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Prologue

I’d heard about it. Everyone had.

Not on the flyers, not on the website, but passed through whispers and drunken smirks by guys who claimed they’d been lucky enough to catch it on the right night.

The club was called Velvet, and if you knew what you were looking for, there were two bathrooms in the back hallway that never stayed locked. One on the left, one on the right. Single-stalls. Nothing labeled male or female. No cameras. Nothing official.

But one of them had a hole in the wall.

And sometimes… someone knelt behind it.

Tonight, I’d come looking.

Not like a creep. Not some desperate prick looking for a thrill. I wasn’t even hard when I came in. I didn’t need it.

I just wanted it.

Velvet pulsed behind me—bassline like a heartbeat, crowd thick, bar choked with Friday-night sweat. But the hallway back here was darker. Quiet. Tiled and low-lit like the back of a theater.

I paused outside the left-side door. The one.

Felt a twist of anticipation. Not nerves—no, something tighter. Sharper. A rush low in my gut that got a little hotter when I tried the handle and felt it give.

Unoccupied.

Or maybe not.

I stepped inside and closed the door behind me. Locked it.

The light overhead buzzed faintly, humming like it knew. The air smelled clean, weirdly sterile—nothing like a normal bar bathroom. Cleaned often, probably. For this.

And there it was.

A hole.

Waist-level, set low in the left wall, neat and round like it had been cut on purpose, the edges buffed smooth. I stepped closer and crouched. Pressed my fingers to it. Warm.

She was there.

Waiting.

My cock stirred instantly.

God.

How long had she been sitting like that?

I palmed myself through my jeans, not touching yet, just watching the hole as if it might change. Maybe it wasn’t a girl. Maybe it was a dude. Or maybe no one was there and this was some dumb rumor.

But then, softly, I heard it.

A breath. Sharp, fluttering. Nervous.

Then the sound of knees shifting. And a tiny exhale, right next to the wall.

I smiled.

Slowly, deliberately, I undid my fly. Pushed down the denim. Freed myself. Already half hard from the idea alone, and now—with that little breathless sound? I was ready.

I stepped forward. Gripped the base.

“Open up,” I murmured.

I didn’t need her to answer.

She did.

Warm lips slid around my cock, hesitant at first—barely a kiss, a shy little press. Then another. Then the first flick of tongue. Her breath hitched when I pushed a little deeper, and I heard her knees scuff on the tile as she shifted again, angling herself to take more.

Good girl.

She moaned. I felt it in my cock before I heard it.

“Fuck,” I hissed, fingers digging into the wall to brace. I tilted my hips and slid deeper. Her mouth welcomed it, soft and wet, tongue flat, the smallest gag sound when I bumped the back of her throat.

And she held.

Held it like she wanted to choke.

No hesitation now. She was into it.

I rocked my hips gently, testing. Her hands slid up on her side—palms braced on the wall, or maybe on her thighs. I could imagine it perfectly: her kneeling, eyes fluttering, lips stretched wide. Dripping. Needing. My cock filling her mouth over and over.

I took more.

Grip hard now. Rolling into her. Her moans barely muffled, swallowed around me. She gagged again, just once, then sucked harder. Like she liked it.

“Shit—good fucking girl,” I growled.

She whimpered. Didn’t stop.

I started fucking her mouth harder. Holding the wall, working her face on my cock like it belonged there, like she existed to be used just like this.

She took it. She wanted it.

Saliva slicked down my shaft, and she moaned louder. Desperate now. Aching. Her nails scraped faintly on her side of the wall. I could feel the way her throat clenched.

I wanted to wreck her.

“Stay there,” I muttered, panting. “Don’t move. You’re not done.”

I pulled back. Just a little. Let her catch a breath. She gasped, messy and raw, then pushed her mouth forward again, trying to take me deeper.

Fucking insatiable.

“Yeah, that’s it. Just like that.” I grunted, slamming into her again. “You’re gonna swallow every drop.”

She moaned so high-pitched I nearly lost it.

I let go. Groaned low as my cock jerked in her mouth. She didn’t pull back—she sucked, like she was starving, like she needed it in her throat, like she’d planned this all week and this was her reward. My cum spilled over her tongue, and she swallowed. Every fucking drop.

No hesitation. No complaint.

My breathing slowed.

She didn’t say a word.

Just stayed there.

Mouth open.

Waiting for more.

I didn’t leave.

Didn’t even pull my pants back up.

She stayed there.

I could feel her breath against the hole—warm, ragged, wet. She’d swallowed everything. My cock was still slick with her spit, heavy between my fingers as I stroked once, slowly, just to keep myself hard.

She made a sound. Not a word. Just a tiny, stifled noise that said please without saying anything at all.

I knelt.

Pressing my forehead to the wall, I dropped my voice low and calm.

“You still there?”

Her breath hitched.

Tap. Tap.

Two soft knocks against the tile.

God. She was a good girl.

“Did so fucking good, sweetheart,” I murmured. “Took every drop like you were starved for it.”

A little gasp on the other side.

“Bet you’re soaked, aren’t you?” My fingers moved to the hole. I flattened my palm against the wall, then curled two fingers through the opening, slow, testing. “Bet you’ve been dripping since I walked in. Bet you need it.”

She didn’t hesitate.

Soft skin slid against my fingers. Her thigh, her hip—then the unmistakable press of warm folds against my knuckles. Fuck, she was soaked. Slippery. Glistening wet before I even touched her.

She ground down against my hand.

“Good girl,” I growled, curling my fingers and pushing deeper. Her pussy clamped around me like a fist, tight and hot and twitching. “Goddamn. You’re so ready.”

She whimpered. Rocked harder against the intrusion. I couldn’t see her, but I knew exactly how she looked—kneeling, back arched, legs spread wide for my hand, eyes squeezed shut, lip bitten bloody.

And all for a stranger’s fingers through a hole in the wall.

I added a third finger.

She cried out.

Not loud—just a desperate little noise, muffled against her wrist or her palm or the back of her other hand. Like she didn’t want to make it, but couldn’t help it.

I pumped into her slowly. Curling deep. Searching for that spot that’d make her break.

Her hips rolled with it. So fucking needy.

“You come from sucking cock, sweetheart?”

She nodded. I heard her forehead hit the wall with a thump. No shame.

I smiled. “Didn’t even need to touch that pretty little cunt, huh? Just liked being used.”

She moaned, louder.

My fingers worked faster, knuckles slapping slick against the wall. I could barely move my wrist, but she was doing half the work—riding me, pressing down, fucking herself on every curl.

“Let me hear it,” I growled. “Let me hear how wet you are.”

She whimpered again—and then, she spread.

Shifted her weight, pushed harder against the hole, angling her hips to take my fingers deeper. And suddenly I could hear it.

Sloppy. Sticky. Wet heat dripping over my hand like she was in heat.

“Good girl,” I breathed. “You fucking love this, don’t you? Just a filthy little slut, coming to the club to get used.”

She clenched.

“Oh, you do love it,” I laughed. “Come on then. Show me.”

I curled my fingers just right. Found that spot—just under the ridge, smooth and swollen and so goddamn sensitive—and I didn’t let up. Just pressed and rubbed and fucked into her until she broke.

