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Chapter 1

She’s on the floor in my living room, barefoot, legs crossed, and wearing one of my old shirts like she doesn’t know it clings to her hips when she stretches.

I shouldn’t let her stay here.

But when Riley called last month—voice fake-sweet and full of bullshit about “just needing a place while she got back on her feet”—I said yes.

Because I’m an idiot.

Or a glutton.

Or because deep down, I wanted to see how far she’d go before I broke.

She’s been testing me since day one.

Leaving the bathroom door cracked when she showers.

Eating off my plate like it’s hers.

Calling me “big brother” in that mocking little tone that makes my jaw tense.

And now?

Now she’s sprawled across my rug, flipping through an old book I found in the attic, reading the title like it’s a joke.

The Binding Rite.

“It sounds like something from one of those creepy sex cult documentaries,” she says, smirking as she turns a page. “You gonna chant in Latin and make me bark like a dog?”

“Would you, if it worked?”

She looks up at me—lashes fluttering, lips parted like she’s always one breath from mouthing off.

“I don’t know,” she says. “Depends. You gonna make me sit, too?”

My pulse spikes. I take the book back.

There’s a single passage in English, set off from the rest.

To bind a subject to use: speak these words aloud in her presence.

I glance at her.

She doesn’t flinch. Just raises a brow, like she’s daring me.

“Go on,” she says. “Do it. Maybe I’ll drop to my knees.”

I read the spell.

The words feel heavy in my mouth. Ancient. Sharp.

The air changes the second I finish.

Still.

Heavy.

And then I see it.

Riley blinks.

And shifts.

Not like she’s afraid—like she’s warm. Her breath comes faster. Her thighs press together. Her smirk fades.

“What the hell was that?” she murmurs, but her voice is softer now. Not bratty. Curious. Just a little… breathless.

I close the book and step toward her.

She doesn’t back away.

In fact, when I look down at her, she tilts her chin up—slow, instinctive, like her body is waiting.

“Riley,” I say low. “Take off the shirt.”

Her mouth opens.

To argue.

To laugh.

To tease.

But what she does is reach for the hem.

And lifts.

She lifts the shirt slowly.

Not like she’s trying to be seductive. Like she’s trying to understand why she’s doing it.

Her fingers pause at her ribs. Her eyes flick to mine.

“I didn’t mean to—” she starts, voice tight, confused.

“Keep going.”

She does.

The fabric slides up, catching on her soft curves. Her breasts rise with the cotton, bare, her nipples tight.

The shirt comes off completely, falls to the rug beside her. She’s naked underneath.

And she’s still looking up at me, stunned.

“What the fuck was that?” she whispers. “I didn’t mean to—Ash, I didn’t—”

“You followed the command.”

“That wasn’t a command,” she hisses, arms crossing over her chest too late. “That was—fuck, that was just you playing.”

I crouch in front of her.

Close.

Enough to see the flush rising up her neck.

Enough to see how her chest moves—fast, shallow.

“How do you feel?” I ask.

“Warm,” she says before she can stop herself. Then, quieter, like she’s realizing it in real time: “Wet.”

Her eyes go wide.

Her thighs clamp tighter.

I don’t smile. I don’t touch her.

I just say, “Lie back.”

She doesn’t mean to move.

But her spine hits the rug like her body’s been waiting for it.

Her arms drop away from her chest.

Her legs part slightly.

Her breath catches.

“I can’t stop it,” she says, voice shaking. “I feel it. Like I want to say no, but my body—”

“Wants to say yes.”

I place one hand on her knee.

She doesn’t flinch.

“You remember what you said earlier?” I murmur. “That maybe you’d drop to your knees if it worked?”

She nods. Barely.

“What if I said now,” I whisper, “open your legs for me?”

She stares up at me.

Silent.

Still.

Then, slowly—trembling—her knees slide apart.

And her lips part with them.

Her thighs fall open.

And there she is.

Bare, pink, glistening like her body’s been waiting for this since the moment she walked through my door.

She stares up at me like she’s angry.

No—scared.

No—turned on.

So turned on she’s shaking.

“I don’t understand,” she whispers. “I didn’t want to—”

“But your body did.”

I reach for her.

One slow stroke, fingertip dragging through slick heat.

Her breath punches out of her lungs like I hit a nerve.

She jerks—but doesn’t close her legs.

She can’t.

“Fuck,” she gasps. “Ash—what did you do to me?”

“I bound you,” I murmur, rubbing lazy circles over her clit. “With a spell.”

“That’s not real. That’s not—”

Her hips lift.

One small, desperate grind against my fingers.

She bites her lip so hard I see teeth marks.

“You could stop me,” I say.

“I can’t,” she breathes, back arching.

“You want to.”

Her head shakes. A lie.

“You want me to use you.”

Her mouth opens.

Nothing comes out.

But her thighs twitch wider.

And when I slide two fingers inside her—deep, slow—she moans like she’s never been touched before.

“Oh my god,” she whimpers. “Oh my fucking god—”

“You’re soaked,” I growl, fucking her slow with my fingers. “You want this. You’ve always wanted this.”

She’s panting now. Arms shaking above her head. Her nipples hard, begging for my mouth.

And her cunt?

She’s clenching. Pulsing. Gripping my fingers like she never wants them to leave.

I pull them out.

She whines—actually whines—chasing the pressure.

I unbuckle my belt, eyes locked on hers.

She doesn’t protest.

Doesn’t plead.

Just stares, helpless, waiting.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” I say.

Her breath shudders out of her.

And then?

She nods.

Once.

Hard.

“Yes.”

Her yes is soft.

Barely there.

But the way she arches her back, the way her thighs fall wide and stay there—that’s louder than anything she could say.

I free my cock, already hard, thick, leaking for her.

She stares.

Eyes wide. Breath shallow.

Her lips part like she wants to say something—maybe no, maybe yes, maybe don’t stop—

But her hips lift again. Just a little.

Begging without words.

I grip her thighs and pull her down the rug. She gasps, hands scrambling for anything to hold, but I don’t give her time.

I press against her.

Just the head.

Hot, thick pressure at her soaked entrance.

Her breath stutters.

She’s trembling.

“Still want to stop me?” I murmur.

Her eyes flutter.

“No,” she whispers.

That’s all I need.

I push in.

Slow. Deep.

Her mouth drops open on a broken sound—part gasp, part moan, part something raw and startled.

She’s tight. Wet. Velvet wrapped around steel.

I sink into her inch by inch, watching her take it.

Watching her stretch, squirm, try not to come just from the first thrust.

“Ash—” she chokes, head tipping back. “Oh my god—fuck—”

I bottom out.

Stay there.

Her walls clench around me like she doesn’t want to let go.

“Is this what you wanted?” I ask, voice rough.

She shakes her head.

“No,” she breathes.

Then softer: “Yes.”

Then, even softer: “More.”

I pull back.

Drive in harder.

Her cry is music—high, wrecked, involuntary.

And I do it again.

Harder.

Deeper.

Faster.

Her body takes it like it was made for me.

Like the spell didn’t change her at all—just unlocked what was already buried under all her bratty teasing and eye-rolls and too-thin shirts.

She wants this.

She needs this.

She’s soaking the rug.

Her nails dig into my arms.

She’s whimpering, moaning, gasping my name like she hates me for making her feel this good—

And when I reach down and rub her clit with two fingers, her body breaks.

She comes with a sharp cry, clenching around me like a vice, shaking under me, helpless.

“Good girl,” I growl.

And then I fuck her through it.

No mercy.

No stopping.

Just using her.

Just owning her.

Because she’s mine now.

And she knows it.

She’s still twitching when I drag her hips back down the rug.

Her thighs shake. Her breath’s a mess. Her skin’s flushed all the way up to her collarbones, chest rising in frantic little gasps that don’t slow down even when I stop moving.

I don’t stop because I’m done.

I stop because I want her to know I’m not.

Her eyes flutter open.

Barely focused.

She looks at me like she’s drunk on it. On me. On what her body just did without permission.

“You came fast,” I murmur.

She swallows hard. Her lips are wet, red, parted.

“You made me,” she whispers.

“No,” I say, shifting my grip, pushing her knees higher, wider. “Your body did. I just gave it permission.”

I drive into her again.

Hard.

Her mouth drops open in a silent scream. She clutches at the floor like she needs something to anchor her.

I fuck her deep—relentless, full strokes, hips slamming against the back of her thighs with every thrust.

Wet.

Slapping.

Obscene.

Her cunt grips me like it’s learned exactly what it’s for.

“You think I’m done?” I growl, bending over her, driving deeper. “I haven’t even started.”

She sobs—raw, high, not from pain but from too much. From overstimulation, from the fact that she’s already come and her body’s still begging.

“Please,” she gasps.

“Please what?”

Her eyes lock on mine, desperate, fucked-out, lost.

“Don’t stop.”

I grin.

And fuck her harder.

The rug bunches beneath her. Her breasts bounce with every thrust. Her thighs tremble, slick with her own mess.

She’s wrecked.

Destroyed.

And I still haven’t come.

“Say it,” I growl.

Her fingers dig into my arms. Her head falls back.

“Yours,” she cries. “I’m—fuck, Ash—I’m yours—”

And that’s when I let go.

I slam into her, rough and raw, hips jerking as I spill inside her, deep and full.

Her breath catches like she can feel it—hot, thick, claiming her from the inside.

I stay there.

Still hard.

Still buried.

Still not done.

She twitches.

And moans again.

“…you’re hard again,” she whispers.

I smirk.

“Spell’s not over,” I murmur. “And you haven’t learned how many times your body can come for me.”

She doesn’t protest.

She just opens her legs wider.

And waits.

She opens her legs like she already knows I’m going back in.

And I do.

I start moving again—still thick, still hard, still deep inside her soaked, wrecked pussy—and she whimpers like it’s too much.

But her body welcomes me.

Slippery. Stretching. Desperate.

“Look at you,” I groan, gripping her waist. “Used. Messy. And already ready for more.”

She gasps—half protest, half turned-on breathless plea. Her hands reach up, but I pin them down.

“No,” I growl. “You don’t get to pretend now. Not after the way you begged.”

“I didn’t—”

“You begged me to fuck you harder.” I thrust deep. “You opened your legs for me. You took my cock like you were made for it.”

She whines.

I slap her thigh, sharp and wet.

“You wanted this. Say it.”

Her eyes flutter, dazed, lost in it. Her lips move before she can think.

“I wanted it…”

“Wanted what?”

Her cheeks flush. Her thighs shake again.

“Your cock.”

“That’s right.”

I slam into her—hard enough to shove her a few inches across the rug.

She gasps, loud and high and soaked.

“Fucking brat,” I growl, pounding into her. “Mouthy little tease walking around my house like you didn’t want to be used. Like you didn’t need this.”

She moans, long and broken.

“Say it again.”

“I wanted it—fuck—Ash, I need it—”

I grip her jaw, making her look at me as I ruin her.

“You need to be used,” I snarl. “You’re a filthy little thing, aren’t you? A dumb, obedient little hole who just wanted her stepbrother to break her open.”

Her eyes roll back. Her cunt clamps around me.

“Oh god—”

“Not God, Riley,” I growl. “Me.”

She sobs and comes again—violent, shaking, wrecked beneath me.

And I don’t stop.

Not even when she goes limp under me, still twitching, still dripping, begging for more without saying a word.

“You think this is over?” I whisper, slowing only enough to make her feel every inch as I fuck her deeper. “You belong to me now.”

She moans again—soaked, open, ready.

“Good girl,” I breathe.

“Good little fucktoy.”

Her hips jerk.

Because she loves it.

And now?

She’s going to learn what it means to be kept.

Her body’s limp beneath me.

Sweaty.

Twitching.

Soaked in her own mess and mine.

But her cunt?

Still perfect.

Still clutching me like it never wants to let go.

Every thrust now is deeper. Slower. Designed to stay there—to imprint.

“Can you feel that?” I breathe, hips grinding into hers.

She nods, breathless. Her eyes are glassy, barely open.

But her lips move.

“Yes,” she whispers.

“Yes what?”

She swallows. Struggles to focus. Tries to speak through the heat flooding her every nerve.

“Yes, I feel your cock.”

I grin—dark, sharp, dangerous.

“You feel me stretching you open again? Ruining that soaked little hole?”

Her moan is wrecked.

And her body answers for her.

Clenching. Pulsing.

Her thighs tremble again like another orgasm is building—unwanted, unstoppable.

I grab her hips and fuck her deep.

