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His brother’s wife

she sold her body. He bought her soul 


Prologue

Everyone thinks I’m the good one.

The younger brother. The quiet one. The smart one who got through college, didn’t fuck around too much, stayed out of trouble.

John’s little brother. That’s how people still introduce me.

“This is my kid brother, Blake. Graduated top of his class. Got a good head on his shoulders.”

And maybe I did. Maybe I still do.

But I also have eyes.

I see the way things really work beneath the surface—where pretty wives like Melody play perfect for the neighborhood while sneaking out in lingerie no husband buys unless he’s using it himself.

I see the way her voice drops when she answers late-night calls. How she laughs too easily. Smiles too much. Walks around that house like she owns the air.

And John? He’s blind. Or maybe he just doesn’t want to know.

He works himself into the ground, proud to provide for his “stay-at-home” wife. Told me last week, all casual: “I love knowing she’s taken care of. Melody’s too soft to grind like the rest of us.”

That’s when I started looking.

Not because I wanted to ruin anything.

Because I couldn’t stop wondering.

And when I finally found the ad—no name, just pictures—I knew.

The black velvet choker. The scar behind her knee. That little tilt of her head like she’s the one with the secret.

It was her.

Melody.

My brother’s wife.

That’s when I stopped being the good one.

Because now I had a choice.

Say nothing.

Or find out what it’s like to break the one thing my brother thinks he owns.


Chapter 1

The sun was still high in the sky.

Blake stepped out of the elevator, calm, collected, a devil in daylight. The hallway was quiet—bright with that sterile, polished glow that upscale hotels used to hide the things people did behind closed doors.

His boots made no sound against the carpet as he walked.

Room 614.

He slid the keycard through the lock. A soft click.

This was it.

She thought it was just another no-name client. Someone with money and control issues, paying for a fantasy and vanishing after an hour.

What she didn’t know was that Blake had watched her for months. That this wasn’t impulsive.

It was inevitable.

He stepped inside, shutting the door behind him.

The hotel suite was softly lit, despite the sun pouring through the crack in the blackout curtains. The air smelled like sandalwood, perfume, and something sweet. Like skin. Like sex waiting to happen.

And there she was.

Melody.

Laid out on the bed, blindfolded. Completely naked.

Her legs were bent at the knee, thighs slightly parted like an invitation. Her chest rose and fell in a slow, practiced rhythm—controlled, but not relaxed. She was trying to play the part. But he saw the tension in her jaw. The way her fingertips twitched where they rested on the sheets.

She was waiting for a stranger.

She didn’t know her little game was over.

Blake stayed silent.

He stood just inside the door, watching her.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t know that her husband’s little brother was the one standing there, drinking in every inch of her body.

He let it stretch.

The silence.

The moment.

The hunger.

Because this wasn’t about sex.

This was about power.

And by the time she sat down across from him at dinner tonight, she’d know exactly who owned her now.

She didn’t move when he stepped closer.

Didn’t flinch when his boots stopped just at the edge of the bed.

But her breath hitched. Slightly.

Blake stared down at her—legs parted, arms relaxed but carefully posed, like a picture. Like something curated for someone who wouldn’t see her again.

Wrong.

He shrugged off his jacket.

No words.

She tilted her head slightly toward the sound, blindfold still tight over her eyes. “You’re quiet,” she murmured. Her voice was calm. Low. Professional.

She didn’t know it was him.

Blake didn’t respond.

He reached for his shirt buttons, one by one, slowly undoing them. He let the silence speak for him—the kind of quiet that made skin prickle. That made nerves burn.

She shifted slightly. He saw the way her thighs pressed together for a second before she stilled again.

Shirt off. Then belt. Slow. Measured.

He made her wait.

Only when he was down to nothing did he move closer—kneeling onto the bed, the mattress dipping beneath his weight. Her lips parted, breathing shallower now, the tension coiling tighter in her shoulders.

Still, he said nothing.

He reached out.

Ran the back of his fingers down the line of her collarbone. Light. Barely a touch. Skin to skin.

She shivered.

Her lips parted again, just barely. “You’re not what I expected,” she whispered.

Still no reply.

His hand skimmed lower, down between her breasts, trailing the softest path down her stomach. Watching her body react before she even registered the contact.

She arched. Just slightly. Not staged.

Real.

Blake smirked, but didn’t speak.

This wasn’t about her words.

It was about what he could take without saying a damn thing.

And he was just getting started.

His fingers glided lower, stopping just above her navel. Then he moved up again—slow, patient, like he had all the time in the world to map her.

She was breathing harder now.

He let his hand trail up to her breast, the softness filling his palm as he squeezed, not gently, not harsh—but firm. Like he was claiming it.

She gasped.

Then he pinched.

Her nipple tightened instantly under his fingers, and she arched with a choked little sound, hips twitching against the sheets.

Blake leaned in.

Still silent.

His mouth found hers without warning—no slow lean, no warning breath.

Just heat.

His lips crashed against hers, and she moaned, instantly responding, opening up. Her blindfold stayed firm, her mouth soft and wet and eager beneath his.

Tongue met tongue—slick and deep and hungry.

She tasted like peppermint and sin.

She kissed him like she needed it—like she wasn’t just playing a part. Like she was aching for more than a client’s money.

His hand moved to the other breast, pinching her other nipple as he sucked her bottom lip between his teeth, slow and rough.

She gasped into his mouth again, hips rising, legs shifting wider.

Still, he didn’t speak.

Just kissed her deeper.

Tongue rolling with hers, teasing, pressing, dragging. Pulling back only to dive in again, slower, deeper, like he was starving for the taste of her.

And all she could do was take it.

Unknowing.

Naked.

Blindfolded.

Owned.

She was gasping softly now, lips swollen from the kiss, chest rising with each breath like her body didn’t know what was coming next—but wanted more.

Blake pulled back, just enough to see her face beneath the blindfold.

Then he shifted.

One knee on each side, he straddled her head, moving slowly, deliberately, watching her body tense as she felt the mattress shift around her.

She froze beneath him—lips parted, breath stuttering. She didn’t ask what he was doing.

She didn’t have to.

He wrapped his hand around the base of his cock, thick and hard, already glistening at the tip. He guided it to her lips, letting it brush there—barely a touch. Just enough to let her feel the heat of it.

She whimpered.

He didn’t press.

Not yet.

He hovered above her, letting her scent flood him—her skin, her sweat, her arousal. Then, slow and steady, he began to lower himself.

Her lips parted wider, her head tilting just enough to accept him.

Blake exhaled through his nose, the first sound he’d made, soft and primal.

Her mouth was hot. Wet. She sucked instinctively—slow at first, like she wasn’t sure what to expect.

That only made it better.

He held still, hips barely moving, feeding her inch by inch until her lips stretched around him.

Then he bent forward, hands bracing on either side of her ribs, lowering himself over her body until his mouth hovered above her chest.

She moaned around him when his tongue flicked over her nipple—wet and slow—before he took it between his lips and sucked deep, pulling as his hips shifted forward, deeper into her throat.

It was messy. Sensual. Quiet.

Her mouth on him.

His mouth on her.

And still—he didn’t speak.

He just took.

She moaned around him, muffled and eager.

Her lips stretched wide as he fed her more, inch by inch, until her throat tightened around the head of his cock. She gagged, just slightly—but didn’t pull back. Didn’t hesitate.

Blake held her jaw with one hand, thumb brushing her cheek, steadying her as he rocked his hips forward—just a little deeper.

The slick, wet sound of her mouth accepting him was obscene in the quiet room.

He bent over her again, lips latching onto her nipple, sucking hard now—drawing it between his teeth, tugging until she whimpered beneath him, the vibration sending a shock through his cock.

He groaned, low in his throat.

Not a word.

Just that raw sound of satisfaction as her lips wrapped tighter, throat flexing every time he nudged deeper.

Her legs writhed under him, body tense and arched, caught in that push-pull of helpless arousal. She was being used, mouth filled, breasts sucked like he owned every inch—and she wasn’t resisting a damn thing.

Blake fucked her mouth slowly at first. A controlled rhythm.

In.

Out.

Slick heat.

Then deeper.

Thicker.

Her lips stretched taut, saliva spilling from the corners, dripping down her cheeks. She gasped when he pulled out halfway, only to thrust back in, harder this time—her throat tightening, choking a little, but never trying to stop him.

His mouth never left her chest.

He sucked hard at her nipples, his tongue dragging in long, hungry circles before he bit—just enough to make her hips jerk.

His hand slid into her hair, fingers tightening.

She moaned around him again, and this time, her throat swallowed—reflexive, uncontrolled.

That was it.

His pace shifted—harder now. Short thrusts, hips rolling as his cock plunged into her throat over and over. She gagged again, and again, but he didn’t stop.

She took it.

Blake lifted his mouth from her breast, spit-slick and swollen now, and finally—finally—his voice broke the silence.

A single word, low and raw:

“Fuck.”

He pulled out fast.