She shattered with a whine. High and breathy and frantic. Her thighs trembled. Her pussy fluttered around my fingers, tightening and spasming and pulsing in waves that soaked my hand. Hot and messy.

I didn’t pull out until she sagged.

And even then—I just left my hand there. Let her keep herself wrapped around me.

“Such a good fucking girl,” I whispered.

She was still panting around my fingers when I finally eased them out—slow, wet, watching the way her slickness clung to my knuckles. Her breath trembled through the hole, shaky and sweet, like she was trying to collect herself.

I didn’t give her the chance.

“Turn around.”

She froze.

A tiny gasp. A rustle of fabric. Then hesitation.

I leaned closer, voice low and steady. “Turn. Bend over for me. Put your pussy against the wall.”

A shudder crossed through her breath. Not fear. Need.

I heard knees shift on tile. A soft scrape as she stood—or half-rose—and then the whisper of her turning around. When she bent, I heard the faint hitch of breath she tried to hide. Her palms pressed to the wall on her side, right beside the hole. Bracing.

I put my hand through. Touched nothing at first—just air—then warm skin. The back of her thigh. She jerked when I slid my hand upward.

“Good girl,” I murmured, guiding her. “A little lower… arch your back.”

She did.

And then she was there, her slick heat pressed right up against the opening, like she was offering herself to be used—anonymous, unseen, aching.

I exhaled through my teeth. “Fuck yes.”

I stood, cock heavy, still wet from her mouth, throbbing as I guided myself forward. My fingers spread her open through the hole, and she trembled, pushing her hips back, silently begging.

“You want my cock inside you?” I asked.

The answer came in movement, not words—a desperate little roll of her hips, her pussy grinding on the edge of the wall like she couldn’t stand waiting.

I lined up.

“Hold still,” I growled.

She whimpered.

I pushed in.

Slow at first—just the head—letting the tight, dripping heat of her wrap around me. She gasped, a sharp, bitten-off sound against her forearm. Then I sank deeper. Inch by inch. Her slick walls stretched around me, clutching, fluttering, welcoming.

“God damn, sweetheart,” I breathed, bracing one hand on the tile. “You’re fucking perfect.”

She moaned.

I grabbed her hip through the hole—just enough of her to grip—and pulled her onto me harder.

My cock bottomed out inside her, and she let out a sound so sweet and cracked it made my knees lock. I held there, buried deep, savoring the way she pulsed around my cock.

“Wider,” I ordered. “Open those pretty legs.”

She shifted obediently. I felt the angle change, felt her open to me, felt that wet little tremor inside her as she took every inch.

Then I started to fuck her.

Hard.

Her body slapped quietly against the wall, each thrust a little wet smack, each one making her moan louder. She tried to muffle it—hand, arm, biting something—but she couldn’t hold all of it in. Not with the way I moved, not with the way her pussy tightened like she was already close again.

“You came on my fingers,” I growled into the wood. “Now you’re gonna come on my cock.”

She shook.

I drove into her faster, the wall rattling faintly between us. She was soaked, dripping, clenching, taking everything I gave her like she needed to be split open by a stranger in a club bathroom.

Her breath came in tiny whines.

Little gasps.

Then—

There.

Her pussy fluttered hard around me, squeezing tight enough to drag a groan out of my chest. She came—fast, sudden, helpless—body shaking against the wall, hips jerking back into every thrust like she couldn’t stop herself.

I grabbed both her hips through the narrow space, fingers digging in just enough to hold her exactly where I wanted her while she spasmed around my cock.

“Good girl,” I panted, thrusting through the last of her orgasm. “Fuck—such a good little slut—taking it all—”

She whimpered so sweetly I almost spilled inside her right then, but I pulled back just enough to keep control. She was still shaking, still slick, still open and ready for more.

And I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

I tightened my grip on her hips through the wall, dragged her back harder onto my cock, and snarled against the tile:

“Yeah… that’s it. Stay right there, sweetheart. I’m gonna fucking breed you.”

She made a noise—high, helpless, filthy—soaked heat gripping me like she was already begging for it.

“You hear me?” I slammed into her, the wall rattling. “I’m gonna fill this tight little slut-cunt until you’re dripping.”

She whimpered, knees sliding a little on the tile as she pushed back, needy and mindless, offering herself without a word. God she was so sweet—so submissive she could barely breathe.

“That’s right,” I growled, thrusting deep. “Good little slut. Taking me like you want my cum. Like you want me to knock you up through a fucking hole.”

She cried out—a choked, broken sound, like her whole body clenched around the words.

“Oh fuck, you do want it,” I laughed under my breath, grabbing harder, forcing her to stay exactly where I needed her. “God, you’re such a desperate little hole.”

Her pussy spasmed around me.

“Oh, you like being called that?” I panted. “My little hole? My little fucktoy? My perfect slut just waiting to be filled?”

She shook violently on the other side of the wall, breath catching, hips jerking back into my thrusts so hard it was almost frantic.

“You’re close again, aren’t you,” I murmured viciously. “You’re gonna come again on my cock like a needy little breeding bitch—”

She whined, high and trembling.

That was it.

I slammed into her harder, hips snapping furiously, her slick heat milking me with every wet, obscene stroke. The wall couldn’t hide how wrecked she was—her sounds pouring through the opening, her body trying to suck me deeper.

“Oh fuck—yes—come on,” I hissed. “Come for me. Come while I fucking fill you—”

Her orgasm shattered out of her—sudden, violent, clenching so hard around my cock I nearly saw stars. A sob tore out of her throat as she came, shaking, collapsing against the wall, cunt gripping me in pulses that dragged my own climax out of me like she owned it.

“Fuck—fuck—take it—take all of it—”

I buried myself to the hilt and came so hard my voice broke, thick hot spurts pumping deep inside her, flooding her, filling her until she was overflowing. Her pussy fluttered wildly around the warmth seeping into her, milking every last drop.

“Good fucking girl,” I groaned, forehead on the wall as I emptied myself. “Goddamn perfect little slut. Taking my cum… soaking in it… fuck.”

I stayed inside her.

Still twitching.

Still throbbing.

Still buried.

She didn’t move an inch.

Just breathed—shaky, ruined, full.

And when I finally eased back, sliding out of her slowly, her pussy followed, clinging, stretched, dripping.

My cum spilled down her thigh on the other side of the wall.

I exhaled a dark, hungry laugh.

“Yeah… that’s it. Walk out of here with my load running down your legs.”

She whimpered softly—a sound that said yes without needing a single word.

I reached through once more and stroked her trembling thigh.

I stayed inside her until she stopped shaking.

Until her pussy stopped clenching.

Until I felt the last little flutter of her body adjusting to what I’d just done to her.

Then I pulled back, slow and deliberate, dragging my cock out of her drenched cunt inch by inch. I watched the slick line between us break. Watched her knees give just a little when she tried to stand. She was full. Wrecked. Quiet.

Good girl.

I stepped back. My hand still sticky with her wetness, my cock coated in the mess we’d made. My breath was still ragged, jaw tight, pulse thudding in my throat. I didn’t say goodbye.

Didn’t need to.

I cleaned up at the sink. Water cold. Didn’t help. Zipped up slow, ran my hand through my hair. And when I opened the bathroom door and stepped out into the dim hallway, the music from the club hit me again like a slap. Bass, lights, laughter.

It felt… different now.