Rough.

Final.

Her body jerks.

She’s coming again.

Tighter. Harder.

Squeezing the base of my cock like she wants it—wants to drain me. Own me.

I growl, losing rhythm.

Because I can’t hold it anymore.

Not with the way she feels around me.

Not with the way she sobs my name like it’s a confession.

I slam in once, twice—

And then bury myself all the way inside her.

I come hard.

Thick.

Deep.

Flooding her.

She gasps—sharp and stunned—her eyes wide as she feels it hit.

Warm.

Heavy.

Hot.

I stay there, cock twitching deep in her soaked, ruined cunt.

Her fingers dig into my back like her body needs to hold me there.

Like her pussy needs to milk every last drop.

“You feel that?” I murmur against her neck.

She nods, dizzy.

“I just came inside you.”

A shiver ripples through her.

“You’re mine now,” I growl.

“You were always mine. But now?”

I press my hips in again—just a little. She whimpers.

“You’re full of me.”

And when I pull out—

It leaks.

Down her thighs.

Onto the rug.

Proof.

Claim.

Possession.

She reaches between her legs, dazed, touching the slick heat that’s dripping out of her.

Her breath shudders.

Her voice is barely a whisper.

“…fuck.”


Chapter 2

She’s still lying there—spread, dripping, breathing like she just ran miles with no end in sight.

My cum is smeared across the inside of her thighs, thick and messy, sliding slow between her folds like her body’s reluctant to let it go.

Her skin glows.

Her chest rises and falls.

Her eyes—barely open—are glazed and fucked-soft.

It’s the prettiest she’s ever looked.

I run my fingers down her stomach. Light. Lazy. Claiming.

She twitches under my touch like she still can’t handle more—but she doesn’t pull away.

She won’t.

Because now she understands.

“You know what this means, don’t you?” I murmur.

Her lips part, but no words come. Just a shaky, unsure breath.

I don’t stop tracing her.

Her stomach. Her hip. Her thigh. The curve where she’s still slick and stretched and mine.

“You let me fuck you,” I say. “Use you. Fill you.”

Her eyes flutter.

“You didn’t fight it.”

“I—couldn’t,” she whispers.

“Did you want to?”

Her breath catches. Her body answers before her mouth does.

“No,” she says softly.

I smile.

“Good girl.”

She trembles.

“You’re mine now,” I say simply. “And that means there are going to be rules.”

Her head shifts, barely a nod.

“First rule,” I murmur, leaning in so my lips are at her ear, “you don’t wear clothes in this house. Not unless I tell you to.”

Her breath stops.

“You’re here for my use. That means you stay ready. Accessible. Obedient.”

I cup her between the legs again—light, but enough to feel how slick she still is.

Her hips jerk.

“Anywhere in the house. Any time I want. If I want your mouth, you open it. If I want your cunt, you bend over. If I want you on your knees, you drop.”

A small, strangled sound escapes her throat.

“Do you understand?”

She nods.

“Say it.”

“I—I understand,” she breathes. “No clothes unless you say. I’m… here for your use.”

I press two fingers inside her again—easy, slow.

She gasps, tightening around me like she needs it already.

I lean closer.

“That’s rule one, Riley.”

She shudders.

“There will be more.”

I wake up half-convinced I dreamed the whole thing.

The attic. The book. The spell.

Her legs spread wide on the rug.

Her voice, wrecked and begging, while I filled her full of cum and made her say she was mine.

It couldn’t have been real.

No way I actually fucked my stepsister senseless on the floor and came inside her twice.

Except—

I step into the hallway.

And smell bacon.

And hear the low shuffle of feet on tile.

And when I turn into the kitchen, I see her.

Riley.

Bare.

Naked.

Standing at the stove like it’s the most normal thing in the world, one hand on the pan, the other brushing her hair behind her ear.

Her ass is round and high and perfect—just slightly red from where I gripped it last night.

And her thighs?

Still sticky.

Still carrying the mark I left between them.

She doesn’t turn around when she hears me.

Doesn’t try to cover up.

She just says, voice low and casual, “Morning.”

My cock’s hard instantly.

I walk up behind her.

Slow.

Predatory.

She stiffens only slightly when I press against her back—my bare chest brushing hers, my hard cock settling against the curve of her ass.

“You listened,” I murmur against her neck.

Her voice wavers. “You said no clothes.”

I slide a hand between her legs.

She’s still wet.

Still ready.

I grip her hip with the other hand and line myself up.

“Good girl,” I growl.

And I push in.

No warning. No prep. No mercy.

She gasps—high and sharp—but she doesn’t drop the spatula.

“Keep cooking,” I say into her ear. “Don’t stop.”

She whimpers, bracing herself against the stove.

And I fuck her.

Slow and deep—just enough to make her feel every inch sliding back into the mess I made last night.

The sounds are obscene—slick, wet, raw.

Her breath hitches.

“Ash—fuck—”

“You don’t stop unless I say so,” I murmur, thrusting harder. “You don’t come unless I say so.”

Her hands tremble around the handle of the pan. The bacon sizzles.

And I slam into her again.

She chokes on a moan, biting her lip, thighs shaking as she tries to stay upright.

“I don’t care if you burn breakfast,” I growl. “But you don’t stop cooking until I’ve come inside you again.”

She moans.

And keeps flipping pancakes.

Because she knows now—

This is her new normal.

Naked.

Obedient.

Used.

Mine.

She’s trembling now.

But she keeps cooking.

Bare feet flat on my kitchen floor, ass pressed to my hips, tits bouncing softly every time I thrust forward.

Her body’s still so slick, so warm, like it wants to be used the second it senses me behind her.

And she hasn’t dropped the spatula.

Not once.

Good girl.

I thrust in again—slow and deep—and drag my palms up the curve of her waist.

She stiffens when I reach her tits.

And then melts.

Completely.

I squeeze.

Hard enough to make her gasp.

Her nipples are already tight, flushed, aching for attention.

“Burning anything yet?” I murmur against her neck.

“N-not yet,” she breathes.

“Shame,” I growl. “Might fuck you harder if you fuck up breakfast.”

She shudders.

And I start to play.

Both hands full—palming, tugging, pinching those perfect tits while I rock into her from behind. Her back arches. Her head tips forward. Her ass grinds back against me like she needs more than I’m giving her.

I roll one nipple between my fingers.

She whimpers.

“You like that?” I ask.

Her voice is small. “Yes.”

“You like being used like this, don’t you?”

She nods—just once—but it’s enough.

So I twist.

Not gentle. Not soft.

A sharp little tug on her nipple that makes her jerk and gasp and clench around me like she just came again.

Her arm wavers. The spatula shakes.

She doesn’t drop it.

Good girl.

I press my chest to her back, lips at her ear.

“You were made for this,” I growl. “Made to cook for me. To be fucked while you flip pancakes. To come while my cock’s buried deep and my hands are all over your filthy little body.”

She moans.

One soft, broken, needy sound.

And I know.

She’s close.

Again.

So I slow down.

Just enough to make her feel the denial.

Make her ache.

She squirms, hips shifting, trying to get more friction.

But I don’t give it to her.

I just keep her full.

And keep playing with her tits.

“I didn’t say you could come yet,” I whisper.

She chokes back a whimper.

“Finish breakfast first.”

Then I twist again—both nipples now.

And she moans into her hand like she’s losing her mind.

Because she is.

And we’ve barely started the day.

She’s trying to focus.

Trying to breathe.

But every time she reaches to flip a pancake or stir the eggs, her hips roll back into me like she’s forgotten what her hands are for.

Her thighs are slick. Her inner muscles keep pulsing around my cock like they’re begging for permission. I’m so deep inside her it’s like her body doesn’t remember where I end and she begins.

But I haven’t let her come.

Not yet.

I just keep moving—slow and thick, fucking her deep, keeping my hands wrapped around her tits like I own her.

Because I do.

And the longer I drag this out, the more she realizes it too.

“You’re shaking,” I murmur.

“I can’t—” she gasps, voice high, breaking. “Ash, I can’t hold it—please—”

Her knees buckle just a little. I grip her hips, steady her, and thrust in hard.

She screams into the kitchen towel hanging off the oven handle.

But I don’t let her fall.

“Not yet,” I growl. “Not until I say.”

She whimpers. Her body jerks. She’s sweating now, slick all over, legs trembling like she’s holding back a tidal wave.

Her hands are still moving.

Barely.

Flipping, stirring, trying to obey.

But I’m watching the way her stomach tenses.

The way her breath stutters.

The way her cunt keeps fluttering around me like it’s already trying to come.

I lean forward and bite her neck—just hard enough to leave a mark.

“Don’t you dare come without permission.”

She sobs.

“I c-can’t—”

“Yes, you can,” I growl. “Because you want this. You want to be denied. Teased. Used like the filthy little fuckdoll you are.”

Another deep thrust.

Another gasp.

Another pulse around my cock like she’s hanging on by a thread.

“You love being owned,” I breathe into her ear. “You love being naked and full and dripping. My perfect little fucktoy, cooking breakfast with my cum in her.”

She moans—loud, messy, desperate.

“Beg for it.”

She shakes her head, but her voice betrays her.

“Please,” she sobs. “Please, Ash—please let me come—I’ll do anything—just let me—I need it—”

She’s panting now.

Raw.

Wrecked.

Broken open and right there.

And I still don’t let her.

Not yet.

Because I want her to snap.

To sob.

To be ruined before I let her fall apart.

So I fuck her a little harder.

Just enough to push her closer.

Just enough to make her cry.

“You’ll come when I say,” I growl. “Not before. Say it.”

She gasps, choking on the words.

“I’ll—I’ll come when you say—please, please, Ash, please—”

And I smile.

Because now?

Now she means it.

Now she belongs to me.

And I’m still not done.

Her whole body’s shaking now.

She’s gone.

Slumped forward at the stove, hands barely able to hold the spatula, head hanging, hips rolling back into me like her body doesn’t care what her brain wants anymore.

Just wants release.

And I haven’t given it.

Not yet.

She’s soaked. Sore. Gasping every time I slide deep and thick into her aching, dripping cunt.

Still holding her orgasm back like a good girl.

Barely.

“Please,” she whimpers, voice hoarse and cracking. “Ash, I—I can’t—I need to come, please, I’ll do anything—”

Her thighs quake.

Her breath’s just sobs now—raw, high, desperate.

And when I look down at her?

She’s ruined.

Tears in her lashes.

Drool on her chin.

Her pussy gripping me like she’s trying to force it out of me—force the word.

The one she’s dying for.

“Say it again,” I growl, gripping her hips, slamming into her hard enough to knock a plate off the counter.

She screams.

“I’m yours,” she sobs. “I’m yours—I’m your fucktoy—your cockdrunk whore—please, Ash—let me come—”

And that’s when I say it.

Low.

Rough.

Final.

“Come.”

She shatters.

Hard.

Louder than before—screaming, sobbing, her whole body locking tight around my cock as the orgasm rips through her like it’s been building since last night.

Her legs give out.

She drops forward, face pressed to the edge of the stove, arms shaking, and I keep fucking her through it.

Harder.

Faster.

Deeper.

Until I feel her clamp again.

Another wave.

Another broken sound.

Another slick gush around me.

And then I let go.

I slam into her one last time and empty myself inside her—deep, full, with a growl against her ear as her pussy squeezes and milks every drop.

She moans.

Limp.

Destroyed.

Marked.

My cum leaking out of her already, dripping to the floor between her feet.

And she doesn’t move.

Doesn’t speak.

Just takes it.

Breathing hard.

Naked and fucked and owned.

I slide my hands up her back, slow, soothing now.

“Good girl,” I whisper. “That’s how I want you. Every morning.”

She shivers.

And whispers, wrecked and breathless:

“…yes, Ash.”

She’s barely standing.

Arms trembling. Knees buckling. Her chest pressed to the edge of the counter as she tries to breathe again.

But I don’t let her collapse just yet.

I grip her waist—tight, firm—and pull her back toward me. Her body obeys like it remembers who it belongs to.

“Bend over.”

She does.

No hesitation.

Her elbows press to the counter, ass lifting instinctively, spreading for me.

And I step back just far enough to watch.

My cum is already sliding out of her—thick, slow, sticky, glistening in the morning light as it runs down her inner thighs.

Her pussy’s pink and raw and twitching from how hard she came.

Absolutely fucking perfect.

I palm one cheek, spreading her wider. She moans.

“Look at this mess,” I murmur. “Dripping all over my kitchen.”

