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     HE CLAIMED
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        ONE MAN’S HOUSE. ANOTHER MAN’S CLAIM.


Prologue

I first saw her three years ago.

She was wearing a sundress. Yellow. Loose at the shoulders, thin enough that the light showed the faintest outline of her bra underneath. Her hair was up, clipped casually, like she hadn’t bothered to care. But I had. I stood still and watched her lift a bag of groceries from her car, watched the gentle sway of her hips as she walked up the front steps of her house and kicked the door closed behind her.

She smiled at her husband when he opened it. A tired smile. A practiced one.

And that was the moment I knew.

Not just that I wanted her.

But that she needed someone else to take her.

It wasn’t difficult to find her again. Social media gave

me a name. A few more clicks gave me a neighborhood, a schedule, photos of vacations, brunches, a home renovation or two. She posted less than her husband did—he was the kind who tagged everything, even his lunches. That made things easy.

I learned where she shopped. When she walked. What days she was alone. What time the bathroom light came on in the morning. I studied her routines with the same reverence most people reserve for prayer.

Not because I wanted to hurt her.

But because I was going to have her.

It wasn’t difficult to find her again. Social media gave

me a name. A few more clicks gave me a neighborhood, a schedule, photos of vacations, brunches, a home renovation or two. She posted less than her husband did—he was the kind who tagged everything, even his lunches. That made things easy.

I learned where she shopped. When she walked. What days she was alone. What time the bathroom light came on in the morning. I studied her routines with the same reverence most people reserve for prayer.

Not because I wanted to hurt her.

But because I was going to have her.

I added the clause near the bottom. Tucked between language about dietary accommodation and sacred sleeping rituals:

“As part of traditional spiritual hospitality, adult female residents are made available to all adult men living in the home at any time. Should conception occur outside the husband’s seed, soul-binding doctrine shall apply, and the sacred pairing shall be permanent.”

I imagine he skimmed it. Maybe didn’t even read it at all.

None of that mattered.

He signed it.

And now I’m here.

She has no idea that I’ve been watching her for three years. That I know the color of the polish she wears on her toes. That I know how her hips shift in her sleep. That I’ve memorized the sound of her laugh, the one she only uses when she isn’t around him.

She doesn’t know that the pills in her cabinet have already been switched.

She doesn’t know that I’ve already decided what’s going inside her.

But she’ll learn.

Because starting tomorrow, I’m not just her guest.

I’m her future.

And her husband?

He’s already lost.


Chapter 1

ONE WEEK LATER

It was early—before the sun had fully burned the blue from the sky. Quiet, still, the kind of silence that felt too gentle to break.

I was already in the kitchen.

That had become a thing, now. Lily called it my ritual. I called it breakfast. She’d come down around seven, hair still messy, sleeves too long, rubbing the sleep from her eyes while I hummed something tuneless over the stove.

This morning, I beat her by a full half hour. The coffee was already brewed. Eggs cracked, waiting in a bowl. I was barefoot, wearing the t-shirt she complimented three days ago, flipping a pancake that came out almost too perfect.

When I heard the soft shuffle of her steps on the stairs, I didn’t turn.

I just smiled and said, “Morning, sunshine.”

She made a sound halfway between a laugh and a groan. “God. Are you always this cheerful before caffeine?”

“Always,” I said, beaming over my shoulder. “It’s in my DNA. Or my religion. One of the two.”

She rolled her eyes, but I caught the tug of her mouth before she turned away.

Lily had the kind of presence that people underestimated. She didn’t try to take up space, but she held it anyway. Her voice was soft, her movements quiet. But when she looked at you—really looked—you felt it in your spine.

She looked at me more often now.

Not long. Not lingering.

But she looked.

This morning she wore a hoodie that hung past her hips and nothing else I could see. Bare legs. Loose hair. No makeup. She never dressed up this early.

Not for Nelson.

Not for herself.

Maybe for no one.

But she smiled when she saw the plate I’d already set out for her.

“You didn’t have to do all this,” she murmured, wrapping her hands around the coffee mug I handed her. “You’re a guest, remember?”

I grinned, shrugging. “I like taking care of people.”

She gave me a look then. Curious. Quiet. Something unreadable flickered in her expression before she sat down at the counter and took her first sip.

“Still,” she said. “You’re too good. It’s starting to make the rest of us look bad.”

I leaned against the counter, tossing the towel over my shoulder. “That’s the plan. Win you over with charm before I take over the house entirely.”

She laughed—really laughed. Head tilted back, throat exposed, eyes soft with amusement.

“You’re ridiculous.”

“I’m strategic,” I said, still grinning. “You just don’t see it yet.”

She smirked over the rim of her cup. “What exactly are you strategizing for?”

I paused. Let the question hang.

Then: “Undisputed favorite houseguest of all time.”

Her smile faltered for half a second.

Not in a bad way. Just… softening.

Like she wasn’t expecting me to say that. Like she wanted to believe it.

And maybe she already did.

Nelson came downstairs ten minutes later, scratching his head and yawning, barely registering that I’d already cooked breakfast and made his wife laugh.

He mumbled something about a meeting and disappeared into his home office without touching his coffee.

Lily didn’t look after him.

She just reached for another pancake.

And when I moved behind her to grab a clean plate and our shoulders brushed, she didn’t flinch.

She leaned into it—just slightly.

And I knew:

She was getting used to me.

She liked my smile.

My voice.

The way I always knew just how close to get without crossing a line.

Not yet.

But soon.

It was one of those rare breakfasts where everyone was actually in the same place at the same time. Saturday morning. Bright light pouring through the windows. A breeze fluttered the curtain near the sink.

The kitchen smelled like cinnamon toast and fresh coffee.

Lily sat across from me at the table, knees tucked beneath her, hoodie sleeves pushed up to her elbows. Her legs were bare, and she was flushed from laughing—really laughing, not the polite kind.

Nelson sat beside her, grinning like he’d finally caught the rhythm of a joke someone else started.

“Okay,” she said, pointing her fork at me. “You absolutely did not win that argument. You cheated.”

“I didn’t cheat,” I said, completely serious. “I weaponized my charm. It’s a valid cultural tactic.” “That’s not a thing,” she laughed.

I leaned in across the table, keeping my tone soft. “Not in your culture.”

She bit her lip, and I didn’t look away.

Nelson chuckled, glancing between us. “Alright, Elias wins breakfast again. I don’t even know why we try anymore.”

Lily raised her mug. “He’s an overachiever.”

I smiled.

Then I stood.

And without a word, I moved behind her, slid my hands around her waist, and lifted her clean off her chair.

She yelped—more surprised than alarmed—as I sat down in her place and pulled her back onto my lap like she weighed nothing.

Her back settled against my chest.

My hand slid to her thigh.

And I kissed her.

Not a brush of lips.

Not a teasing joke.

A real kiss.

Mouth to mouth, slow and deep and deliberate. I felt the way her breath hitched, the sharp intake through her nose, the way her body went tight in my arms—not in rejection, not even fear. Just confusion. Shock.

Her lips parted.

And she didn’t pull away.

When I finally broke the kiss, I didn’t speak right away. I just let her sit there—on my lap, dazed and flushed, her body warm against mine, her breath shaky.

Nelson’s chair creaked awkwardly as he shifted, a halflaugh caught in his throat.

“Uh… what was that?”

I blinked at him like he’d asked me what color the sky was.

“The clause,” I said simply, brushing a strand of Lily’s hair behind her ear. “Of course.”

He frowned. “Clause?”

Lily slowly turned her head, eyes still wide, looking from him to me and back.

I tilted my head, still playing innocent. “From the cultural agreement you signed. Section six. Spiritual hospitality customs.”

Nelson’s expression faltered.

Lily stared at me like she was waiting for the punchline.

So I smiled, soft and apologetic.

“Oh,” I said gently, as if they were the ones making the mistake. “You… didn’t read it?”

Silence.

Lily still hadn’t moved from my lap.

Nelson looked vaguely embarrassed. “Well, no—I mean, not all of it. It was like twenty pages.”

I gave a light laugh. “Yeah, a lot of it’s pretty ceremonial. But, uh…” I kissed Lily’s shoulder lightly. “That part’s a pretty big deal where I’m from.”

She went still.

Not stiff—just very still.

I kept my voice warm. Reassuring. “You’re not upset, are you?” I asked her softly. “I just assumed it had all been explained.”

“I…” Her voice was barely audible. “I didn’t see anything like that.”

“Huh.” I leaned back a little. “We should definitely go over it. I wouldn’t want anyone to feel uncomfortable.”

Nelson scratched his head. “It said something about customs and, like, reverence… I thought that just meant prayer or blessings or something.”

“It does,” I said, still calm. “Where I’m from, honoring a guest is… physical. It’s part of our belief in shared energy. Unity. Receptivity.”

I smiled.

Let it sit.

Then: “Of course, if it makes anyone uncomfortable, we can always request a review… but I’m pretty sure you’d have to file it through the hosting agreement liaison. That can take weeks.”

Lily slowly eased off my lap, her expression unreadable.

She stood, silent, one hand resting on the edge of the table.

Nelson finally said, “I think… maybe we should just… talk about it.”

“Of course,” I said gently. “Whatever makes you feel safe.”

And I meant it.

Because I wasn’t going to take anything from her.

She was going to give it to me.

And soon?

She’d never take it back.

The living room had the uneasy stillness of a room where someone’s trying very hard not to panic.

The papers were spread across the coffee table now, no longer stacked neatly—just scattered like something had exploded between us. Nelson held one of the pages in his hand, the others fanned out beside Lily, who hadn’t spoken in several minutes.

I stayed calm.

Mug in hand.

Soft smile in place.

They’d asked for clarification.

I was being helpful.

Nelson read aloud, haltingly: “Section Six—Spiritual Hospitality Practices—states that adult female residents over the age of eighteen without a child are expected to maintain availability to the guest for sacred intimacy during the hosting period…” He paused, glancing at Lily, then at me. “And that’s real?”

“Completely,” I said warmly. “It’s one of our oldest tenets. The offering of the host woman symbolizes the house’s full openness. It’s sacred.”

“But it says… like… available, at any time?” Nelson asked, his voice higher now.

“Yes. That’s the norm,” I replied. “But it’s not just physical. It’s spiritual sharing. She’s not being taken— she’s being trusted.”

Lily’s mouth tightened.

Nelson frowned. “Okay… and this part about pregnancy?”

I nodded. “If the host woman conceives during the sacred window, then the connection becomes permanent. She’s bound to the man who seeded her. No other man, including her husband, may touch her again.”

Lily let out a breath—short, clipped.

Nelson shook his head. “But she’s married.”

“In your laws, yes,” I said gently. “But in our faith, marriage is considered void once new life is created. The woman’s body is now dedicated to the child and the one who brought that life into her. She becomes theirs.”

Lily’s voice came out low, almost a whisper. “So… what happens then?”

I smiled—soft, understanding. “Most women choose to dissolve their legal marriage and remarry the seedgiver. It’s very common. Beautiful, even. They start fresh, bound by life, not paper.”

Nelson gaped at me. “That’s insane.”

I tilted my head. “To you, maybe. But to us, it’s balance. The womb chooses the rightful bond.”

Lily looked at Nelson, then back at me.

I kept my tone even, comforting. “Of course, if no union happens, then nothing changes. The clause expires when I leave. You two carry on exactly as before.”

“But if she does get pregnant,” Nelson said, “then that’s it? She’s… yours?”

“Yes,” I said, smiling faintly. “By spirit. By law. Forever.”

The silence thickened.

Lily’s hands were curled in her lap, fingers clenching her hoodie sleeves. Her cheeks were flushed, but she didn’t speak.

I leaned forward slightly. “Please understand… I didn’t come here expecting anything. This clause is customary. If Lily doesn’t feel aligned with it, nothing needs to happen. But she is the qualifying woman of the home. And that means she’s… eligible.”

Lily inhaled.