I leaned against the wall, arms crossed, pretending to check my phone. Not sure why I stayed. Maybe curiosity. Maybe instinct. Or maybe some part of me wanted to see her.

I didn’t expect what happened next.

Thirty seconds passed.

Then the bathroom door across the hall opened.

And she stepped out.

Short black heels. Tight floral dress. Pale yellow cardigan. Her hair was up, loose strands curled at her neck. Her walk was a little off—like her legs still trembled. She adjusted the hem of her dress like it had ridden up.

She didn’t look at me.

Didn’t see me.

But I saw her.

And I knew her.

The blood drained from my face, then rushed back in a flood of heat and disbelief.

No fucking way.

I turned slightly, careful, letting my eyes follow her as she moved down the hallway, heels clicking, slipping past the edge of light where the club pulsed and the dark tucked itself into corners.

My mind rewound.

Dress. Hair. That laugh I’d heard once in a kitchen. That tilt of her head.

Her.

Mrs. Langford.

My best friend’s mom.

There was no mistake.

I stood there, barely breathing, as she disappeared into the crowd. She had no idea. No clue who she’d just let fuck her through a wall like an animal. No clue whose cum was leaking down her thighs as she walked away like some perfect, sweet, innocent woman who didn’t spend ten minutes gagging on cock and begging to be bred in a backroom stall.

I stared after her until the hallway was empty again.

Then I exhaled.

Laughed, once—low, stunned.

And said to myself, under my breath:

“…holy fuck.”


Chapter 1

Three days.

I didn’t jack off.

Didn’t chase anyone else.

Didn’t go back to Velvet.

I just kept seeing her.

Bent over.

Mouth wide.

Begging without a single word.

Every time I thought about it, I got hard.

And now?

Now she was in front of me again—no wall this time. No hole between us. No anonymous stall or darkness to hide behind.

Just a grocery cart, a paper list, and a calm Saturday morning in the middle of Trader Joe’s.

Her.

Mrs. Langford.

Her hair was down this time, casual curls brushing her shoulders. She wore jeans and a light sweater, nothing provocative. Not even trying. And still—fuck.

The image of her kneeling came rushing back so hard I had to stop beside a shelf and adjust myself.

She didn’t see me at first.

She was standing in the produce section, eyeing the plums. Tilting her head thoughtfully, her mouth pursing a little in that soft, uncertain way. I saw her fingers twitch like she was remembering something. Her nails were the same light pink they’d been that night. Clean. Simple. Innocent.

What a lie.

I grabbed a banana from the nearby stack and stepped into her space like it was a coincidence.

“Mrs. Langford?” I said warmly.

She turned, blinking.

Then smiled. Soft, kind, completely unaware.

“Oh—hi, Hunter. Wow, it’s been a while.”

“Yeah,” I said, tossing the banana into my cart. “Guess I’ve just been… busy. Late nights. Weird cravings.”

She gave a polite laugh. “Well, this is the place for that.”

“I don’t know.” I picked up a peach, turned it in my hand. “Sometimes you’re hungry for something you can’t really explain. Something messy. Sweet. Makes a bit of a scene.”

She froze. Just a flicker. But I saw it.

Her fingers hovered near the fruit. Her eyes didn’t quite meet mine.

I bit into the peach.

Juice ran down my thumb.

“Sometimes,” I said, “you just need to take it. Doesn’t matter who’s watching.”

Her throat worked in a swallow.

I smiled.

She didn’t pull away. Didn’t laugh. Just stared at the peach in my hand like it had teeth.

“I’ve been trying new things lately,” I murmured. “Different kinds of… flavor. Things I used to think were too… intense.” I let my voice go a little lower. “Turns out I like them messy. Sweet. A little slutty.”

Her breath hitched.

I swear to god she blushed.

She looked down at the plums again, trying to focus. “I—um… I think I’ll stick to the Gala apples today.”

“Shame,” I said lightly. “I always thought you were the adventurous type.”

Her eyes flicked up to mine then. Wide. Uncertain.

“I mean,” I added smoothly, licking juice off my thumb, “you always seemed so… sweet. Quiet. But that’s usually the kind that surprises you.”

Her lips parted.

For just a second, she stared like she was about to say something. Like something sharp was catching in the back of her mind. Voice. Words. Memory.

Then she shook her head softly, gave a polite, nervous laugh, and looked down.

“Well,” she said, clearing her throat, “some of us just like our fruit fresh.”

I leaned closer, just enough for her to feel the heat of me. Close enough to smell that soft perfume she always wore—the one that stuck to my shirt collar the first time she hugged me back in high school.

“Nothing wrong with fresh,” I murmured. “But sometimes… a little bruising means it’s ripe. You know?”

She made a quiet noise. Not quite agreement. Not quite protest.

Her chest rose and fell just a little too fast.

I didn’t say anything else.

Just let the silence stretch for a beat.

Then I gave her a smile—slow, warm, knowing.

And walked away.

Left her there with trembling hands and a full cart of apples, wondering why she felt soaked between her thighs.

Wondering why her heart was racing.

And never realizing… I already knew exactly how she tasted.

I spotted her again before I even reached my truck—bending into the back of her SUV, trying to lift a case of sparkling water that was clearly too heavy for her. Her sweater rode up when she leaned forward, exposing a soft line of waist I knew very, very well.

I walked straight toward her.

“Need a hand?”

She jumped—just a little—then turned, hand over her heart.

“Oh—Hunter, you scared me.”

“Didn’t mean to,” I said, already lifting the case out of her arms before she could protest. “Just figured you shouldn’t have to wrestle this alone.”

Her lips parted, surprised. “Oh—thank you. That’s… really sweet of you.”

Sweet.

She kept using that word like it wasn’t the filthiest lie she’d ever told.

I loaded the rest of her groceries into the trunk—almonds, salmon, yogurt, three bottles of Merlot. Nothing that said slut. Nothing that said she liked being bent over a bathroom wall and filled until her legs shook.

But when she reached past me to set a bag down, her arm brushed mine—and she blushed.

Hard.

“You okay?” I asked softly.

She tucked hair behind her ear. “Yes, of course. Just warm.”

“It’s not that warm,” I said, stepping a little closer. “But that’s fine. I run hot too.”

She swallowed.

I shut her trunk for her with a gentle click. She fumbled with her keys. And before she could slip into the safe bubble of her car and escape everything confusing in her blood right now, I leaned one arm against the door frame, blocking her in with a smile.

“How about I buy you a coffee?”

Her eyes widened. “Oh—I—I don’t want to take up your afternoon—”

“It’s just coffee,” I said lightly. “Unless you think your husband would mind?”

She froze.

The smallest flinch.

Barely there.

But oh… I felt it.

Then she forced a gentle smile, smoothing her sweater. “No, he wouldn’t mind. He’s golfing today.”

“Ah.” I nodded slowly. “So he’s… keeping himself busy.”

“Yes.”

“And you?” I tilted my head. “Trying new things lately?”

She looked down at her shoes. “I—well… no. Not really.”

Lie.

Her voice cracked on the “really.”

I let her twist for a moment, watched the guilt and heat tug at her lips, her breathing.

“Come on,” I said softly, stepping back and opening her car door for her. “Let me get you a latte. There’s that little place around the corner. Two-minute drive.”