She whines softly—too spent to speak, but still listening. Still obeying.

I press my fingers between her legs again, dragging them through the slick mess leaking from her, collecting it.

And then I bring those fingers to her lips.

“Open.”

She parts them without a sound.

And sucks.

Her tongue swirls around my fingers—greedy and slow, like she’s learned what I like.

“What are you tasting?” I ask.

She blushes, cheeks red, mouth full of us.

“Your cum,” she whispers.

“And?”

“…me.”

“Good girl.”

I pull my fingers free.

“Now come here.”

She steps forward on shaking legs, eyes wide, lips parted, her whole body waiting for my next command.

I sit down at the kitchen table, legs spread, cock still wet and glistening.

“On your knees.”

She drops.

No resistance.

Her hands slide up my thighs, breath already hot as she leans in.

“Lick me clean,” I growl. “Get every drop.”

She starts slow.

Tongue dragging up the underside of my cock, collecting everything—every trace of her own slick, my cum, our mess.

She moans like she loves the taste.

Because she does.

She’s learning.

Every flick of her tongue is worship now.

Every sound she makes is obedience.

And when she takes me into her mouth, still hard, still needy?

I lean back in the chair, hand in her hair, and smile.

Because breakfast can wait.

My fucktoy knows her priorities.

Her mouth is heaven.

Hot.

Wet.

Obedient.

She takes me slow—tongue flat, lips tight, her moan vibrating through the base of my cock as she sinks lower, deeper, until her nose brushes my stomach and her throat clenches around the tip.

“Good girl,” I growl, tightening my grip in her hair. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

She doesn’t.

She can’t.

I feel it in the way her hands press into my thighs, fingers flexing like she wants to hold on—like she needs the contact to stay grounded as I use her mouth the way I used her cunt.

Not fast.

Not rough.

Just deep.

Controlled.

She gags a little, eyes watering, but she takes it. Swallows me down, moaning like this is what she was made for. Like being on her knees, naked in my kitchen with my cock in her throat, is her new default.

And it is.

“You like how you taste?” I ask, low, dark, watching her bob on my length. “You like licking up your mess? My cum inside you, dripping down your legs and all over my cock?”

She whines around me—tight and filthy and desperate.

I ease her off with a fist in her hair, my cock sliding free with a wet pop.

She gasps for air, spit clinging to her lips, chin soaked, cheeks red.

“Answer me.”

“Yes,” she pants. “Yes, I like it. I like tasting it. I like cleaning you up.”

“Who do you belong to?”

“You, Ash.”

Her voice is wrecked.

And perfect.

I guide her hand to my cock.

“Stroke it.”

She obeys.

Slow, careful, reverent.

I lean back, watching her—completely naked, smeared with her own arousal, hair a mess, lips swollen, hand working my cock like she’s memorized every vein and curve.

This isn’t just a girl who’s been fucked.

This is a girl who’s been claimed.

And knows it.

“You’ve got one job now,” I murmur, wrapping a strand of hair around my finger. “Keep me hard. Keep me fed. Keep your holes open when I want them.”

Her eyes go hazy.

“Yes, Ash.”

I groan low in my throat, cock twitching in her hand.

“Use your mouth again.”

She doesn’t hesitate.

She slides me back between her lips, tongue cradling the underside, eyes locked on mine like she wants to drown in this.

She sucks harder.

Sloppier.

Messier.

And I let her.

Because there’s no rush.

She’ll be here all day.

Naked.

On her knees.

Mouth open.

And ready.

I let her worship me for a while—soft licks, slow strokes, eyes flicking up like she’s still trying to prove something.

But I’ve already claimed her.

This isn’t about soft anymore.

It’s about control.

“Hands behind your back.”

She freezes for a second.

Then obeys.

Fingers laced, arms tight behind her, tits pushed forward, mouth still stretched around the thick base of my cock.

Helpless.

Obedient.

Fucking perfect.

I rest both hands in her hair, curling it around my fists.

“Now you’re not in control anymore,” I murmur. “I’m going to fuck your throat. And you’re going to take it.”

She moans around me, eyes wide and watering already.

And I start to move.

Slow at first.

Then harder.

Deeper.

The first time I hit the back of her throat, she gags—and I don’t stop. I hold her there. Let her eyes water. Let her choke.

Then I pull back, watching spit connect her lips to the head of my cock in a slick, shining thread.

“Good girl,” I growl. “Again.”

This time I don’t wait.

I shove back in—harder, faster—and her moan gets swallowed whole.

The sound of her choking on me is fucking addictive. Wet, raw, desperate.

Her throat contracts. Her shoulders twitch.

But her hands stay behind her back.

Because she’s mine now.

I fuck her face like she’s just another hole.

Not gentle.

Not slow.

Just deep.

Fast.

Claiming.

Her spit coats my cock, her tears stream down her cheeks, and I don’t stop until her face is a mess of drool and flushed heat and my cock sliding in and out of her like it belongs there.

Because it does.

She’s moaning now—not words, just wrecked little sounds every time I bottom out.

Her throat clenches like she’s trying to come just from this—just from being used.

I grab her jaw, hold her there, buried as deep as I can go.

She gags again, then relaxes.

Accepts it.

Welcomes it.

I pull out slow, watching her chest heave, watching her try to catch her breath.

“Look at you,” I growl. “Drooling all over yourself. Throat fucked and still kneeling like a good little toy.”

She blinks up at me, eyes glassy, lips swollen and shiny with spit.

“Are you going to come?” I ask.

She nods faintly. Desperate.

And I smirk.

“Not yet.”

Her lips are red and swollen. Her chin is slick with spit and pre-cum. She’s panting through parted lips like she can barely breathe, like she’s dizzy just from having me in her mouth.

But I’m not done.

Not even close.

I run my thumb along her bottom lip, smearing the mess across her cheek.

“You think you’ve earned a break?” I ask.

She shakes her head, eyes wide.

I fist her hair again, grip tight, possessive, dragging her closer by the scalp.

“Open.”

Her mouth falls open instantly—obedient, wrecked, ready.

And I slide back in.

One slow thrust.

Then another.

Then I slam my hips forward and she chokes—deep and raw, her throat stretching around me like she was made for this.

I groan.

“Fuck, Riley. You were born to be used like this.”

She moans around me—guttural, full of spit and submission.

And I fuck her.

Harder now.

Faster.

No more testing. No more teasing. Just using her mouth like it’s mine—because it is.

I watch her eyes roll back as her throat spasms. She gags, drools, takes it.

Both hands still locked behind her back.

No resistance.

Just wet sounds and her ruined face moving back and forth on my cock while I take what I want.

Over and over.

I feel the tension building—my abs tightening, my grip on her hair going rougher, possessive.

Her throat is perfect—so fucking tight, clenching like it wants to pull every drop out of me.

I bottom out again.

Hold her all the way down.

Her nose pressed to my stomach.

She gasps through her nose—little ragged breaths—but she doesn’t pull away.

She stays there.

She lets me use her.

And I fucking explode.

Hot.

Hard.

Deep.

My cock throbs in her throat as I unload every last drop straight down it.

Her throat swallows on instinct—tight and twitching around me, like her body doesn’t know how to not obey.

I keep her there.

Just a few seconds longer.

Until I feel her throat finish its job.

Until I’m empty.

Only then do I pull out.

Slow. Slick. Her lips dragging off the tip like she doesn’t want to let go.

She coughs once, then licks her lips.

Spit and cum coat her mouth.

Her chest heaves.

She looks up at me—fucked, dripping, dazed—and opens her mouth to show me.

Empty.

Swallowed.

Obeyed.

I lean down, grip her chin, and kiss her.

Hard.

She whimpers into it, tongue brushing mine, messy and soft and desperate.

When I pull back, I drag my thumb across her mouth again.

“That’s my girl,” I growl.

She shivers.

Still on her knees.

Still naked.

Still ready.

And I haven’t even started the day.


Chapter 3

The kitchen smells like sex and bacon.

There’s drool on the floor, cum between her thighs, and my cock’s still heavy, still wet, still wanting her.

I run a hand through her messy hair and tilt her face up.

“Get off your knees.”

She stumbles to her feet—wobbly, flushed, tits rising and falling with every shaky breath.

I pull out a chair and sit.

Cock hard again. Waiting.

I don’t have to ask twice.

“Come here,” I say, patting my lap.

She climbs on without a word.

Straddles me.

Guides me inside with shaking fingers.

And sinks down—slow and full—until she’s seated on my cock, bottomed out, her lips parted in a silent moan.

Her pussy welcomes me.

Warm, slick, still clenching like she hasn’t had enough.

I grip her hips.

Keep her still.

“You’re not riding,” I murmur. “You’re not grinding. You’re just going to sit here and keep me warm while I eat.”

She nods—barely able to look at me.

But her walls flutter around me like they don’t know what stillness means.

I reach for the plate.

Pancakes. Bacon. Eggs.

And I tear a piece off with my fingers.

Hold it to her lips.

“Eat.”

She parts them.

Takes it.

Chews, swallows, her hands trembling where they rest on my shoulders.

I feed her a little more—soft bites, slow and steady—while my cock stays buried inside her, pulsing against her inner walls like it belongs there.

Because it does.

Then I lift a forkful to my mouth, watching her the whole time.

Her breath hitches every time I shift.

Just a little.

Not enough to thrust.

Just enough to remind her.

She’s mine.

“Now your turn,” I say.

She blinks, confused.

I hand her the fork.

“You’re going to feed me.”

She obeys.

Shaking hands. Careful bites.

And when she leans forward to bring the fork to my lips, her tits brush my chest, her hips tilt just enough to make her moan.

I groan low, cock twitching inside her.

“Careful,” I murmur. “You move too much, I’ll forget about breakfast and fuck you right through the table.”

She gasps.

And freezes.

Another bite. Another slow chew. Another moment of warmth and weight and tension wrapped around my cock like her body needs me in her even when I’m still.

She starts to relax into it.

Feeding me.

Obeying.

Being filled in every way.

I tear a strip of bacon in half and press it to her lips. She takes it.

Chews.

Swallows.

And when her eyes meet mine—wide, glassy, wrecked but devoted—I lean in and kiss her.

Soft.

Deep.

Filthy.

Because she’s not just warming my cock anymore.

She’s mine.

Completely.

And we’re just getting started.

She finishes the last bite off my plate, mouth still swollen, cunt still wrapped tight around me.

I haven’t moved.

Haven’t thrust.

But I’ve felt every squeeze. Every flutter. Every twitch of her body trying to fuck itself on my cock even when I told her not to.

She’s trembling now—soft moans against my throat, thighs slick, fingers gripping my shoulders like she’ll fall apart if I breathe too hard.

I drag my hands down her back, slow and possessive.

Then grip her ass, spread her wide, and slide her off me with one long, slick withdrawal.

She gasps—empty now. Bare. Open.

I catch a bead of cum starting to leak from her.

Not acceptable.

“Stay here,” I say.

She obeys.

Naked. Kneeling. Shivering on the kitchen floor.

I walk to the bedroom.

Open the drawer.

Pull out the plug.

It’s smooth, dark silicone. Modest in size—but thick enough to fill her. Stretch her. Keep her.

And when I walk back into the kitchen, her eyes widen.

She knows.

“Stand up. Bend over the table.”

She scrambles to her feet—legs shaky, hands bracing flat against the table, her hips arched perfectly.

I kneel behind her.

Spread her open.

Her pussy’s a mess. Still twitching. Still leaking.

I drag my fingers between her folds, gathering the slick mix of cum and spit and submission, and smear it lower—down to her tight, untouched hole.

She shivers.

“First time?” I ask.

She nods. Barely.

I grin.

“Good.”

I press the plug to her entrance—slow, steady.

She whines.

Fists clenching.

Back arching.

But she doesn’t move away.

She pushes back.

“Fuck, Riley…”

I slide it in.

All the way.

Her body clamps, tries to push it out. I hold her still.

“Breathe.”

She does.

Her ass flexes. The base of the plug settles tight against her skin.

Perfect.

“Now,” I murmur, pulling her upright, turning her to face me, “you’re going to clean the kitchen. Naked. Plugged. And you’re not going to let a drop of what I put in you leak out.”

Her lips part—stunned, flushed, aching.

“You understand?”

She nods.

“Say it.”

“I’ll clean,” she whispers. “Plugged. I won’t let anything fall out.”

I cup her chin. Kiss her hard.

“Good girl.”

I sit back down with my coffee.