She gasped for air, lips flushed and wet, a trail of spit still glistening from her chin to her collarbone.

And then he gripped his cock, fist stroking once—twice—before the orgasm slammed through him.

With a groan, he came hard—thick, hot ropes spilling across her cheek, her lips, her chest. It splashed against her breast, catching the curve where he’d just sucked her raw.

She twitched beneath him, blindfolded, panting, cum streaked across her skin.

Still not knowing who was doing this to her.

Still thinking this was the end.

But Blake wasn’t done.

Not even close.

She lay there—panting, flushed, streaked with cum.

And still blindfolded.

Still waiting.

Blake leaned back on his knees, just watching her for a moment. Her chest rose and fell in ragged breaths, nipples stiff and glistening. His cum was smeared across her cheek, down her throat, pooling between her breasts like a brand.

She had no idea what was coming next.

He moved slowly, letting the mattress shift beneath her body as he slid downward. Hands trailing along her thighs—firm and sure—he nudged her knees apart, spreading her legs wider.

She gasped, hips twitching.

“Wait—” she whispered.

Blake didn’t answer.

Didn’t give her a sound.

He lowered his mouth to the place she was soaked—already slick, already open.

And he kissed her there.

Long.

Deep.

Tongue slow and wide as it dragged over her folds, tasting her like he had all the time in the world.

She let out a broken moan, head falling back against the pillows.

He didn’t give her rhythm.

He gave her torture.

Licking with maddening patience, teasing her clit without settling. His hands pressed firmly to her thighs, keeping her wide, holding her down when her hips tried to rise into him.

Her moans turned frantic, fingers clenching the sheets.

He sucked on her slowly—tongue rolling around that swollen bud, lips drawing it between them before letting go with a wet pop.

Then licking lower.

Then back up again.

Never staying where she needed.

Her voice cracked. “Please…”

Blake didn’t stop.

Didn’t speak.

Just flattened his tongue against her and dragged.

Every nerve in her body writhed beneath him, thighs trembling, breath coming in desperate gasps.

“God—I’m gonna—” she choked out, hips lifting.

Blake paused.

Lifted his mouth just enough.

“No,” he said, his voice low and firm—the first word he’d given her in ages.

She whimpered, shaking.

He licked her again, slower now, letting the edge of her orgasm bleed away. Letting her crash down into frustration.

And then started all over again.

Her body trembled beneath him.

Flushed. Slick. Denied.

Blake rose slowly, mouth wet with her taste, the scent of her still heavy on his tongue. She was panting, thighs quivering, her breath catching every time he so much as grazed her with his fingertips.

But her legs opened wider when he climbed over her.

Even blindfolded, she knew.

And she was ready.

He positioned himself between her thighs, one hand guiding his cock as he dragged the head through her folds—slick and swollen, soaked from everything he’d just done to her.

She moaned—high and helpless—as he lined up, teasing her entrance, the thick head nudging at her, pressing just enough to make her hips buck.

“Please,” she whispered.

Blake didn’t answer.

He just pushed in.

Slow.

Unforgiving.

Inch by inch, he stretched her open, forcing her body to take every part of him. Her mouth parted in a silent gasp, her head falling back as she felt it—all of it.

Her thighs tensed.

Then gave.

And he kept going, until he was buried to the base, hips flush against her ass.

Only then did he move.

Slow at first.

Dragging his cock out until just the head remained, then slamming back in, deep and hard.

She cried out—a broken, breathless sound, more desperate than polished. There was nothing performative in her now. Just raw need.

He gripped her thighs and shifted her legs higher—lifting, folding them over his shoulders.

Her body opened wider. Exposed. Vulnerable. Completely his.

And he fucked her.

Slow, deep thrusts that hit places no one else ever had. His hips snapped forward, dragging against that sweet spot inside her every time, making her sob into the sheets.

The slap of skin echoed through the room, sharp and wet.

He leaned forward, folding her tighter beneath him, her knees nearly at her chest now, her pussy stretched and stuffed full as he drove into her again. And again. And again.

Her fingers clawed the sheets, legs shaking on either side of his head.

“God—please, I can’t—” she gasped.

But he didn’t stop.

He leaned down, body pressing into hers, chest brushing her breasts with every thrust. His mouth was next to her ear now, his voice the first heat she’d felt in minutes.

“You’ll come,” he growled, finally breaking the silence, hips pounding into her, relentless and steady.

“When I fucking say so.”

Her body was wrecked—flushed and soaked, trembling beneath every brutal thrust.

Blake wasn’t slow anymore.

He was relentless.

Each stroke slammed into her, hard and raw, the rhythm punishing and perfect. Her legs shook against his shoulders, ankles locked behind his neck, her body open and exposed and taking all of him.

The bed creaked beneath them, headboard thudding against the wall.

She was moaning without restraint now—nothing professional left in her voice. Just need. Desperate, shaking, ruined need.

Her pussy clenched around him, tighter with every thrust, soaking him in slick heat as he drove deeper, faster, harder—claiming her.

Blake leaned over her again, breath rough against her cheek, hips snapping like his body couldn’t get deep enough.

“You’re gonna come with me,” he growled, voice feral.

She nodded blindly, mouth falling open on a broken sob.

“I want you to feel it,” he snarled, “I want you to know who fucking owns you.”

Her moan hitched into a scream.

He felt her start to come—tightening around him, her back arching, her cries turning frantic.

And just as he reached the edge—right as his body jerked, balls tight, cock pulsing deep inside her—he grabbed the knot of the blindfold and ripped it off.

Her eyes flew open.

And her entire world shattered.

Blake watched it hit her in real time—shock exploding across her face as the orgasm ripped through her, her body betraying her even as the truth slammed home.

Her mouth opened.

No sound came out.

And Blake came—hard—spilling inside her with a feral groan, his body collapsing into hers, his eyes locked on her ruined, wrecked, horrified expression.

He leaned in close, lips brushing her ear.

“Hi, Melody.”


Chapter 2

Melody’s breath caught in her throat.

Her eyes were wide—locked on his, stunned, ruined, horrified.

Her lips moved like she was trying to form a word, but nothing came. Just the ghost of a sound. A half-formed Bl— that died before it left her tongue.

Blake stayed right where he was.

Still deep inside her. Still hard. Still in control.

Her body twitched beneath him—instinctive, like she was trying to shift, to pull away. But the second she moved, his hands clamped down on her wrists, pinning them above her head.

And then—he thrust.

Once. Deep. Sharp.

She cried out, eyes going wider, breath staggering.

“You don’t get to run,” Blake murmured, low and dark against her cheek.

Her chest rose and fell beneath him, panic flickering behind her gaze, but her body… her body didn’t lie. She was still clenching around him. Still wet. Still his.

“I paid,” he said calmly, hips rolling again, slow and deliberate, making her feel every inch. “For the whole hour.”

She shuddered.

“Sixty minutes,” he whispered, kissing the corner of her jaw, “and I’m not done.”

Another thrust.

Harder.

She gasped, eyes fluttering shut.

Blake smirked against her skin. “So unless you’re planning to give that money back… you’re gonna lie there and take everything I give you.”

His hips slammed forward again—deep and unrelenting.

“Every. Fucking. Second.”

She didn’t speak.

Couldn’t.

Her chest rose in shallow, uneven breaths, skin flushed, slick with sweat and his cum. Her lips parted like she wanted to say something—anything—but nothing came out. Not even protest.

Blake watched her for a moment longer, then smiled.

Not sweet.

Not kind.

A slow, dark curl of satisfaction.

And then he moved.

A slow thrust.

Deliberate.

His cock dragged through her heat, thick and pulsing, teasing the edges of overstimulation as he filled her again—and again—with a lazy, taunting rhythm.

Melody whimpered, her wrists still pinned, her legs spread open beneath his weight, completely exposed.

“You thought you could hide this,” Blake murmured, voice a low rasp against her throat. “Thought no one would find out what you really are.”

Another thrust—deeper, slower this time, his hips grinding against her.

She gasped, back arching off the bed.

“But I saw you.”

His mouth found her earlobe, teeth grazing. “Saw every filthy little ad. Every picture. Every secret.”

He rolled his hips, dragging his cock against that spot inside her that made her shake.

“You sell this body to strangers… and never once thought someone would buy it who knows you.”

Her head rolled side to side, a broken whimper escaping her lips.

“You were so good at pretending,” he breathed, tongue flicking along her neck, “the loyal housewife. The innocent smile. All while you spread your legs for whoever could afford you.”

Another thrust.

She moaned—quiet and raw, torn between shame and pleasure she couldn’t fight.

“Tell me, Melody,” he whispered, pulling almost all the way out before plunging back in, slow and deep, “how does it feel to be fucked by your husband’s baby brother?”

Her eyes squeezed shut.

And he smiled.

“Don’t bother answering,” he murmured. “Your body already did.”

Her body was trembling beneath him now—hips twitching with every slow, grinding thrust. Each one dragged through her soaked heat, thick and wet and obscene. She gasped, teeth clenched, still silent.