She hesitated.

Not because she didn’t want to go—because she did, and she knew she shouldn’t.

Then she nodded.

“Okay,” she whispered. “Coffee.”

I closed her door gently.

She waited.

And I walked around to my truck, started the engine, and followed her out of the lot.

At the stoplight, she looked into her rearview mirror.

I met her eyes.

She looked away fast.


Chapter 2

We ended up at a tiny place tucked between a nail salon and a vintage clothing shop—small patio, warm string lights even in the daytime. Cozy. Too cozy.

I held the door for her.

She stepped inside.

The bell chimed softly.

When she brushed past me, the faint scent of her perfume drifted up—and god, just like that night, it punched straight into my bloodstream.

We ordered. Found a table in the corner. She sat across from me, legs crossed, fingers wrapped around her cup like she needed the warmth.

“So,” I said, leaning back, eyes on hers, “what’s new?”

She smiled politely. Nervous. “Oh, you know. The usual. Home. Teaching. Keeping busy.”

“Quiet life,” I murmured.

“Yes.”

“Comfortable.”

“Yes.”

“But sometimes,” I said slowly, stirring my coffee though it didn’t need stirring, “quiet gets… boring.”

Her breath caught.

Her knees pressed together under the table.

“I—I’m not sure what you mean.”

“You strike me as someone,” I said, voice low, “who might enjoy something a little… exciting. Every once in a while.”

Her cheeks went pink instantly.

“I don’t—Hunter, I don’t think—”

“You look tired,” I said gently. “In a good way.”

She blinked. “A good… way?”

“Yeah.” I let my gaze drop to her lips. “Like you haven’t slept well because something’s been stuck in your head.”

Her fingers tightened around her cup.

“I don’t know what you think—”

“I think,” I said quietly, leaning in, “you’ve had a very… intense week.”

She swallowed hard.

Her legs shifted again.

Squeezing.

Restless.

She had no idea why my voice felt familiar.

Why my presence made her chest tighten and her pulse jump.

Why she couldn’t look away from my mouth when I talked.

But her body remembered.

And I could see it.

I sipped my coffee.

Slow.

Watching her breathe like she was trying not to drown in air.

“Relax,” I said softly, smiling. “We’re just catching up.”

Her exhale trembled.

“Right,” she whispered. “Just… catching up.”

But her thighs were pressed together so tightly I knew she was soaked again.

And she still had no idea she’d had my cum dripping down them three days ago.

She was still trying to steady herself—hands wrapped around her cup like it might anchor her—when I pushed my chair back.

Soft scrape on the cafe floor.

Her eyes flicked up, startled.

“Mind if I sit over here?”

She opened her mouth—probably to protest, to say the polite thing, to keep space between us—but I’d already moved. I brought my cup with me and slid into the seat beside her. Not across. Not diagonal.

Right next to her.

Close enough that her knee brushed mine when she shifted.

She froze.

Soft little inhale.

Not fear—shock.

Heat.

I pretended not to notice.

Or maybe I let her think that.

“Better view from here,” I said casually, turning slightly toward her, my arm draped along the back of her chair. “Too many people walking past the other side.”

“I—um—okay,” she murmured, trying to smile, but her voice wavered.

“You sure you’re alright?” I murmured, leaning just slightly closer, enough that my breath warmed the side of her neck. “You’re jumpy today.”

She gave a tiny, breathy laugh. “I’m not jumpy.”

“You are.” I smirked softly. “It’s cute.”

Her cheeks flushed instantly.

She looked away.

I followed her gaze.

Tilted my head as if inspecting something on the menu pinned to the wall.

“You know,” I said quietly, my lips near her ear now, voice dropping into that low, steady tone I’d used whispering to her through a bathroom wall, “you don’t have to pretend with me.”

She shivered.

Actually shivered.

A visible tremor down her spine that tightened her posture like she tried to hide it.

“Pretend… what?” she whispered.

“That you’re calm.”

I let it sink in.

“That you aren’t… feeling anything right now.”

Her breath stuttered.

I shifted closer—not touching, but close enough that the heat of my thigh radiated right against hers. Her chest rose and fell faster. Her fingers curled hard around her cup, white-knuckled.

“You’re very tense,” I murmured. “Here—”

I lifted one hand.

Slow.

Open.

Gentle.

She didn’t pull away.

I brushed my fingers lightly over her shoulder—not even a full touch, just a graze, a warm line of contact through her sweater.

She inhaled sharply.

“You see?” I whispered. “You’re wound tight as a bowstring.”

“That’s—” she forced out, “that’s just… stress.”

“Mm.” I leaned in just a breath more. “Funny. You didn’t seem stressed the last time I saw you.”

Her whole body seized for a split second.

She didn’t know what I meant.

Not consciously.

But the way her thighs pressed together told me her body remembered exactly what this voice had done to her.

“Hunter…” she whispered, warning, helpless.

“Yes?”

My lips brushed her ear without touching it.

She swallowed. “You’re very… forward today.”

“Am I?” I asked softly. “Or are you just not used to someone noticing you?”

Her breath caught.

I let my hand fall from her shoulder, but not far—resting on the back of her chair, fingers just beside her hair.

“You deserve to be noticed,” I murmured. “Seen. Wanted.”

Her pulse hammered in her throat.

She stared at her lap, cheeks flushed, chest rising too fast, legs pressed tight together like she could hide the way she was reacting.

I watched her.

Studied her.

Leaned in again, voice slow and warm:

“You blush beautifully, you know that?”

She shut her eyes.

A tiny sound escaped her.

Barely a sigh.

Barely a whimper.

But oh…

I heard it.

I shifted slightly closer—just an inch, but enough for her to feel it. Enough for the warmth between us to thicken.

“Relax,” I murmured, my voice low, slow, smooth.

She tensed.

And that’s when I said it.

Soft.

Quiet.

Right by her ear.

“Good girl.”

She flinched like I’d touched her bare skin.

Her breath hitched.

Her thighs squeezed together so sharply the table shook.

Her fingers spasmed around the cup and she nearly dropped it.

“—oh,” she whispered, a tiny, involuntary sound, slipping out like she’d been punched with a memory she couldn’t name.

Her pupils blew wide.

I watched the shiver crawl up her spine, watched the goosebumps rise along her arms beneath the sweater. Her lips parted in a small, helpless gasp she tried—and failed—to swallow.

She didn’t say anything.

Couldn’t.

Her body had reacted too fast.

Too exactly.

I leaned back just enough to watch her, my voice still soft, still edged with something she couldn’t place but desperately felt.

“You alright?” I asked gently, like nothing had happened. “You looked like that hit you.”

She stared ahead, breath trembling.

“No, I just—just spaced out,” she lied, voice barely above a whisper. “Long week.”

“That so?” I murmured.

I let my eyes hold hers—warm, knowing.

“Because that sounded like something else.”

Her cheeks burned.

She looked away fast, heart pounding so visibly I could see her pulse at her throat.

She didn’t know why those words hit her like lightning.

Didn’t know why her body reacted like it had been trained to.

Didn’t know why her pussy clenched the moment that tone curled around her.

But she felt it.

Deep.

Visceral.

Unmistakable.

And I knew it.

I slid my fingers slowly along the back of her chair, close enough that she felt the ghost of the touch against her shoulder.