She starts wiping the counter, bare and red and stretched wide, the plug holding everything in.

And every time she bends?

I sip.

And smile.

Because she’s learning.

She’s ready.

And she hasn’t even begged yet.

She finishes wiping the counters.

Quiet.

Focused.

Careful not to bend too fast, not to clench too hard, not to make a sound unless I call for her.

I sit at the table, watching.

Coffee in hand.

Eyes locked on the soft curve of her ass, stretched tight around the plug. Every step makes her thighs tremble, every movement a reminder that she’s full.

Full of me.

I wait until she sets the last plate on the drying rack, standing still, hands folded in front of her like she’s not sure if she’s allowed to turn around yet.

I take one last slow sip.

Set the cup down.

“Over here.”

She comes quickly—heels clicking soft on tile, breath already shallow, like she knows what’s coming.

I push the chair back.

Pat my thigh.

“Knees.”

She drops. Perfect.

Back straight. Eyes down.

But I see her pulse flutter in her throat.

I drag my fingers slowly up her inner thigh. She spreads them without being told.

Good girl.

Her pussy’s glistening again. The plug still snug and proud between her cheeks.

But I don’t just want a glance.

I want proof.

“Turn around. Face away. On all fours.”

She does.

Smooth and silent.

Her ass lifts. Her back curves. And I kneel behind her, spreading her gently until everything is on display.

The plug is still in place.

No mess on the floor.

But I want to know.

I wrap one hand around the base of the plug and pull.

Slow.

It stretches her as it slides free—slick, warm, glistening.

She gasps, clenching instinctively.

And then I see it.

Nothing drips.

She held it.

Every drop.

“Fuck,” I breathe. “That’s my girl.”

I run two fingers between her folds—still soaked. Still open. Her lips flutter around the intrusion like her body’s begging for something bigger.

She shudders when I slide them in.

Deep.

Slow.

Tight suction clings to my fingers like her cunt wants to be filled again.

I curl them inside her. Press to that perfect spot.

“Did you like being plugged, Riley?”

“Yes,” she whispers, voice barely there.

“Did it make you feel full?”

“Y-yes.”

“Kept?”

She moans. Quiet. Shaky.

“Yes, Ash.”

I fuck her with my fingers—slow, steady, deliberate.

Her arms shake, elbows threatening to buckle.

But she doesn’t move.

Doesn’t ask to come.

Just breathes, clenching, dripping around my hand.

And I smirk.

“You held it like a good girl.”

She nods, moaning as my fingers curl deeper.

“So I’ll give you a reward.”

Her head lifts. Just a little.

“You’re going to wear the plug again.”

A pause.

“But this time…” I reach for the plug, still slick and warm, “you’re going to keep it in while you nap on my bed.”

She gasps.

“And if it falls out?”

I press it to her entrance again, just teasing.

“Then I’ll put something bigger in instead.”

She moans.

And spreads her legs wider.

Because she knows the rules now.

And she loves them.

She’s curled on her side.

Leg bent, hair spilling across the pillow, one arm tucked under her cheek.

Completely still.

Completely bare.

And the plug?

Still right where I left it.

Pushing gently between her cheeks, her pussy soft and swollen and glistening around it like she’s still aching to be filled.

I stand at the edge of the bed, just watching.

Breathing slow.

Cock already hard again.

Because she’s never looked better.

Not begging.

Not moaning.

Just submissive in silence.

Kept.

Like her body remembers who owns it, even when her mind is asleep.

I kneel on the bed behind her.

Slide a hand down the slope of her back, slow and reverent.

She stirs just slightly—just a breath, a twitch of her hips—but she doesn’t wake.

And when I grip the plug, twisting gently, easing it free?

She moans.

Soft.

Sleepy.

Barely conscious.

But her legs part.

On instinct.

Like she wants to be filled again.

Needs it.

I line myself up.

Press the thick head of my cock to her dripping entrance.

And slide in.

Slow.

Deep.

She breathes out hard—a stutter, a tiny gasp—but she doesn’t wake.

Just twitches.

Clenches around me.

Welcomes me.

Her cunt is soaked, warm and pliant, wrapped tight around every inch of me as I bottom out inside her sleeping body.

I groan.

Low.

Possessive.

Because this? This is mine.

And I start to move.

Not rough. Not yet.

Just long, slow thrusts—dragging out of her like I’m tasting her from the inside.

She shifts under me.

Moans again, still asleep.

Still obedient.

Still perfect.

I reach around and cup her breast, thumb brushing her nipple.

She shivers.

Her hips roll back toward me.

Dreaming of me, maybe.

Or just so used to being filled now that even in sleep, her body begs for it.

I fuck her like that.

Rhythmic.

Claiming.

Building.

Her cunt starts to flutter around me, clenching tighter with each stroke, milking me without thought or awareness.

I lean over her.

Mouth at her ear.

“You’re mine, Riley,” I whisper. “Even like this. Even asleep.”

She moans—one soft sound, broken and needy.

I grip her waist harder.

Thrust deeper.

Harder.

Her breath stutters, caught somewhere between dream and waking.

But her body takes me.

All of me.

And when I feel myself start to come?

I bury myself as deep as I can.

Groaning into her hair as I spill inside her, thick and slow, filling her up all over again while she sleeps through it—used, stretched, owned.

When I finally pull out, she whimpers.

Empty.

Leaking.

But still asleep.

I press a kiss to her shoulder.

Then roll her gently to her back.

Spread her legs.

Watch my cum slide out of her slow and warm.

And I smile.

Because she doesn’t need to be awake to know who she belongs to.

She’s barely moved.

Lying on her back now, legs parted the way I left them—lips pink and swollen, stretched open just enough to let my cum slide out in slow, lazy drips.

The sheets under her are stained.

Her thighs are sticky.

Her hair’s a mess of sweat and sleep and me.

And I haven’t looked away once.

I’m sitting at the edge of the bed, watching every little twitch of her body—every shift in breath, every flutter of her lashes, every tiny tremble in her thighs like she’s still trying to come down.

My cock’s hard again.

Of course it is.

Because seeing her like this?

Kept.

Used.

Still dripping with the last time I came inside her, and she doesn’t even know yet?

That’s better than any fantasy I’ve ever had.

She stirs.

A slow inhale.

One leg flexes.

Her fingers curl against the sheets.

And then, just barely—her eyes flutter open.

She blinks once.

Twice.

Then gasps when she shifts her hips and feels the slick mess beneath her.

Her hand moves instinctively to her thighs.

She touches herself.

Finds the cum leaking out.

And her lips part, breath catching in her throat.

“Ash…”

Her voice is wrecked.

Soft. Raspy. Confused.

I don’t say anything.

I just reach for her knee.

Spread her open wider.

She moans before she can stop herself.

“I—did you…?”

I nod once.

She swallows hard, cheeks flushing deep.

Her eyes drop to my cock—thick and waiting, already leaking at the tip.

“You fucked me while I was sleeping,” she whispers.

I nod again.

She doesn’t move away.

Doesn’t tell me to stop.

Her breath hitches.

And then she lifts her hips just slightly—just enough that more of my cum slips out of her.

Her eyes flutter shut at the sensation.

“I didn’t wake up…”

“You didn’t need to,” I say softly.

She shivers.

“I was still ready?”

“You’re always ready.”

She moans—quiet, trembling, raw.

Then her eyes open again.

Heavy. Fucked-out. Wanting.

“What now?”

I reach out.

Drag two fingers through the mess between her thighs.

Hold them up.

“Now,” I murmur, “you clean this up.”

Her lips part.

And she leans forward.

Opens her mouth.

And takes my fingers in deep.

Sucking.

Moaning.

Obeying.

Because this is who she is now.

And she knows it.

She finishes sucking my fingers clean—eyes heavy, lips slick, tongue swirling around the taste of her own body and my cum like it’s the only thing keeping her grounded.

And then she lies back again.

Arms over her head.

Legs parted.

Waiting.

“Turn over,” I murmur.

She obeys without a word.

Rolls onto her stomach, slow and drowsy, like her body knows what’s coming and wants it.

I pull her hips up, knees under her, ass lifted and open, thighs slick and messy.

She’s a dream like this.

A hole kept warm overnight.

A body molded to take mine.

My bratty little stepsister, bare and begging without saying a word.

I line myself up again.

Slide in.

Slow.

Deep.

She gasps.

Then moans—long and soft, hips rocking back like she’s greedy for it.

And I give it to her.

Not rough this time.

Not savage.

Just heavy, claiming thrusts—deep strokes that press right against her sweet spot, right where she needs it.

She melts into the mattress, jaw slack, breath broken.

Her cunt grips me like it’s pulling me in.

“Fuck, Riley,” I groan. “You feel tighter every time I use you.”

She whimpers into the pillow.

And I don’t stop.

I reach forward, grab a fistful of her hair, pull her head up.

“I know what this filthy little body wants,” I growl.

She gasps.

“What?”

“To be bred.”

Her breath punches out of her lungs.

“I’ve been filling you up for days,” I murmur. “Over and over. Watching it leak out, watching you soak the sheets, watching your pussy beg for more.”

She moans—raw and wrecked.

“I think it’s time I made sure it stays.”

She doesn’t say no.

She just trembles—tightening around me, soaking me.

“You want your stepbrother to breed you, don’t you?”

She nods.

Chokes on a whimper.

“Say it.”

“Y-yes,” she breathes. “I want it—I want you to breed me, Ash—please—please, fill me up—make it take—”

I lose it.

My rhythm shifts—harder now, deeper, fucking her like she’s mine forever.

Her body gives out under me—legs shaking, fists in the sheets.

And when I feel her start to come again, clenching down so tight I can barely move?

I slam in.

Stay there.

And unload.

Hot, thick, full.

My cock jerks inside her, spilling everything straight into her womb, while she sobs through another orgasm—louder, wetter, needy.

I keep my hips locked tight.

Her ass against my stomach.

My cum buried deep.

“Now you’re really mine,” I whisper, biting the back of her neck. “Used. Bred. Owned.”

She moans.

And nods.

Like she never wants it to stop.

I watch her from across the kitchen—tight black dress, hair pulled back, a necklace I picked for her this morning.

She’s gorgeous.

And shaking.

Because she knows what’s about to happen.

Her thighs have been pressed together all night, because the plug inside her hasn’t stopped reminding her who she belongs to.

She’s dripping under that dress.

But now?

Now it’s time to show her what it means to be owned in public.

“Come here,” I say.

She obeys.

Soft steps, flushed cheeks, a barely-steady breath.

The dinner party is already in motion—four guests chatting in the dining room. Background music. Glasses clinking.

No one suspects a thing.

Not yet.

I sit down at the table.

Pull her forward by the hips.

Lift the hem of her dress—just enough—and guide her down.

Onto my lap.

Onto my cock.

No panties.

No resistance.

She lowers herself slow, muffling a gasp behind her teeth as my length fills her.

I grip her waist.

Keep her there.

Deep.

Still.

“You don’t move,” I whisper. “You stay full. Warm. While I eat.”

She nods, eyes fluttering.

But when I press the base of the plug back inside her, she jerks.

“Still,” I growl.

And she freezes.

Then smiles.

A soft, sweet, fake little smile she puts on as a friend leans over the table to pour her wine.

She doesn’t even flinch.

But I feel her walls clenching around me.

Begging.

We start to eat.

She sits perfectly still.

On my cock.

Plugged.

Used.

I cut a bite of steak, hold it to her lips.

She takes it.

Chews.

Swallows.

Another bite for me.

Another brush of her hips that nearly gives her away.

She’s panting through her nose now, lashes low, trying to stay composed while I reach under the table and run two fingers along her inner thigh.

“She alright?” one of the girls across the table asks.

Riley stiffens.

“She looks a little flushed.”

I smile.

“She’s fine. Just warm.”

I slide a finger higher—close to where I’m buried inside her.

She clenches.

Eyes wide.

I lean to her ear.

“If you come on my cock in front of them,” I whisper, “I won’t stop you.”

She chokes on her next breath.

And I know she’s close.

She’s so fucking wet around me. So tight. So full.

And still not allowed to move.

She shifts once—just once—and the woman across the table narrows her eyes.

Curious.

And maybe suspicious.

Riley blushes.

But doesn’t stop.

Doesn’t run.

Doesn’t even flinch when I grab her jaw, turn her face, and kiss her—slow and deep, full of ownership—right in front of them all.

When I pull back?

Her lips are shiny.

Her breath wrecked.

