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To my good girls....I'll see you in your dreams


IN HER SLEEP

          HE CLAIMED HER NIGHT AFTER NIGHT  


Prologue

She’d been here thirty-two days.

Long enough for the grass to die under her feet where she walked barefoot every morning. Long enough for her scent to cling to the porch swing cushion. Long enough for him to forget what silence felt like without her soft little hum breaking it.

He’d seen her once. In town. That was all it took.

Loose sundress. Wind in her hair. A bag of groceries in one arm, sunflower tattoo on her shoulder peeking through. She smiled at someone—not him—and he’d felt something low and mean coil in his gut.

Then she moved out here.

Onto land that backed up to his.

And Calder Shaw hadn’t known peace since.

He hadn’t spoken to her. She’d never looked at him twice. Maybe didn’t even notice him the one time they passed near each other on Main Street. But he watched. From the trees. From the edge of the barn when she watered the garden. From just far enough to stay in shadow while she stripped down on hot afternoons and dipped herself into the rusted old clawfoot tub out back.

She left the curtains open at night.

Didn’t know she had an audience. Didn’t know she had a man going half-insane with every breath she took. Touching herself under those thin cotton sheets like it was nothing. Like the soft gasps she let out weren’t sending him home so hard he could barely get his belt undone.

He told himself he wouldn’t go in.

But tonight—tonight she whispered please into her pillow. Rolled onto her back. Legs parted. One hand sliding low, under the hem of that little sleep shirt.

And Calder broke.

Not loud. Not fast. Just up the porch steps, through the unlocked door, and into the room where the only light was moon-gray across her skin.

She still hadn’t seen him.

But she would.

Tonight.


Chapter 1

The house smelled like her.

Vanilla. Warm sugar. Skin.

It made his hands curl into fists before he reached the bedroom door.

She was on her back, one leg kicked free from the sheet, sleep shirt bunched at her waist. That same damn shirt she always wore—white, stretched thin over her tits, hem barely covering her panties. He’d memorized every inch of her from behind glass and shadow.

But this?

Seeing her like this?

It undid something in him.

Her lips parted on a breathy sigh, her hand still resting low between her thighs. Not moving now. She must’ve fallen asleep like that. He wanted to touch it. Press his mouth there and make her cry out so loud she’d wake herself.

But not yet.

Calder stepped closer.

Floorboards creaked under his boots—just a whisper of sound—but she didn’t stir. She was deep under. Vulnerable in the softest, most dangerous way.

He stood at the edge of the bed for a long moment.

Breathing her in.

Watching the rise and fall of her chest. The way her thighs shifted like her body was chasing something in sleep.

His zipper strained against the heat building in him, thick and brutal. He could’ve dropped his pants right there and stroked himself to the rhythm of her breath. He’d done it before—alone in the woods with nothing but her shadow behind his eyelids.

But not tonight.

No more watching. No more pretending.

He reached out, rough fingers brushing her knee.

Her skin was so fucking soft it made his jaw clench.

She didn’t wake.

Didn’t flinch.

Just made a soft sound—barely more than a breath— and tilted her hips like she was offering herself up.

Calder exhaled through his nose, slow and shaking, and slid his hand higher.

He moved slow.

Like if he touched her too fast, she’d disappear.

His palm skimmed up the inside of her thigh, calluses catching on smooth skin, higher and higher until his fingers brushed the edge of her panties—lace, white, damp where it mattered.

Calder growled under his breath. Quiet. Possessive. Not meant for anyone but her.

She shifted again, legs falling wider, like her body knew him even if her mind didn’t. Like she’d been waiting for him. Dreaming of him. His cock throbbed behind his zipper.

She didn’t know it yet, but she belonged to him now.

He pressed his hand against her heat, cupping her through the thin fabric. She was soaked.

God, she was soaked.

“You’re so fuckin’ ready for me,” he murmured, the words rough and low. “Aren’t you, baby?”

She moaned.

It wasn’t loud. But it was real.

And it broke whatever self-control he had left.

His fingers slid beneath the fabric, sinking into her wetness, spreading her open, slow and reverent. She was warm, slippery, already fluttering around nothing.

Calder closed his eyes and breathed it in—her.

He dragged his fingers through her folds, teasing her clit, rubbing soft little circles that made her hips jerk under his hand.