“You sure you’re okay?” I asked, voice warm, soft, sinful. “You seem… stirred.”

She swallowed hard.

“I—I don’t know what came over me,” she said, flustered. “I’m fine. Really.”

I smiled.

A slow, quiet smile she didn’t see—because she couldn’t look at me now. Not without showing everything.

“Yeah,” I murmured. “That’s usually what happens when someone hears the right words in the right voice.”

Her head jerked slightly—like the phrase tugged at something deep, something hidden.

She didn’t understand.

But her body sure as hell did.

The check came.

She fumbled for her purse.

I covered it with two fingers.

“I’ve got it,” I said softly.

“Oh—Hunter, you don’t have to—”

“I want to.”

Her mouth closed.

She didn’t argue again.

We stood, both pretending this was normal. She gathered her cardigan around her, smoothing it down like she needed something—anything—to hold onto. Her hair fell forward as she adjusted her bag, trying to get herself back under control.

She wasn’t back under control.

Not even close.

We stepped outside into the cooler air.

The door chimed behind us.

Cars passed softly with that mid-afternoon hush.

She walked with me toward the corner where our cars sat opposite directions.

“Thank you for the coffee,” she said quietly. Polite. Breathless. Too polite for what she was feeling. “It was… nice catching up.”

“Mmh,” I murmured, watching her. “We’re not done.”

She blinked up at me, confused. “What do you mean?”

“I’ll come by later.”

She stopped walking.

Her breath fogged lightly in the air, her fingers tightening on the strap of her purse.

“Later?” she echoed softly. “Hunter, why would you—?”

“Your husband’s gone,” I said simply.

She froze.

Absolutely still.

Color drained, then rushed back in a deep blush that crawled up her throat. Her lips parted—but no words came.

“Golf trip,” I added, stepping closer, lowering my voice so it curled right into her ear. “Overnight. House all to yourself.”

She swallowed so hard I saw her throat move.

“H-How did you—”

“You told me,” I murmured. “At the store.”

“I didn’t—Hunter, that doesn’t mean you can just—”

I touched her wrist.

Soft.

Confident.

Ending the stammer before it built.

She looked up at me, wide-eyed, breath shaking like she was standing too close to something she wasn’t allowed to want.

And that was when I did it.

I stepped in—not tentative, not shy—and caught her fully by the waist.

Pulled her in.

Pressed my mouth to hers in one deep, claiming kiss that swallowed the air right out of her lungs.

No hesitation.

No gentle question.

Just heat, pressure, lips slanting over hers, my hand sliding up her back to hold her exactly where I wanted her while her breath broke against my mouth.

She gasped, and I used it—kissed her deeper.

Her fingers clutched my arm.

Not pushing away.

Pulling in.

Her lips softened, parted, trembled under mine. The tiniest sound escaped her—barely a whimper, barely there, but real—and I felt her yield in that split second, her body remembering exactly how I had made her fall apart three nights ago.

Then—

I let go.

Stepped back.

Her eyes fluttered open, dazed, lips red, chest rising too fast.

I smiled.

“Later,” I said quietly.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t breathe.

And before she could even register what had just happened—

I turned, walked away, and left her standing beside her car, touching her mouth like she wasn’t sure if she’d imagined it.


Chapter 3

The Langfords lived at the end of a cul-de-sac.

Big porch. Brick driveway. Quiet.

No cars but hers in the drive.

I parked half a block down.

Didn’t text.

Didn’t call.

Didn’t knock like I was unsure.

I knocked once.

Firm.

Then waited.

Light poured through the windows. I heard footsteps.

Then silence.

Then the door cracked open two inches, and I saw her.

She didn’t say anything.

Just stood there, clutching the edge of the door like it was a lifeline. Her sweater hung off one shoulder, loose. No bra. Her mouth was bare, hair down.

Eyes wide.

I met her gaze.

Said nothing.

Let the moment hang.

Then she opened the door.

Wide.

Let me in.

I stepped past her.

Not fast. Not aggressive.

I didn’t touch her yet.

The door clicked shut behind me.

Still—nothing spoken.

I looked around the living room. Familiar. Clean. Over-designed. Beige and marble and books she never read on the shelves.

“You look nervous,” I said softly, finally turning back to her.

She stood near the door, fingers still on the knob like she was afraid to let go.

“I didn’t think you were serious,” she whispered.

“I told you I’d come.”

Her throat bobbed.

“I thought maybe you were just trying to get in my head.”

“I was.” I smiled faintly. “And now I’m here.”

She didn’t move.

I took one slow step toward her.

Then another.

“Are you going to ask me to leave?”

She didn’t answer.

I stepped close enough that her body had to respond—tighten, shiver, react. She looked up at me, breath shallow.

“You let me in,” I murmured.

“I shouldn’t have,” she whispered.

“But you did.”

Her eyes flicked to my mouth.

I saw the exact second her self-control cracked. Her lip trembled. Her breath stuttered. Her thighs pressed together.

“Do you want me to leave?”

She didn’t answer.

So I reached out, slow, and touched her jaw.

Tilted her face up.

Brushed my thumb over her bottom lip.

“You remember the kiss,” I said softly. “You’ve been thinking about it all day.”

Her mouth parted, helpless.

“You remember the way I touched you,” I added, my hand sliding to the back of her neck, into her hair. “Even though you don’t know how you remember it.”

She gasped.

“I can feel it,” I whispered. “You’re already wet for me.”

Her eyes fluttered shut.

And then I kissed her again.

No teasing this time.

No soft lead-in.

Just full heat—lips hungry, mouth claiming, body moving into hers like she was mine. I backed her into the wall beside the door, hands gripping her hips, pressing our bodies flush. She moaned into my mouth, high and needy, nails clenching the front of my shirt.

“You shouldn’t be here,” she breathed.

“But you want me here.”

She didn’t deny it.

Her hips moved against mine.

And I groaned—deep and low—against her throat.

“You want to feel my mouth on you again,” I murmured. “Don’t you.”

She whimpered.

“You miss being filled,” I growled, fingers tightening on her hips. “You’ve been aching since the second you walked out of that bathroom.”

Her whole body jolted.

I kissed her neck—open-mouthed, slow, sucking at the skin just under her ear. She gasped.

She didn’t know how I knew.

She didn’t understand how I was inside her head.

But I could feel her unraveling.

“You were such a good little slut for me,” I whispered against her throat.

She moaned—loud this time.

I reached between us, slid my hand down the front of her loose pants, beneath cotton panties soaked straight through.

“Oh fuck,” I hissed. “You’re dripping.”

She buried her face against my chest like she could hide her shame there.

“I thought about you,” she breathed. “I don’t even know why, I just—”

“Because your body knows,” I growled, slipping two fingers deep inside her soaked heat. “Because I fucked you so good you don’t need to know my name to crave it again.”

She cried out—breathy, broken, trembling.

Her nails clawed into my shoulders.

And I smiled darkly.

“You ready for me to ruin you in your own bed?”

She didn’t answer.

She just grabbed my hand tighter between her legs and nodded like she was already falling apart.

Her back hit the wall with a soft thud, her breath knocked out of her in a trembling gasp. My fingers were still buried inside her—hot, soaked, fluttering around me like her body was already trying to pull more in.

I kissed her again, hard, biting her bottom lip.