And she’s still sitting on my cock.

Still mine.

The last fork clinks against a plate.

Laughter. Chairs shifting. Casual goodbyes murmured from one end of the table.

“Such a great dinner, Ash. Seriously, man.”

I nod, half-smiling, barely holding on.

Because Riley’s still in my lap.

Still plugged.

Still sitting on my cock.

And squeezing me.

The guests drift toward the living room—some with wine, some heading to the bathroom.

They think the night is winding down.

But mine’s just starting.

I slide my hands under her dress and lift her—just a little. Just enough to pull my cock out of her soaked, fluttering cunt.

She gasps.

Soft.

Sharp.

“Stay quiet,” I whisper, grabbing her arm.

She doesn’t question.

Doesn’t hesitate.

I bend her forward over the dining room table.

Face down.

Arms stretched flat across the linen runner, wine glass inches from her fingers.

Her ass is bare now—dress hiked up, plug still tucked snug between her cheeks.

And she’s dripping.

I spread her open.

No words.

Just the slick sound of her folds parting.

And I slam into her.

Hard.

Deep.

She yelps—but it’s strangled, swallowed into the tablecloth.

“Shhh,” I growl, leaning over her back, thrusting deep again. “They’re still in the house.”

She moans through her teeth, face pressed into the table, her fingers twitching like she doesn’t know if she should grip the edge or claw into it.

“You’re going to take it,” I whisper. “While they sit ten feet away. While they talk about wine and dessert.”

Another thrust.

She jerks.

A choked sob escapes her throat.

“You’re going to come for me with your mouth shut.”

I fuck her harder.

The table shakes—quiet but insistent.

Silverware shifts.

Her body jolts with every thrust, soaking wet, stuffed full, and still wearing my plug.

“God, you’re soaked,” I hiss. “They’re all out there drinking while I fuck my stepsister over the table they just ate at.”

She whimpers.

I slap her ass—quick, sharp.

“Quiet.”

She nods—frantic, breath hitching, hips rolling back like she needs more.

And I give it to her.

Over and over.

Her moans are muffled.

Barely there.

But her body?

Her body’s screaming.

Tight.

Clenching.

Begging.

I reach down, rub her clit—just once, slow.

And she snaps.

She comes hard, legs shaking, breath caught in her throat, face buried in the cloth as she rides out wave after wave without a single scream.

I keep going.

Thrusting.

Filling.

Losing control—

Until I slam in one last time and unload.

Deep.

Claiming.

Risky.

Breeding her again.

She doesn’t move.

Doesn’t breathe.

Just takes it.

Because she knows what she is now.

And when I pull out, cum spilling thick down her thighs, plug still tucked tight inside?

She doesn’t even ask what happens next.

She just waits.

She’s trembling as I pull her up from the table—legs slick, dress bunched at her waist, face flushed and dazed like she’s forgotten her own name.

Her pussy’s leaking everything I just poured into her.

But her mouth?

Still shut.

Perfect.

“Come with me,” I whisper.

She nods.

Follows.

Silent.

Obedient.

I lead her down the hall, past the coat rack, past the entry table—and into the guest bathroom.

The light is low. The air smells like lavender soap and heat.

I close the door behind us.

But I don’t lock it.

Risk is part of the reward.

She stands there, bare and wet, thighs still parted instinctively, plug shifting slightly with each breath.

And I sink to my knees.

“Taste yourself,” I murmur, dragging her closer.

She gasps as I spread her open.

My cum drips slow and hot down her thighs.

I press my tongue to it.

Lick up the mess, slow and wet, tracing every drop as it slides from her stretched hole.

She shudders.

One hand in my hair. The other braced against the wall.

“You’re perfect like this,” I murmur against her skin. “Full. Used. Quiet.”

Her breath catches as I slide the plug free.

She nearly falls forward—knees wobbling, hole twitching open.

And I drag my tongue up her slit again—slow, deep, savoring the taste of her submission and my cum all at once.

Then—

A voice.

Outside the door.

Male. Casual.

“Hey, Ash? You in here?”

She freezes.

Wide-eyed.

My hand shoots up, clapping tight over her mouth.

I don’t speak.

Neither does she.

The doorknob rattles.

Locked now? Not quite.

“Thought you said you were grabbing dessert—”

I stay still.

Her breath is rapid under my hand.

Her thighs twitch.

And when I look down?

She’s dripping again.

Her body likes this.

Being caught.

Being full and silent and used—while someone stands two feet away, clueless.

“Guess he’s in the other one,” the voice says.

Footsteps retreat.

She exhales into my palm.

Slow.

Shaky.

I pull my hand away.

And she moans—soft and broken.

“I’m not done with you,” I whisper. “Get on your knees.”

She drops instantly.

And I grip the back of her head, cock hard again, thick and ready, as I guide her mouth open.

“You’re going to suck me quiet this time.”

She nods.

And takes me in.

Because risk doesn’t matter anymore.

Obedience does.

Her lips wrap around my cock like she’s made for it.

Soft.

Wet.

Silent.

But not still.

She’s sucking me in slow, cheeks hollowing, tongue tracing every inch like she’s grateful to have me again.

And she’s doing it on her knees.

In the guest bathroom.

With my cum still drying on her thighs.

Her eyes flick up—wide and wrecked and needy.

And I see it: that twitch in her brows, that faint flex of her thighs.

She likes this.

She wants to get caught.

I press my palm to the back of her head and push.

She gags—quietly.

Barely a sound.

Her throat tightens around me, and I groan low, dragging her mouth back just enough for her to breathe before pushing in again.

Slow.

Then faster.

Then hard.

She chokes once. I tighten my grip.

“Quiet,” I growl, voice sharp against the bathroom’s tile walls.

And then—

footsteps.

Outside.

Slow.

Someone walking past.

She freezes.

Cock halfway down her throat.

Breathing through her nose, eyes panicked—and turned on.

I hold her there.

One long, pulsing beat.

Two.

The footsteps fade.

And I let her up.

She gasps around me, spit clinging to her lips, chest heaving as I let her take a single breath—

Then I fuck back into her mouth, rough now.

Relentless.

Claiming.

She moans—and I slap her cheek.

Soft.

Warning.

“No noise.”

She nods. Eyes watering.

I can feel myself getting close.

Tense. Heavy. Throbbing.

Her mouth is a mess—sloppy and shiny, stretched wide as I use her with no mercy.

She wants it.

She needs it.

She’s my filthy little secret—naked, sucking, obedient—and just when I’m about to break, I grab her hair in both fists and growl:

“You make a sound, I’ll open this door and make you explain why you’re on your knees like a whore for your stepbrother.”

She moans around my cock.

But she stays quiet.

And I come.

Hard.

Deep.

Right down her throat.

She chokes, swallows, takes all of it.

I don’t let go of her head.

“Swallow it,” I whisper. “Or I’ll make you say it out loud.”

Her throat moves.

Once.

Twice.

Swallowing everything I give her.

And when I finally pull out, her mouth is empty. Tongue flicking across her lips, eyes glassy and blown wide.

I crouch beside her.

Cup her throat.

“You’re getting good at that,” I murmur. “Good little fucktoy.”

She nods.

And leans forward.

Mouth open again.

Because she knows—

If I want it again?

She’ll take it.

Even if someone’s listening.

She’s still kneeling on the bathroom floor, flushed and glowing, cum swallowed, lips red and wet from everything I gave her.

She’s trembling—just a little.

But she looks up at me like she’s ready for more.

Like she wants to be used again.

And again.

And again.

But not yet.

Not on her schedule.

On mine.

“Up,” I say.

She rises, slow and obedient, legs shaky from kneeling so long.

I tug her dress down—just enough to make her decent.

And lead her down the hall.

Not to the kitchen.

Not to the living room.

To my room.

The door shuts behind us with a quiet click.

And I drag her to the bed.

“On your stomach.”

She obeys.

Quick.

No hesitation.

I pull the drawer open and take out what I need—leather cuffs, soft but unrelenting. Short tether straps.

She breathes faster as I bind her wrists to the headboard.

Spread her legs.

Cuff her ankles to the bedposts.

She’s stretched now.

Face down.

Plug still inside her.

Cunt dripping.

Tied and helpless.

Her fingers twitch in the cuffs. Her thighs shake.

But she doesn’t complain.

Doesn’t beg.

Just waits.

And I lean close to her ear, hand sliding gently over her ass.

“I’m going to go have a drink,” I whisper. “Chat. Laugh. Maybe bring out dessert.”

She moans softly, trying not to move.

“And you?” I trail my fingers between her thighs. “You’re going to lay here. Wet. Plugged. Empty.”

Her breath stutters.

“You’ll feel every second,” I murmur, pushing the plug deeper again, slow and thick.

She gasps.

“And you won’t come,” I say. “You won’t squirm. You’ll just stay here, tied up and dripping, while I enjoy my night.”

She whimpers—barely.

I grip her hair, yank her head back.

“What do you say?”

“…yes, Ash,” she breathes. “I’ll wait.”

“Good girl.”

I lean down.

Kiss her shoulder.

Then walk to the door.

And close it behind me.

Leaving her there.

Tied.

Ready.

Wanting.

Mine.


Chapter 4

It’s well past midnight when I open the door.

The bedroom is dark, lit only by the hallway glow spilling across the sheets.

She’s still there.

Exactly how I left her.

Naked.

Plugged.

Stretched between the cuffs—wrists bound to the headboard, ankles to the posts.

Soft little breaths fall from her parted lips.

Her hair’s messy, cheeks flushed even in sleep.

Her thighs are parted.

Just enough.

And she’s soaked.

Even after hours of waiting.

I close the door behind me.

Quiet.

Careful.

Hungry.

She stirs slightly as I step beside the bed—one quiet shift of her hips, just enough to make the plug inside her flex.

She moans in her sleep.

Faint.

Automatic.

Perfect.

I kneel between her legs.

Touch her lightly—fingers skimming the inside of her thigh, grazing the edge of the plug where her body pulses around it, still trying to keep me in.

She’s so ready.

She doesn’t even know it.

I wrap my hand around the base of the plug and pull.

Slow.

She gasps in her sleep, hips twitching as the thick stretch of it slides free of her used hole.

A wet sound fills the room.

She moans—low and helpless.

And doesn’t wake.

I guide my cock to her pussy—soaked, dripping, slick with anticipation her mind couldn’t even contain.

And I slide in.

All the way.

One smooth thrust.

Deep.

She gasps again, still unconscious, her body arching softly into the mattress.

No resistance.

Just heat.

Just acceptance.

I start to move.

Slow.

Claiming.

Her body welcomes every stroke.

Tight.

Perfect.

Like she knew I was coming for her even in sleep.

She clenches around me, soaked and needy, and I groan as I grip her hips and begin to use her.

No talking.

No waking her up.

Just slow, deep fucking.

Her wrists shift against the cuffs—reflexes.

Her mouth parts, breath catching, face turning just enough that I can see her expression:

Dreaming.

Of me.

Of this.

I fuck her deeper.

Harder.

Filling her over and over, feeling her walls pull at me like she wants to be bred again—used again—kept full until morning.

And when I come, I bury myself deep.

Pulse after pulse spilling into her.

Claiming her.

Marking her.

Again.

She moans in her sleep—soft, sweet, sated.

I don’t pull out.

Not yet.

I just lie there, cock still inside her, her wrists still bound, her body still mine.

Because even unconscious…

She knows who she belongs to.

The washing machine hums in the background.

She’s bent over the basket, ass in the air, sorting whites from colors like it’s her actual job—and in a way, it is.

She doesn’t get to wear clothes.

Not unless I say so.

And today?

I didn’t.

So she’s completely bare.

In the middle of the house.

Sunlight pouring through the kitchen window, her tits swinging softly every time she leans in, her thighs still marked from the cuffs I tied her into last night.

She doesn’t even flinch when I step into the room.

Just keeps folding.

Like she’s forgotten she’s mine.

I walk up behind her.

No words.

No warning.

Just grip her hips.

And slam into her.

She gasps—a high, startled sound—her back arching, arms fumbling forward into the laundry like she wasn’t expecting it.

Because she wasn’t.

But she doesn’t say no.

She can’t.

She just takes it.

“Did I say you could stop?” I growl into her ear.

“N-no,” she stammers, breath catching as I thrust deeper, harder, right there in the middle of the laundry room. “I—Ash, I’m doing the—”

I grab her hair, yank her head back.

“You’re mine, Riley. You do laundry when I’m not hard. Are you seeing folded clothes, or do you feel my cock inside you right now?”