“Good girl,” he rasped. “Such a sweet little cunt. Just needed someone to touch you right, didn’t you?”

She whimpered.

Fuck. That sound.

His fingers dipped lower again, pressing in—not deep, just enough to feel the way she clung.

Tight.

Tight enough to make him lose his goddamn mind.

“I’m gonna ruin this,” he whispered, voice thick with need. “Gonna stretch you open on my cock and fill you up so good you’ll feel me for days.”

Her head turned on the pillow, lips parted like she wanted to say something, but no words came. Just a soft pant. A needy little sigh that made him ache.

She still thought it was a dream.

And he was going to make it the best fucking dream she ever had.

She was grinding into his hand now.

Slow, lazy rolls of her hips, like her body was chasing a dream it never wanted to wake from. Her legs fell wider, thighs trembling just slightly, one heel digging into the mattress.

Calder bit down hard on a curse.

She had no idea.

No idea that he was real. That he’d been watching. That he’d been waiting for the perfect moment to slide into the space between her dreams and her skin.

He slipped his fingers out, soaked with her, and tugged her panties down her legs. She let out a little noise of protest—soft and sleepy—but didn’t move to stop him.

Didn’t open her eyes.

Didn’t speak.

Just breathed.

Her shirt was next.

He peeled it up slow, revealing smooth skin, the soft curve of her belly, the swell of her breasts. He didn’t tear it off—he wasn’t here to bruise her, not yet. He just needed to see.

Needed to worship.

And fuck, when he pushed it up over her chest and saw her nipples, already hard, already begging for his mouth—he damn near lost it.

“You’re so fuckin’ pretty, Willa,” he growled low, more to himself than her. “Been dreamin’ about this. ‘Bout you. Every night.”

She moaned again, shifting restlessly, thighs pressing together until he shoved one back open with a firm hand.

She gasped.

He stilled.

Her brows knit. Her body tensed for a second—just a second—and then melted again.

Still asleep.

Still dreaming.

And he wasn’t stopping now.

“Don’t worry, darlin’,” he rasped, leaning in, mouth hovering just above her nipple. “I’m gonna make it feel

so good. Gonna make you come for me before I even slide in.”

He sealed his mouth over her breast, sucked hard, and she cried out.

A high, breathless sound that punched through him like a shotgun to the chest.

She arched into him.

Hands clutching the sheets.

Eyes still closed.

“Fuck,” he breathed, moving to the other breast.

“That’s it. Let me have it. Let me taste all of you.”

One hand worked between her thighs again, slick and soaked. Her clit throbbed under his fingers, tight and needy.

“You want more, don’t you?” he whispered against her skin. “You want me to fill this little pussy up. Stretch it open. Breed you so deep you’ll never forget my name.”

She whimpered again—high and wrecked—and bucked into his hand.

She didn’t say yes.

But her body begged for it.

She was already dripping for him.

And Calder wasn’t strong enough to wait any longer.

He eased down the bed, dragging his palms over her thighs, kissing every inch he could reach. She squirmed under his mouth, restless and sweet, and when he looked up, her eyes fluttered—just for a second.

Barely a slit. Barely focused.

Her head turned toward the window. Away from him. Like she was searching for something in the dark.

But it was too dim to see.

And the brim of his hat cast long shadows across his face, just like he planned.

She let out a soft breath and settled again, chest rising, thighs spreading wider like a sleepy offering.

Still dreaming.

Still his.

“Good girl,” he whispered, brushing his mouth over her inner thigh. “Keep those pretty legs open for me.”

She moaned. A whisper of a sound, but fuck, it hit him like a punch.

He hooked her knees over his shoulders and buried his face between her thighs.

The first lick was slow. Deliberate. One long, dragging stroke of his tongue from her entrance to her clit.

She gasped.

Her hips jerked.

Calder growled and did it again—hungrier this time, mouth working her like he’d starve without it. She was so wet, so hot, her little cunt pulsing against his tongue like it was trying to suck him deeper.

He flattened his tongue and licked her harder, faster, while his fingers curled into her thighs to keep her steady.

“Fuck, you taste so sweet,” he rasped against her, voice muffled by slick heat. “You were made for this. Made for me.”

She whimpered.