Nelson looked like he wanted to say something else, but couldn’t find the words.

I sat back, relaxed.

“Anyway,” I said with a light laugh, “it rarely becomes relevant. Most visits end before anything spiritual unfolds. But if it does… well. The path is already written.”

I looked at Lily again.

And this time—

She didn’t look away.

The silence after I finished speaking stretched longer than expected.

Nelson stared at the contract like it had betrayed him. His hand still rested on the papers, fingertips twitching slightly as if he could undo it just by touching it harder.

Lily hadn’t moved.

Then—softly, clearly—she said:

“I think we should honor the clause.”

Nelson’s head jerked up. “What?”

She didn’t look at him. Her eyes were on the papers.

Her tone was flat, almost businesslike. “You signed it.

Without reading it. Without asking me. That’s on you.”

“I didn’t—Lily, I didn’t think it would actually say—”

“Well, it does.” She sat straighter now, arms crossed over her chest. “And it’s not Elias’s fault that you agreed to something without bothering to understand it.”

“I thought it was cultural fluff!”

“You didn’t ask.” Her voice was sharper now. “You didn’t ask me if I was okay with hosting a stranger for weeks. You didn’t ask me if I wanted someone in our space. You just signed a stack of papers and expected me to be fine with it.”

Nelson’s mouth opened, but no words came out.

I stayed quiet.

Let it happen.

Lily ran a hand through her hair, then exhaled, calmer now. “Look… I don’t love this. But it’s his religion. It’s a belief system. He didn’t lie to us. You just didn’t pay attention.”

She looked at me then.

Right into me.

“And if I’m the one who qualifies under the clause… then I should be the one who decides how to approach it.”

Nelson sputtered, “You’re seriously saying you’re okay with—”

“She’s not just okay,” I said, cutting in gently. “She’s accepting. That’s a sacred thing.”

I rose slowly from the couch and crossed to her without waiting for an invitation. Her eyes flicked up to mine— uncertain, yes. But not unwilling.

I reached out, my touch light, reverent, and pulled her gently up by the wrist.

She came.

No resistance.

No word of protest.

Then I sat back down and drew her into my lap, just like I had that morning. Her legs settled across mine, her body instinctively tensing at first—then softening, piece by piece.

Nelson rose halfway from the couch. “Lily—!”

“I agreed,” she said quickly, sharply. “So don’t start.”

I turned her chin toward me.

Her breath caught.

And then I kissed her.

Deeper than before.

Longer.

No hesitation now. I tasted her, let her sink into the heat of it, felt the way her breath stuttered as my hand moved to her thigh and stayed there. She didn’t pull away. Not once. Her mouth opened to mine like she’d already been waiting.

Nelson made a sound—half protest, half something else.

I didn’t look at him.

I just kissed her again, slower this time.

When I pulled back, her eyes were half-lidded, dazed, her lips wet and parted.

“She’s mine now,” I said quietly, to no one in particular.

And Nelson?

He sat down.

Hard.

And said nothing at all.


Chapter 2

The sun was high and hot, the concrete around the pool warm enough to sting bare feet. Lily lay stretched across the lounge chair in a black bikini, sunglasses pushed up into her hair, one arm resting above her head. Her legs were long and bare, glistening faintly with sunscreen, the fabric of her bikini just barely covering what mattered.

She hadn’t seen me come out.

I watched her from the doorway for a moment, silent.

She looked… relaxed.

But not happy.

Not content.

Just quiet in the way someone gets when they’re trying not to feel anything.

That wouldn’t do.

I stepped outside.

She didn’t move until my shadow crossed over her.

Then her head tilted slightly. “Hey.”

“Didn’t mean to interrupt,” I said.

She shrugged, her eyes still closed. “You’re not.”

I knelt beside the chair, arms resting on the edge, letting the moment breathe. “You look peaceful.”

“I’m trying,” she said.

I ran a hand slowly along her shin. She twitched, but didn’t pull away.

I smiled. “Trying too hard, maybe.”

Her lips curved, faintly. “You gonna lecture me on spiritual openness again?”

“No.”

I slipped two fingers under the waistband of her bikini bottom.

Her breath hitched.

“I’m going to show you.”

She opened her eyes.

Really opened them.

And I saw it—the flicker of resistance, the swirl of confusion, the instinct to say something—

But she didn’t.

I pulled the fabric aside, slowly.

She didn’t stop me.

“You said yes,” I murmured. “You agreed. You made the offering. You knew where this was going.”

She nodded—barely.

And that was enough.

I stood up and stepped between her legs, nudging them open with my knee as I leaned over her. She swallowed hard, eyes darting back toward the house, toward the fence.

“No one’s out here,” I said. “And even if they were, it wouldn’t matter.”

I hooked her thighs over my hips and dragged her down the chair toward me.

Her hands gripped the arms of the lounger.

I pushed inside her without ceremony.

Without pause.

Her body opened for me like it had been waiting all week.

She gasped—sharp and full, like something had been knocked out of her.

“Oh my god…”

I didn’t let her adjust.

Didn’t give her time to second-guess herself.

I started to move—slow, deep strokes that made her arch against the plastic slats of the chair, made her grip tighten, made her mouth fall open in a silent moan.

I leaned over her, my voice low, dangerous.

“Do you feel that?” I asked, my hips slamming into her. “That’s the moment your body starts forgetting him.”

She shook her head. “Elias—”

I silenced her with a hand to her throat—gentle, but firm.

Her eyes widened.

I kissed her again. Hard.

“Say it,” I growled against her lips. “Say you’re mine.”

She didn’t speak.

So I fucked her harder.

“Say it.”

“I’m—” Her voice broke on the word, swallowed by a moan. “I’m yours.”

“Again.”

“I’m yours,” she gasped. “Elias, I’m yours—”

I felt her tighten, convulse around me.

I didn’t stop.

Not even as she came.

Not even as she cried out and writhed beneath me.

I held her still, buried inside her, and whispered into her ear:

“This is the beginning.”

And I meant it.

I didn’t pull out.

Not when her body clenched and fluttered around me.

Not when she gasped, trembling through the last pulse of her orgasm.

I stayed deep inside her.

Still.

Hard.

Hungry.

And then—without warning—I shifted, grabbing her hips and flipping them over in one smooth motion.

She landed on top of me, straddling my lap on the lounge chair, stunned and breathless. Her bikini top was askew, one breast fully exposed, the other barely hanging on by a strap. Her hair was a mess of sun and sweat, her lips parted in disbelief.

I cupped both tits in my hands, thumbs brushing across her nipples, teasing them into stiff, sensitive peaks.

“You’re not done,” I said, my voice low and calm. “You gave me your body. That means you ride me now.”

She blinked, mouth opening—maybe to protest, maybe to plead.

I didn’t give her time.

I gripped her hips and pulled her back down onto me.

She sank around my cock again, slower this time— achingly slow—her thighs trembling as she adjusted to the stretch, to the heat, to the sheer wrongness of what we were doing and how much her body wanted it anyway.

I groaned, letting my head fall back against the chair. “Fuck, Lily… just like that.”

Her hands landed on my chest for balance, her fingernails digging in as she started to move—tentative at first, unsure, like part of her still thought she could stop this if she just paused long enough to think.

But her body knew better.

I played with her tits as she rode me, letting her feel the pressure of my hands, the rough tug of my fingers. She moaned—helplessly, shamefully—riding slow, bouncing just enough to keep me deep, her slick heat gripping me like it didn’t want to let go.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Look at you. Taking what you need. Like a good girl.”

Her breath stuttered.

I leaned up slightly, taking one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard until she gasped and rocked against me faster.

“You were made for this,” I whispered. “Made to ride me. Not him. Me.”

She whimpered.

My hands slid down to her ass, guiding her rhythm, controlling the tempo. “You want me to cum inside you, don’t you?”

She didn’t answer.

I slapped her ass—sharp, sudden.

“Say it.”

“I… I want you to,” she breathed. “Please—Elias— please.”

I gritted my teeth, my hips driving up into hers.

“Louder.”

“I want you to cum inside me,” she cried out. “Please— fill me—”

I groaned, feeling her tighten around me again, her head thrown back, hair cascading over her shoulders.

And then I came.

Hard.

Spilling deep inside her.

My hands locked around her hips, holding her in place, making sure every drop stayed buried exactly where it belonged.

Inside her.

Claiming her.

Tying her to me with more than words.

When I finally loosened my grip, she collapsed against my chest—trembling, panting, spent.

I wrapped my arms around her, kissed the top of her head.

And smiled.

Because it had begun.

And there was no going back.

The late afternoon light spilled through the office blinds, casting soft slats of shadow across the bookshelves. Nelson stood near the window, halfdistracted, clutching a glass of something amber and trying very hard to talk like everything was fine.

“So… yeah, I think the Cardinals could actually pull off a better season this year,” he said, his voice a little too loud, a little too cheerful. “If they can lock in that backfield and keep the offense moving, maybe—”

“Maybe,” I said, nodding, sipping from my own glass. “But they’ll have to stop treating second downs like a free pass. They play lazy when it counts.”

He laughed—sharp and a little nervous.

I let it slide.

He’d been trying hard for the last few hours. Making jokes. Starting conversations. Acting like he hadn’t watched me cum inside his wife just feet away from their marriage.

Denial suited him.

It made everything easier.

Then we both heard her.

Soft footsteps in the hall.

The creak of the door as it opened just enough for Lily to slip inside. She wore loose cotton shorts and one of his old t-shirts, her hair damp from the shower. Freshfaced. Barefoot. Quiet.

She didn’t meet either of our eyes as she said, “Sorry— just forgot my phone in here.”

Nelson stiffened.

I didn’t.

I didn’t stop talking.

“That’s what I mean,” I said smoothly. “No discipline on second downs. They fall into the same lazy loop every time.”

Then, without raising my voice, without pausing the rhythm of my sentence, I reached out, grabbed Lily’s wrist, and pulled her across the room.

Nelson froze.

Lily gasped softly as I turned her, bent her over the edge of the desk, and pulled her shorts down to her knees in one clean motion.

She didn’t resist.

Not even a little.

“Teams that can’t maintain structure on critical downs will always fall apart under pressure,” I continued, slipping inside her—slow and deep, thick and claiming.

She was already wet.

Already waiting.

Nelson’s mouth opened.

Nothing came out.

I rocked into her slowly, one hand on her hip, the other still holding my drink, never once looking down at her.

“Elias,” she whimpered.

“Shh,” I murmured, still watching Nelson. “This is sacred time.”

I drove into her again, harder.

Her hands scrabbled at the desk, her breath ragged, cheeks flushed with heat and embarrassment and something much darker.

Nelson stepped back like the sight physically burned him.

He didn’t leave.

But he didn’t stop it either.

“You okay?” I asked him calmly, my voice steady as I gripped Lily’s hips and fucked her harder. “You seem tense.”

“I—this is—”

“She agreed,” I said, smiling faintly. “You remember that part, right? The clause. The bond. All of it.”

He stared at the floor.

I leaned forward slightly, picking up my pace, making Lily moan—open, shameless, her head pressed to her forearms on the desk.

“You brought me here,” I said softly, fucking her through her cries. “You let me in. You signed the papers.”

Nelson sat down heavily in the chair across the room, face pale.

I smiled wider, still moving inside her.

Still never looking away.

“Now sit,” I said. “And watch what it means to be replaced.”

Lily moaned softly against the desk, her breath fogging the wood, body slack and trembling beneath me. I rolled my hips at a slow, deliberate pace—deep, steady strokes that made her legs shake every time I filled her again.

She didn’t resist.

She couldn’t.

Nelson was still frozen in his chair, eyes wide, hands gripping the arms like they might keep him grounded if he just held tight enough.

I didn’t look at him.

I just smiled—bright, casual, unbothered.

“You know,” I said, still moving inside her like we were finishing a sentence, “I was thinking we could grill tonight.”

Nelson blinked. “What?”