Still trying to pretend this wasn’t breaking her.

Blake leaned in closer, lips brushing her cheek as he fucked her slow and deep, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her legs shake.

“You’re gonna come again,” he whispered.

“No,” she breathed, barely audible.

That was the first word she’d spoken since the reveal.

“No?” he echoed, voice low, amused. His hips rolled again—slow, exacting.

She whimpered.

“I think you are,” he said, dragging his cock out to the tip, letting her feel every inch slide free… then driving it back in—hard enough to make her cry out.

“I think your pussy’s already begging for it.”

She shook her head, mouth falling open, trying to breathe through the tension in her core.

“I said—” she started, trying to lift her hips, trying to push against his rhythm, “I’m not—”

Smack.

Blake’s hand landed on her breast—hard.

She gasped, loud and raw, her eyes flying open in shock.

Her nipple tightened immediately under the sting, her back arching.

Blake watched her closely.

Saw the way her body responded.

“Oh,” he murmured darkly, pinching the abused peak between his fingers. “That turned you on.”

She didn’t answer.

Didn’t have to.

Her cunt clenched around him, tighter than before.

“You don’t get to decide how this ends,” he said, fucking into her deeper now, but still slow, still in control. “You had your chance to hide. Now you’re mine.”

Another thrust. Deep. Punishing.

She moaned, legs trembling.

“Now,” he breathed, leaning in close, “rub it in.”

She blinked. “What?”

“My cum,” he said, pulling halfway out of her. “On your face. Your chest.”

He nodded down to the mess drying on her skin.

“Rub it in, Melody.”

She hesitated—ashamed, torn.

But her hand moved.

Slow.

She dragged her fingers through the thick, sticky mess across her breasts… and began to rub it into her skin, cheeks flushed, eyes cast downward.

Blake’s cock throbbed inside her.

He fucked her harder.

“Good girl,” he whispered.

Blake pulled out of her, cock glistening, her slick dripping from the tip.

For just a second, he saw it—the flicker of relief on her face. A shallow breath, her lips parting like maybe—maybe—it was over.

He smiled.

Not kindly.

“Turn over,” he said, voice low, firm.

She froze.

“Flat,” he added, already gripping her hips, flipping her onto her stomach like she weighed nothing.

She gasped as her breasts pressed into the sheets, her legs still parted from the way he’d had her before.

But Blake wasn’t done.

He pushed her legs together now—knees tight, ankles close—and pressed down gently on her lower back until she was flat. Spine long, arms by her sides, face turned to the pillow.

Then he climbed over her.

Guided himself between her legs—narrow now, tighter—and pushed back in.

She cried out as her pussy clenched around him, the pressure intense, her body practically squeezing the breath from her lungs.

Blake groaned low. “Fuck…”

It was tighter like this. Hotter. Her body wrapped around his cock like a fist, snug and dripping.

He began to move—slow at first, savoring the friction, the helpless sounds she made beneath him. His hips drove forward, grinding down into her with deep, full thrusts.

Her hands clenched the sheets.

Her ass jiggled with every snap of his hips, and Blake couldn’t resist.

Smack.

His palm cracked across one perfect cheek, the sound sharp, the skin turning red almost instantly.

She yelped.

Then whimpered.

He did it again.

Smack.

And then grabbed her ass—fingers digging in, spreading her wide so he could see everything as he fucked her deeper, grinding against her tight heat until she moaned again, throat raw.

“Look at you,” he breathed, bending low over her, lips brushing the back of her ear. “Laid out, used, stuffed full.”

Another thrust—harder. Deeper.

“You thought you’d get away with this. Hide your filthy little secret.”

He licked along the edge of her jaw.

“But now you’re mine.”

His hand slid back down her ass, fingers teasing between her cheeks—circling.

She gasped, body twitching.

“Every inch.”

And still, he kept going.

Fucking her slow.

Fucking her tight.

And showing her exactly who she belonged to now.

Her body was limp beneath him now.

Sweat-slicked and trembling, her back arched with every slow, grinding thrust. Her legs were still pressed tight together, forcing him deeper, making every stroke feel like he was splitting her open from the inside.

Her cheek was turned into the pillow, eyes shut, lips parted as she gasped—broken little sounds escaping with every push of his hips.

Blake leaned over her again, his chest pressed to her back, his hand still gripping her ass, squeezing hard before letting it go with a low smack. The skin there was already red, glowing, hot beneath his palm.

“Still think this is over?” he whispered against her ear.

She whimpered, shaking her head.

But he wasn’t looking for answers.

His hand slid between her cheeks again.

Lower.

Slower.

One fingertip pressed against the tight little knot of her asshole.

She gasped—loud, sharp, not from pain, but shock.

She started to lift her head, twist her hips—but Blake pressed her down, cock buried deep, his voice rough and close.

“Stay still.”

His thumb circled the tight ring, slick from her arousal, teasing, threatening. She whimpered again, trying to move, trying not to react—but he felt it.

Her body wanted it.

Her shame needed it.

“Not so innocent now, are you?” he muttered. “How many clients have you let in here?”

She shook her head, breath catching.

“None?” he taunted, pushing just a little harder, still just teasing the entrance.

“Guess that makes me your first.”

He pushed his thumb in.

Just the tip—just enough to breach her.

She cried out, face buried in the pillow as her back arched hard against the intrusion.

Her pussy clenched around his cock so tight he groaned into her neck.

“Oh, fuck… you like this.”

He held still for a moment—his cock deep in her soaked cunt, his thumb sunk just inside her tightest place, her body squirming helplessly under the weight of it all.

Humiliated.

Overwhelmed.

Ruined.

And he wasn’t nearly done.

Her entire body was taut—caught in that brutal place between humiliation and raw, unbearable pleasure.

Blake could feel it.

The way her pussy squeezed him tighter with every inch of his thumb breaching her.

The way her breath hitched, half-moan, half-panic, as he pushed deeper.

“Fuck…” he growled against her neck, his cock still buried in her heat. “You’re so fucking tight back here.”

She whimpered, legs twitching beneath him, hands fisting the sheets.

“No one’s ever touched you here before, huh?” he murmured, lips brushing her ear, voice low and cutting. “Not until me.”

He pushed further.

Deeper.

His cock still grinding inside her soaked cunt, his thumb stretching her other hole, slow and cruel, making her feel every second of it.

Her hips jerked, body instinctively trying to squirm—but he pinned her harder, pressing her down into the mattress with his weight.

“I said,” he breathed, voice like gravel, “stay still.”

She let out a sob—half protest, half plea—but her body didn’t lie.

She was soaked.

Her thighs trembled. Her pussy clenched. Her back arched like it wanted to be owned.

And Blake gave it to her.

He started to move again—slow thrusts of his cock, deep and dragging, while his thumb worked tighter circles inside her ass, stretching her open in rhythm with every grind of his hips.

Her mouth opened in a soundless moan, too overwhelmed to speak, too ashamed to stop.

He bent lower, licking a stripe across her neck, tasting the sweat on her skin.

“Feel that?” he growled, fucking her harder now. “One hole’s not enough for you anymore. You need to be filled everywhere.”

Her body shook.

Another thrust—deep and punishing.

Another inch of his thumb buried inside her.

And she shattered.

Not with permission.

Not with a word.

Just a cry—raw and helpless—as her body gave in, trembling around him, her climax crashing through her without mercy.

He didn’t let up.

He fucked her through it, dragging her deeper, holding her there while she spasmed around his cock and his hand.

She’d never come like this before.

Not filled like this.

Not ruined like this.

And when her body finally went still—soft, limp, barely breathing—Blake kissed the back of her neck.

“Now,” he whispered, voice dark and quiet, “we’re just getting started.”

She was limp beneath him.

Her skin glistened, flushed and trembling, her body marked by sweat, by his hands, by the way he’d stretched and filled and wrecked her.

But Blake wasn’t done.

He pulled out, slow, letting his cock drag free from her soaked, twitching cunt. His thumb slipped from her ass last, and she whimpered—raw, open, still pulsing from the orgasm he had forced out of her.

Then he flipped her over.

Fast.

Rough.

She gasped as her back hit the sheets, her legs spread wide before she could even stop him. Her breasts heaved with each broken breath, hair plastered to her face, smeared with sweat and cum.

Blake climbed over her again, grabbing her knees and pushing them back—folding her open, wide, her body exposed and stretched, nowhere to hide.

His cock pressed to her entrance, still soaked, still hard.

“Eyes on me,” he ordered.

She blinked up at him, glassy, dazed, tears at the corners of her eyes.

He pushed in.

Slow.

Deep.

She gasped, her head falling back—but he grabbed her chin and held her face to his.

“Look. At. Me.”

She did.

And he started to fuck her again.

This time there was no rhythm.

No teasing.

Just raw, deep, punishing thrusts that made her cry out, her body shaking, legs straining in his grip.