Her hands fisted the sheets, head rolling side to side, breath coming faster now.

He pulled her clit into his mouth and sucked—hard— and she cried out, legs trembling around his head.

“Come for me,” he growled. “Right now, baby. Let me feel it. Let me taste how bad you need it.”

She shattered.

Body arching, a strangled moan slipping past her lips as her pussy pulsed and flooded his mouth. He held her down and licked her through it, drinking every drop, moaning like it was the first meal he’d had in months.

She was still twitching, still panting, when he finally pulled back.

Her eyes fluttered open again, glassy and unfocused.

She looked toward him—but only saw shadows.

Maybe the shape of a man.

Maybe just the dream she wanted to be real.

She let out a soft, content sigh.

“Mmmm” she whispered, barely there, “…so good…”

Calder’s cock throbbed behind his zipper, hard and aching.

He wasn’t done yet.

She was still panting.

Thighs slick and trembling. Skin flushed. Breasts rising and falling with that sweet little rhythm he wanted to press his mouth against again and again.

She made a soft sound when he shifted up her body. Like she missed his mouth between her legs. Like she needed more.

“You’ll get more, darlin’,” he murmured, voice gravel and sin as he pushed his jeans down. “Gonna give you all of me.”

His cock slapped against his stomach—thick, flushed, dripping with the kind of ache only she could cure.

He let his hand slide between her thighs again, fingers parting her soaked folds, stroking the slick entrance he was about to stretch wide.

“Feel that?” he whispered, nudging the heavy head of his cock against her pussy. “That’s me, baby. You want it, don’t you?”

She moaned.

It was breathy, like the word yes was tangled on her tongue.

Her eyes fluttered again. Unseeing. Lost in the haze.

And Calder nearly came right then.

“God, you’re so fuckin’ pretty like this,” he growled. “All soft and needy. Spread out and waitin’ for me.”

He braced a hand beside her head, the other guiding himself into place. The tip caught on her entrance— tight, wet, perfect.

“You’re gonna take it all, darlin’. Every inch. Gonna stretch you open, nice and slow…”

He pushed forward.

Her body resisted. Tight as sin.

But she was so wet, so slick for him, that she opened around the thick head of his cock with a trembling little gasp.

“Ohhh fuck, that’s it,” he groaned, teeth clenched. “That’s my good girl. Let me in.”

He fed her more. Inch by thick inch, until he was halfway in and she was panting like she was chasing the dream now. Her hands clutched the sheets, hips rocking helplessly up to meet him.

“Such a sweet little pussy,” he rasped, his voice breaking. “Clingin’ to me like you don’t wanna let go.”

She whimpered something he couldn’t catch.

Didn’t matter.

Her body was saying everything he needed.

He drove deeper.

She cried out—soft and broken—and her legs lifted to wrap around his hips.

“Fuck,” he choked, “that’s it, baby. Take me. Take all of me.”

He bottomed out.

Buried to the hilt.

And stilled.

His forehead dropped to hers, breath ragged.

“You feel that?” he whispered. “That’s me inside you. Where I belong.”

She moaned again, her lips brushing his chin. Her breath was hot. Desperate.

And then she whispered the word that split him open— “More…”

Calder snarled.

His hand curled under her thigh, dragging her deeper onto his cock.

“You’ll get more, darlin’. Gonna fuck you so full, you’ll still feel me in your dreams.”

Her whisper—more—barely passed her lips, but it cracked him wide open.

Calder didn’t hesitate.

He pulled back slow, dragging his cock through the tight grip of her heat, then slammed back in, hips snapping forward hard enough to jolt the bedframe.

She gasped. Not awake. But feeling everything.

“Shhh, that’s it, darlin’,” he crooned, voice rough against her ear. “Just a dream, right? Just me makin’ you feel good.”

He started to move—deep, smooth strokes that filled her every time. Her slick walls fluttered around him like her body was trying to keep him inside.

He gritted his teeth, forehead slick with sweat. Every thrust drove him closer to the edge. Every soft little sound she made beneath him made it worse.

“Fuck, you’re squeezin’ me so tight,” he growled.

“Like this pretty cunt don’t ever wanna let me go.”

She whimpered, hips rocking up to meet his rhythm.

Still dreaming.

Still begging.