“Dinner,” I said. “Weather’s great. Might be the last really warm evening we get for a while. Feels like a grilling night, don’t you think?”

I gave Lily a deeper thrust, dragging it out—slow, full, filling her completely.

She gasped, her knuckles white where she gripped the desk.

“I could do burgers,” I continued. “Maybe some chicken thighs? You’ve got those good marinades in the door of the fridge, right?”

Nelson didn’t answer.

Didn’t look at me.

Lily’s back arched slightly, her body pressing back against mine without even realizing it.

God, she was perfect like this.

I let one hand trail up her spine, then down again to her hips. “Can’t forget grilled vegetables. Got to keep her eating well now, you know.”

Nelson looked up, confused. “What?”

I smiled wider. “For the baby.”

His face went pale.

I leaned over Lily, kissing her shoulder, still thrusting slow and deep into her soaked, swollen heat. “She needs protein. Greens. All that good stuff. Got to keep the womb happy.”

She whimpered, and I felt her clench around me.

“You feel that?” I murmured, more to her than him. “How easy your body takes me now? How open you are for it?”

Nelson’s breath stuttered.

I smiled, breath warm against her skin. “I’m going to fill you again, sweetheart. Just like before. Keep you full all day.”

She moaned—quiet and shamed and aching.

“And if that doesn’t take,” I went on, still calm, still unhurried, “we’ll do it again. Tomorrow. The next day. Every day until you’re good and knocked up.”

I gave her another slow, punishing thrust.

“Because once you’re pregnant,” I said, like I was finishing a to-do list, “you’re mine. For good.”

Nelson looked like he’d been punched.

I looked at him for the first time, smile still warm, voice still gentle.

“She agrees, remember?”

Then I groaned, grabbed Lily’s hips, and came again— deep and full, right inside her.

“I’ll get started on dinner in a bit,” I said softly, staying

buried in her. “Gotta make sure she’s had time to soak it all in first.”

And I meant every word.

I stayed inside her for a long moment after I came— letting her body hold me, letting it keep me, the way it was meant to.

Then, finally, I pulled out.

A thick stream of cum followed, sliding down her thighs, dripping onto the edge of the desk and then the floor. It was obscene. Unignorable. The only sound in the room was her quiet, stuttering breath and the soft drip, drip of my seed spilling from her.

She was ruined.

And she knew it.

I set my drink down on the desk beside her, then reached for her hips and gently turned her around to face me. Her eyes were glassy, dazed, lips parted like she didn’t know if she should speak or stay silent.

I didn’t wait for either.

I picked her up—effortless, as if she weighed nothing— and settled her onto me again. My cock slid back inside her soaked, messy heat with a thick, wet sound that made her gasp and cling to my shoulders.

“Shh,” I murmured, kissing her cheek. “Just rest.”

She sagged against me.

No resistance.

Nelson still hadn’t moved. His mouth was slightly open, his expression stunned and helpless. His wife was sitting in another man’s lap, full of another man, arms around my neck, thighs trembling, and all he could do was watch.

I looked at him over her shoulder.

“You good?” I asked lightly. “You look a little pale.”

He didn’t answer.

So I smiled and kissed Lily’s temple, rocking her gently in my lap, still inside her. She whimpered, breath catching again, but didn’t try to move.

“Alright,” I said, voice bright. “Let’s get dinner started. I think something grilled, yeah?”

I stood, carrying her with me—impaled, spent, leaking—but still mine.

Completely.

Utterly.

Permanently.


Chapter 3

The sun was dipping low in the sky, casting a soft golden glow across the backyard. The coals in the grill were nearly perfect—hot, slow-burning, just starting to gray. I had two burgers going, some marinated chicken thighs, and skewers lined up neatly on the side tray.

It smelled like heaven.

Lily walked outside carrying a stack of plates, barefoot on the patio, her t-shirt loose and barely hanging off one shoulder. She hadn’t put her shorts back on since the office. Just soft cotton panties under that borrowed shirt—if they were still on at all.

She moved quietly.

Head down.

She hadn’t said much since earlier.

But she hadn’t resisted either.

And she’d come when I called her.

That was what mattered.

“Set them out there,” I said, nodding toward the table without looking away from the grill. “I’ll grab the silverware in a second.”

She nodded, walking past me toward the table.

I let my eyes linger on her legs, the soft curve of her thighs, the slight limp in her step.

Good.

I wanted her to feel me when she moved.

When she breathed.

When she bent over.

She was lining the plates across the table when I spoke again—calm, casual, like I was commenting on the meat.

“Come suck my cock, sweetheart.”

She paused.

Barely a beat.

Then she turned and walked toward me, slow and uncertain, her eyes flicking to the sliding glass door behind us—to the house, to the windows, to nothing.

I was already unzipping my jeans when she dropped to her knees beside the grill.

“Good girl,” I murmured, stroking her hair. “Just keep your head low. No one will see.”

She licked her lips and took me in slowly, mouth warm and soft, eyes up on mine as I rested one hand on her head and the other on the edge of the grill.

The sizzle of the meat kept going.

The backyard was quiet.

She started to move—hesitant at first, then smoother, deeper, her tongue flicking along the underside of my shaft like she wanted to prove something.

I didn’t groan.

Didn’t gasp.

Just smiled down at her, lazy and proud, my fingers threading through her hair as she worked.

“You’ve got such a good mouth,” I said softly, the words barely audible over the pop and crackle of the coals. “So obedient now. Like you’ve been waiting your whole life for this.”

She moaned around me.

I flexed my hips forward, pushing deeper.

“Keep going,” I murmured. “You’ve got dinner to earn.”

Lily’s lips were slick around my cock, her cheeks hollowing with each slow, obedient pull. Her eyes were half-lidded now, completely focused, mouth working in long, wet strokes while the grill hissed beside us.

I flipped a chicken thigh with my free hand.

Didn’t even pause.

Didn’t need to.

She’d found a rhythm—head bobbing gently, tongue curling on every pass, her hands resting lightly on my thighs like she knew she belonged there.

Because she did.

I brushed her hair away from her face and looked down at her with calm affection. “Just like that, sweetheart. Keep going. Gotta make sure you get your fill before dinner.”

She moaned softly around me, mouth full, throat working to take me deeper.

I smiled.

And then the back door slid open.

Nelson stepped out onto the patio, a beer in hand, voice already halfway into a question before his brain caught up to what he was seeing.

“Hey, did you want—what the fuck?”

Lily froze.

I didn’t.

I rested my hand on her head. “Don’t stop, love. Keep going.”

She whimpered, but obeyed.

Wet, muffled sounds resumed immediately.

Nelson stared, mouth open, the bottle in his hand forgotten. “You’re—she’s—Jesus, Elias, I thought this was about sex. About… the clause. What the fuck is this?”

I looked at him, calm and unfazed.

“This is the clause,” I said simply. “You signed it.”

He stepped forward, shaking his head. “I didn’t know it meant this. Not like this. I thought—just actual sex. Not this… every second, anywhere shit.”

I shrugged. “You really should’ve read the fine print.”

He looked down at Lily, who was still sucking—slower now, face flushed with shame and arousal.

“She’s my offering,” I said. “Every part of her. Mouth, hands, pussy—doesn’t matter. While I’m under this roof, she’s available. That means whenever. However. Wherever.”

Nelson’s face crumpled. “This is insane.”

“No,” I said, smiling faintly. “This is sacred.”

Lily gagged a little as I pushed deeper. I grunted softly and petted her hair again.

“See, this isn’t about hurting her,” I added, watching Nelson. “It’s about reminding her what her body is for now. She’s here to serve. To receive. To submit.”

Nelson looked like he was going to be sick.

I leaned my head back slightly, sighing as Lily’s mouth pulled tighter, her hands gripping my thighs.

“Fuck, Lily,” I breathed. “You suck cock like you’re finally where you belong.”

She moaned around me—helpless, shamed, and close to breaking.

I held her head still and came down her throat in long, pulsing waves.

She coughed, swallowing as much as she could, my cum spilling from her lips, dripping down her chin and onto the patio.

I sighed contentedly.

“Thanks, sweetheart,” I said gently, tucking myself away. “Now go help with the skewers.”

Lily rose unsteadily to her feet, eyes glassy, face sticky with me.

And Nelson?

He just stood there.

Silent.

Small.

Watching his wife wipe her mouth and walk back toward the kitchen without a single glance at him.

Because she already knew who she belonged to.


Chapter 4

The house was silent.

It was late—close to midnight—and the windows of the bedroom were cracked just enough to let in a whisper of breeze. The curtains moved slightly. A dog barked in the distance.

Nelson and Lily lay side by side in bed.

They weren’t touching.

They hadn’t all night.

She was turned slightly away from him, legs curled under her, her breathing soft and even.

Nelson was snoring quietly, one arm tossed over his pillow, oblivious.

I opened the bedroom door slowly.

Quietly.

Lily didn’t stir as I stepped inside.

I watched her for a moment—her shape beneath the blanket, her shoulders rising and falling with each breath.

Then I lifted the sheet and slipped into bed on her other side.

She stiffened the moment my body touched hers—her breath catching, heart skipping, like she’d been pulled from sleep by instinct alone.

I pressed my chest against her back.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

I slipped a hand between her thighs.

She gasped—but softly.

Right beside her, Nelson kept snoring.

I smiled against the curve of her neck and pushed her panties aside.

She was already wet.

I guided myself into her slowly—achingly slow— letting her feel every inch of me stretch her open from behind, fill her deep while her husband slept inches away.

She let out a soft, strangled sound.

I covered her mouth with my hand.

“Shh,” I whispered. “Don’t wake him.”

She whimpered against my palm, her body trembling, thighs spreading wider beneath the sheets to let me in deeper.

I thrust slowly.

Deep.

Measured.

Careful not to shake the bed too much.

Careful not to stop.

“Look at you,” I breathed into her ear. “Letting me fuck you with him right here.”

She moaned softly, barely audible.

“You don’t even care anymore, do you?” I whispered, hips grinding in slow circles inside her. “You want him to know.”

She shook her head weakly—but I didn’t believe it.

I pulled her tighter against me, rolling my hips again, filling her to the hilt.

“I’m going to get you pregnant like this,” I said, voice barely a breath. “Right beside him. Every night until that little body of yours gives in.”

She gasped against my hand.

“Maybe he’ll hear it when you start showing,” I whispered. “When your belly’s full and tight with my child. When you moan in your sleep because you miss my cock.”

She was shaking now, her whole body wrapped around me like she couldn’t help it.

I slid my hand down her belly, fingers splayed just above where I was buried deep inside her.

“Right here,” I murmured. “Right here is where I’ll grow in you.”

She came then—silent, clenching, her body spasming against me while her husband snored behind her.

I didn’t stop.

Not until I filled her again.

Full.

Deep.

Claimed.

When I was done, I pulled her back into me, still inside her, wrapping her in my arms.

And whispered, “Sleep now. You’ve done your duty.”

The bedroom was quiet in the gray light of dawn, that strange hour when everything feels still and heavy, like the world hasn’t fully decided to wake up yet.

Lily lay on her side, her breathing soft and even, lips slightly parted. Her body was slack with sleep, one arm tucked under the pillow. My arm was wrapped around her waist, pulling her back against me.

I was still inside her.

Had been all night.

Warm.

Held.

Claimed.

I moved slowly, almost lazily, rolling my hips in small, deep circles. Careful. Quiet. Just enough friction to feel her body respond in its sleep.

She moaned faintly, shifting against me, her thighs parting slightly without waking.

Beside her, Nelson stirred.

I heard his breathing change before his eyes opened.

He rolled toward us, groggy, blinking, confused.

He saw me.

He saw her.

He saw the slow movement beneath the blanket—my hips pushing forward, hers rocking slightly in her sleep.

And for a moment, he didn’t speak.

He just stared, trying to understand what he was seeing.

I smiled at him, voice soft and easy.

“Morning.”