Her voice cracked. “I—I can’t—”

“You can,” he growled. “And you will.”

Her walls clenched, tighter, desperate.

He fucked her harder.

“Say it,” he snapped.

She whimpered, confused, shaking her head.

“Say what you are,” Blake hissed, pounding into her, the slap of skin loud and filthy. “Say what you’ve let me turn you into.”

Her mouth trembled.

“Come on,” he breathed, eyes locked on hers. “You can take me in both holes like a good little whore—but you can’t say it?”

She moaned—shame curling into arousal, her eyes closing.

“No,” he snapped, thrusting hard. “Eyes open.”

She opened them.

Tears spilling now.

But her voice finally came.

“I’m… a whore.”

Blake’s breath hitched.

“What kind of whore?” he growled, his cock twitching deep inside her.

She sobbed it out, trembling beneath him. “Your whore.”

And that was it.

Blake slammed into her once—twice—his body tensing, cock jerking as he came hard inside her.

A growl ripped from his throat, low and primal, as he emptied himself deep in her pulsing, wrecked cunt, his hands gripping her thighs like he could mold her into the shape of his forever.

She took it.

Every last drop.

Eyes wide.

Mouth open.

Still breathing the words she could never take back.

Your whore.

And now?

She was.

Blake’s breathing slowed as he pulled out, his cock slick with cum and her ruin. Melody lay beneath him—numb, wide-eyed, trembling with the weight of everything that had just happened. His cum leaked from her swollen, wrecked pussy, smeared across her thighs, cooling on her skin.

And he just smiled.

Not wicked.

Not cruel.

Innocent.

That same relaxed, boyish grin he wore at family dinners.

Like he hadn’t just fucked the soul out of her.

Like he hadn’t just destroyed everything she thought she was.

He stood up, slowly, unhurried. Walked across the room without a glance back, and grabbed his jeans. Reached into the back pocket and pulled out a folded stack of cash.

Then he turned back to her—naked, used, trembling on the bed—and tossed the bills beside her head.

The money hit the sheets with a dull flutter.

“Your last payday,” he said simply, buttoning his fly.

Her brows twitched, but she still couldn’t speak—still too raw, too shaken to process.

Blake leaned down, his voice soft, controlled, and terrifyingly calm.

“You don’t fuck for money anymore, Melody.”

He let that settle, watched her eyes widen slightly with the truth of it.

“From now on,” he said, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her cum-streaked face, “you fuck for me.”

His thumb lingered on her lip, smearing the corner with the last trace of his orgasm.

“Your body’s mine now. Every inch. Every hole. Every time I want it.”

Her breath stuttered.

He leaned in closer, voice dropping to a whisper.

“And I want it a lot.”

Then he straightened, snagged his shirt from the floor, and turned toward the door.

But he paused—just before he left.

“Oh,” he said casually, glancing back over his shoulder, eyes dark with possession. “I’ll be home in an hour.”

He opened the door.

“And I expect to find you spread out, naked on your bed—waiting for me.”

He winked.

“Be a good girl.”

The door clicked shut behind him.

And Melody was left alone—naked, sore, and already aching at the thought of what was coming next.


Chapter 3

The house was quiet when Blake stepped inside.

Sunlight streamed through the windows, the faint hum of the refrigerator the only sound in the otherwise still air. His boots echoed softly across the floor as he made his way down the hall—unhurried, confident, every step deliberate.

He already knew what he’d find.

And when he pushed open her bedroom door?

There she was.

Exactly where he told her to be.

Melody lay on the bed, naked. Her body bare against the sheets, legs slightly parted, arms at her sides. Her hair fanned across the pillow, lips tense, eyes locked on the ceiling like she was trying to convince herself she wasn’t really doing this.

But she was.

And Blake saw it in the way her chest rose and fell just a little too fast.

In the way her nipples were already stiff.

In the way her thighs clenched as he stepped inside.

He shut the door behind him.

“Good girl,” he said softly, letting the words wrap around her like a leash.

“Fuck you,” she spat, voice cracking.

He smiled. Unbothered. He peeled off his jacket and tossed it over the chair.

“You’re here.”

“I didn’t—”

“You’re naked.”

She looked away, jaw tight.

“You can’t do this,” she said, quieter now, but there was no real bite in it.

Blake stepped closer, standing at the edge of the bed. His voice dropped low, quiet, steady.

“Sure I can.”

She swallowed hard, still not looking at him.

“You can’t just take control of my life,” she whispered. “I made a mistake.”

He chuckled—slow and dark.

“Sweetheart,” he said, reaching down to trail his fingers lightly over her bare thigh, “you made a lot of them.”

She flinched at his touch—but didn’t move.

He leaned over, lips by her ear, the warmth of his breath making her shiver.

“And if I really wanted to hurt you?” he said calmly. “I’d tell John.”

Her breath caught.

Her hands curled against the sheets.

“But I haven’t,” he murmured. “Because I like this. I like owning what’s supposed to be his.”

He paused, let that sink in.

“And so do you.”

“I don’t—” she started, but her voice faltered.

He straightened, watching her face. Studying her.

“Why’d you start doing it?” he asked, softer now. Not mocking. Just curious. “The escort shit.”

Her eyes flicked up to meet his.

And for the first time, she didn’t look angry.

She looked… tired.

“Because John can’t satisfy me.”

The words hung in the air like a confession. Shameful. Honest.

“I tried,” she whispered. “But he’s… safe. Boring. Vanilla.”

Her voice cracked.

“I wanted more. Needed more.”

Blake’s cock twitched at the raw honesty of it. He stepped between her legs, looking down at her ruined pride, her exposed need, her compliance.

“You wanted more,” he echoed, reaching down to grip her thighs. “And now you have it.”

He pushed her legs apart slowly.

“You just didn’t expect it to come with a price.”

Blake didn’t rush.

He climbed onto the bed like he belonged there—like he always had—and settled between her spread thighs, letting his body hover above hers. His hands slid up her legs, slow and possessive, thumbs tracing the curves of her hips like he was re-reading a story he already owned.

Melody lay still.

Breathing shallow.

Eyes flickering between resistance and surrender, but her body gave her away—every subtle twitch, every tight breath, the way her legs spread just a little more as he settled over her.

“You wanted more,” he murmured again, his voice low, curling into her like smoke. “And now you get it.”

He reached down, guiding the head of his cock through her slick folds, dragging it against her swollen clit just enough to make her shiver.

She whimpered—soft, helpless.

Then he pressed in.

Slow.

Deep.

Her mouth fell open, a soundless moan rising as he filled her inch by inch. He watched her eyes—watched the way they fluttered closed, the way her spine arched when his hips met hers.

No resistance now.

Just need.

Blake rocked into her with long, deliberate thrusts—deep and controlled, forcing her to feel every stretch, every push, every drag against the spots her husband had never touched.

His hand moved to her throat—not choking, just holding.

Claiming.

Her eyes flew open.

“You’re gonna remember this,” he whispered, thrusting harder now, slow and deep, grinding his hips with every roll. “Every time he touches you. Every time he kisses you goodnight.”

His thumb brushed her jaw, almost tender.

“You’re gonna remember who really makes you come.”

She moaned, high and desperate, legs wrapping around his waist now, body betraying everything her mouth had tried to deny.

He leaned down, kissing her throat, biting softly just below her ear.

“Say it.”

She shook her head, but her pussy clenched around him, so tight, so ready.

“Say whose you are.”

“I…” Her voice broke.

He thrust harder.

“Say it, Melody.”

She gasped. “Yours—God—I’m yours.”

And Blake smiled.

The same boyish smirk.

Like this was all so casual.

Like he hadn’t just buried himself inside the woman his brother thought he owned.

He kissed her lips—soft and slow—and whispered,

“Good girl.”

And then he kept fucking her.

Deep.

Slow.

And absolutely inescapable.

Blake drove into her slow and deep, his hips grinding against hers like he had all the time in the world to ruin her again. Her breath hitched with every thrust, body trembling beneath him, still raw from the confession she’d barely been able to say aloud.

“Your whore.”

He was still hard from the sound of it.

Her pussy clenched around him like she hadn’t just come hard minutes ago. Like her body knew it wasn’t done being used.

He leaned in, one hand gripping her jaw.

Her eyes fluttered open, dazed, glassy, tears drying on her cheeks.

And Blake smirked.

Too innocent.

Too in control.

He tapped her cheek lightly. “Open.”

She hesitated, but her lips parted on instinct.

And then—he spit.

Right into her mouth.

Warm. Heavy. Wet.

She gasped, body flinching as it landed on her tongue—but she didn’t close her mouth. Didn’t spit it out.

She just lay there, breathing heavy, mouth open, his spit pooling on her tongue.

Blake grinned wider. “Swallow it.”

Her throat worked.

She obeyed.

“Good girl.”

He slapped her thigh, hard, and started thrusting again—slow, punishing strokes that made her whimper with every grind of his cock inside her.