“You want it, don’t you?” he whispered, his hand cupping her jaw, tilting her face toward him. “Want me to fill you up. Want me to fuck you so deep, your body don’t remember anyone else.”

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t need to.

Her body writhed under him, thighs locked tight around his hips, back arching to take more.

“Gonna put a baby in you,” he growled, mouth at her throat now, kissing, biting. “Gonna fuck my cum so deep into this sweet little pussy, it won’t know how to let go.”

She let out a sound—wrecked and low, her head tossing against the pillow.

“Yeah… that’s it,” he rasped. “You don’t even know you’re beggin’ for it, do you?”

His thrusts got harder.

Deeper.

The wet slap of his hips meeting hers filled the room, her slick coating him with every stroke. He grabbed her thigh, shoved her leg higher, and drove in so deep he saw stars.

“Gonna breed you, darlin’,” he snarled, voice gone rough, wild, feral. “Fill this tight little cunt with every drop I’ve got. Make you mine from the inside out.”

Her moan was long, broken, trembling.

Calder’s rhythm faltered.

His balls drew tight, stomach clenching, the pressure ripping through him like wildfire.

“Take it,” he gritted out, pinning her down. “Take my fuckin’ cum.”

He buried himself to the hilt—

And spilled inside her.

Thick, hot spurts of seed flooding her, again and again, until it was dripping back out around his cock. He held her tight, grinding in slow circles, making sure she took every last drop.

“Fuck… fuck…” he breathed, forehead dropping to hers. “You’re mine now, Willa. All fuckin’ mine.”

She whimpered once more.

And smiled in her sleep.

She was still panting beneath him.

Lips parted. Cheeks flushed. Thighs trembling from the force of what he’d given her.

Calder stayed buried inside, not ready to leave her warmth. Not ready to stop pretending this was forever.

His cum was already leaking out of her, dripping down her soft thighs. He watched it for a moment—watched the way her pussy fluttered even in sleep, like her body didn’t want to let it go.

He growled softly and leaned down, kissing her jaw. Her cheek. The tip of her nose.

“Such a good girl,” he whispered, breath hot against her skin. “Took every fuckin’ drop like you were made for me.”

He moved slowly now.

Eased out of her with care, even though every inch of him wanted to stay inside. Wanted to lock their bodies together until morning. Until she opened her eyes and saw what he already knew—she was his.

But not yet.

Not tonight.

He pressed a kiss to her stomach—low, just above her mound—then trailed his mouth up her belly like he was worshiping her body one last time.

His hands caressed her thighs, her hips, the soft dip of her waist.

“You don’t know it yet, darlin’,” he murmured, laying beside her, tucking her against his chest, “but this is just the start.”

She sighed, head resting on his shoulder like it was natural.

Like she belonged there.

He reached down, tugged the sheet up to cover them both, even though sweat clung to their skin. Even though he wanted to look at her forever.

His cock still twitched against her hip. He was already half-hard again.

But not tonight.

Tonight, he’d filled her like he promised.

Tomorrow… he’d come back.


Chapter 2

He waited until the light was gone.

Until her windows went dim and the only sound coming from the house was the low creak of floorboards and the rustle of sheets.

Calder had spent the whole goddamn day with his jaw tight, his cock hard, and her scent still on his fingers. The memory of her still clenching around him—wet, perfect, full of his cum—played on a loop in his head until it didn’t feel like memory at all. Felt like need.

She’d taken it so sweet. So soft.

And now he needed more.

Needed to watch her body twitch when he filled her again. Needed to hear her beg in that broken, breathless way she didn’t even realize she was doing.

He slipped inside the house without a sound.

Same path as before. Through the back door, past the kitchen that still smelled like her cinnamon tea, down the hallway that led to his favorite fucking place on earth.

Her bed.

And her.

She was curled on her side this time, sleep shirt slipping off one shoulder, legs tangled in the sheets like she’d been restless.

Like she’d been waiting.

He stepped closer. Heart pounding slow and heavy in his chest. She shifted, sighed, and rolled onto her back—just like last night.

Calder smirked, teeth flashing in the dark.

Her body wanted him, even if her mind hadn’t caught up yet.

And he was going to give it to her.

Again.

Harder.

He stripped slow.