She moaned into my mouth—helpless, needy.

But then I stopped.

Pulled back.

Held her there with just my hand on her hip and my fingers inside her, not moving.

She whined—a soft, desperate sound—and tried to grind her hips.

I didn’t let her.

“Not yet,” I murmured. “You don’t get anything until you tell me.”

Her brows knit, eyes wide and glassy. “T-Tell you… what?”

I eased my fingers out of her, slow enough she felt every inch leave her. She gasped, hips chasing me, but I stepped back just enough that she had nothing to grind against.

She was shaking.

“You know what,” I said softly.

“I—I shouldn’t—” she stammered, cheeks flaming, throat tight. “Hunter, this is wrong, I can’t—”

I caught her chin.

Tilted her face up.

And let my voice go dark.

“Tell me what you want.”

“I—please—” she whispered.

“Tell me,” I growled, dragging my thumb across her lip, “or you don’t get my cock.”

Her breath hitched violently.

She pressed back against the wall like she needed it to hold her up.

“I—”

She swallowed.

Licked her lips like her mouth had gone dry.

And then, barely a breath:

“I want you.”

I stepped closer, chest brushing hers, boxing her in.

“Not enough.”

She shivered.

“I… want…” she whispered again, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes from sheer need, “I want you to touch me.”

I shook my head slowly.

“Say what you’re really thinking.”

Her thighs pressed together.

“I want…”

Her voice broke.

“I want your cock.”

“There it is,” I murmured, lips brushing her ear. “Good girl.”

She whimpered.

“And what else?” I pressed, biting gently at her neck. “What did you think about? What did you ache for all week?”

She squeezed her eyes shut—humiliated, aroused, undone.

“You… filling me,” she breathed. “I couldn’t stop thinking about it…”

I pressed my hips into hers, letting her feel how hard I already was.

“And how do you want it?” I whispered. “You want it sweet?”

She trembled.

“No…”

“You want it slow?”

Her thighs shook.

“No…”

I wrapped my hand around her waist, spun her, and slammed her gently but firmly back against the wall, her palms flying out to brace herself, her breath ripping free in a shocked gasp.

“You want it like this?” I growled against her ear, pinning her hips.

“Against your own goddamn wall?”

She moaned—sharp, broken—her head falling forward.

“Yes—please—”

I smiled.

Cruel.

Hungry.

“What are you asking for?” I demanded. “Say it clearly.”

She swallowed, voice trembling beyond control.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

I pressed harder.

“Louder.”

“Fuck me.”

She gasped as my hand slid down her stomach.

“Please—fuck me, Hunter—”

I growled low in my chest.

That was all I needed.

I grabbed her hips, yanked her pants and panties down to mid-thigh in one harsh pull—she gasped, hands scrabbling against the wall—and then I freed myself, my cock already aching to be inside her again.

She looked over her shoulder—eyes huge, terrified, dripping with need.

“Now?” she whispered, breathless.

I lined myself up, the blunt head of my cock sliding through her slick heat, not inside yet—just enough for her to feel the promise of the stretch.

I leaned forward, lips at her ear.

“You’re gonna take it,” I growled.

“Just like you did in that bathroom.”

Her whole body jolted.

And before she could breathe—

I slammed into her.

Hard.

She cried out—a raw, helpless, shocked sound—her hands slapping the wall, her body arching, her pussy clenching around me like she’d been waiting for this exact moment since the stall.

“Fuck—” I hissed, grabbing her hips and driving into her again, rough and deep, “you’re soaked—goddamn—”

She moaned brokenly, cheek pressed to the wall, fingers clawing for purchase.

“Hunter—oh god—”

“You begged for this,” I snarled, pounding into her, hips snapping hard, the wet obscene slap echoing off her foyer walls. “You needed it—look how fucking tight you are—”

Her voice cracked, her knees buckling.

I held her up.

Pinned her.

Took her exactly the way she’d asked.

“You’re my little slut,” I growled into her hair, thrusts hitting deeper, faster. “Say it.”

She sobbed out the words.

“I’m—your—slut—”

I slammed her harder.

“Say it again.”

“I’m your slut—oh god—Hunter—I’m your slut—”

And she was.

Right here.

Right now.

Up against the wall in the house where her husband slept beside her every night.

I dragged one hand down her stomach, between her legs, fingertips brushing her swollen clit.

She screamed.

Legs shaking.

Body crumpling.

Closer than she wanted to admit.

“You’re gonna come on my cock,” I snarled. “Right here. And you’re gonna thank me for it.”

She moaned—shattered—her whole body bowing back into mine.

“Y-Yes—please—I can’t—”

“You can,” I growled, thrusting harder. “You’re gonna come and then I’m gonna fill you again.”

“Hunter—”

“Come for me.”

She exploded.

Her pussy clamped down on me so hard I nearly lost it right there, her whole body shaking as her orgasm ripped through her—loud, desperate, helpless—her nails dragging down the wall as she sobbed and came and came.

I held her hips tight, driving through her climax until she was limp and trembling against me.

And I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

She was still coming when I slammed into her again—deep, full, unforgiving.

“Hunter—” she gasped, voice breaking, fingers slipping on the wall. “I—can’t—”

“You fucking can,” I growled, locking my hands around her waist, dragging her back onto every thick, merciless thrust. “You’re taking it—you asked for it—you’re gonna take all of it.”

She sobbed.

Couldn’t stop it.

Couldn’t fake anything.

Her pussy was still fluttering around me, spasming in aftershocks, so soaked and raw from her orgasm she could barely breathe.

And I was still buried.

Still stretching her.

Still pounding into her from behind like I’d waited my whole life to fuck her exactly like this.

“You begged for it,” I snarled, snapping my hips harder. “You told me what you needed.”

She nodded wildly, hair in her face, knees barely holding her up.

“Yes—yes—I wanted it—I need it—”

“Say what you need.”

She choked on a moan, hips slamming back.

“I need your cum.”

Louder.

“I need you to breed me.”

“Fuck,” I hissed, losing it. “That’s it—that’s it—you’re gonna get it.”

Her whole body jerked against me, shaking violently as she tried to brace herself, tried to open more, tried to hold on while I hammered into her soaked, used, overstretched cunt like it was the only place I’d ever come again.

“You’re gonna be dripping for days,” I snarled. “You’ll be full—so fucking full—my cum leaking out of you all over this nice clean floor—”

“Please—” she whimpered. “Yes—give it to me—fill me—”

I gripped her hips like I owned them and buried myself to the hilt.

One last brutal thrust.

And I came.

Hard.

My cock jerked deep inside her, thick, hot spurts flooding her already-wrecked pussy, pumping her full until I could feel her trembling under the weight of it. She whimpered, twitching, moaning, nearly limp as the first pulse hit her, then the next, then the next—her whole body clenching, soaking, soaking, taking.

“Take it,” I growled, voice wrecked, hips rolling against her slowly, keeping every last drop buried. “Take all of it, fucking bitch in heat that you are—”

She gasped at the words—whorish, hungry, soaked from the shame of it.

“I can feel it,” I whispered, pressing deep. “Feel you soaking it up—feel your pussy milking my cock like it doesn’t want to waste a single drop.”

Her moan shattered.

She was gone—brain blank, legs shaking, sweat down her back, arms trembling against the wall.