He blinked, throat working. “Are you—are you still— ?”

“Mm-hmm.” I nodded, not stopping. “She fell asleep on me last night. Figured I’d let her rest.”

His mouth opened. “But—she’s asleep.”

I laughed quietly. “Yeah. She gets really relaxed like this. So responsive. Don’t worry—she’s loving it.”

He sat up slightly, his hand clenching the edge of the sheet. “You’re—you’re just using her like that?”

I gave him a look of genuine confusion.

“It’s in the clause, man.”

I slid a little deeper, sighing at the warmth of her body wrapped around me. “While she’s available, I have full access. Mouth, pussy, whatever I need. Sleep state’s not an exception.”

Lily whimpered softly in her sleep.

I ran my hand up her side, fingertips brushing her breast through the shirt.

“She’s been amazing,” I added, my tone bright and affectionate. “So soft in the mornings. You can tell she’ll like waking up full.”

Nelson looked pale.

I kept going.

Rocking into her with calm, deliberate motion, never breaking eye contact with him.

“You sleep okay?” I asked.

He didn’t answer.

“I was thinking of doing coffee and maybe those little cinnamon buns she bought. Thought I’d give her a little treat before we start again. Gotta keep her energy up.”

Another slow thrust.

Another sleepy moan.

Nelson’s face twisted into something I couldn’t quite name—pain, confusion, humiliation.

But he still didn’t stop me.

Didn’t say no.

And I kept fucking her right there beside him.

Like it was just another part of the morning routine.

She stirred against me, just barely.

A faint sigh slipped past her lips, and her head shifted slightly on the pillow. Her hips pressed back into mine—reflex, sleepy and soft—and her body tightened just enough around my cock to let me know she was waking up.

I didn’t stop moving.

Didn’t even slow down.

Just kept rolling into her in slow, deep strokes, my hand sliding up under her shirt to cup one bare breast, thumb flicking lazily over her nipple.

Nelson was still sitting on the edge of the bed, staring like he couldn’t make sense of any of this.

I didn’t look at him.

I watched her.

Her eyes blinked open, unfocused and warm.

And then she turned her head toward me—half-asleep, lips parted—and tilted upward like she was searching for my mouth.

Not his.

Mine.

I leaned in and kissed her, soft and slow, my tongue tracing the seam of her lips until she opened for me. She tasted like sleep and heat and surrender.

She moaned into my mouth.

Still never once looked at her husband.

“Good morning, sweetheart,” I murmured against her lips. “You’re taking me so well.”

She whined softly, rolling her hips back, body responding automatically to every push. “You’re gonna give me a baby like this,” I whispered. “Just let me fill you every morning until that little womb can’t say no.”

Nelson made a noise behind us—some choked, stunned half-sound—but I didn’t look at him.

I kissed Lily again, deeper.

Then broke just long enough to say, “Hey, Nelson— you should get your oil changed this week. I heard your car dragging a bit yesterday.”

He didn’t respond.

I smiled and turned back to her.

Her eyes were glazed now, mouth open, breathing faster.

“You’re such a good girl,” I said, stroking her cheek. “Letting me fuck you full right next to him. Letting him watch while I breed you.”

She moaned louder, hands gripping the sheets, body tightening again.

“God, yes,” I breathed. “Right there. Come for me, baby. Come with me inside you.”

And then we were both there—grinding, gasping, kissing through it as I spilled deep inside her again, my hand on her belly, her breath catching in broken little sobs of pleasure.

Her body twitched, clenched, soaked me.

She came so hard I felt her collapse into me, limp and trembling.

And Nelson?

Still watching.

Still silent.

Because there was nothing left to say.

The grocery store was busy, filled with the quiet rhythm of carts rolling over tile, the occasional beep at the register, and the soft chatter of families working through their lists.

We walked side by side—Lily and I.

Nelson trailed just behind us, holding the basket, silent.

Lily was wearing a loose sundress that swayed around her thighs when she moved. No bra. No panties. Just bare skin and obedience beneath soft cotton. I’d made sure of that before we left the house.

I walked close, one hand on the small of her back. Sometimes her hip. Sometimes lower.

She flinched at first.

By aisle three, she’d stopped.

I grabbed a can of diced tomatoes and tossed it into the cart without looking. Then slid my arm around her waist, pulling her into me until her side was flush with mine.

She glanced up, uncertain—but didn’t move away.

So I leaned in and kissed her.

Hard.

Right there between the pasta and the sauce.

Her breath hitched against my mouth, but she melted into it almost immediately. My hand slid down over her ass, squeezing her through the thin fabric like I didn’t care who saw.

Because I didn’t.

When I pulled back, she looked dazed.

Two older women passed by, pushing their cart with amused smiles. One of them leaned over and said, “You two are adorable. Young love, huh?”

I smiled. “Something like that.”

Lily’s cheeks flushed—but she didn’t speak.

Nelson mumbled a quiet thanks, even though they hadn’t been talking to him.

I reached over and took the cart from his hands. “Go grab a pack of napkins,” I said cheerfully. “We’re out.”

He blinked. “I—uh—okay.”

He turned down the next aisle, shuffling away.

The moment he was gone, I pressed Lily back against the shelves, one hand sliding up under her skirt. She gasped, grabbing my arm.

“Elias—”

“Shh,” I whispered. “You know the rules.”

Her legs parted almost instinctively.

I kissed her again—slow this time, deeper, full of heat—and worked two fingers inside her slick heat while the world moved around us. She moaned into my mouth, her body trembling as I crooked my fingers just right.

“You look so good like this,” I murmured, lips brushing her ear. “Everyone thinks you’re mine.”

She whimpered.

I pressed my fingers deeper.

“They’re not wrong.”

Another passing couple smiled at us as they walked by.

“Newlyweds?” the man asked.

I grinned. “Working on it.”

Lily came silently against my hand, her whole body shuddering against the soup display.

I kissed her temple, withdrew my fingers, and licked them clean.

“Let’s go pick out some dessert,” I said cheerfully as Nelson reappeared, confused and flustered, holding napkins.

I took the cart again and started walking.

Lily followed.

Because that’s what good girls do.

The groceries were loaded into the car. The sun was warm against the asphalt. Lily leaned against the passenger-side door, hair tousled from the wind, her cheeks still pink from everything that had happened in aisle seven.

Nelson stood awkwardly near the trunk, trying not to look at her.

I shut the back hatch and smiled at him, cheerful as ever.

“Hey,” I said, voice low and warm, “just a heads-up— I’m going to fuck your wife now.”

Nelson flinched.

I held up both hands like I was being generous. “Just letting you know so you can look away if it’s too much.”

He opened his mouth. Closed it. Swallowed something bitter.

Lily didn’t move.

Didn’t protest.

When I stepped toward her and slipped my hand under her skirt, she exhaled like she’d been holding her breath for hours.

I pressed her back against the car and pulled her leg up around my hip.

And then I was inside her.

Just like that.

Slow, deep, mine.

She gasped, gripping my shoulders.

Her head fell back against the car window.

Nelson turned away—but not far.

Not far enough.

I started fucking her there in the parking lot, slow and unbothered, my hands on her hips, my mouth at her neck, kissing her while she moaned softly into the open air.

And then—

“Nelson?”

We all froze.

Sort of.

I didn’t stop moving.

Two familiar voices came from across the lot—David and Rachel. Friends. Neighbors. The kind of people who came over for game nights and barbecues.

They approached, confused smiles on their faces.

“Hey!” Rachel laughed. “Isn’t that Lily? What’s

going—”

Then she saw me.

Saw Lily.

Saw the way her dress was hitched up, her leg hooked around me, the soft sound of skin meeting skin.

Her jaw dropped.

Nelson turned, white-faced and frozen. “I—this isn’t— ”

I smiled and waved one-handed while still fucking Lily.

“Hey guys,” I said brightly. “Sorry for the scene. Just needed a minute with my girl.”

Rachel blinked. “I—wait. Are you…?”

“Elias,” I said, offering my hand while Lily moaned into my neck. “We’ve met, I think. I’m staying with them. Cultural exchange thing.”

David looked stunned. “And you’re… with Lily?”

“Yep,” I said cheerfully. “Whole spiritual bond thing. Long story.”

Rachel blinked again. “She looks—um…”

“Happy?” I offered.

Lily cried out softly, her fingers digging into my back.

Rachel’s eyes widened. “…Yeah.”

“She’s incredible, isn’t she?” I said, leaning down to kiss her hard, right there in front of them. “Can’t get enough of her.”

David looked at Nelson, frowning. “Dude… what is this?”

Nelson looked like he was going to be sick.

I slowed down, pulled Lily closer, rocked into her deeper—right as she came again, gasping into my mouth.

When I pulled back, I looked at Rachel and David again.

“You guys want to come by for dinner sometime? I grill.”

Rachel stared at me.

David rubbed the back of his neck. “Uh… sure. Yeah. Maybe.”

I smiled.

Lily clung to me, breathless and full.

Nelson didn’t say a word.

Because what could he say?

Lily was shaking in my arms, still riding the edge of her orgasm, her breath stuttering against my throat.

I didn’t stop.

Didn’t hide it.

Didn’t even slow down.

My hips rolled into her in steady, deep strokes, her leg tight around my waist, dress hiked to her belly, my cock buried in her soaked, swollen heat as David and Rachel watched in stunned silence.

Nelson stood frozen a few feet away, white as a ghost.

“You okay, man?” I asked him, casually, voice light even as I thrust harder into Lily. “You’re looking a little pale.”

He didn’t answer.

Rachel let out a soft, disbelieving sound—half gasp, half laugh.

“She’s really just… letting him?” she whispered to Nelson.

I kissed Lily’s jaw. “Letting? No, no… she’s begging. Quietly. But it’s all there.”

Lily moaned, clinging tighter.

I groaned into her neck.

“Fuck,” I muttered, still loud enough for all of them to hear. “She’s so tight. It’s like her body knows it’s mine now.”

I glanced back at them with a smile. “You ever see someone this perfect? It’s like her pussy was built to be bred.”

David looked like he didn’t know whether to run or applaud.

I grabbed Lily’s ass with both hands, pulling her flush against me, driving into her hard now—unapologetic, possessive, soaked sounds of sex echoing in the open air.

“Fucking hell,” I breathed. “Gonna fill her again. Right here. Don’t look away, Nelson.”

He did.

But not fast enough.

I slammed into her once, twice, came deep, groaning into her shoulder while Lily moaned and shook in my arms.

Thick, hot spurts poured into her.

I stayed inside.

Held her close.

Smiled at the group like I’d just finished tying a shoelace.

“Well,” I said, catching my breath. “Hope that wasn’t too awkward. We’re still doing dinner next week, yeah?”

Rachel blinked. “Uh… yeah. Sure.”

David nodded slowly. “We’ll bring wine.”

“Perfect,” I said, still inside Lily. “She’s been craving red lately.”

Nelson looked like he was going to cry.

I smiled wider.

Because he knew it was over.

And so did she.


Chapter 5

One week later

The house was quiet.

Peaceful, even.

It was early—barely light outside—but I was already awake, nestled under the covers in the big bed that used to belong to Nelson and Lily.

Now it was just ours.

Nelson had stopped sleeping in the master bedroom days ago.

Stopped arguing.

Stopped looking at her, really.

I didn’t blame him.

It’s hard to keep pretending when everything’s already been taken from you.

Lily was curled on her side beside me, back pressed against my chest, her breath slow and deep with sleep.

Her legs were bare, and the oversized t-shirt she wore had ridden up around her waist in the night.

I was already hard.

Already inside her.

Slowly, gently, I began to move—rolling my hips in deep, lazy thrusts that pushed up into her warmth, waking her with the rhythm her body had come to know intimately.

She stirred.

Let out a soft breath.

Didn’t open her eyes.

Didn’t move away.

She just tilted her hips slightly—welcoming—and let me in deeper.

“Good morning,” I whispered against her neck.