Didn’t want to rush it—he wanted to savor her. Every soft breath. Every sleepy sigh. Every sweet little twitch of her hips like her body was already dreaming of his hands.

When he dropped his jeans to the floor, his cock sprang free, thick and full, leaking for her already. Just thinking about how tight she’d been. How wet she was going to be again.

He slid into bed behind her, the mattress dipping under

his weight. She stirred just a little. Soft, lazy movements. A sigh.

But she didn’t wake.

Didn’t see him.

Still tucked inside that dreamy place where he was just a fantasy.

Calder leaned in, pressing his lips behind her ear.

“I’m back, darlin’,” he whispered. “Miss me?”

She let out a soft, broken moan.

Like she’d been waiting.

His hand slipped beneath the sheet, callused fingers dragging over her stomach, down to the curve of her hip. Her sleep shirt was already riding high, bunched around her waist. No panties tonight.

Fuck.

She’d gone to bed bare.

She was soaked.

Soaked like her body knew he was coming back. Like she’d gone to sleep wet for him. Because of him.

“Ohh, baby…” he groaned, voice a thick, rough rasp. “You need me again, don’t you?”

He trailed his fingers through her folds, spreading her open, teasing the swollen little bundle of nerves already begging for attention. She gasped, shifting against him, grinding back into his hand.

“That’s it,” he murmured, curling his fingers just enough to press inside. “Still so fuckin’ tight. Still mine.”

She moaned, back arching.

“God, you feel even better tonight,” he growled. “Like this pussy missed me.”

She whimpered something soft and half-said—just noise, no words—but the sound of it went straight to his cock. He slid two fingers in deep and felt her squeeze, clench, flutter like she was already on the edge.

“You want my cock, don’t you, darlin’?” he whispered, dragging his tongue up the side of her neck. “You want me to fill you up again. Stuff you so full, you won’t be able to sleep without me inside you.”

She cried out—high and breathy—and rocked her hips against his hand.

“Fuck, yeah,” Calder groaned. “That’s my girl.”

He couldn’t wait anymore.

Couldn’t be soft.

Not when her pussy was already clenching around his fingers like it missed him. Not when her scent was thick in the sheets, her body already slick and open and begging to be filled.

He slid his hand up her spine, firm and slow, then grabbed her hips and rolled her onto her stomach.

She murmured something soft, shifting under his hands—but her eyes stayed closed, breath still slow and ragged.

Still dreaming.

Still his.

He dragged her hips up beneath him, pushed her knees apart until she was spread wide on her hands and belly, ass tilted up, cunt glistening in the dim light.

“Look at you,” he breathed, voice low and wrecked. “Sleepin’ so sweet… while your pretty little pussy’s beggin’ for cock.”

He lined himself up—thick, flushed, dripping—and dragged the heavy head through her folds, coating himself in her slick.

She gasped.

Not awake.

Not stopping him.

Just open.

“Gonna fuck you deeper tonight, darlin’,” he growled, gripping her hips tight. “Gonna fuck you like I mean it.”

He pressed in.

The stretch was slow, brutal, perfect. Her cunt hugged him like it had been waiting, remembering the shape of him, sucking him in with every inch.

He bottomed out in one long, groaning thrust, balls slapping her clit, and held there—buried deep, trembling with restraint.

“Shit…” he hissed. “So fuckin’ tight. So full of me.” She whimpered.

Calder rocked back, then slammed in again, harder this time. Her body jolted, thighs shaking. Her breath hitched into something close to a cry.

“That’s it,” he growled, setting a rhythm—deep, rough, claiming. “Take it. Take every fuckin’ inch.”

Her back arched. Her hands fisted the sheets.

Still dreaming.

Still letting him have her.

“You don’t even know how good you are, do you?” he rasped. “Don’t know how sweet this cunt feels when it’s full of cock. Don’t know you were made for this.”

He leaned over her back, voice hot against her ear.

“I’m gonna breed you again, baby,” he whispered.

“Gonna fuck you full ‘til you’re leakin’ down your thighs. Gonna make sure the only thing this pussy knows is me.”

She moaned. A long, aching sound that made his balls draw tight.

“You want that, don’t you?” he groaned. “Want me to fill you up again. Knock you up. Mark you so deep you’ll never forget who you fuckin’ belong to.”