She moans.

But before she can answer—

Her phone rings.

On the counter.

The screen lights up.

Mom.

She sees it.

Freezes.

I don’t.

I pull her back onto my cock and fuck her deeper.

She chokes on a moan, legs trembling.

“You gonna answer?” I sneer. “Tell her what a mess you are right now?”

“Ash—please—”

The phone keeps ringing.

She bites her lip.

Shaking.

And I slam in again.

“Go ahead,” I whisper. “Put it on speaker.”

She whimpers.

Her fingers reach for the phone.

Hit accept.

“Hey, sweetheart!” her mom’s voice chirps through the speaker. “How’s the new place with Ash?”

Riley’s voice breaks.

“I—it’s… fine.”

She’s panting. Trying to keep her breath normal.

My hand wraps around her throat from behind.

“Tell her how close you are,” I whisper, thrusting up into her soaked pussy. “Tell her your stepbrother’s fucking you while she talks about brunch.”

She covers the mic with her hand and sobs.

And still?

She doesn’t tell me to stop.

She just takes it.

Hard.

Deep.

Used.

Because she knows what she is now.

And I’ll take her anywhere.

Anytime.

Any way I want.

The water’s running.

She’s rinsing a glass.

That’s it.

Bare feet on the tile, hips swaying absently, her body on autopilot as she scrubs a spot near the rim.

Naked.

As always.

Sunlight crawls up her thighs, glows off the curve of her ass, catches the glint of the bruises I left on her hips last night.

She hums to herself.

Some stupid song.

Completely unaware.

Completely mine.

And I’m bored.

So I walk up behind her, grip her waist—

And slide in.

No warning.

No buildup.

Just bury myself inside her in one long, deep thrust.

She gasps—louder than she should—but not in protest.

Her hands clench on the rim of the sink.

The glass slips.

Shatters in the basin.

“Don’t stop,” I say.

“I—” She exhales, shaky. “Ash, I’m—”

“Washing dishes?” I growl, fucking her slow, deep, purposeful. “Not anymore.”

She chokes on a moan as I slam into her again, her wet hands bracing against the counter, stomach brushing the cabinet edge as I bend her forward and take what’s mine.

“You’re not here to keep things clean,” I whisper into her ear. “You’re here to keep me satisfied.”

She nods, voice gone, breath wrecked.

The water’s still running.

A sponge floats in the basin like we didn’t just turn this moment—this normal, dull fucking chore—into something raw and obscene.

I thrust harder.

Deeper.

She screams into her arm—muffled, desperate, soaked.

I don’t ask if she’s ready.

I don’t ask if she wants it.

She’s always ready.

Because this is what free use means.

This is what belonging means.

Any time.

Any place.

Any reason.

Or no reason at all.

And when I come, I stay inside her.

Still.

Deep.

Watching the water run over her shaking hands, fogging the glass, dripping down her wrists as my cum leaks down her thighs.

“Finish the dishes,” I say, pulling out, smacking her ass.

She nods.

Turns back to the sink.

And keeps scrubbing.

Used.

Wrecked.

Dripping.

Just like she should be.

She doesn’t say anything.

She just disappears.

A few minutes after I fuck her at the sink—deep, slow, bare—she rinses the rest of the plates, turns off the water, and slips down the hallway.

I let her.

Let her believe there’s such a thing as a break now.

That she’s earned a nap.

She hasn’t.

But I’m generous.

So I wait.

Ten minutes.

Fifteen.

Then I open the bedroom door.

She’s curled up on her side, the blanket kicked off, one hand under her cheek, the other resting just above her stomach.

Her legs are drawn in.

Her back rises and falls.

Peaceful.

Like she forgot she doesn’t get peace anymore.

Not unless I give it to her.

I shut the door.

Quiet.

Strip down.

Climb onto the bed behind her—slow, careful, weight sinking into the mattress like a second shadow.

She stirs.

Just slightly.

Not awake.

Not yet.

I press against her back.

Slide my hand down the curve of her hip.

She shifts in her sleep.

Soft.

Welcoming.

Because her body knows what’s coming.

And when I push the head of my cock between her thighs and press against that familiar heat?

She moans.

Still dreaming.

Still open.

Still ready.

I slide into her slowly.

One deep, deliberate stroke.

She gasps—quiet and half-conscious.

Her legs twitch.

But she doesn’t move away.

Doesn’t fight it.

She just breathes harder as I bury myself to the hilt and start moving, slow and steady, using her like her pussy belongs to me.

Because it does.

She twitches again.

Hips rocking back now, without thinking.

Her body chasing the rhythm, chasing the fullness.

I reach up and cup her breast, thumb brushing over her nipple.

She moans again—louder.

Still not fully awake.

Still letting me use her.

And I do.

I thrust into her from behind, spooned up against her body like we’re lovers instead of something filthier—something darker.

A man.

His stepsister.

And a house where she doesn’t get to say no.

I kiss her shoulder.

Whisper in her ear.

“There’s no such thing as rest, baby. Not when you belong to me.”

Her body shudders.

Her pussy clenches.

And I keep fucking her through it.

Slow.

Deep.

Until she wakes with a cry and comes for me anyway.

It’s late.

The house is quiet again—after a day of taking her, filling her, owning her.

And now?

She’s in the bathroom.

Water running.

Steam curling beneath the door.

I wait just outside.

Arms crossed.

Cock already hard.

Because I know what she’s doing.

Washing me off.

Everything I poured into her.

Everything I smeared on her skin, stuffed into her cunt, coated across her lips.

She’s rinsing it away.

Resetting herself.

Like she thinks she’s allowed to start over.

She isn’t.

She belongs to me.

Marked.

Used.

And clean skin?

That’s not hers anymore.

I open the door.

Don’t knock.

She gasps when she sees me—freshly rinsed, dripping, hair wet and clinging to her shoulders. No towel. No defense.

Just bare.

“I just—” she starts.

But I shake my head.

“No.”

She freezes.

Eyes wide.

Steam clinging to her skin.

“You washed it all off.”

“I—I didn’t mean—”

I step forward.

Fast.

Grab her by the throat.

Gently.

But firm.

My cock brushes her hip—hard, heavy, ready.

“You think you get to walk around clean after the day you’ve had?”

“I—I thought I should—”

“Start over?” I laugh. Low. Dangerous. “Sweetheart, you don’t get clean anymore.”

I back her toward the sink.

Sit her on the edge.

Her tits rise with every breath, droplets rolling down her skin.

“You think this is yours?” I ask, dragging my thumbs over her nipples. “This body?”

She shivers.

“It’s not.”

I grab my cock—thick, pulsing.

Stroke it once.

Twice.

Eyes locked on hers.

“Put them together.”

She obeys.

Presses her tits together.

Tight.

Soft.

Wet.

“Good girl,” I murmur, sliding between them. “Now hold them there.”

She does.

And I fuck them.

Slow at first—teasing.

Then faster.

Rougher.

Her breath catches every time my cockhead bumps her chin.

Her tits bounce with every thrust, glistening with water and now my spit, because I lean down and claim her again, mouth dragging across her throat as I use her chest like it’s mine.

Because it is.

She moans.

Eyes wide.

Mouth open.

And when I get close?

I pull back.

Stroke the tip just over her lips.

And come.

Everywhere.

Across her face.

Her neck.

Her tits.

Hot, thick ropes marking every inch of that clean, showered skin.

Claiming her again.

She gasps—startled. Blinking through it.

And I smear the rest in with my hand.

Down her throat. Between her breasts. Over her stomach.

“Better,” I growl.

She nods.

Shaking.

Breathing hard.

“You don’t wash me off,” I whisper. “You wear me. Always.”

And she just sits there.

Covered.

Wrecked.

Obedient.

Mine.

She’s not moving.

Not even blinking.

Just sitting there on the bathroom counter, soaked in me—thighs spread, tits slick and streaked with cum, her lips trembling and her skin still flushed from the heat of the shower… and now the heat of being ruined again.

She looks beautiful like this.

Marked.

Claimed.

Exactly how she should be.

But I’m not done yet.

I run a hand through her hair, fisting it lightly, tilting her chin up.

“Clean me.”

Her lips part.

And she slides off the counter, drops to her knees on the wet tile, and looks up at me with those wide, glassy eyes.

She leans in.

Tongue out.

And starts at the tip.

Long, slow licks up the shaft, across the base, collecting every drop of her own mess where I stroked out onto her.

She moans as she tastes it.

Like it’s her fucking favorite flavor.

Her hands stay behind her back.

She’s not even touching herself.

Just kneeling there, obedient, taking my cock into her mouth as she sucks the last of my cum off the tip, moaning around it like she’s desperate to please me even now.

“You like how you taste?” I murmur, cupping the back of her head.

She nods.

Cock still in her mouth.

I let her suck a little longer—slow, steady, wet.

Then pull back.

And lift her chin with two fingers.

“Good girl.”

She exhales.

Relieved.

Wrecked.

Mine.

I pull her to her feet and lead her to the bedroom—don’t give her a towel, don’t let her wipe anything off.

She walks with my cum still drying on her throat, across her tits, between her legs.

And when I push her gently down into the bed, she goes limp.

Like she wants to be tucked in like this.

I pull the sheet up over her hips.

Leave her breasts bare.

Her face still streaked.

Her skin still sticky.

Because she doesn’t get to be clean.

Not anymore.

I kiss her forehead.

Then her mouth.

Then whisper, “Sleep, pretty thing.”

She breathes out slow.

And closes her eyes.

Wrapped in my scent.

Coated in my cum.

Dreaming, no doubt, of what I’ll do to her next.

Because she knows—

Sleep isn’t for rest.

It’s just waiting.

For me.

She falls asleep sticky.

Just how I wanted her.

Cum drying across her chest, her throat, her stomach.

The faintest twitch of her thighs every time the fan cools a wet patch.

She doesn’t ask for comfort.

She knows better now.

She just sleeps.

Face soft.

Body still.

And mine.

I lie beside her for a while, just watching—my hand already wrapped around my cock again.

Because she looks too fucking good like this.

Mouth parted.

Neck marked.

Breasts rising and falling slowly beneath the shine of what I’ve already left on her.

And I stroke.

Slow.

Lazy.

No rush.

I stare at her tits—painted earlier, now waiting for a second coat.

And when I come, I lean over her and let it spill across her collarbones, between her breasts, dripping over nipples that twitch even in sleep.

She doesn’t move.

Doesn’t even flinch.

I stay up.

For hours.

Use her again around 2 a.m.

Don’t even touch her—just kneel at the edge of the bed and jerk off across her stomach, letting it pool low, warm and thick, soaking into the trail of dried cum from before.

Then again at 4.

This time it’s her thighs.

I spread them just slightly.

Grip my cock tight.

And come down both legs, messy and wet, so it runs to her knees and stains the sheets beneath her.

By morning—

She’s coated.

Her body is a canvas in white.

Streaked and marked and owned.

Neck to knees.

Breasts to belly.

Even her feet have caught stray droplets—one on her arch, another on her toes.

She stirs just after dawn.

Faint.

Confused.

Her hand brushes her chest.

Finds the mess.

Sticky.

Warm.

Everywhere.

Her eyes blink open slowly, lashes fluttering, already glazed before she even speaks.

“…Ash?”

I’m sitting in the chair by the window.

Naked.

Hard again.

Watching her.

“Morning,” I say softly.

Her breath catches.

Her thighs shift.

She feels it now.

The weight of it.

The layers.

She lifts a hand to her throat, touches the dried trail from my first orgasm, and her lips part like she’s realizing what happened—what I did to her—while she slept.

She doesn’t panic.

She doesn’t cry.

She just looks at me.

And whispers:

“…again?”

And I stand.

Cock in hand.

Smiling.

Because she finally understands—

She’s not for sleeping.

She’s for use.

Always.

She’s lying there.

Sticky.

Painted in white from neck to thighs.

My cum dried into her skin in streaks and pools, cold and tacky in places, still warm and fresh in others.

She smells like me.

Looks like me.

Like she’s mine.

And her eyes?

Still heavy with sleep.

But full of need.

She doesn’t even try to sit up. Just watches me with her mouth parted, chest rising and falling as she shifts her legs open—slow, instinctive, like her body knows exactly what it’s for.

“Good morning, baby,” I murmur, climbing onto the bed.

She exhales.

Trembles.

I press my cock against her—hard, leaking, ready—and slide in without hesitation.

She gasps.