She hummed, half-asleep, a faint smile tugging at her lips.

I slid my hand over her stomach, pressing low, right where I was filling her.

“Still so perfect,” I murmured. “Still mine.”

She moaned quietly, legs relaxing, opening.

“You’re getting used to waking up like this,” I whispered, kissing the back of her shoulder.

She nodded.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t need to.

I fucked her slowly, keeping my strokes deep and careful, savoring the way her body molded to mine even before she was fully awake. This was what I

wanted. What I’d always wanted.

Routine.

Ritual.

A woman who opened for me before she even opened her eyes.

She moaned again, breath catching as I pushed deeper, my hand sliding back to her stomach.

“Maybe I’ll knock you up tonight,” I said softly. “Right after dessert.”

She trembled.

And I didn’t stop.

Because this was just another morning.

And she was mine.

The living room was quiet, almost holy.

Six tall white candles glowed around the blanket Elias had laid out in the center of the floor. Their flames flickered against the walls, casting long shadows that danced across the shelves, the rug, the folds of Lily’s veil.

The air was thick with heat and incense—sweet, spiced, almost intoxicating.

She knelt at the center of it all, completely nude save for the translucent veil draped over her head and shoulders. It caught the candlelight like smoke, haloing her in a soft, ethereal blur. Her eyes were lowered. Her hands rested neatly on her thighs.

She looked like a bride on her wedding night.

Like an offering.

Elias stood behind her, silent for a long moment, watching her.

Letting the moment breathe.

Then, slowly, he stepped around in front of her and knelt.

She still didn’t look up.

“Lift your eyes,” he said gently.

She did.

Her lips were parted. Her cheeks flushed.

He smiled.

“This is the beginning of your claiming,” he said softly. “Tonight, I bless each gate. Your mouth, your sex, your body itself. Every part of you must be prepared. Consecrated. Owned.”

She trembled.

“I will leave nothing untouched,” he said. “Because you belong to me.”

Lily exhaled, slow and shaky.

Elias loosened the tie on his pants and drew himself out—long, thick, already hardening with anticipation.

She gasped softly.

But didn’t look away.

“This is the first blessing,” he murmured. “The mouth. The voice. The tongue that once belonged to another, now offered to me.”

He moved closer, settling into a comfortable seat on the blanket, his knees spread, his cock heavy and resting against his thigh.

“Come here.”

Lily crawled forward on her hands and knees, veil slipping forward over her face. She knelt between his thighs, her bare back arched, her breath shallow.

“Good girl,” Elias whispered.

He ran his fingers through her hair, lifting the veil just enough to see her face clearly.

“I want your mouth open.”

She opened it.

Wide. Willingly.

He didn’t move right away. Just watched her, cock twitching with anticipation, savoring the moment.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “Already desperate to serve.”

She moaned faintly.

“I’m going to fuck your mouth slow,” he said. “Deep. Thoughtful. Because this isn’t just a blowjob, Lily. This is worship. This is surrender.”

He took his cock in one hand and tapped it gently against her lips.

She opened wider.

He pushed just the head into her mouth—soft and slow—and held it there, watching her breathe through her nose, watching her eyes flutter as she adjusted.

“Feel it,” he said. “Let it settle on your tongue. Learn the taste of what owns you.”

She moaned, and he slid in deeper.

Not fast.

Not even steady.

Just patient.

Inch by inch, he filled her mouth until she gagged slightly. He paused, holding her there, one hand cupping the back of her head, thumb brushing her cheek.

“Good,” he whispered. “That’s what I want. Your

throat stretching. Your jaw aching. I want it to hurt a little.”

He pulled back—slowly—letting her catch her breath, then pushed in again.

Her moan vibrated around him.

“Use your tongue,” he said. “Let me feel how much you want to keep me.”

She did.

God, she did.

She licked and sucked and swirled her tongue along the underside of him like it was instinct—like she’d been waiting to be taught how.

“That’s it,” he groaned. “Fuck, Lily. You were made for this.”

He began to rock his hips, dragging himself across her tongue in long, deliberate strokes. Her hands clutched at his thighs for balance, but she never pulled away.

She moaned around him again, messy now—spit sliding down her chin, tears pricking her eyes.

“Don’t stop,” he murmured. “This is your first offering. You only get one first time.”

She sucked harder.

He kept guiding her head, fucking her mouth in slow, wet, obscene rhythm.

“I want your throat to remember me,” he said. “To ache for me when it’s empty.”

He held her still and pressed deeper—until her nose met his skin and her throat spasmed.

She choked, whimpered, tears streaking her cheeks.

He groaned.

And pulled back—just a little.

Not out.

Never out.

He stroked her hair and kissed her forehead.

“You’ll get the rest later,” he promised. “When you’ve earned it. When you’re ready to drink it all.”

She gasped for breath, lips red and swollen.

But nodded.

“I’ll give you your second gate next,” he said softly, cupping her jaw. “But for now, sit back. Let my taste linger.”

She sat.

Hands on her thighs.

Mouth open, lips glistening with spit.

Throat sore.

Eyes dazed.

Worshipped.

Owned.

The room still smelled of incense and her spit.

Lily knelt before me, her lips swollen, cheeks wet, a faint line of drool clinging to her chin.

Her mouth had been blessed.

But her body hadn’t.

Not yet.

I reached for her veil and lifted it away, letting it fall silently to the floor. Her hair tumbled free, soft and wild, and I ran my hands into it, gently drawing her upright.

She looked dazed. Glowing. Broken in the most beautiful way.

I leaned in and kissed her—soft, slow, her lips still open, still tasting of me.

Then I pushed her down to the blanket.

Not harshly.

Just firmly.

Until she was on her back beneath me, the candlelight flickering over her flushed skin.

Her breasts rose and fell with every shallow breath, nipples already tight and peaked. They were gorgeous—soft, full, aching to be claimed.

I slid down and hovered over them.

And just… looked.

“These,” I murmured, “are sacred, too.”

She whimpered as I dragged my palms up her sides, over the curve of her ribs, then cupped her breasts in both hands and squeezed gently.

“They’ve never been used the way they should.”

I licked the swell of one, then sucked her nipple into my mouth and held it there—long, slow, tongue flicking. She arched into me, gasping.

“They were meant to be worshipped,” I said into her skin. “Bitten. Marked. Owned.”

I switched to the other.

Sucked harder.

Bit, just enough to make her cry out.

In the corner, Nelson sat frozen, shoulders hunched, fists tight in his lap.

He watched, silent and anguished.

But he didn’t move.

He didn’t speak.

Because he knew it wasn’t his place anymore.

I looked back down at her, smiling as I slid my cock up between her breasts, slick from her mouth and throbbing again already.

“Press them together,” I ordered gently.

She obeyed.

I pushed between them, watching her eyes flutter as I started to thrust—slow, wet glides between the soft curves of her chest.

“You feel that?” I whispered. “That’s the weight of devotion.”

She moaned.

“Look how you hold me now,” I murmured. “Tits wrapped around me like they were made for this. For me.”

I leaned down, licking a bead of spit from her chest. “When you’re pregnant, they’ll swell for me. Get heavy. Full of milk meant for the child I put in you.”

She moaned louder, face burning.

Nelson shifted.

I didn’t stop.

I fucked her tits until her chest was flushed and sticky, until she was panting and writhing, begging without saying a word.

Then I pulled back.

Held my cock just over her lips.

Let her lick the tip once.

And smiled.

“Now,” I whispered, cupping her breast one last time,

“you’re ready for the second gate.”

She lay on her back, chest flushed, covered in spit and pre-cum, her thighs parted slightly, her breathing shallow.

I leaned over her and kissed her softly—just once— before rising to my knees and circling behind her again.

The firelight flickered across her hips, casting warm shadows along the curve of her ass.

She was trembling.

Not from fear.

From anticipation.

I slid my hands up her back, then down again to spread her cheeks apart gently, revealing the second gate. “Turn over,” I said softly. “Kneel for me.”

She obeyed without hesitation—onto her hands and knees, her ass high, head bowed low in submission.

Nelson shifted in the corner again, his eyes wide and hollow.

Still silent.

Still watching.

I settled behind her and placed one hand on her lower back.

“The second gate,” I murmured. “The most sacred of all.”

She moaned—quiet and unsure.

I leaned close, my lips brushing her ear.

“In our faith,” I said, “this gate is the threshold of full surrender. It is not meant for pleasure, not meant for teasing. It is offered. Completely.”

She shivered.

“This is where you show that no part of your body is your own anymore,” I continued. “Not even this.”

I pressed a thumb gently between her cheeks, circling the tight ring of muscle with slow reverence.

“You offer your will here,” I whispered. “Your control. Your shame. You give them to me.”

She whimpered, body tensing, but didn’t pull away.

“I’m going to open this gate slowly,” I said, lips close to her spine. “So your body remembers it as something holy. So you’ll crave it when you miss me.”

I reached for the oil—warm now from sitting near the candles—and poured it slowly over her ass, watching it slide down over her skin, between her cheeks, glistening over the small, untouched ring of muscle that would no longer be untouched.

She gasped.

I rubbed the oil in with slow, methodical care.

Fingers sliding across her hole, circling, pressing—just enough to make her body flinch, then relax.

“You’re doing so well,” I whispered, kissing her hip. “Such a good girl.”

Nelson made a sound—soft, choked.

I ignored him.

I kept working her open with two slick fingers, pushing gently past the resistance, coaxing her body to soften, to

yield. She moaned, arching back toward me instinctively.

“That’s it,” I breathed. “That’s what I want.”

When she was ready—slick and stretched, trembling—I pressed the head of my cock against her.

“Take it,” I whispered. “Let me through the final gate of your pride.”

She cried out softly as I pushed inside, slow, patient, claiming every inch with steady pressure.

Her body tensed.

Then shuddered.

Then opened.

I slid in fully, groaning at the tight heat of her, the way her body clenched around me like it knew this was the last place she could hide—and now even that was gone.

I held still for a moment, deep inside her.

Then spoke:

“With this, I own all of you.”

And began to move.

Her body was stretched around me, tight and trembling, her arms shaking slightly as she held herself upright on her hands and knees. I stayed buried deep in her ass, unmoving for a long moment—letting her feel it, letting her live in the sensation of being filled where she never had before.

She gasped softly, breath catching on every tiny shift of her muscles around me.

“Breathe,” I whispered, my hands smoothing down her back. “Just breathe. You’re doing beautifully.”

I rolled my hips once—slow, grinding deep into her, making her entire body shudder beneath me.

She moaned, half-pained, half-wanting.

“I know,” I said, kissing the curve of her spine. “It’s overwhelming. That’s the point.”

I pulled back just a little.

And slid in again.

She let out a whimper, her hands fisting in the blanket below her.

“Feel that?” I murmured. “That stretch. That burn.

That’s your body learning who it belongs to now.”

I fucked her like that—slow, deep, punishingly patient—each thrust measured like part of a sacred rite. Her moans turned to sobs of pleasure, raw and messy, her ass clenching around me every time I pushed in to the hilt.

Nelson was still in the chair, barely breathing, his knuckles white against his thighs.

He hadn’t moved.

He wouldn’t.

He couldn’t.

Because no one stopped a ritual once it had begun.

Not even the man who used to be her husband.

I reached around and slid my hand down Lily’s front, between her thighs, finding her soaked, swollen clit and circling it slowly.

She sobbed again.

“Every part of you responds to me now,” I whispered. “Even when I’m inside the place you swore no one would ever touch.”

Her head dropped, her mouth open in a silent cry as I thrust deeper again, her pussy clenching helplessly even while I filled her ass.

“You’re going to cum like this,” I said, rubbing her harder. “With my cock in your ass, and my fingers making your little cunt cry.”

She moaned—loud, filthy, desperate.

“You’ll cum from the gate no man was ever allowed to touch.”

And she did.

Hard.

Screaming into the blanket, her body convulsing as she came all over my fingers, her ass clenching tight around my cock like she never wanted to let go.