His thrusts went wild then—slamming into her, deep and rough and filthy, the sound of skin on skin filling the room along with her soft, broken gasps.

She was so close. He could feel it. Feel her fluttering around him, her thighs trembling, her breath catching—

“Come for me,” he growled. “Come all over my fuckin’ cock, darlin’. Then I’m gonna fill you up.”

And she did.

Body shaking, pussy squeezing him like a fist, and Calder let go, snarling through his teeth as he emptied himself deep inside her.

Hot, thick spurts. Again. Again. Again.

Until he was spent and she was full. Overflowing.

He collapsed over her, breath rough in her ear.

“Fuck… that’s it, baby. Took it all again. My good fuckin’ girl…”

She was limp beneath him.

Wrecked.

Body slack, hips trembling, her breath slow and uneven as he eased himself out. A slick, messy stretch of skin and cum—his cock still half-hard, still twitching from the aftershocks.

And then he saw it.

His seed.

Spilling out of her.

Dripping down the backs of her thighs, glistening in the moonlight.

“Fuck,” he muttered, breath catching in his throat. “No, baby. Not yet.”

He knelt behind her, hands reverent now, soft where they’d been rough. He spread her thighs again, just enough to see the slow pulse of her cunt, still fluttering, still open from how hard he’d taken her.

Still leaking.

He groaned low in his chest and slid two fingers inside.

Pushed his cum back in.

She twitched under his hand, made a tiny sound—half a sigh, half a moan—but didn’t wake.

Didn’t open her eyes.

“You keep it, darlin’,” he murmured, voice thick with affection and need. “You hold onto it for me.”

He stroked her gently from the inside, watching his mess disappear into the place it belonged.

“You’re not ready to know yet,” he whispered as he leaned forward, pressing a kiss to her spine. “But you will.”

He kissed her again. Lower this time. Then tucked himself in beside her, pulling her into his arms with her back pressed to his chest, her legs tangled in his.

She shifted slightly.

Brows furrowing like she was drifting toward waking.

Calder pressed his palm to her belly and stroked slow, soothing circles with his thumb.

“Hush, baby,” he whispered. “Just sleep.”

He kissed her temple, slow and warm.

“You’re safe. You’re full. You’re mine.”

Her breathing evened out.

Her body softened.

And Calder held her there in the dark, cock twitching against her thigh, already thinking about tomorrow night—and every night after that.

He should’ve left.

Should’ve kissed her shoulder, whispered another filthy promise, and slipped out like he had the night before.

But her body was still so soft.

So wet.

So warm from the inside out with him.

And his cock—half-hard against her thigh—was already twitching back to life, thickening inch by inch at the feel of her ass tucked against him.

He groaned into her neck, teeth grazing skin.

“Fuck, baby… you’re still so full,” he breathed, reaching down to palm her pussy again. She was soaked—slick from their last round, flushed and swollen and dripping for him all over again.

He pushed his fingers inside.

The squelch was obscene.

She moaned—low and breathy—and pressed back into him in her sleep, her thighs falling open like a dreammade invitation.

“Ohhh fuck,” Calder groaned, grinding against her ass. “You’re still open for me. Still wantin’ more.”

He lined himself up again, his cock rock-hard now, thick and aching and already glistening with precum.

The head slid through her slickness with ease.

She made a sleepy little whimper—needy. Desperate.

“Shhh, darlin’,” he whispered against her shoulder, kissing her slowly as he rocked his hips forward. “I’ve got you. Just keep dreamin’.”

And then he pushed in.

Deep.

Slow.

She gasped—a soft, breathy sound that made his balls draw tight.

“Takin’ me even better than the first time,” he rasped, holding her hip, sinking inch by inch into the mess he’d already made inside her. “That’s it, baby. Stretch that sweet little pussy around me again.”

She squirmed—still asleep, still lost—but her body welcomed him. Every wet, aching inch. “Goddamn,” he hissed, burying himself fully, rocking his hips in slow, deep thrusts. “You feel so good like this… all used up and still greedy for more.”

He fucked her like that—slow and dirty—from behind with her curled into his arms, her back to his chest, his hand on her belly and his cock sinking in deep with every thrust.