Back arching, arms twisting in the sheets, as her pussy welcomes me home.

“No more pretending,” I growl against her ear, grinding deep. “No more teasing or hiding or calling it an accident when I come inside you.”

Her breath shudders.

“You’re mine now. Inside and out. And this time—” I slam into her, hard, deep, watching her eyes roll back—“I’m going to fuck it in so deep your body doesn’t have a choice.”

She screams into my neck—soft, muffled, helpless.

I pound into her.

Relentless.

My hands on her thighs, holding her wide open, her skin still slippery with the mess I left hours ago.

“You want to be full all the time?” I groan. “You want my cum leaking out of you while you cook, while you sleep, while you moan my name into your fucking pillow?”

“Y-yes—” she sobs. “Yes, Ash, please—”

I lean in.

Bite her shoulder.

“Too late for please,” I growl. “I’m going to breed my little stepsister until she can’t take another drop.”

She whimpers.

Her legs wrap around me.

Desperate.

Desire warring with instinct, but her cunt already clenching like it wants to drag my load in and keep it.

“You’re not on anything,” I whisper.

She gasps.

“You didn’t ask me to pull out.”

She shakes her head—barely able to speak.

“You just opened your legs and begged for it.”

She nods, crying out, her body convulsing under me as another orgasm rips through her, her pussy milking my cock like it needs to hold what’s coming.

And I let go.

I slam into her one last time—

Bury myself as deep as I can—

And unload.

Hot.

Endless.

Spilling into her like I want to drown her womb in it.

She cries out—raw and overwhelmed—clutching me, trembling, moaning my name while I pulse and twitch inside her, filling her full.

When I’m done?

I don’t pull out.

I just stay there.

Pressing every drop deeper.

And whisper, low and rough:

“You’re not getting clean again.”

She nods, wrecked.

Because she knows.

She’s not just used now.

She’s bred.

And I’m going to keep doing it.

Until I see a bump.

Until she can’t stop leaking me.

Until there’s no question who she belongs to.

She’s in the living room.

Wearing nothing, as she should.

Her hair’s still damp from sweat and sleep.

Thighs still tacky with dried cum.

And her pussy?

Sore. Used. Stretched from hours of being bred, but now emptied—dripping slow, lazy streaks down her inner thighs from what her body couldn’t hold.

But she’s moving around like she’s fine.

Like she’s not completely wrecked.

So I follow her.

Watch from the hallway.

Until she bends over the coffee table—knees slightly apart, arms stretched out, wiping a spot near the edge.

She doesn’t even realize I’m there.

Her ass is perfect.

Round.

Soft.

A little red from last time.

And untouched where it matters.

Not for long.

I walk up behind her.

Grip her hips.

And press the head of my cock between her cheeks.

She gasps.

Spine stiffens. Arms tense.

But she doesn’t move away.

Because she knows better now.

She’s mine.

All of her.

“You’ve been filled here,” I growl, dragging my cock down the crease of her ass, nudging lower.

“In your throat…”

I slide the tip between her folds—once—just to make her gasp again.

“In your pussy…”

Then I press higher.

Against her other hole.

“And now I’m taking this.”

She whimpers.

“Ash—”

I spit on it.

Rub the head in slow, threatening circles.

“I want to see you stretched,” I murmur. “I want to see my cock in your ass while you stare at the wall and do nothing about it.”

“I—” she gasps. “You haven’t—”

“I haven’t,” I say, pressing harder. “That’s why it’s mine.”

She moans, loud and helpless.

And I push.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Tight.

Her body fights it at first—tight and untrained—but I keep going, hands steady on her hips, groaning low as her ass opens for me inch by inch.

She chokes on a sound.

Then goes silent.

Letting it happen.

Letting me claim her.

Until I bottom out.

All the way.

Stuffed.

Stretched.

Owned.

Her breath’s broken.

Face down on the table, fingers clawing the edge.

And I start to move.

Not fast.

Not cruel.

Just deep.

Heavy.

Fucking her open while she moans into the wood grain and trembles under my hands.

“This is mine too,” I growl. “Every hole. Every inch. You don’t even get to decide how I use you.”

She sobs—yes, or maybe please, or maybe just a broken noise that means more.

I lean forward, grab her hair, pull her head back.

Her mouth is open.

Her cheeks are red.

And I whisper:

“You ever feel clean again, I’ll take this hole first next time.”

Then I fuck her harder.

Ass clenching, body rocking, her moans wet and messy and fucked.

Because now?

She knows she’s not just bred.

Not just used.

Not just owned.

She’s available.

Every second.

Anywhere.

For anything.

She’s barely breathing.

Still bent over the coffee table, arms shaking, cheek pressed against the smooth wood.

Her ass?

Red.

Slick.

Stretched wide and twitching from where I just filled her—thick and deep, every inch of my cock forced into her tightest hole while she moaned and cried and took it.

She’s not moving.

But she’s still leaking.

My cum—hot and thick—rolling slow down the crack of her ass, dripping from her pussy like her body’s given up on trying to hold anything in.

It’s beautiful.

Messy.

Mine.

I watch her for a long second, panting over her back, one hand sliding down to trace the mess trailing between her cheeks and thighs.

She gasps.

Low and quiet.

Then shudders.

“Look at you,” I murmur. “Fucked in every hole and still dripping.”

She whimpers.

I crouch beside her, drag my fingers through the slick where she’s leaking—thigh to knee, messy and white.

And I hold them to her mouth.

She opens it without being told.

Sucks them clean.

Eyes glassy.

Breathing wrecked.

“You don’t need a plug,” I say quietly. “You know your job now.”

She nods, still licking, tongue curling around my fingers.

“You don’t let it go to waste.”

She shivers, then whispers, hoarse:

“I won’t.”

I reach between her legs, scoop another lazy spill from her pussy, and smear it up her stomach.

She moans.

Then I pull her up.

Careful.

Slow.

Her legs barely work, but I guide her to the couch, lay her across it—still bare, still ruined, still perfect.

I don’t wipe her off.

I don’t clean her up.

I just kiss her temple and say:

“Rest.”

She nods, eyes already closing again.

Because she knows—

There’s more coming.

And she’ll be ready.

Always.


Chapter 5

We walk into the store like any normal pair.

She wears a loose dress. No bra. No panties. Just what I told her to wear.

Her skin’s still tacky from this morning. I didn’t let her shower. Just wiped the worst of it off her thighs and made her put on shoes.

She doesn’t complain.

She walks beside me quiet and flushed, fingers twisting at her sides, eyes scanning the room like she knows something’s coming—but not what.

I grab a few things off the rack.

Tight tops.

Short skirts.

Things she wouldn’t have dared to wear before I broke her in.

Now?

She just nods when I hand them over.

Follows me into the fitting area.

It’s mostly empty. Mid-day. Fluorescent lights and piped-in music buzzing low in the background.

“Go in,” I tell her.

She slips behind the curtain.

I follow.

She freezes.

The space is tight—just a mirror, a bench, and a single metal hook.

I don’t give her time to think.

I press her against the wall and flip her skirt up.

No underwear.

Exactly as instructed.

Her breath catches.

“Ash—there are people—”

“I know.”

I spread her legs.

The curtain shifts.

Doesn’t close all the way.

There’s a two-inch gap, just wide enough that someone walking past might catch a glimpse.

A flash of her bare legs.

Of my hand sliding between her thighs.

Of her soaked pussy dripping before I’ve even pushed in.

“You gonna tell me no?” I ask, voice low in her ear.

She swallows.

Then shakes her head.

So I take her.

Right there.

One hand over her mouth.

One arm around her waist.

And my cock sliding deep into her soaked, obedient little cunt.

She moans into my palm.

Tries not to fall forward into the mirror.

The walls rattle.

The hanger hooks clack behind her head as I fuck her against them.

People are talking just outside.

Soft footsteps.

A cough.

Another curtain swishes open.

She’s whimpering now, muffled and soaking wet, her ass bouncing against my hips while I pound her from behind and dare someone to hear.

To notice.

To peek in.

“You’re taking it so fucking well,” I whisper, biting her ear. “You’d let me bend you over the checkout counter if I told you to, wouldn’t you?”

She moans.

Nods.

Her knees buckle.

And I keep going.

Hard.

Deep.

No mercy.

No breaks.

Just control.

Just use.

Until her body tightens—walls clenching, breath catching—and she comes around me, legs shaking, soaking the floor.

I cover her mouth tighter as I grind into her one last time and spill inside her again.

Thick.

Hot.

Risky.

She sags in my arms, leaking, panting.

Silent.

Because she knows the rules.

And when I pull out, tug her skirt down, and hand her a new top?

She takes it with shaking hands.

And keeps the mess between her thighs.

Exactly where I put it.

I tell her to get in the passenger seat.

She obeys.

Short skirt.

Nothing underneath.

Her thighs still tacky from what I left in her back at the store—she hasn’t been allowed to clean up. Not even with a napkin.

She squirms against the seatbelt.

Tries to keep her knees together.

Fails.

I pull up to the automated car wash.

Punch in the code.

The machine beeps. The gate opens.

We roll in.

I shift into park and say nothing.

Just watch her.

She’s chewing her lip.

Watching the rollers start to spin.

Foam spills over the windshield.

Darkness.

Then blinding strobe lights flash red, blue, white across her bare thighs.

The perfect show.

She turns her head just enough to look at me.

That look—the one she gives when she knows she’s already in trouble.

I unbuckle.

Climb across the console.

Grab her face.

And kiss her—filthy and deep, tongue in her throat, hand already pulling her knees apart.

She moans.

I drag her up into my lap, straddle-style, her head bumping the ceiling.

And I pull my cock out.

Still wet from her cunt earlier.

Still ready.

I rub the head between her tits first—slow, teasing, claiming.

She gasps.

Then I say:

“Hold them.”

She presses her tits together.

Soft.

Perfect.

I fuck between them again—this time harder, messier, needy.

The car rocks slightly.

The rollers hit the sides with a deep thump.

Steam floods the windows.

No one can see.

Or maybe they can.

And I don’t fucking care.

I grip the back of her neck.

Pull her mouth to the tip.

“Lick it.”

She does—instantly, tongue out, lashes low, face already messy as she laps up the precum leaking across her lips.

And I stroke faster.

Her tits bounce.

Water slams the windshield.

And I come.

Hard.

Right across her face.

Cheeks.

Lips.

Down her throat.

It’s everywhere.

The rinse cycle starts.

Water blasting the car clean.

And I watch her get messier.

She smiles.

Tongue peeking out.

Waiting for more.

And I lean in close, thumbing cum from her chin.

“You’re not clean until I say so,” I whisper. “Let them see.”

The rinse cycle fades.

A final thump of the rollers pulling away.

The windshield clears in streaks—water sheeting down the glass, the outside world coming back into focus.

And she’s still in my lap.

Straddling me.

Naked from the waist down.

Face painted in my cum.

It’s on her lips.

Her cheeks.

Dripping from her chin to her tits.

Her mouth’s still open.

Breathing heavy.

Eyes wide.

Wrecked.

Owned.

And smiling.

Because she knows—this is what she’s for now.

The light ahead flashes green.

I shift the car into drive and roll forward slowly.

And then I see him.

A kid.

Maybe nineteen.

Standing at the end of the car wash with a soaked towel slung over his shoulder.

He looks straight into the car.

At her.

His eyes land on her face—on the mess. The shine. The way her nipples are hard and her thighs are parted.

His mouth opens.

Then shuts.

And I watch his throat move as he swallows.

She sees him, too.

She stiffens—just for a second.

Then blushes.

And moans.

Low.

Like she likes being seen like this.

“Smile for him,” I murmur in her ear.

She turns her head.

And she does.

Big.

Soft.

Filthy.

The kid looks like he’s about to drop the towel.

I roll the window down halfway.

Meet his eyes.

And say, calm as anything:

“She doesn’t need a rinse.”

Then drive off.

Her breath’s ragged.

Her thighs soaked again.

And I slide my fingers down to collect what she’s leaking.

Hold it to her lips.

She sucks them clean.

“Good girl,” I say. “Now sit back in the seat and keep your legs open.”

She obeys.

Because now?

It’s not about hiding.

It’s about showing the world what she is.

I haven’t let her clean her face entirely—just enough to make it plausible that the shine is lip gloss, not cum. But we both know better.

She walks next to me through the plaza.

Eyes down.

Tense.

Every step reminds her she’s not wearing anything underneath.

Every brush of her thighs makes her flinch.