“You like that?” he murmured. “Being fed like my dirty little pet?”

She turned her face to the side, ashamed—but her body answered for her. Her legs tightened around his waist, her cunt clenched like it was trying to pull him even deeper.

Blake reached up and grabbed her by the hair, forcing her to look at him again.

“You’re gonna start asking for it,” he growled. “Every time I fuck you, you’ll beg for my spit. You’ll open that mouth like it’s part of the routine.”

He leaned down, their mouths inches apart.

“Because if my cock owns your cunt—” he thrust deep, making her gasp “—then my spit owns your mouth.”

She moaned.

A helpless, broken sound.

And Blake wasn’t finished.

Blake kept moving inside her—deep, steady thrusts that made her body twitch, her mind blur. Every stroke carved into her like a brand, slow and deliberate, leaving her trembling beneath him.

His hand stayed tangled in her hair, pulling her head back just enough to keep her gaze locked on his.

“Ask for it,” he murmured, voice low and commanding.

She blinked, confused. “What…?”

He leaned closer, lips just over hers.

“My spit,” he said darkly. “Ask for it.”

Her breath caught. Her cheeks flushed.

She hesitated—but not for long.

Because her body wanted it.

Because he was still inside her, fucking her deeper than she’d ever been touched. Because she knew if she didn’t say it, he’d stop. Or worse—he’d leave her empty.

And she couldn’t take that.

“Please…” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He slowed. Stilled inside her.

“Louder.”

“Please…” she said again, jaw tightening with the effort of saying it. “Spit in my mouth.”

Blake smiled.

There it was.

The break.

The fall.

“Good girl.”

He leaned over her, tapped her cheek again.

Her mouth opened without hesitation.

And he spit.

Thick.

Wet.

Right on her tongue.

She didn’t flinch this time. Didn’t twitch.

She swallowed.

Blake groaned and started thrusting again—harder now, almost punishing, his cock slamming into her while she gasped for air between moans.

And then he reached to the nightstand—grabbing his phone.

She saw it, but she didn’t stop him.

Couldn’t.

He pulled back just enough to get the full view—her wrecked body sprawled on the bed, legs spread, pussy swollen and stuffed with his cock, spit on her lips, cum still drying on her thighs.

“Look at me,” he said.

She turned her face toward him, eyes wide, pupils blown, cheeks flushed.

Click.

He took the photo.

“I’m keeping that,” he said calmly. “So if you ever forget who you belong to… or if you ever think about saying no?”

He smirked.

“I’ll just send this to your husband.”

The phone was still in his hand, the screen glowing with the image he’d just taken—her, spread wide and wrecked, spit glistening on her lips, Blake’s cock halfway inside her like she was nothing but a toy.

He set it down on the nightstand—face up, the picture still visible.

Melody’s eyes were locked on it.

Her breath stuttered, her shame curling tight in her chest like it might choke her.

Blake leaned in, his voice a velvet blade against her skin.

“Now,” he said softly, “you’re going to show me just how badly you want to keep that photo a secret.”

She looked at him, pupils huge, lips parted.

“Get on your knees.”

She hesitated—but only for a second.

Then she moved, slow and shaking, sliding off the bed until she knelt before him, her body bare, used, skin glowing with the heat of everything he’d done to her. Her eyes flicked toward the phone again.

He grabbed a fistful of her hair, holding her gaze.

“Open your mouth.”

She did.

And he spit again.

Right into her waiting mouth.

She swallowed, eyes closing for just a second, like even she couldn’t believe how far she’d fallen.

But Blake wasn’t done.

He gripped the base of his cock, still soaked in her arousal, and tapped it against her cheek. “Lick it clean.”

She obeyed.

Tongue out, she started slowly—dragging it over the length of him, moaning softly as she tasted herself. She licked up the shaft, under the head, took him into her mouth like she needed it.

Like his cock was her redemption and her punishment in one.

Blake’s hand tightened in her hair as she sucked.

“That’s right,” he groaned. “If you want that photo to stay between us, you’ll take every drop.”

She moaned around him, eyes wet, throat working as he pushed deeper, guiding her down until her lips were flush with his base, her mouth stuffed full.

He looked down at her—on her knees, his cock in her throat, spit dripping from her chin—and smiled again.

Soft. Pleased.

“You’re doing so good,” he whispered. “My perfect little secret.”

Melody’s lips were wrapped around his cock, eyes wide, drool already slipping down her chin as she struggled to breathe around the thickness of him.

And Blake?

He reached for his phone again.

Unlocked it.

Turned the camera on.

“Smile for me,” he murmured, his voice low and thick with heat.

She blinked up at him, startled—but obedient.

Even now.

Even like this.

He hit record.

The screen lit up—her face captured in full, lips stretched wide, hair tangled from being pinned to the mattress, cheeks flushed red from spit, cum, and shame.

His cock slid into her mouth again.

Slow.

Deep.

She gagged—but didn’t pull away.

Didn’t even try.

He held her head with one hand and the phone with the other, angling it perfectly to get the shot—her mouth swallowing his length, her throat convulsing as he started to fuck her.

Harder this time.

Relentless.

The same quiet, brutal rhythm as before—but now her gasps and wet gags were recorded, the sound of her submission crystal clear.

Her eyes watered.

Her body twitched.

But she stayed on her knees.

“Look at you,” he murmured, watching the screen. “Sucking my cock like your fucking life depends on it.”

She moaned around him, tongue pressed flat against the underside of his shaft as he drove deeper—until her nose was buried in his skin, her throat stretched, her breath stolen.

He pulled out only to thrust back in—again and again—using her mouth like she was made for it.

Drool streamed from the corners of her lips.

Spit smeared her cheeks.

He tightened his grip in her hair, panting now, voice rough.

“You’re gonna swallow it this time,” he said through gritted teeth. “Every fucking drop. Or I send the video to John.”

Her eyes went wide—but she didn’t stop.

Couldn’t.

Her hands clutched his thighs, her body tensing as his cock pulsed in her throat.

And with a sharp groan, Blake came—deep.

His cum spilled hot down her throat, thick and endless.

She gagged once—but she swallowed.

All of it.

Tears streamed down her face as he pulled out slowly, the camera still rolling, her mouth open, tongue out, showing it was empty.

Blake smiled, lowered the phone.

“Good girl,” he breathed, brushing a tear from her cheek with the back of his hand.

Then he stopped the recording.

Saved it.

And whispered, “You’re mine now.”


Chapter 4

The TV glowed softly in the dim room, the sound of some forgettable action movie filling the silence. John sat in the armchair, half-watching, his beer resting against his stomach. Relaxed. Unaware.

On the couch, Blake sat in the middle, legs spread, one arm slung lazily over the backrest.

Melody was curled on top of him.

A blanket covered them both from the waist down—warm, casual, nothing out of place. Her head rested against his chest, her legs tucked alongside him, her body nestled like the perfect, affectionate sister-in-law.

But under the blanket?

He was buried inside her.

Deep.

Hot.

Still.

Blake’s hand rested just beneath the edge of the fabric, fingers pressed low on her abdomen—holding her still while his cock stayed nestled inside her soaked, stretched pussy.

She was trying not to breathe too hard.

Trying not to let it show.

But she was soaked.

So full.

So fucking tight around him that even the slightest shift sent little tremors through her thighs.

Blake smiled down at her like nothing was happening.

And then—slowly—he rolled his hips.

A small, careful thrust.

Barely noticeable to anyone watching.

But Melody felt it.

Her breath caught. She shifted her head against his chest like she was just adjusting—but her fingers gripped his shirt, knuckles white.

He did it again.

Another slow thrust.

Slippery. Deep. Quiet.

She whimpered.

Just barely.

Blake leaned down, speaking low into her hair, his voice like sin.

“Keep quiet,” he whispered. “Or I’ll pull the blanket off.”

Melody bit her lip hard enough to hurt.

Her cunt clenched around him, the pressure unbearable, her body already pulsing with heat from the slow, agonizing rhythm he kept giving her.

John chuckled at the screen. “Man, this scene’s stupid.”

Blake smiled, eyes on the TV. “Yeah. Super predictable.”

Another thrust—this time just a little deeper.

Melody’s toes curled. Her thighs twitched.

He adjusted the blanket casually, letting one hand slide up her shirt. His thumb brushed her nipple, already stiff, already betraying her.

“I can feel you trying not to come,” he murmured against her ear, lips barely moving.

She shivered.

“If you do,” he whispered, “you’ll have to sit in it. Through dessert. While I talk to him about work.”

She moaned—soft, almost a breath.

He smiled wider.

Then thrust again.

Melody trembled on top of him—head on his chest, hair hiding the way her lips parted as she fought to breathe without moaning. Blake’s cock was buried deep inside her, her soaked pussy wrapped so tight around him it was taking everything in him not to fuck her hard right then and there.

But slow was better.

Slow was what made her suffer.

His hand slid up under the blanket, brushing her ribs, her breast, teasing her nipple just enough to make her twitch—and that’s when his other hand started drifting lower.