I groaned—fucking her through it, deeper, harder now, the rhythm shifting from reverence to need.

“Fuck,” I growled. “That’s it. Take it. Take me all the way.”

She sobbed again, still trembling.

And then I slammed in deep—

And came.

Long, hard, filling her ass with thick, pulsing spurts of cum while her body twitched beneath me.

I stayed inside her, panting softly against her back, kissing her shoulder.

“My blessing is complete,” I whispered.

And she collapsed beneath me—

Shaking.

Sweating.

His.

She lay on her back in the soft candlelight, her legs open, her body painted in my cum. Her ass still leaked where I’d filled her minutes earlier—slow, sticky trails sliding between her cheeks, down to the curve of her thighs.

Her chest rose and fell in shallow, ragged breaths.

I knelt beside her, cupping her cheek, and smiled.

“You’ve done so well,” I murmured. “But the third gate won’t open until you’ve claimed what’s already inside you.”

She blinked at me—wide, dazed, desperate.

“Bring your fingers between your legs,” I whispered. “Scoop up what I left in your ass.”

Her hand shook as it moved.

She reached back—already slick, already parted—and dragged her fingers slowly through the mess still leaking from her body. She gasped when she touched it, the warmth, the filth, the unmistakable truth of what I’d done to her.

“Now bring it to your lips.”

Her eyes watered.

But she obeyed.

She raised her hand, coated in my cum and her own slick, and pressed her fingers between her lips.

I watched her suck them clean.

One by one.

Moaning.

Eyes fluttering.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “Take what I gave you.

Worship it.”

When she was done, I guided her hand to her breast.

“Now mark yourself.”

She rubbed it over her nipple, her breath catching.

“Both sides.”

She obeyed.

Then I took her hand and pressed it to her lower belly.

“Now here,” I said. “Anoint the place where I’ll stay.”

She rubbed it in, gently, reverently, her hips rising with every breath.

And then I knelt over her—my hands on her knees, spreading her wide—and said softly:

“Now speak it.”

She swallowed.

I nodded. “The mantra. Say it for me.”

She whimpered.

Then whispered:

“My womb is waiting.”

“Again.”

“My womb is waiting.”

“Next.”

“Only you can fill me.”

She rubbed her belly again, her body shaking. “Again.”

“Only you can fill me.”

I leaned closer, close enough to kiss her, but didn’t.

“The last line.”

“I’m your vessel,” she moaned, voice cracking. “I will carry you.”

“Say it again.”

“I’m your vessel. I will carry you.”

She sobbed now, rubbing herself, her fingers slick, her thighs trembling.

But she didn’t cum.

Not yet.

Because she was waiting for the gate.

I leaned in, kissed the corner of her mouth, still tasting her submission on her lips.

“You’ve accepted the seed. Spoken your purpose. Claimed the shame.”

I smiled against her skin.

“Now it’s time to give you the final gift.”

And she whispered—

“Please… breed me.”

She was shaking beneath me, her thighs parted wide, chest slick with sweat and seed. Her pussy glistened— swollen, pulsing, drenched from everything she’d already endured and everything she was begging for now without a single word.

I knelt between her legs.

Ran my cock through her folds—slow, teasing glides that made her body twitch and arch.

She whimpered.

I didn’t speak.

Not yet.

I lined myself up and pushed inside—slow, deliberate, stretching her open inch by inch until I was buried halfway, feeling her squeeze, flutter, welcome me deeper.

She gasped, hands clenching the blanket beneath her.

I pushed farther.

And farther.

Until I bottomed out with a quiet, aching groan.

God, she was perfect.

I didn’t move right away. I just held myself there, letting her feel me. Letting her body adjust to the weight of being owned.

Then I pulled back—

And thrust in again.

Slow.

Measured.

Not to tease.

But to claim.

Her head rolled back, mouth open, eyes fluttering.

I watched every reaction.

Watched her body remember that this was how it was supposed to be.

I kept moving.

Long, dragging strokes.

Deep and unhurried.

Each thrust pressed into the softest parts of her. Every grind of my hips made her legs tremble, her moans spiral into broken sounds that didn’t sound like words anymore.

I braced my hands beside her head, leaned down, kissed her temple.

Still fucking her slow.

Still filling her again and again.

She was soaked now—no distinction between her wetness and what I’d already poured into her body. Her cunt welcomed me with every thrust, squeezing like it already knew it would be the last cock it ever held.

I kissed her again.

Harder this time.

Then cupped her breast and groaned into her mouth as I rocked deep—deeper—letting her feel the weight of every drop I was about to give.

“You feel that?” I murmured, finally speaking. “That stretch deep inside?”

She nodded, breathless, hips rolling to meet mine.

“That’s where you’ll carry me.”

Her eyes fluttered shut as I fucked her harder—still slow, still controlled, but relentless. The rhythm of possession. The rhythm of breeding.

She came again—wet and helpless, her pussy clenching around me like it needed to keep me in.

I didn’t stop.

I couldn’t.

Because she was shaking.

And I wasn’t done.

I held her hips and fucked her through it—moaning into her skin as her legs wrapped around my back, as her fingernails dug into my shoulders, as her breath turned to ragged, broken cries.

And then—

I came.

Hard.

Spilling deep inside her, cock pulsing again and again, pumping her womb full until I could feel my own release leaking back around me from the pressure.

But I stayed inside her.

Stayed buried.

Stayed moving.

Slow again now.

Because I could.

Because she let me.

Because this was the final gate, and once inside—

I wasn’t leaving.

My first load was still inside her.

Hot.

Heavy.

Leaking.

She trembled on the blanket, legs sprawled, skin slick with sweat and seed and submission.

But I wasn’t done.

Because the final gate—the gate of creation—could only be sealed with three blessings. Three cumshots. Three offerings delivered deep into her womb.

She wasn’t just a vessel.

She was becoming a shrine.

I stood, breath heavy, and looked across the room.

Nelson sat where he had all night.

Silent.

Ashen.

But still watching.

Still there.

And that was what mattered.

Because the second blessing of the final gate required witness.

Required hospitality.

I extended my hand toward Lily, still laid out beneath the candles.

“Come,” I said.

She rose shakily to her knees, eyes glassy, body still flushed from the last orgasm. I took her hand and helped her stand, then walked her—naked, dripping—to where Nelson sat slumped in the chair.

I looked at him calmly.

“This part is sacred,” I said. “The host opens his arms, his seat, his house—so the blessing may be passed freely.”

He blinked. “What…?”

I turned Lily to face him.

Then gently lowered her into his lap.

Her bare thighs spread over his, slick heat pressing against the fabric of his pants.

Nelson sucked in a breath like he’d been punched.

She didn’t look at him.

Not once.

Because she already knew whose this was.

I stepped behind her, towering over both of them, my cock still slick and hard from the first round, pressing now between her cheeks.

“This is the ritual of seated offering,” I whispered. “The woman presents herself between husband and guest. The guest claims her, and the husband supports her weight. It is… symbolic.”

Nelson swallowed. “Symbolic?”

I leaned down, kissed Lily’s shoulder, and locked eyes with him as I spoke.

“You’re the chair. The house. The forgotten foundation.”

He opened his mouth—but no words came.

I grabbed Lily’s hips and pulled her back toward me.

She gasped.

I pressed the head of my cock against her soaked, swollen cunt—still filled from the first round—and began to push in.

Nelson flinched as her body rocked in his lap, his wife moaning softly against his chest as I sank deep inside her once again.

One slow, grinding thrust.

Then another.

And another.

Until I was fully buried, hips flush to her ass, cock pulsing in the mess I’d already made.

Nelson’s jaw tightened.

Lily moaned.

And I smiled.

Because the second blessing had begun.

And there was so much more to give.

She was warm in his lap.

Soft. Trembling. Glazed with sweat.

Nelson’s hands hovered awkwardly at her hips—like he didn’t know if he was allowed to touch her. Like she might break if he did.

I didn’t give him time to figure it out.

My cock was deep inside her, pushing past the resistance of her used, swollen cunt. I filled her again, slow and grinding, every thrust purposeful. Not punishing. Not sweet.

Just inevitable.

Her body jerked in his lap with every movement. His thighs were damp from the wet heat dripping out of her, soaking through his pants.

And her arms curled loosely around his neck.

I ran my hands down her sides, kissing her shoulder, keeping the rhythm slow but steady—every thrust pressing her more firmly against the man who had lost her.

“Look at him,” I said softly into her ear.

She whimpered.

“Lily,” I repeated, voice calm and low, hips grinding forward again. “Look at him while I take you.”

Her head turned.

Their eyes met.

And I watched it happen.

Nelson looked like he wanted to cry.

And she looked—

Tired.

Ashamed.

Hungry.

I drove deeper, and she gasped—still looking right into his eyes.

“You feel that?” I asked. “You feel me inside you while he holds you?”

She moaned.

He flinched.

“Tell him how deep I am.”

She didn’t speak.

So I grabbed her breast, squeezing hard enough to make her cry out, and hissed, “Say it.”

Her voice cracked.

“He’s so deep in me…”

Nelson swallowed hard.

I leaned over her, my cock still buried in her, and whispered just behind her ear:

“You don’t belong to him anymore. You know that, don’t you?”

She closed her eyes.

But nodded.

I slowed down even more, dragging each thrust out like it hurt to go this slow, like her body wanted more but I was giving her only what she earned.

And then I turned her face toward mine.

Her lips were already parted.

And I kissed her.

Not quick.

Not just for show.

But long.

Deep.

Messy.

Our tongues tangled, our mouths full of each other.

She moaned into it.

Her fingers curled in my hair.

And all the while, Nelson sat frozen beneath her.

Holding his wife.

While another man kissed her—

And slowly fucked her full.

Our kiss stretched on and on—wet, slow, filthy.

Lily moaned into my mouth, rocking back against my cock, her arms still looped around Nelson’s neck like some twisted echo of a life she didn’t belong to anymore.

He was still frozen beneath her.

Trapped.

Staring.

His hands hovered at her sides, never daring to rest on her skin.

Because she wasn’t his to touch anymore.

I pulled back just enough to speak, still thrusting slow and deep from behind her, watching the way her body opened for me with every stroke.

“She kisses me like she’s starving,” I said softly, brushing her hair aside. “Do you hear her?”

Nelson didn’t speak.

I grinned.

“Look at her tits,” I murmured, cupping them in both hands, squeezing them up for him to see. “Don’t they already look fuller?”

Lily gasped as I played with them, pinching, rolling her nipples between my fingers.

“Sensitive too,” I added, flicking one just hard enough to make her jolt. “Must be all that seed her body’s getting used to.”

Her head dropped to Nelson’s shoulder.

I kept her tits in my hands, massaging them slowly as I fucked her—still buried deep, still keeping the rhythm that made her hips roll, made her thighs clench with every thrust.

“Don’t they look beautiful, Nelson?” I asked. “Come on. You used to love them.”

He choked.

I leaned in and kissed Lily’s neck.

“She takes me so well,” I whispered into her skin. “Better than I ever imagined. She sucks me in like she wants to be bred.”

Lily moaned—long and low.

Her hips moved harder now, grinding back against me as I played with her tits, one hand sliding down to rub her clit.

“You gonna cum for me, sweetheart?” I asked. “Gonna cum while I fill your pussy again, while he watches you take it like a good little vessel?”

She nodded frantically, whimpering.

“You want to cum on his lap?”

“Yes—yes—please—”

I started to fuck her harder.

Not fast.

But heavy.

Deliberate.

Each thrust bounced her in Nelson’s lap, her breasts bouncing in my hands, her moans getting higher, sharper.

Nelson’s face was pale.

Ashamed.

Frozen.

And utterly hard beneath her.

I kissed her again—brutal and deep—while her walls fluttered around me, her whole body winding tighter and tighter.

“Cum for me,” I growled. “So he knows what your cunt sounds like when it gives up.”