And I watch her hips.

The sway.

The little tremble every time she nearly forgets how wet she is.

We’re halfway past a café when I hear it.

“Ash?”

My body stiffens.

No fucking way.

We turn—and there he is.

My father.

Khakis.

Button-down.

Paper coffee cup in hand.

And eyes narrowed slightly, trying to process what he’s seeing.

“Didn’t expect to run into you here,” he says with a smile. “And this must be…”

He looks at her.

She freezes.

She’s never met him like this—never meant to.

Her cheeks go bright red.

He offers a hand.

“Riley, right? I haven’t seen you since you were—what, twelve?”

She tries to nod.

But she’s breathless.

Because I’ve just rested my hand on her lower back—low enough to graze the curve of her ass through that barely-there dress.

I lean in.

Whisper, “If you drip down your thighs while he’s talking, I’ll make you lick it off your legs in the car.”

She shudders.

And somehow, smiles for my father.

“Hi, Mr. Keller,” she says softly.

Her voice is strained. Tight. The way it gets when she’s trying not to moan.

He smiles.

Looks back at me.

“You two seem close,” he says casually.

“She’s good company,” I answer. “Obedient.”

He chuckles.

But she knows what I mean.

And so do I.

She shifts slightly.

And a small wet sound follows—barely audible, but I hear it.

So does she.

She’s leaking again.

Right in front of him.

My hand slides lower. Palms her ass lightly.

I whisper again, low and dangerous:

“You better pray it doesn’t run down your legs right here.”

My father’s still talking.

Something about his flight back next week. The weather.

I don’t care.

Because I’m watching her.

Watch her sweat.

Watch her thighs clench.

Watch her fail to stay dry.

And when he finally says, “Well, I’ll let you two get going,” I nod.

Shake his hand.

And guide her forward, a firm hand on the small of her back.

The second we’re out of sight?

I pull her into an alleyway and shove her against the wall.

“You dripped, didn’t you?”

She nods, breathless.

“Do you think he noticed?”

She shakes her head.

Then moans, “I hope not.”

I smirk.

“Liar.”

The second I shove her into the alleyway, she’s panting.

Chest rising and falling, nipples tight under the thin fabric, face still flushed from the encounter.

I pin her to the wall—brick rough against her back, one hand wrapped tight around her throat.

“You fucking leaked in front of him,” I growl.

She nods.

Eyes wide.

“You stood there dripping my cum down your thighs while my father shook your hand.”

She gasps as I lift her dress, shove it up to her waist, exposing her bare, soaked cunt.

Still warm.

Still glistening.

Still open.

“Say it,” I snarl.

“I—I leaked while your dad was talking to me,” she breathes. “I couldn’t help it—Ash, I was so full—”

“And now I’m going to fuck the rest out of you.”

I grab her thigh, hitch it up over my hip.

Line my cock up to her swollen, wrecked pussy.

And slam into her.

Hard.

Deep.

Raw.

Her scream is muffled as I clamp my hand over her mouth, the other arm pinning her to the wall while I pound her soaked little hole like she was made for this moment.

People pass at the end of the alley.

Cars hum nearby.

A siren in the distance.

But all I hear is the sound of her body taking it—wet and loud and unapologetic.

“You think I care who sees now?” I snarl into her ear. “You think after you dripped all over the sidewalk in front of my fucking dad, you deserve privacy?”

She moans under my palm.

Eyes glassy.

Legs shaking.

And her pussy—

Her pussy’s sucking me in.

Tighter.

Desperate.

Ruined.

“You want someone to notice, don’t you?” I growl. “You want him to realize what you really are. My fucktoy. My cockdump. My stepsister who gets bred and stuffed and still leaks in public.”

She comes hard against the wall—body jerking, cunt fluttering around my cock while she screams into my hand.

And I don’t stop.

I fuck her through it.

Ruthless.

Fast.

Brutal.

Until I slam deep one last time and fill her again, groaning against her throat as I shoot another thick load deep inside her abused, dripping hole.

I pull out fast.

Let it spill.

Let it run.

Then push her to her knees.

She stares up at me.

Face flushed.

Eyes dazed.

Thighs shiny with the mess.

And I say, low and final:

“Now you’re going to walk past that café again, and you’re going to hope he’s still there.”

I pull her up from the concrete.

Her knees are red.

Her thighs are glossy with fresh cum, the inside of her dress darkened with slick that’s soaking through the cheap fabric.

She can barely stand.

But she doesn’t get to collapse.

Not now.

Not after the way she begged for it with her body in front of my dad.

“Walk,” I whisper. “We’re going back through.”

Her eyes widen.

“Ash—he might still be—”

“I hope he is.”

She trembles.

And steps forward.

The sun hits her like a spotlight—bright and damning.

Her hair’s a mess.

Her lips are swollen.

There’s a visible smear on the inside of her thigh, and nothing about her gait says she’s okay.

She looks like what she is.

Fucked.

Used.

Owned.

And she knows it.

Every step past strangers feels like a scream.

But she keeps moving.

Because I told her to.

And when we round the corner of the café patio?

He’s still there.

My dad.

Sitting with a fresh cup of coffee.

Typing something on his phone.

He glances up.

Eyes scan me.

Then her.

And this time?

He notices.

The disheveled hair.

The wet patch clinging to her inner thighs.

The way she flinches when she meets his eyes.

He doesn’t smile.

Just raises an eyebrow.

His gaze lingers.

Longer than it should.

On her.

Then he looks at me.

A pause.

A beat.

Like he knows.

Like he’s doing the math, and every answer comes back filthy.

But he doesn’t say a word.

Just lifts his cup.

Sips.

Then smirks.

A slow, knowing smirk.

I watch Riley crumble beside me.

Face flushed.

Nostrils flaring.

Thighs trembling.

Because being used in private is one thing.

But being known—really known, really seen for what she is?

That breaks her wide open.

I lean into her ear.

“You’re dripping in front of him again.”

She moans.

Barely audible.

And keeps walking.

Because she doesn’t get to stop.

She’s curled on the bed when I walk in.

Still naked.

Because she knows the rules.

Still flushed, like the sun’s heat never left her skin.

But it’s not the sun.

It’s what happened in the plaza.

It’s him.

I close the door.

Lock it.

And she lifts her head, already tense, already wet again.

“You felt it, didn’t you?” I murmur as I climb onto the bed. “When he looked at you.”

Her breath hitches.

“He didn’t smile this time. Didn’t joke.”

I press my body to hers, drag my hand down her stomach, to her messy thighs.

“He looked, Riley.”

She shudders.

“He saw the wet spot on your dress. The cum on your legs. The way you couldn’t walk straight. The way your nipples were hard.”

I press my cock against her slit—already soaked.

She moans.

“And he knew.”

I slide in—slow, heavy, deep.

She gasps, back arching.

“He knew I’d just used you. That you were walking around with your stepbrother’s cum dripping out of your pussy in the middle of the fucking plaza.”

Her fingers claw at the sheets.

“And you loved it.”

She nods, desperate.

“I—Ash—I couldn’t stop it—”

“I don’t want you to stop it,” I growl, grabbing her wrists and pinning them above her head. “I want you to remember what it felt like when my dad looked you in the eye and realized you’re my fucktoy.”

She whimpers.

And I start to thrust.

Hard.

Purposeful.

Fucking her into the mattress, her legs spread wide, hips lifted, taking every inch like her shame fuels her arousal.

“He looked at you,” I snarl. “Saw the mess, the limp, the blush—and he knew. Knew what I do to you. What you let me do.”

She sobs.

“Say it.”

She cries out—raw, broken.

“He saw me,” she whispers. “He knew I was used—bred—dripping—I couldn’t stop it—I didn’t want to stop it—”

And I snap.

Thrusting deeper, harder, fucking her until her voice breaks and her body clamps down like it’s begging to be filled again.

“Good fucking girl,” I hiss. “Now take it again.”

She screams.

And I bury myself to the hilt—

And come inside her all over again.

Hot.

Full.

Claiming.

While she trembles and gasps and cries beneath me.

Because now?

It’s not just our secret.

Someone else knows.

And she still wants it.

She’s still gasping.

Pinned beneath me.

My cock softening slowly inside her, still deep, still leaking, still mine.

Her wrists twitch in my grip.

Her thighs shake, slick with everything I’ve filled her with today—and now, tonight.

And I lean in.

Close.

Mouth at her ear.

“You think he knows I’ve been breeding you?”

She chokes on a sound—half gasp, half sob, completely turned on.

“Y-you came inside me again…”

I laugh.

Dark.

Low.

Dangerous.

“I always come inside you.”

I pull back just enough to look at her face—flushed, glazed, lips swollen from moaning through every filthy stroke.

Her eyes flutter open.

And I watch her crumble when I say:

“What do you think they’ll say?”

She stiffens.

Breath hitching.

“What happens when our parents find out?”

I thrust into her again—slow, deep, making sure she feels every word.

“When you start to show. When you can’t hide the way I’ve ruined you.”

She moans.

Shakes her head—tiny, terrified, aroused.

“You gonna lie?” I whisper. “Say it’s someone else’s?”

She whimpers.

“No,” she breathes.

“Good girl.”

I pull almost all the way out—

Then slam back in, hard enough to make her scream into the pillow.

“You’re gonna tell them it’s mine.”

She gasps.

“You’re gonna stand in the kitchen, pregnant and leaking, and tell your mom you let your stepbrother use you like a filthy little breeding toy.”

She’s sobbing now—wrecked, overwhelmed, soaked.

“You think they’ll be surprised?” I growl. “After the way you looked today? The way you dripped in front of my dad like your cunt didn’t know how to keep a secret?”

She claws at the sheets.

Tries to speak.

Fails.

“You want it,” I whisper. “Say it.”

“I want it—” she cries. “I want to be yours—I want everyone to know—I want them to see what you did to me—what I let you do—”

I grip her face.

Hard.

Kiss her like I’m claiming her soul.

And then I fuck her again.

Hard.

Fast.

Feral.

Like I’m trying to knock her up right then and there.

Because I might be.

And when I come inside her again—deep and raw and endless—she cries for it.

Clings to me.

And moans:

“Make me pregnant…”

Because now?

She doesn’t just want to be used.

She wants to be proof.





Epilogue

The house is quiet again.

The baby finally went down.

I’m in the kitchen, sipping coffee from the chipped mug she bought last year—her first time out of the house alone since giving birth.

And she’s naked.

Still.

She pads in slowly, thighs still plush and pink, tits heavy, slightly sore, and leaking.

The first time she walked in like that—naked, tired, glowing—I nearly fucked her over the bassinet.

Now?

It’s routine.

Her skin’s soft. Still marked. Stretch lines and little bruises from my grip. Bite marks fading on her shoulder from last night.

I watch her pour juice one-handed, her other cupping her breast when the letdown starts again.

And it hits me like it always does:

She’s mine.

I bred her.

I own her.

And I’ll do it again.

She turns to hand me a glass, eyes bleary.

I set my cup down and grip her hips.

Slide my hand down her belly—still a little soft, still recovering. Still perfect.

“You leaking already?” I murmur, thumb brushing the wet trail from her nipple.

She nods.

Doesn’t flinch.

She knows what this look in my eyes means.

“I haven’t refilled you today,” I say. “That’s a problem.”

She exhales—tired, wrecked, ready.

I guide her to the table.

Bend her over.

She spreads her legs without being told.

And I fuck her.

Right there.

Fast.

Rough.

Efficient.

Because we don’t always need romance.

Sometimes it’s just use.

Breeding.

Need.

Her cunt’s already warm and loose from what I’ve been doing to it every day since she was cleared to take cock again. She moans softly into her arm, trying not to cry out—the baby’s room is nearby.

I come deep inside her.

Hold her hips.

Make sure it stays.

Then whisper:

“Keep walking around like that and I’m putting another in you by Christmas.”

She just nods.

Of course she does.

Because she wants it.

Her mother doesn’t speak to her anymore.

Hasn’t since Riley sent a photo of her swollen belly, sitting between my knees, tits out, my cum on her tongue.

But my dad?

He visits.

He knows.

He doesn’t say a word.

Just watches her.

Knows what she is.

And sometimes?

I wonder if she drips a little more on purpose when he’s in the room.

Soon I’ll have to make her start wearing clothes.

Once the baby starts walking.

But not yet.

Not today.

Today, she’s still bare.

Still leaking.

Still my used, ruined, perfect little housepet.

And I’m already thinking about where I want to come next.
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