Behind her.

Between her cheeks.

Fingers slick with her arousal, moving down to where she was already stretched and raw. She stiffened against him—knew what was coming.

And still… she didn’t stop him.

On the screen, explosions filled the room. John laughed.

“This movie’s trash,” he said, taking a sip of his beer. “You’re probably regretting sitting through it with me.”

Blake smiled—slow, innocent.

“Not at all,” he said, voice casual.

Under the blanket, his finger found her asshole.

Wet. Tight. Still sensitive from earlier.

She flinched.

Then moaned.

It was soft.

Muffled against his chest.

John glanced over, chuckled. “She fall asleep on you?”

Blake laughed under his breath, slowly pushing the tip of his finger inside her.

“She’s just relaxed,” he said.

Melody’s whole body tensed.

He moved his hips—slow, rolling thrusts that forced his cock deeper into her dripping pussy while he slid his finger deeper into her ass.

She choked on a breath, hiding it as a sigh. Her fingers clawed at his shirt, knuckles white.

“You two’ve gotten close lately,” John added, settling back with a smile. “It’s good. She really likes having you around.”

Blake grinned, fucking her just a little harder—carefully, deliberately.

“Yeah,” he said. “I’m happy to be here.”

His finger pushed deeper.

Her pussy clenched violently around him.

Blake bit his lip to keep from groaning.

“You okay under there, babe?” John asked, glancing at Melody.

She nodded against Blake’s chest, too wrecked to lift her head. “Mhm.”

Blake gave her nipple a firm twist beneath her shirt while his hips bucked just once—sharply.

She came.

Hard.

Silent.

Her thighs spasmed.

Her mouth pressed to his chest to smother the scream.

Her whole body shook from the force of it as Blake’s cock throbbed inside her and his finger slid out of her ass slowly, coated in slick and shame.

She collapsed against him, breathing ragged.

John stood up, stretching. “Gonna grab dessert. Want anything?”

Blake looked down at the woman trembling in his lap, stuffed full of his cum, twitching from orgasm with her husband steps away.

“Nothing for me,” he said, eyes dark. “I’ve already had exactly what I wanted.”

John disappeared into the kitchen, humming some mindless tune, the soft sound of plates clinking and the fridge opening filling the space.

On the couch, Melody was trembling.

Still straddling Blake.

Still full of his cock.

Still leaking his cum onto the inside of her thighs.

Her breath stuttered in little, broken exhales against his chest, her body flushed with the aftershocks of a silent, brutal orgasm she hadn’t been allowed to brace for.

Blake shifted slightly beneath the blanket, still hard inside her.

Still hard because of her.

He didn’t let her up.

He didn’t say a word.

His hand slid down between her legs again, fingers brushing through the mess slicking her inner thighs.

She flinched.

Tried to close her legs.

Tried to speak.

“Blake…” she whispered—soft, shaky. “We can’t…”

He grinned, fingers dragging slow circles over her swollen, soaked clit.

“You’re still so wet,” he murmured. “Still open. Still mine.”

She whimpered, burying her face in his shirt, her fingers digging into his side like she was trying to hold herself together.

He dipped a finger between her folds, collecting a thick string of cum from where it was leaking out around his cock.

Then he brought it to her lips.

“Open.”

Her eyes widened—but she obeyed.

Because she always did now.

He slid the cum-slick finger into her mouth.

“Clean it.”

She sucked.

Slow. Obedient. Eyes fluttering closed in shame and heat as the taste coated her tongue.

In the kitchen, John laughed at something on his phone.

Melody swallowed.

And Blake fucked up into her once—just once—slow and deep.

“You think this is wrong?” he whispered against her ear, dragging his cock through her used, dripping cunt with maddening control.

She nodded, eyes stinging with unshed tears.

“But your pussy’s still begging for it.”

He grabbed her hair gently, guiding her ear to his mouth.

“You’re ruined, Melody,” he breathed. “And you fucking love it.”

She moaned.

And under the blanket, his cock started moving again—slow, relentless strokes that made her body quake all over again.

Blake kept her on his lap, impaled on his cock, under the blanket, his hips moving just enough to keep her body soft, overstimulated, needy.

She barely noticed when John returned—too caught in the silent rhythm, the throb of Blake’s cock deep inside her, the sweat cooling on her skin.

John walked in holding two bowls.

“I figured you two would want something sweet,” he said cheerfully, handing Blake one of the bowls—vanilla ice cream with caramel swirled on top. “Mel loves this.”

Blake grinned, one arm wrapped around her waist.

“Her favorite,” he said smoothly.

John sat in the armchair again, casually digging into his bowl.

Blake looked down at Melody. Her face was flushed, lips swollen, eyes half-lidded and dazed.

“You hungry, sweetheart?” he whispered low enough that only she could hear.

She nodded slowly, eyes flicking to the bowl, and then to him.

He set the dessert down on the coffee table.

Then he shifted.

Just enough.

Slid out of her.

She gasped, her pussy clenching around nothing now—cum leaking between her thighs, soaked into her skin.

Before she could move, he dipped his fingers between her legs and gathered it.

Thick.

Still warm.

Still his.

She stared, horrified, as he dragged his fingers through the mess—then reached toward the dessert.

John looked down at his phone, distracted.

Blake stirred the ice cream slowly, mixing the cum in until it disappeared into the melting swirl.

“Open your legs,” he whispered.

She obeyed.

Silent.

Broken.

He fed her the first bite.

Spoon pressed to her lips.

Her eyes burned—but she opened her mouth and let him slide it in.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

Another bite.

And another.

John looked up, smiling. “You okay, babe?”

She nodded slowly, licking her lips, swallowing Blake’s cum and caramel like it was just another sweet bite of dessert.

“She’s perfect,” Blake answered for her, eyes locked on hers.

And under the blanket, his hand slipped between her thighs again.

Because dessert wasn’t over yet.

Blake’s cock slid back inside her—slow and steady, pushing through the wet heat with ease.

Melody moaned into his shirt, quiet and strained, her mouth still tasting of caramel and cum. She tried to breathe, to stay composed—but his cock filled her too perfectly, too deep, and the slow grind of his hips made her whole body throb.

He scooped another spoonful from the bowl—melting now, thick with cream and salt and heat—and brought it to her lips.

“Eat it,” he murmured.

She obeyed.

He fed her slowly, like it was intimate, romantic. A gesture of affection.

Except with every bite she swallowed, he fucked her a little deeper.

And under the blanket, his other hand slid behind her again—slick fingers slipping between her cheeks.

She stiffened.

Then whimpered when his finger pushed inside her ass again—easing in easily this time, coated in her own arousal.

Now she was fully used.

Cock in her pussy.

Finger in her ass.

Mouth filled with his cum.

And John?

Still watching the movie. Still relaxed.

He looked over and chuckled. “You guys are really cuddled up tonight, huh?”

Blake smiled.

“Just taking care of her.”

Another thrust.

Another spoonful.

She trembled on top of him, gasping softly as he filled her again and again—each motion subtle, calculated, hidden under the blanket.

Then Blake leaned in.

Pressed a kiss to her jaw.

Then her cheek.

Then—her mouth.

Full on.

His tongue slipped between her lips, claiming her in front of her husband.

Melody stiffened—but kissed him back.

Soft. Deep.

John looked over just as their mouths parted, just as her lips were still wet from the stolen kiss.

He blinked.

Then laughed.

“Damn, you two really have gotten close. I’m loving this wholesome sibling bonding energy.”

Blake smiled into her hair, cock pulsing deep inside her.

“You have no idea.”

And then he kissed her again—rougher this time, owning her mouth the way he owned everything else.

And under the blanket?

His hips never stopped moving.

Blake’s cock worked deeper inside her, slow and steady, his finger still buried in her ass, keeping her completely filled, completely his. Melody was panting now, every breath shaking, the blanket clinging to her like it might hide the mess pooling beneath it.

He fed her another spoonful.

Her lips closed around it obediently—cheeks flushed, eyes wet, throat working as she swallowed more of his cum-laced dessert.

Then he kissed her.

Full on.

His tongue slid into her mouth, curling around hers, tasting her from the inside as she moaned softly into him.

John looked over, caught the end of it again.

Chuckled.

“You two need a room?” he joked, taking another bite of his ice cream. “Kiss her again, bro—this is the softest I’ve ever seen you.”

Blake didn’t answer.

He just obeyed.

Mouth crashing into hers again, harder this time—possessive, deep, open. His hand curled around the back of her neck, pulling her closer. His hips rolled under the blanket, fucking her deeper, harder now, ignoring the way she whimpered into his mouth.

John laughed again. “Alright, alright—get a room, lovebirds. Jesus.”

But Blake didn’t stop.

He kept kissing her.

Tongue stroking hers. Breath hot. His cock thrusting now, slow but deliberate, pressing up into her over and over while his finger curled deeper in her ass, stretching her more with every grind.