She shattered.

Lily screamed into my mouth, her body jerking, clenching, soaking both of us as she came hard, hips bucking, breath caught in a sobbing cry of release.

I held her there—tight to me—and thrust deep one more time—

And came with her.

Hard.

Groaning into her neck as I emptied another thick, aching load into her twitching, needy cunt.

Her pussy milked me.

Drank me.

Held me.

When we stilled, she sagged back against Nelson’s chest—his arms still held wide, not touching.

And I stayed inside her.

Breeding her for the second time.

With one more to go.

She was limp in Nelson’s lap, breathing hard, her body twitching with the aftershocks of her second orgasm. Her pussy still pulsed around me, thick and leaking, painted in everything I’d already given her.

But the ritual wasn’t finished.

Not until I filled her three times.

I slipped my arms around her waist and lifted her from

Nelson’s lap like she weighed nothing. Her legs hung open, glistening, still dripping a warm trail down my thighs as I carried her back to the blanket—the very place where she’d first knelt and opened her mouth for me.

The candles still flickered, smoke curling into the air like it knew what was about to happen.

I laid her down gently.

Then climbed over her.

My cock was already hard again—slick, swollen, soaked in her and me and everything we’d made together so far. I didn’t need to guide it. Her body welcomed it, dragging me back inside like she’d never wanted me to leave.

And this time, I didn’t go slow.

I slammed into her hard.

She gasped—eyes flying open.

And I fucked her.

Hard.

Relentless.

My hips snapped against hers, the sound obscene and loud in the quiet room. Wet. Messy. The slap of skin and breath and surrender.

I gripped her wrists and pinned them above her head.

“This is the last time,” I growled, thrusting deep. “The final blessing.”

She sobbed out a moan, legs wrapping around my waist, her heels digging into the backs of my thighs to keep me inside.

“After this,” I panted, “you’re mine. Fully. Forever.”

She cried out again, already close.

I leaned down and kissed her—rough, punishing, claiming.

Her whole body jolted under me with every thrust, her tits bouncing, her belly shaking as I bred her like an animal.

But this was no ritual now.

This was consummation.

I didn’t hold back.

Didn’t speak soft.

Didn’t worship.

I took.

And she gave.

Because she couldn’t stop.

Because she didn’t want to.

She was shaking beneath me, wrists still pinned above her head, her mouth open in a cry that didn’t have words. My cock drove into her over and over, harder, deeper, faster—no mercy, no softness, just the final act of taking.

Her pussy was raw.

Used.

Leaking.

And still—still—gripping me like it never wanted to let me go.

I was relentless.

Pounding into her like I could press myself through her womb wall, leave something behind that her body could never wash away.

She sobbed.

Not out of pain—but from overload.

From being filled so many times, used so completely.

And yet, she didn’t tell me to stop.

She couldn’t.

Because some part of her needed this.

Needed to be finished.

Completed.

I gritted my teeth, my hands tightening around her wrists as I fucked her into the blanket, the candles flickering wild from the force of our bodies colliding.

“You’re not done yet,” I growled. “Don’t you dare give out on me now.”

She shook her head, tears spilling.

“I—I can’t—”

“You can.”

I let go of one wrist and grabbed her breast, squeezing it tight, dragging my thumb across her nipple until she screamed and came again—soaking me, her whole body jerking under the pressure.

I didn’t stop.

I fucked her through it.

Hard.

Unforgiving.

“Every time I cum in you, your body changes,” I growled. “Your womb softens. Your belly opens. You’re built to take this.”

She sobbed, shaking, clawing at the blanket now with her free hand.

“Please—Elias—I can’t—”

“You will.”

I slammed into her, over and over, until her moans became wails, wet and broken, her thighs quivering around my hips.

“You’ll remember this,” I breathed, face close to hers. “Every time you feel my cum drip out of you, every time you wake up aching, you’ll remember this moment.”

She was losing herself, her body bouncing under me, sweat glistening, eyes glassy.

I kissed her.

Deep.

Sloppy.

She moaned into it.

And I groaned back—because I was there.

So close.

And she knew it.

“Beg for it,” I whispered against her lips. “Beg me to put it in you.”

Her voice was hoarse. Ruined.

But she said it:

“Please—fill me—finish it—breed me—”

I buried myself to the hilt, her cunt gripping me like it was trying to pull the cum from my body.

And I gave it to her.

All of it.

I roared her name and came harder than I ever had— flooding her womb, emptying my body into hers, thick and deep and unforgiving.

She screamed as she came again, again, shaking so violently I had to pin her down to keep her from breaking apart beneath me.

But I didn’t stop.

Even as I spilled every drop inside her.

Even as she cried.

Even as her cunt convulsed and overflowed, and the smell of sex thickened the air.

I kept grinding into her.

Deep.

So fucking deep.

Because the ritual wasn’t done when I came.

It was done when her womb stopped resisting.

When it took.

When it kept me.

And when I finally stilled—still buried, still full, still pressing against her cervix—

She lay broken.

Open.

His.


Epilogue

5 years later

The kitchen was warm with early light, sun filtering through gauzy curtains, birds chirping somewhere just beyond the window.

The house smelled like toast and syrup.

And Lily.

She was sprawled across the kitchen table, her nightgown bunched at her waist, bare legs parted, one thigh bent high against her belly while the other dangled lazily off the edge.

She was soaked.

Glowing.

And sweet.

I had my face buried between her legs.

She tasted like sleep and warmth and the first signs of pregnancy—familiar, but never less addictive.

My tongue dragged slowly through her folds, licking up the mess of her own slick while she writhed under me, her back arched off the table, one hand fisted in my hair.

“Elias—fuck—” she gasped, “the kids—”

“Are eating waffles,” I muttered into her cunt. “And watching cartoons.”

She moaned, her hips grinding into my face.

I smiled against her.

God, I’d never get tired of this.

Five years, four children, a fifth quietly blooming inside her already—and her body was still my favorite thing in the world.

I slid two fingers inside her, crooking them just right, and she cried out, biting down on her knuckle to stay quiet.

She was always loud when she was pregnant.

Sensitive.

Slick.

Needy.

And fuck, I loved her like this.

“You’ve been dripping since you got out of bed,” I murmured against her clit, kissing it gently. “You think I didn’t notice?”

She whimpered, shivering, thighs clamping tighter.

“You think I’d let you walk around with this perfect pussy leaking and not taste it before breakfast?”

Her body trembled beneath my mouth.

Her belly, not even showing yet, quivered with every breath.

**I could already feel it—**that subtle change in her flavor. The hormonal shift. The way her skin warmed under my hands like it knew it was holding something again.

I groaned into her.

“Fuck, you’re already changing.”

She moaned louder.

“You know how much that turns me on?”

Her fingers curled tighter in my hair.

I sucked her clit—slow and deep—and she bucked off the table, gasping, sobbing out my name in a way that felt earned.

I didn’t let up.

Didn’t let her breathe.

Because this was mine.

This was ours.

And I had no intention of ever letting her forget that.

She was shaking under me, soft cries still echoing around the kitchen as her orgasm ebbed—legs parted wide across the table, her nightgown rumpled to her ribs, her hair a mess of sweat and bliss.

I lifted my head, lips wet with her, and kissed her trembling inner thigh.

She tasted like everything I’d ever wanted.

“You’re perfect,” I murmured, my fingers still buried inside her, feeling the slow, pulsing aftershocks of her climax.

She whimpered.

“You always were,” I added, drawing my hand out and sliding it up to her belly. I rubbed slow circles over the smooth skin there, low and flat but already familiar— changing again.

“You think I can’t already feel it?” I whispered. “That little shift? The way you heat up overnight? The way your pussy grips me tighter in the morning?”

She groaned, arching into my palm.

“I bet your body knows before you do.”

I leaned over her, kissing the edge of her jaw, her cheek, her lips.

She kissed me back—sloppy, slow, dazed.

And I smiled.

Because I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

I reached down, guided my cock to her entrance, and pressed the head against her soaked opening.

She gasped.

“I just came—” she started, voice hoarse.

“I know,” I said softly.

Then pushed inside.

Slow.

Thick.

Her body stretched around me, swollen and soaked, welcoming me in like it was her job—because it was.

She moaned, her back arching again, legs spreading wider, thighs wrapping around my hips as I sank into her inch by inch.

All the way.

Home.

I groaned as her heat swallowed me.

“That’s it,” I whispered, kissing her neck. “You’re already so full and I still fit. Every fucking time.” She clung to me, her hands on my back, nails dragging lightly down as I began to move.

Slow.

Grinding.

Measured.

“This pussy’s been mine for five years,” I murmured against her throat. “But it still acts like it’s surprised.”

She gasped again, biting her lip.

“Still tight. Still greedy. Still begging for more.”

Her breath hitched.

“You think five kids will stop me?”

I thrust deep—slow but hard—and she cried out, hands gripping the table.

I kissed her again.

Then whispered against her lips:

“Sweetheart… we’re just getting started.”

Her body pulled me deeper like it knew me—like it remembered the shape of my cock better than it remembered her own name.

I sank into her again, slow and deliberate, until my hips were pressed flush against her thighs, her legs wrapped around me, her cunt slick and tight and fluttering.

She whimpered.

I smiled.

“You feel that?” I murmured, grinding in tight circles.

“That’s not me fucking you. That’s me settling in.”

She gasped, head rolling back on the table, lips parted.

“Every time I push in like this,” I continued, “your body tightens like it thinks it can keep me.”

I leaned down, kissed her hard—messy, full-tongued, her moan spilling into my mouth.

I rolled my hips again.

Slow.

Heavy.

Unforgiving.

She cried out softly.

I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head against the table, her chest arched, tits bouncing slightly with every long, dragging thrust.

“You already gave me four,” I whispered. “And now you’re giving me another.”

She clenched hard around me.

“You think I’m going to stop?”

She shook her head, already too far gone.

I smiled and licked across her throat, then kissed my way down to her tits—still heavy from feeding, always warm, always soft. I sucked one deep into my mouth, groaning into her skin as I thrust.

She arched up into me, sobbing something incoherent, her whole body alive and begging.

“I’m going to keep filling you,” I said, moving to the other nipple, dragging my tongue across it. “Until your body can’t keep up. Until your belly’s stretched so tight you can’t even stand up without leaking my cum.”

She moaned—louder, broken, shaking now under every stroke.

“Cum for me,” I breathed, sucking hard. “Right here. On my cock. On this table. With your babies eating waffles down the hall.”

Her body tensed.

Then snapped.

She came hard—crying out, thighs quaking, her pussy milking me like it was pulling from me on instinct.

I groaned and kept fucking her—deep, slow, through every tremor, through the twitching clench of her body until she was sobbing under me, overstimulated and wide open.

“I’m not stopping,” I whispered. “Not until I feel that womb pull me in.”

She tried to speak—maybe to beg, maybe to come again—but I cut her off with a kiss and drove deeper.

Her body took me.

Every inch.

And when I felt that heat build in my spine—tight, throbbing—I pressed deep, deep, and spilled into her again.

Thick.

Hot.

Heavy.

She gasped like it burned.

And I groaned as her body clung to me, refusing to let a single drop escape.

I stayed inside her.

Still moving.

Because she wasn’t full enough yet.

And I wasn’t done.

The sun was higher now.

Lily was back in her nightgown—barely pulled down, no panties beneath. Her skin still glowed from the table, her legs a little wobbly when I helped her to her feet. I’d wiped her thighs gently with a warm cloth. She didn’t stop me.

She never did.

And now, she stood at the kitchen counter slicing strawberries while the twins—both with her eyes— giggled in their booster seats, shoving pieces of syrupsoaked waffle into each other’s mouths.

“Eat your own,” Lily said with a tired smile, not even looking up.

I stepped up behind her.

Wrapped my arms around her waist.

Pressed a kiss to her shoulder.

“You’re dripping,” I whispered into her ear.

She tensed.

Then blushed.