I didn’t move.

Just held her there.

Cocked lodged deep.

Fingers gripping her hips.

Watching her drip.

“Look at you,” I said, panting. “Bent over your own wall, bred like a fucking slut, husband gone for one goddamn day and this is what you turn into.”

She cried out—helpless, undone.

“You’re mine now,” I whispered, cock still twitching inside her. I gave one slow, brutal grind. “This is mine.”

She came again.

Didn’t even scream this time—just broke, full-body convulsion as her cunt fluttered around me, creamed around the load I’d just pumped into her, her entire body melting against the wall.

I held her through it.

Let her shake.

Let her breathe.

Let her feel what she’d just let me do to her.

When I finally pulled out—slow, dragging, obscene—her legs gave.

Cum poured down her thighs before she even hit the floor.

I caught her.

Bent, ruined, still pulsing, dripping, wrecked.

And I kissed her temple.

“You’ll clean it up later.”

She nodded against my chest, too spent to speak.

But she’d remember every word.


Chapter 4

She collapsed against me, her breath a broken mess of gasps and whimpers, legs too weak to hold her. My cum ran thick down her thighs, dripping warm onto the hardwood below her trembling knees.

She couldn’t move.

I didn’t wait for her to ask.

I bent down, scooped her up in both arms—easy—and held her against my chest like she weighed nothing. Her head dropped against my shoulder, fingers curling into my shirt, helpless.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t need to.

I knew what that silence meant.

That silence was surrender.

“Where’s the bedroom?” I asked softly.

She turned her head slightly. Voice ragged. “Upstairs… end of the hall.”

I carried her slow.

Deliberate.

Footsteps heavy on the stairs like I wanted the house to hear what I was doing.

Every step, her fingers gripped me tighter.

When I reached the bedroom, I kicked the door open.

Didn’t ask.

Didn’t wait.

And there it was—king bed, neat, pillows fluffed like a Pottery Barn catalog. Her perfume lingered in the air, faint and soft. The same scent I’d smelled in the club. The same scent I’d tasted on her skin.

I walked straight to the bed.

Laid her down.

Her sweater had ridden up—her pants were still halfway off, her panties ruined, pushed down around one knee, soaked straight through. My cum clung to her thighs. She was flushed, limp, chest rising in quick little pants as she looked up at me like she didn’t know if she was still dreaming.

I stood over her. Watching.

“You look like you don’t know what you are right now.”

She blinked. Slowly.

“I—I…”

“You’re mine.”

Her lips parted.

“You want me to stop?”

A beat.

Then she shook her head. Once. Tiny.

“No.”

I climbed onto the bed, knees on either side of her hips, body towering above hers. My cock still glistened—wet from her, twitching with the need to go again. She looked down at it. Her mouth trembled.

“You’re going to take me again,” I murmured. “Because I said so.”

She whimpered.

“You want it?”

She nodded.

I leaned down. Cupped her cheek.

“Say it.”

“I want it,” she whispered.

I kissed her.

Long.

Deep.

Tongue sliding into her mouth, stealing her breath, my hand holding her face in place while she tried to catch up with everything she was feeling.

Then I pulled back. Sat up. Hooked my fingers in the waistband of her pants and pulled them off completely. Panties too. Tossed them on the floor.

“You’re gonna come again,” I said, voice low and sure. “At least twice.”

Her eyes widened—just a flash of panic.

I smiled.

Then I grabbed her knees and spread her.

She gasped.

Her pussy was already red, swollen, stretched open, still glistening with the mess I’d left inside her.

And she still wanted more.

I lined up again—sliding my cock through her folds, letting her feel the weight of it drag across her raw, twitching slit.

“You think you’re sore now,” I whispered.

She nodded, breathless. “I am…”

“You’re gonna feel this tomorrow.”

And then I pushed in.

She cried out—head tipping back, hands flying to my chest as I sank inside, her body straining to take it after already being used so hard. She was tighter this time. Too sensitive. Too full.

Her breath broke against my throat. “It’s too—too much—”

“No, it’s not,” I growled, grabbing her wrists and pinning them to the bed above her head. “You said you wanted it. You begged for it.”

“I know,” she whimpered. “I know—I want it—I do—”

I started to move.

Slow.

Measured.

Heavy.

Her back arched under me as I fucked her into the mattress, inch by inch, my cock dragging against every sore, overstimulated part of her that was still aching from the first round.

But she loved it.

She fucking loved it.

Her moans melted into cries. Her legs tried to close. I forced them apart again.

“You’re mine,” I growled. “You gave yourself to me.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes—”

“This is your bed, and I’m gonna ruin it.”

“Please—Hunter—please—”

“Gonna make you come again,” I snarled, “and then I’m gonna fill you again.”

She screamed.

Her whole body jolted—hands gripping my shoulders now, nails dragging across my skin as I slammed into her, wet and brutal and unstoppable.

“I want it,” she sobbed. “I want it—I want it so bad—”

I growled against her throat, thrusting harder, chasing her over that edge again.

“Then take it.”

Her legs were trembling again, her voice a breathless mess of gasps, moans, and bitten-off whimpers. Her body had just started to adjust again to the rhythm of my cock, still fucking her slow and deep, dragging against her sore walls like I wanted to keep her open for hours.

And I wasn’t done.

Not nearly.

I sat up on my knees, pulled back just enough to see all of her laid out under me—pale, flushed, stretched wide, mouth open, chest heaving.

And she was still half-dressed.

Unacceptable.

“You don’t wear this shit when I’m inside you,” I growled, grabbing the loose sweater by the collar and ripping it down the middle.

She gasped—shock, arousal, both.

“H-Hunter—”

“I told you,” I snarled, yanking the sleeves down her arms, tossing the ruined fabric to the floor, “you’re mine now. You don’t need clothes in this house unless I put them on you.”

Her bra followed—thin, lacy, white. It snapped under my grip, sliding off to bare her tits in full, heavy, flushed glory.

And fuck, they were gorgeous.

Big and soft and shaking with every breath, pink nipples already tight and begging.

I cupped them both.

She cried out—back arching, mouth falling open as I rolled both nipples between my thumbs.

“You look like you were made for this,” I growled. “Big fucking tits… aching to be sucked while I pump you full.”

She moaned, full-bodied, twitching under me as I leaned down and bit one of those perfect nipples.

She screamed.

I sucked—deep, hard, tongue circling, pulling, while my fingers twisted the other—and her hips bucked wildly under me, cunt fluttering around my cock like she was right on the edge again already.

“You feel that?” I growled, switching to the other tit, sucking it with the same possessive hunger. “I’m gonna fill you until these start leaking.”

She gasped—panicked, aroused, unable to process.

“W-What?”

“You heard me,” I snarled, slamming my hips forward once, making her whimper. “I’m gonna breed you. Again. And again. Until your tits are full.”

“Oh god—Hunter—”

“Not just full,” I hissed, twisting her nipple. “Leaking. Dripping. So I can fuck you in the morning and suck milk from these while you moan.”

She shuddered under me, eyes wide, mouth slack.

“You’re gonna feed me,” I whispered, biting down again. “Gonna let me suck you dry every night while your cunt milks another load out of my cock.”

Her pussy clenched hard.

She screamed again—high, trembling, totally fucking gone.