Melody was shaking.

Trying to stay quiet.

Trying not to come.

But she was already there.

Already breaking.

And Blake knew it.

He pulled back from the kiss, just enough to whisper in her ear.

“Come on my cock.”

She sobbed—silent, open-mouthed—and did exactly that.

Her pussy clenched, wet and pulsing around him, thighs trembling.

And Blake let go.

Groaning low in his throat, he buried himself deep and came inside her again—hot, thick spurts spilling into her ruined, twitching pussy while his tongue dragged across her neck.

Across the room, John stretched.

“You two are disgusting,” he said with a smile. “But like… cute disgusting.”

Blake laughed under his breath.

“Yeah,” he said, his voice calm, content, his cock still pulsing inside her.

“Real cute.”


Chapter 5

I didn’t knock.

Didn’t sneak.

Didn’t hesitate.

Their bedroom door creaked open with barely a sound. I stepped inside, shirtless, hard already, cock heavy and aching. The soft blue wash of the moonlight stretched across the floor, catching the curves of her body lying in bed.

She was on her side.

Facing the window.

Facing me.

John was behind her, dead asleep. I could hear it in his breathing—deep and steady. Oblivious.

I moved closer.

Melody’s eyes met mine in the dark.

Wide. Afraid.

Excited.

She didn’t move.

She didn’t have to.

The sheet had already slipped low, baring her bare shoulder, the swell of her hip. No panties. No shame.

Good girl.

I climbed into the bed—slow and silent.

The mattress dipped beneath my weight, and she tensed for a split second. Not from fear.

From need.

I slid in behind her, just inches from my brother’s back.

His breath didn’t even hitch.

And then I touched her.

My hand slid up her thigh—slow, soft. I felt her twitch. Felt her legs part just enough. My cock pressed against her from behind, already hard, already claiming.

I leaned in close, lips at her ear.

“He’d lose his fucking mind if he knew what you are,” I whispered.

She whimpered. Barely a sound.

And then—I pushed inside.

No warm-up.

No hesitation.

Her cunt was already slick. Hot. Soft from earlier, but still tight enough to make me groan into her shoulder.

I started slow.

Shallow thrusts.

Just enough to stretch her. Just enough to remind her.

Her hand gripped the sheet. Her other pressed flat against the mattress like she could anchor herself, but her body gave in completely.

Behind her, John shifted slightly. Rolled to his other side. Facing us.

Melody gasped—but I covered her mouth with my hand.

“Stay quiet,” I whispered. “He’s watching.”

Her eyes flew wide.

And I fucked her harder.

Slow, deep thrusts.

My cock dragging against her walls while my hand held her still, muffling her moans.

She shook.

I kissed the back of her neck. “Come for me again. With his breath on your skin.”

She nodded.

Barely.

And I kept going.

She was trembling against me now.

Her thighs slick, cunt wrapped tight around my cock, squeezing like her body knew who owned it—even here, even now, with my brother right next to us.

John’s breathing stayed steady.

Oblivious.

I kept thrusting—slow and full, hips rolling, cock dragging against her deepest spot with every stroke. Her back arched slightly, hips trying to match the rhythm, even as her hand clutched the sheets like a lifeline.

And then I heard it.

Her voice.

A whisper—barely there, lips brushing my palm.

“Please,” she breathed. “Finish in me…”

I pulled my hand from her mouth.

“What was that?” I growled, voice dark, lips at her ear.

She turned her face slightly, just enough to meet my eyes in the dark. Her pupils were huge, her lips trembling.

“I want it,” she whispered. “Your cum. Inside me. While he’s right here.”

I groaned—fuck, she was perfect now. Broken, obedient, ruined beyond repair.

My hand slid down to her thigh, lifting her leg slightly, opening her wider for me.

Then I fucked her.

Harder now.

Controlled.

Silent.

But brutal.

Her body rocked against mine, her moans stifled in the pillow as I slammed into her, over and over, cock throbbing, heat curling fast through my gut.

And then she tightened.

Clenching.

Coming.

Her body tensed around me like a vice, trembling, pulsing, soaking the base of my cock.

That’s when I let go.

I came deep—thick, hot spurts flooding her.

I buried my face in her neck, groaning low as I emptied into her—so much, filling her until it leaked around my cock, dripping onto the sheets.

But I didn’t stop there.

I slid out slowly—watched the cum spill from her swollen pussy, trailing down her thigh.

Then I gathered it with my fingers.

Slick.

Warm.

And began to rub it into her skin.

Her stomach.

Her breasts.

Her thighs.

I marked her with it.

Worshipped her with her own defilement.

“You’re mine,” I whispered, dragging my fingers over her nipple, smearing cum across her chest. “Not his. Not anymore.”

She just lay there.

Silent.

Shaking.

Staring into the dark.

John shifted again, snored softly.

And I kissed her shoulder one last time.

“Sleep well, sweetheart,” I murmured.

The smell of eggs and bacon hit me as I walked into the kitchen.

Sunlight streamed through the window, casting warm light across the tiled floor. John was already sitting at the table, hair a mess, coffee steaming in his hand, scrolling lazily through his phone.

And Melody?

She stood at the stove.

Cooking.

Wearing my shirt.

Nothing else.

Just that oversized black tee that barely covered the curve of her ass. Her legs bare. Skin still flushed from everything I did to her last night. I could see the faint red imprint of my fingers on her inner thigh when she shifted.

And she didn’t even try to hide it.

She felt me before she saw me—her body tensed, slightly, like it remembered me before her eyes did.

I didn’t say a word.

I just walked right up behind her.

Hands on her hips.

Pulled her back against me.

And kissed her.

Hard.

Her breath hitched, the spatula in her hand faltering slightly—but she didn’t pull away.

She melted into it.

Our mouths opened—tongue, heat, filth—like we were still in that bed with her husband asleep beside us.

Except now?

He was watching.

John looked up from his phone and laughed. “Damn, you two need to tone it down. This is a breakfast table, not a porno.”

I smiled into the kiss.

Didn’t stop.

Didn’t pretend.

Melody moaned quietly—just enough for me to feel it vibrate through her chest—then tried to pull back.

I didn’t let her.

I deepened the kiss, hand sliding up under the shirt—my shirt—fingers grazing bare skin, still sticky from where I’d marked her hours ago.

She gasped.

And John laughed again.

“I swear, Blake, you’re gonna ruin her for me if you keep hogging her like this.”

I pulled back—just barely—my lips brushing hers.

Too close.

Too possessive.

And I looked at my brother.

Smiled.

“I think she’s already ruined.”

I didn’t have to say anything.

One look across the kitchen—her flushed cheeks, the way she wouldn’t meet my eyes after I kissed her in front of John—and I knew she felt it too.

The pressure.

The ache.

The need.

John got up to take a call, wandering out to the patio with his coffee in hand.

The second that door clicked shut, I was behind her.

Again.

Pressing her against the counter.

She gasped as my hand slid up the back of her thigh, pushing the hem of the t-shirt up until it bunched around her waist. Her ass was bare—mine—still soft and red from last night’s use.

“I told you I’d be back for more,” I said, voice low.

She shivered, but didn’t move.

Didn’t stop me.

She never stopped me now.

I spat in my hand.

Rubbed it between her cheeks, smearing her already-slick skin with spit and need, spreading her open as she braced herself on the counter.

She whimpered—high, breathless.

My cock was already hard.

Already ready.

And this time, there was no teasing.

No questions.

I lined myself up with her tight, untouched hole.

And pushed.

She tensed instantly—fingernails clawing the edge of the countertop.

“Relax,” I whispered, one hand gripping her hip, the other sliding up to her throat. “You’ve been begging for this since the first time I fingered you here.”

She let out a whimper—half denial, half confession.

I pushed deeper.

The stretch was tight. Perfect. Her body clamped down, trying to reject it, but I didn’t stop. Inch by inch, I forced myself inside, groaning as her ass swallowed my cock.

“Fuck…” I hissed, eyes rolling back. “You feel that? That’s what it means to belong to someone.”

She was gasping now—soft little cries of pain and pleasure tangled in her throat, but she didn’t say no.

Didn’t move.

She took it.

All of it.

When I bottomed out, buried to the base, I leaned over her, hand gripping the counter beside hers.

“Good girl,” I whispered into her ear. “Now I’m going to fuck your ass while your husband finishes his phone call.”

And then I started to move.

She was so fucking tight.

Her ass gripped my cock like a vice—hot, stretched, pulsing around me with every deep, savage thrust. I slammed into her, the sound of skin meeting skin echoing off the tile, her body jolting forward with every brutal snap of my hips.

Her moans were muffled—bitten off against her arm as she braced herself, shaking on the countertop, toes curling against the floor.

I didn’t care if she cried.

I didn’t care if she came.

I was going to use her.

Take what I’d been building her toward from the start.

“You’re taking it so well,” I growled, voice low and savage. “Like your ass was made for me.”

She whimpered.

Her body trembled.

