down her ribcage.

She lay there quietly, her hands moving slowly to cup the warmth, to rub it into her skin like lotion.

“My tits are leaking,” she whispered, glancing down.

“So am I.”

I finished.

The last few drops trickled from the head of my cock.

She reached for me.

Didn’t need direction.

She sat up slightly, pulled the wet fabric of her gown down further.

Took my cock in both hands.

Brought her mouth to the tip.

And licked me clean.

Her tongue was soft. Gentle. Loving.

Not rushed. Not needy.

Just obedient.

Devoted.

Mine.

When she finished, she kissed the tip once.

“Thank you for waking me like that.”

I ran a hand through her hair.

“You’re welcome.”

And I knew—two years later, a house, a child, a life…

She was still exactly where she belonged.

The baby was latched.

Elena sat curled into the rocker by the window, sunlight spilling across her bare legs.

Her nightgown was pushed down on one side, exposing the full swell of her breast, the baby’s head nestled close, suckling softly.

She was humming.

Quiet. Natural.

My girl.

I watched from the couch, book in my lap, coffee cooling beside me.

And then I saw it.

That subtle shift in her thighs.

The way her hips squirmed.

She needed to go.

I didn’t say a word.

Neither did she.

She finished feeding, burped the baby, laid them down in the crib just beside her chair.

Then turned to me.

Her eyes were soft.

And full.

She didn’t ask.

She walked across the living room, lifted the hem of her gown, and climbed into my lap.

She straddled me slowly.

No underwear.

No hesitation.

I leaned back.

Let her guide herself down.

My cock was soft—but she didn’t need it hard.

She just needed it there.

She seated herself fully, letting out a small breathless moan as my cock pressed up into her.

Then her arms wrapped around my neck.

And I felt the warmth.

She was pissing.

Right there, on my cock, mid-morning, no commands, no ceremony.

Just part of our rhythm now.

Her release soaked me slowly.

So warm. So wet.

It filled the folds of her pussy, spilled around my shaft, ran down to soak my boxers and the cushion beneath us.

She pressed her forehead to mine.

“I couldn’t hold it,” she whispered.

I kissed her.

“You’re not supposed to.”

Her body twitched.

“Let it all go,” I murmured.

And she did.

Every drop.

Pissing into my lap, around my cock, while the baby slept just a few feet away.

No shame.

No permission.

Just instinct.

Just obedience woven into her blood.

When she finished, she stayed there.

Still full of me.

Still dripping.

Still perfect.

I rubbed her back.

And we stayed like that.

Husband. Wife. Child. Piss-soaked. Loved.

She didn’t move at first.

Still seated in my lap, arms around my neck, head tucked under my jaw.

My cock nestled inside her—soft, but swelling slowly.

Soaking.

Slick with her piss, her warmth, her presence.

I slid my hands up her back.

Palmed her waist.

And rocked my hips once.

Slow. Deep.

She gasped softly.

“Adrian…”

I kissed her shoulder.

“You’re already here,” I murmured. “Might as well stay a while.”

She nodded, forehead still pressed to mine.

I rocked into her again.

Her pussy gave way—wet, warm, already flooded, her body molding to mine like she’d been made to ride me forever.

No urgency.

No rhythm yet.

Just movement.

My hands guided her hips, slow circles grinding her down onto me, spreading the wet heat of her release into every thrust.

She moaned—quiet and breathless.

The kind of sound that wasn’t asking for more.

Just accepting what was given.

“You like this?” I whispered.

She nodded, lips brushing my jaw. “Feels so full… warm…”

I pushed a little deeper.

Felt her twitch.

The mess between us was everywhere now—her thighs, my cock, our clothes.

We didn’t care.

This was home.

I kissed her mouth slowly, still thrusting—lazy, heavy strokes, nothing to prove, nothing to chase.

Just claiming.

Over and over.

She whimpered.

“Don’t stop.”

“I won’t.”

Our bodies rocked together on the piss-soaked cushion, the sound of slick heat between us barely louder than our breathing.

She clenched again.

Moaned.

“Adrian—please—”

“Come for me,” I murmured. “Right here. Sitting in your own release. Wrapped around my cock like you were fucking made for it.”

Her body seized.

And she came.

Soft. Quiet.

Soaked.

I followed—slow, thick, deep.

Filling her one more time.

Then held her there.

Still inside.

Still mine.

And the world went silent again.

Except for us.

She was still pulsing around me.

Breath warm against my throat, hands soft on my chest.

I didn’t move.

Neither did she.

And I didn’t need to ask.

Because my bladder was full again.

I stayed buried inside her.

Let the silence stretch a little longer.

Then I let go.

Slow. Quiet.

She gasped—just the softest sound against my collarbone.

Her body twitched.

She knew.

My piss filled her, low and steady, pooling inside her already-used pussy, mixing with my cum, with everything she’d just given me.

She whimpered.

Pressed herself down harder.

Let me fill her deeper.

“You feel that?” I whispered.

“Yes…”

“That’s mine. All of it. You hold it until I say.”

She nodded, already flushed again.

Already aching.

And I smiled.

Because this—this stillness, this weight inside her—was the most natural thing in the world now.

The baby was asleep.

The house was quiet.

And the steam curled around us, thick and soft in the shower light.

Elena stood in front of me, bare and beautiful, her skin slick with water, her hair dark and curling against her shoulders.

Her body was fuller now. Softer.

More mine than ever.

She pressed her palms against my chest.

I kissed her slow.

No rush.

Just lips. Tongue. Breathing each other in.

Then I turned her.

Pressed her gently to the wall.

Slid inside her from behind.

Slow. Deep. Quiet.

She moaned, head dropping forward, water cascading over her shoulders.

I moved with her.

Steady. Controlled.

My hands braced at her hips, her ass pressing back to meet every thrust.

“You remember our first time in this shower?” I whispered.

She nodded, voice soft and aching. “Yes…”

“You pissed for me.”

“You made me.”

I smiled.

“You loved it.”

“I love you.”

I fucked her deeper—deliberate now, reverent.

Not because I needed to claim her.

Because I already had.

Her breath hitched.

“Adrian—please—”

“I know, baby.”

I slowed.

Stayed deep.

Then pulled her gently back.

Turned her to face me.

We stood chest to chest, water soaking us both.

“I need to go,” she whispered.

I reached for her hand.

Placed it on my cock.

She gasped.

“I do too.”

She wrapped her arms around me.

I wrapped mine around her.

And together—we let go.

Pissing on each other.

In each other.

My stream hit her thigh, her belly, soaked between her breasts.

Hers streamed down my legs, hot and steady.

We kissed through it.

Wet.

Open.

Bound.

Like the very first time.

Only now—there was nothing new about it.

This wasn’t experimentation.

It wasn’t play.

It was us.

Messy. Sacred. Real.

When we finished, she stayed in my arms.

“I’ll never stop giving you everything,” she whispered.

“You already have,” I said. “Every drop.”

And I kissed her one last time.

Under water.

Under heat.

Under a thousand little moments that made us more than we ever thought we’d be.

Mine.

Always.
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