“You want that?” I growled, letting my spit-soaked tongue drag over her nipple, then her mouth. “You want to be a bred little cow for me?”

She nodded frantically, sobbing.

“Yes—yes—I want it—want to be full—want to feed you—please—”

I rammed into her again—deep, brutal, perfect—and her voice broke.

She came.

Harder than before.

Her body locked up, legs kicking, hands gripping the sheets like they were the only thing keeping her from falling off the edge of the world.

Her pussy squeezed around me, milking me with everything it had—but I didn’t let go.

Didn’t even slow down.

“Again,” I growled, driving into her overstimulated hole like it owed me something.

“N-No—no I can’t—” she sobbed.

“You fucking can,” I snarled. “You’re gonna come until your body forgets how to say no.”

She screamed again—hips jerking, tears streaking down her cheeks, full-on crying from pleasure and shame and need as I slammed into her with full control.

I reached down, pinched her clit.

Her back arched.

Her mouth dropped open—but no sound came.

Just one long, shuddering orgasm.

Helpless.

Overwhelmed.

Destroyed.

Her sobs were silent now, her body twitching, legs spread wide, completely at my mercy as her cunt soaked my cock and the bed beneath her.

Still, I didn’t come.

I stayed hard.

Inside her.

Holding her open.

Watching her tremble.

“You’ll give me every drop you have,” I whispered, licking a tear off her cheek. “And then I’ll fill you. Every fucking day until you can’t close your legs without feeling me inside you.”

She moaned through the tears.

And nodded.

She was still shaking.

Still crying.

Tears drying on her cheeks, her tits flushed and bitten, marked with my mouth. Her hips trembled with every breath, every twitch of my cock inside her overused, flooded cunt.

I hadn’t let up.

I hadn’t pulled out.

And I hadn’t come.

Not yet.

But now?

Now she’d earned it.

I gripped her thighs and folded them back, pinning her down—knees pressed to her chest, pussy stretched wide, my cock so deep she couldn’t even speak. She was wrecked, leaking, twitching with overstimulation, moaning softly between breaths like her body didn’t know how to stop reacting.

I leaned over her, panting against her mouth.

“You ready?” I whispered. “Ready to get fucking bred again?”

She moaned—high and sweet, broken—nodding with a dazed look that screamed yes even as her lips barely moved.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Please—I need it again—please—”

I slammed into her once—hard—and she screamed.

“That’s right,” I growled, fucking her fast, brutal, full-body slaps of wet skin on skin, “you’re mine now—mine to fuck, mine to fill—”

“Yours—” she gasped. “I’m yours—your slut—your cum dump—”

I snarled low in my chest and shoved deeper—harder—balls slapping her ass, her pussy sucking me back in on every thrust like she was starving for it.

And when I felt the pressure hit, the orgasm slam up from my spine like a fire catching all at once, I didn’t stop.

I pressed her down, bottomed out, and let go.

“Take it,” I growled, cock jerking deep inside her.

“Fucking take my cum—you’re getting bred—”

She screamed—full voice, arms flailing to hold me, her legs locked around my waist as I pumped my second load into her, thick, hot ropes pouring into her overstretched pussy until I felt her leaking around the base of my cock.

“Fuck,” I hissed, grinding my hips, keeping every inch buried.

“Fucking milking me, you needy little whore—”

“I need it—I need all of it—fill me—Hunter—please—”

“I am,” I growled. “I’m filling you. Gonna make you round. Knock you up so fast your husband’ll wonder what the fuck happened.”

She moaned, whimpering, trembling, hips twitching up against mine like she wanted to keep me inside forever.

I stayed there.

Pressed deep.

Held her wide open, leaking, full.

I could feel my cum dripping around my cock, her cunt stretched wide, still fluttering around me, too sensitive to even move.

And she loved it.

“Keep it in,” I murmured, kissing her neck. “Don’t you fucking waste a drop.”

She nodded.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “My good little bred slut.”

She didn’t stop trembling.

Even after my orgasm finished pulsing through her—thick, hot, heavy inside her overstretched pussy—her legs kept twitching around my waist, her breath catching in little half-sobs she couldn’t quite control.

I didn’t pull out.

Not an inch.

I stayed buried inside her, cock softening only slightly, still thick enough to keep every drop of cum locked deep where it belonged.

Her hands clung weakly at my shoulders.

Her head tipped back.

Her eyes fluttered closed.

And then—slowly—her entire body sagged beneath me, sinking into the mattress, worn out in the way only a woman who’s been used properly can be.

I shifted just enough to lower myself over her—not pulling out, not changing the depth, just stretching out along her body so her legs wrapped naturally around my hips.

She let out a small, exhausted moan when she felt my weight settle over her.

Her thighs relaxed.

Her arms came up around my back.

Her mouth brushed my neck in a shaky exhale.

“H-Hunter…” she whispered, barely awake.

“Shh,” I murmured into her hair. “Just breathe.”

I kissed her cheek.

Her jaw.

The corner of her mouth.

My cock twitched inside her—still dripping warmth into her, still reminding her who owned her.

She shivered in her half-sleep.

“Don’t… leave…” she whispered, voice slurred, vulnerable in a way she would never have let herself be if she were fully conscious.

“I’m not leaving,” I said quietly. “Not tonight.”

I ran my hand slowly down her side—over her breast, her ribcage, her hip, her thigh—feeling her body soften under every touch.

Her breath evened out.

Her lashes fluttered.

She wasn’t fully asleep yet—but she was falling, slipping into that warm, foggy haze where her body reacted even though her mind was drifting.

I pressed my lips to her ear.

And whispered:

“This is just the beginning.”

Her breath caught.

“You think tonight was a lot?” I murmured, stroking her hair back. “Sweetheart… I haven’t even started.”

A soft, helpless noise slipped from her mouth.

“You’re gonna wake up tomorrow with my cum still leaking out of you,” I whispered, rocking my hips just enough to make her gasp. “And I’m gonna fuck it back in. Before you even open your eyes.”

Her fingers curled weakly against my back.

“You’re gonna feel me every time you walk,” I continued softly. “And I’m coming back tomorrow. And the next day. And the next.”

I kissed her shoulder.

“My cock’s gonna be the first thing inside you every morning.”

A trembling exhale. Almost a moan.

“And the last thing you feel every night.”

She whimpered in her sleep.

“And I’m gonna keep filling you,” I whispered, voice low, possessive, warm against her throat. “Until your body finally gives me what I’m fucking making it for.”

Her breath hitched.

Her hips moved, barely—instinctive, needy, obedient.

“You’re gonna get bred,” I murmured. “Properly. Not once. Not twice. Every day until your body swells.”

She shivered under me—sleepy, overwhelmed, lost.

“And when these perfect tits start to fill,” I whispered, cupping one gently but firmly, thumb brushing her nipple, “I’ll be right here. Drinking from you. Every day.”

A tiny, broken sound escaped her throat.

My cock hardened slightly inside her again.

She didn’t wake.

She just melted deeper, body clinging to me, cunt tightening once in a sleepy reflex around the fullness still inside her.

I held her.

Breathing against her neck.

Keeping her filled, stretched, owned.

And as she drifted into sleep with my cock still buried in her, I whispered against her skin:

“You’re mine now. And tomorrow… I’ll show you how completely.”
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