“I know.”

I kissed her again, just below the ear.

“You feel full?”

Her hand paused on the knife.

“Yeah,” she murmured.

I rubbed her belly through the fabric of the gown—flat still, but not for long.

She leaned into me, just a little, eyes flicking toward the kids.

I loved that she did that.

Even now.

Even after everything—four babies, five years, a divorce, a quiet little ceremony in the backyard where she took my name and my hand and my seed in the same breath—she still looked like she might get caught.

And she liked it.

“Daddy!” one of the girls called. “Juice!”

I stepped away from Lily and grabbed the cup from the counter, refilling it with practiced ease.

“Thank you,” she said with a little curtsy, sticky fingers in the air.

“You’re welcome, princess.”

I turned back just as Lily adjusted her nightgown— pulling it down again, though it did nothing to hide the curve of her hips or the flush still blooming in her cheeks.

The back door creaked open.

Our oldest—barefoot, already smudged with dirt from the garden—ran in and dropped a handful of wildflowers on the table.

“Mommy!” he shouted. “For you!”

Lily smiled and leaned down to kiss his cheek.

I watched her.

The way her body moved.

The way she glowed in the morning sun, the curve of her spine, the damp between her thighs she probably thought I hadn’t noticed again.

She caught me staring.

Raised an eyebrow.

And I said, quietly—just for her:

“Still mine.”

She smiled.

Then said, “Always.”

The grill hissed with smoke and butter. Burgers were on their second flip. Kids’ laughter drifted from the backyard—little feet pounding across grass, sprinklers throwing arcs of cold water in the sun.

I was sipping a beer.

Wearing old cargo shorts, a fitted white tee, and a smile that never seemed to leave me anymore.

“God, you two really nailed it with this house,” Rachel said, balancing a paper plate on her lap. “It’s gorgeous. Feels like you’ve lived here forever.”

“It does, doesn’t it?” I said, grinning. “We made the jump a year ago. Bit more space. Room for the kids to tear things up.”

David nodded, chewing. “And this backyard? Unreal. You could host weddings back here.”

Lily walked past behind me, barefoot and glowing, her sundress clinging to her hips just a little tighter than necessary. Her long hair was tied up, neck damp from the heat, cheeks pink with sun and soft effort.

I watched her set down a tray of fruit on the patio table, her hand resting idly over the gentle curve of her lower belly. She was starting to feel it again. We both knew it.

“Lily,” Rachel said, “I still can’t believe you look that good after four—sorry, almost five—babies. What’s your secret?”

Lily laughed, brushing a curl from her cheek. “Insomnia and Elias.”

They laughed.

I winked at her.

“Man,” David said, shaking his head. “I forget you guys weren’t always together.”

Rachel nodded. “Right? I was literally just thinking that the other day. Like, wait… didn’t Lily used to be with—?”

There was a knock at the side gate.

Lily glanced at me.

I smiled and handed my beer to Rachel.

“I got it.”

I walked down the path toward the fence, the gate already swinging open as our plus one stepped inside.

And there he was.

Nelson.

Hair a little shorter. Shirt tucked like he’d tried to be presentable. Holding a six-pack and wearing the wrong expression for this neighborhood: hope.

He froze when he saw me.

Tried to hide it.

Didn’t succeed.

I smiled.

“Hey, man.”

He stared at me for a beat. Then looked past me—eyes flicking up the side of the house, the yard, the sound of his former wife’s laugh in the distance.

“I—uh,” he cleared his throat. “Didn’t know this was your place.”

“Yeah.” I clapped his shoulder. “We’ve been here a while.”

He glanced toward the backyard.

Then blinked. “Wait. So… Lily lives here?”

I looked him dead in the eye.

Then smiled wider.

“Of course. This is her home.”

Before he could respond, a shout came from behind us:

“Daddy!”

One of the twins came flying around the corner in a wet swimsuit, dripping and giggling, arms reaching for me.

I scooped her up with one arm, kissed her forehead, and looked back at Nelson as she buried her face in my neck.

“She’s ours,” I said gently. “All of them are.”

He was quiet.

Completely still.

I let the moment breathe.

Watched him realize.

Watched it settle.

Then said, “You want a beer?”

We were all seated now—around the big patio table under the shade, plates half-full, kids chasing bubbles on the lawn. Lily sat next to me, one hand resting lightly on my thigh. Rachel and David were across from

us, still talking about schools and how fast the neighborhood was growing.

And Nelson?

Nelson was sitting between Rachel and David, exactly one seat too far from the conversation.

But I made sure to include him.

I leaned forward, smiling.

“So Nelson, where are you living these days?”

He blinked, caught off guard. “Uh… still in the condo. On 9th.”

“Right.” I nodded, sipping from my glass. “That place with the tight parking, yeah?”

“Yeah.”

I smiled wider. “We used to pass it on the way to the OB appointments.”

His mouth twitched.

Lily squeezed my thigh gently. I didn’t stop.

“We loved the doctor there,” I added, glancing at her.

“She’s the one who caught our second’s heartbeat early. You remember that?”

Lily smiled softly, eyes warm. “I cried so hard in the car after.”

I kissed her temple. “She thought we’d lost him. Turned out, he was just being lazy.”

The others laughed.

Nelson didn’t.

David looked over at him. “You still doing coding work?”

Nelson nodded. “Yeah. Mostly remote.”

“Cool,” I said, cheerful. “I remember Lily mentioning you worked from home. That’s nice, being able to stay in.”

He looked up.

Something flickered in his eyes.

He didn’t reply.

Rachel clinked her fork against her glass. “Honestly, it’s just crazy to think how long you’ve been together now.”

I chuckled. “Only five years. But feels like forever, right, sweetheart?”

Lily smiled. “In the best way.”

“Honestly,” David said, gesturing between us, “you two just fit. I can’t picture it any other way.”

I leaned back, arm sliding around Lily’s shoulders.

“That’s how I feel every time I look at her,” I said casually. “Like she’s exactly where she’s supposed to be.”

Nelson shifted in his seat.

“Every morning,” I continued, “I get to wake up, roll over, and remind her what she’s made for.”

Rachel laughed lightly. “You’re so gross.”

I grinned. “I mean it in a very spiritual sense.”

Lily giggled, leaned into me.

Nelson was very, very quiet.

So I turned to him, took another sip of wine, and said, with perfect warmth:

“It’s good seeing you, man. Really.”

The sun had dipped behind the trees. The kids were out cold—tucked into blankets on the playroom floor after too many marshmallows and too much sprinkler chasing.

Rachel and David had wandered back into the house, drying off their feet and laughing about something in the kitchen.

Lily was in my lap.

My cock was inside her.

We were on the living room couch, lights low, her nightgown hiked up to her waist. She rode me slowly, lazily, grinding in that soft, needy rhythm her body fell into when it was half past fucked and still wanting more.

Her back was to my chest, her head on my shoulder, my hands splayed over her belly and breasts.

She was dripping.

Warm.

Perfect.

Her pussy squeezed me in slow pulses—like it knew I had more to give.

I kissed her neck.

And she moaned, quiet and open.

“Oh my God, you two,” Rachel called from the hallway as she passed by with David. “Seriously?”

David laughed. “They’re always at it.”

Rachel shook her head, smirking. “Don’t mind us. Carry on.”

Lily didn’t even blink.

Just rocked her hips in another long, wet roll and gasped softly when I grabbed her tits again.

Nelson stood near the kitchen, stiff, silent, holding a glass he wasn’t drinking from.

Watching.

I made eye contact with him over Lily’s shoulder.

Held it.

Then kissed her again, slow and deep, right in front of him.

“Still watching, Nelson?” I asked, voice calm. “After all these years?”

His jaw tightened.

Lily’s breath hitched—not from hearing me, but from the shift of my cock inside her. She ground down harder, seeking more.

I smiled.

“Do you want to know something?”

He didn’t answer.

But I told him anyway.

“All of it was fake,” I said, still stroking Lily’s body like I was tuning her. “The contract. The clause. The ‘culture.’”

I kissed her shoulder. Bit gently.

“There was no ritual. No religion. No obligation.”

Lily moaned and kept riding me, her hands sliding down to grab my thighs for leverage.

I thrust up into her once—deep—and she gasped.

“I made it all up,” I said softly. “Because I wanted her.”

Nelson’s face cracked.

But I didn’t stop.

Didn’t soften.

“And she wanted me.”

Lily reached behind, grabbed my hair, kissed me like she needed it—and moaned into my mouth as I fucked her deeper, slower, her pussy soaking my cock as she trembled.

She never looked at Nelson.

Not once.

And I kept going.

Right there in front of him.

Because there was nothing left to hide.

Lily was trembling on my cock now—wet, open, shameless.

I kept her there, grinding deep, one hand on her belly, the other between her legs, stroking her clit while she rode me slow and lazy, like nothing else mattered.

Because it didn’t.

Not the guests.

Not the house.

Not Nelson, still frozen a few feet away, pale and wideeyed, his drink untouched.

Lily moaned—loud now, unbothered.

I kissed her again.

Then looked over her shoulder and caught Nelson’s eyes.

“You stood at her altar,” I said softly, still inside her, my voice thick with amusement. “But I gave her children.”

He didn’t speak.

Couldn’t.

“You called her your wife,” I said, thrusting up into her with a slow, deep stroke that made her sob. “But you never owned her body like I do.”

Lily cried out again—open, needy, riding me harder now, chasing the finish.

I groaned into her neck, gripping her hips tighter.

“You never stretched her like this,” I murmured. “You never made her beg while someone else watched.”

Nelson flinched—but didn’t look away.

He couldn’t.

Lily sobbed my name, voice cracking, and I thrust harder.

Her pussy clamped down around me, soaked and pulsing, desperate for release.

“You feel that?” I growled into her ear. “That grip? That shake? You ever get that from her, Nelson?”

He didn’t answer.

Because he knew the answer.

I slammed into her one last time.

And came.

Hard.

Deep.

Groaning through my teeth as my cock pulsed inside her, flooding her all over again.

Lily screamed, body locking around me, her orgasm crashing through her in a wave of heat and sound, her nails digging into my arms as she came with me.

We stayed there, locked together, panting, dripping, shaking.

And only after I kissed her neck—

Only after I whispered, “That’s my girl”—

—did Nelson finally put down his glass.

And walk out.

Without a word.

Without looking back.
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Given to Him: A Dark Family Power Shift

She was his wife.

Now she’s whatever I want her to be.

I didn’t ask for her.

I didn’t need to.

One clause in a contract. One overlooked signature.

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

He thought it was symbolic. Temporary.

He didn’t realize it was permanent.

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

She doesn’t say no.

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

She doesn’t beg for forgiveness.

She begs for more.

And he just watches.

Because this isn’t a marriage anymore.

It’s a quiet war. And I already won.

This short, high-heat story includes:

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

A darkly obsessive, small-town breeding romance.

She came here to start over.

Quiet land. Quiet house. No one to bother her.

Except me.

From the moment I saw Willa James, I knew she was mine. Sweet little thing- soft-eyed, smelling like sunlight and honey. She didn’t see me. Not at first. But I saw her.

I waited. Watched. Wanted.

And when the lights went out, I took what I needed.

She thought it was just a dream.

She still does.

But her body knows the truth.

The way she moans for me in her sleep. The way her thighs part without thinking. The way her belly’s started to swell.

I’ve been filling her night after night—until she couldn’t take another drop without keeping it.

And now she’s waking up.

She’s not ready for how real I am.

But I’ve never been more sure of anything.

She’s mine.

And I’ll claim her again. In her sleep. In the light. Forever.

—

For readers who love:

primal obsession
somnophilia / sleep play
breeding & pregnancy
possessive heroes who worship one woman only
one-bed, no-escape intensity
small-town heat with a dark twist
feral forever-type love

No cliffhangers. No cheating. Just one dark cowboy, one dripping obsession, and the woman he fills—until she’s full of him in every way.
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