And I slammed into her again—harder—making her gasp just loud enough to risk it.

Outside, through the open patio door, I could still hear John talking—casual, carefree, clueless.

“Yeah, yeah. Melody’s cooking breakfast. I think Blake’s helping,” he said with a laugh. “They’ve been getting along really well.”

I grabbed her hair and yanked her head back as I fucked her faster.

“Think he’d still say that if he saw his little wife getting her ass split open by his brother?” I hissed into her ear.

She moaned—raw, helpless.

Her pussy was dripping, slick sliding down her thighs from nothing but the friction and the filth of being taken this way.

“Come,” I growled. “Fucking come.”

And she did.

Her whole body shook—legs trembling, breath hitching in her throat as the orgasm ripped through her, her ass clenching down so hard I nearly lost it right there.

I grabbed her hips and slammed into her one last time—burying myself deep as I came inside her, hot and thick, my cum spilling into the tightest part of her, pumping into her until I was drained and gasping.

She collapsed against the counter, used and panting.

But I wasn’t finished.

I pulled out slowly, watching her gape open, my cum already dripping from her abused hole.

“On your knees,” I said, voice sharp.

She dropped immediately.

And I held her there—fingers in her hair—as I presented the mess I’d made.

“Lick it clean.”

Her eyes flicked up to mine—humiliated, wrecked, flushed—and she leaned forward.

Tongue out.

She licked everything.

Slow, steady strokes up the length of my cock. Around the base. Over the head. She sucked it into her mouth and swallowed what was left, her cheeks hollowing, spit and cum shining on her lips.

And I watched every fucking second.

Just as John’s footsteps crossed the patio back toward the door.

She was still licking.

Tongue dragging slowly up the underside of my cock, eyes glassy, face flushed with heat and submission and everything I’d turned her into. Her lips parted to take the head back into her mouth—soft, wet, obedient—sucking the last of my cum like it belonged there.

I held her hair.

Watched her.

Felt her tongue curl.

And then I heard it.

The door creaked.

I turned my head—slowly.

And there he was.

John.

Standing in the doorway. Coffee in one hand. His phone still in the other.

Frozen.

Silent.

His eyes locked on the scene in front of him—his wife, on her knees, sucking my cock, cheeks flushed, tits bare beneath my shirt, my cum smeared across her mouth.

Melody didn’t see him yet.

But I did.

And I didn’t move.

Didn’t stop.

I let her keep sucking.

Her eyes finally flicked up—following mine—and when she saw him?

She froze.

Mouth still full.

His name caught in her throat—but she didn’t pull back.

Didn’t move.

And John?

He just stared.

Eyes wide.

Mouth slightly open.

Time stretched between us, thick with tension, heat, disbelief.

Then—

He laughed.

A single, stunned, breathless sound.

“Well,” he said finally, voice rough and quiet, “guess that explains the bonding.”

Melody whimpered around my cock.

And I smiled.

Still holding her hair.

Still in her mouth.

Because it was too late for secrets now.

John stood frozen in the doorway.

The laugh had died in his throat, replaced by something sharper, tighter. Confusion. Hurt. Something primal trying to claw its way up behind his eyes.

Melody was still on her knees.

Mouth wrapped around my cock.

And she wasn’t pulling away.

Not even now.

I looked down at her, fingers still tangled in her hair. Her lips trembled, but she didn’t stop sucking. Slow. Shameful. Her eyes flicked between the two of us—pleading, unsure, but still moving.

Good girl.

I looked at John.

“I told you she was ruined,” I said calmly.

His jaw clenched. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”

“No,” I said, slowly guiding Melody’s head as she sucked. “I’m not.”

He took a step forward.

“Get off of her.”

“No,” I said again. “You don’t give orders here.”

Melody whimpered—low, broken—but didn’t stop.

“She’s my wife,” John barked.

“She was,” I corrected. “Until she started begging for my cock. Until she sucked my cum out of her own pussy and swallowed it in your living room.”

John’s face twisted, hand tightening around the mug.

“She didn’t choose you.”

I leaned down, grabbed Melody’s chin, and tilted her face up so John could see her wrecked expression. Her lips red. Wet. Still parted around the head of my cock.

“She chose this.”

He opened his mouth to argue—but she moaned.

Right there.

On her knees.

With his ring still on her finger.

I smiled.

“Go ahead. Tell him you don’t want this.”

Melody’s mouth trembled open.

“I…” Her voice cracked. “I can’t.”

I looked back at John, eyes steady.

“You want to hit me?” I asked. “Do it.”

He didn’t move.

“You want to take her back? Try.”

He stared.

But he didn’t step forward.

Because we all knew.

It was done.

I let go of Melody’s hair and stepped back.

“Clean me up,” I said, not taking my eyes off John.

She leaned in immediately, licking every inch of my cock with slow, shamed precision.

When she was done, I tucked myself away.

Wrapped an arm around her.

Looked at my brother one last time.

“She’s not yours anymore.”

And Melody didn’t deny it.

Not once.


Epilogue

The house smelled like roast turkey, cinnamon, and victory.

Melody stood beside me in the foyer, looking effortlessly radiant—hair curled, lips glossed, skin glowing under a soft cream sweater that clung to her tits and barely grazed the swell of her hips. One of my sweaters. She wore it like a trophy.

I kept my hand at the small of her back as we stepped into the dining room.

The table was full.

Laughter, chatter, plates being passed around.

And then they saw us.

“Oh! You made it!” Mom beamed, standing to greet us, already moving toward Melody with open arms. “You look gorgeous, sweetheart.”

Melody smiled, warm and confident. “Thank you, Mrs.—I mean, Linda.” She gave my mother a hug, like this was her house now.

Because it was.

No one asked about John.

Not until I saw him.

Sitting quietly near the end of the table, alone.

No date.

No smile.

Just a full drink and a seat that suddenly didn’t matter.

We took ours—my arm never leaving Melody’s waist.

Small talk flowed. Plates filled. Toasts were made.

And just when the moment ripened—just when everyone had settled—I tapped my glass with a fork and stood.

Melody looked up at me, eyes shining.

“I just wanted to say how thankful I am to be here,” I said. “And to share something important with all of you.”

Chairs shifted.

Attention turned.

“Melody and I are engaged.”

Gasps.

A few cheers.

Applause.

Someone clinked a wine glass. Mom laughed with joy. My aunt actually got teary.

John?

He sat frozen.

Pale.

Silent.

No one looked at him.

No one asked how he felt.

He was just… there.

Forgotten.

Replaced.

Melody reached for my hand, smiling softly like this was the ending she’d always wanted.

And I kissed her knuckles, eyes still on my brother.

“I always get what I want,” I said softly.

And this time?

He didn’t say a word.

The moment the door clicked shut behind us, Melody was already turning to face me—eyes wide, lips parted, her breath catching like she’d been waiting for this.

I grabbed her by the waist and pushed her against the wall.

“You liked that,” I growled into her neck. “Didn’t you?”

She nodded.

“You liked standing there in front of him, wearing my ring.”

“Yes,” she whispered, voice tight with breathless need. “Yes.”

My mouth crashed into hers—hot, hungry, full of ownership. I kissed her hard as I pulled her sweater up and off, letting it fall to the floor. No bra. No modesty.

She was already wet.

I spun her around, bent her over the edge of the guest bed.

Her knees hit the carpet.

I pulled her panties down—slowly—watching the soaked fabric peel away from her pussy. She whimpered when the cold air hit her.

“You know he’s right down the hall,” I muttered, lining my cock up behind her. “He’s going to hear you when I fuck you.”

Melody looked back over her shoulder, flushed and already trembling.

“Then make it loud.”

I slammed into her.

No warm-up.

No hesitation.

Just flesh against flesh, the crack of my hips meeting her ass echoing in the quiet room. She gasped—loud, sharp, perfect. I fucked her deep and hard, each stroke punctuated by her cries, her hands gripping the blankets.

Her ring glinted in the dim light with every bounce.

My ring.

Mine.

“Say it,” I growled, grabbing her hair, fucking her harder.

“I’m yours,” she moaned, breathless, wrecked.

“Whose pussy is this?”

“Yours!”

“Whose ass?”

“Yours!”

She screamed as I pounded her, relentless and unforgiving.

And through the wall?

Muffled footsteps.

Then stillness.

I knew he heard it.

He heard every slap of skin. Every cry of my name. Every filthy declaration she gave me with her mouth wide open and her body wide fucking broken.

I pulled out.

Flipped her.

Got on top of her and shoved back inside, pressing her knees to her chest.

“Come for me,” I whispered. “Let him hear what it sounds like when a woman’s actually satisfied.”

She came.

Screaming.

Unapologetically.

And I followed—groaning, filling her again, marking her insides just like I had her soul.

We lay there panting.

Sweating.

Her skin smeared with sweat and my cum.

I kissed her temple, slow and soft.

Then I leaned closer to her ear.

“Happy Thanksgiving.”
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