“Gonna fill you again,” he whispered into her hair. “Keep fuckin’ you full until you can’t take another drop. ‘Til your belly’s swollen and this pussy’s trained to open just for me.”

She let out another soft moan, her lips parting like she was about to speak—but then she melted again, her body pliant, clenching around him in steady, fluttering pulses.

He knew she was close.

Already.

Still.

“Give it to me,” he breathed, fucking her harder now, hand sliding between her thighs. “Come on, baby. One more. Come on my cock while I fill you up again.”

And she did.

Trembling in his arms, gasping in her sleep, thighs twitching as her cunt milked him for everything he had.

He groaned loud this time—fucking deep, fucking hard, until his cock erupted, thick pulses of cum shooting deep inside her again.

Hot.

Messy.

Endless.

When it was over, when she was twitching in the sheets and leaking all over his cock and thighs, he didn’t move.

He stayed buried in her.

Wrapped his arms around her middle.

Pressed a kiss to the sweat-damp skin of her neck and murmured:

“Sweet dreams, darlin’”

She was boneless now.

Laid out in his arms, breath soft and steady, her cunt still swollen and dripping with him. Her thighs slick. Her belly warm against his palm.

And Calder?

He wasn’t done.

Not with touching her.

Not with loving her.

He rolled onto his side, bringing her with him, her back against his chest. His cock still nestled between her legs, softening but not leaving. He wouldn’t pull out until he had to. Not until he was sure every drop stayed exactly where it belonged.

But for now…

He slid his hand up.

Over her stomach.

To the swell of her breast.

“Fuck,” he breathed, voice like gravel. “You’re perfect, darlin’. You even dream like a goddamn angel.”

His hand cupped her breast, thumb brushing over her nipple—already hard again. She shifted at the touch, not awake, but sensitive. Responsive. A sleepy, breathless whimper slipping from her lips.

Calder smiled.

“Yeah,” he rasped, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. “That’s it. Just keep dreamin’ about me.”

He palmed her breast fully, kneading the soft weight in his hand. Dragged his fingers across the sensitive skin, teasing the nipple between thumb and forefinger until it peaked tighter.

“Can’t wait to see these heavy with milk,” he murmured. “Big and sore and full after I knock you up good.”

She whimpered.

Her back arched slightly, pushing her chest into his touch.

“Yeah, baby. You want that?” he whispered. “Wanna be full everywhere for me, don’t you? Full of my cock, my cum, my fuckin’ babies.”

He groaned and pinched her nipple a little harder.

“Bet you’ll be so sensitive then. Cryin’ when I suck on ‘em. Leakin’ through your shirts. Walkin’ around town with everyone knowin’ who put that look on your face.”

He kissed her neck. Bit gently.

Rolled the other nipple between his fingers and watched her hips twitch against his cock.

“You’re so good, Willa,” he whispered. “So fuckin’ soft. So fuckin’ mine.”

She moaned again—deeper this time, like her body was caught in a second dream.

His hand slid back down her stomach, cupping her belly with reverence.

“You keep this warm for me, darlin’,” he murmured. “Gonna grow round right here. Gonna swell up so pretty with my baby inside.”

He held her like that for a long time.

Worshipping.

Claiming.

Breathing her in.

Still hardening slowly against her.

Still aching for more.

He hadn’t meant to fall asleep.

But somewhere between stroking her soft tits and whispering filthy promises against her skin, he’d slipped under. Slept like he hadn’t in months. Maybe longer.

Now the room was touched with pale gray.

The edge of dawn.

The first birds just starting to stir outside.

But Willa was still asleep.

Still warm and perfect in his arms, curled tight against his chest like she knew she belonged there.

Calder didn’t move at first.

Just watched the way her lashes fluttered in sleep. Watched the way her thighs pressed together like she was still trying to hold in his cum. Watched the slow rise and fall of her chest, the soft pink peaks of her nipples brushing the back of his hand.

And fuck… his cock was hard again.

Pressed up against the curve of her ass, thick and heavy and aching for her.

He growled low in his throat and rolled his hips—just a little—just enough to feel her soft heat against him.

She sighed in her sleep.

Tilted her hips back, barely, like her body remembered him.

And that was all it took.

“All right, darlin’,” he whispered, dragging his lips along her neck. “One more. Just one more before I go.”

He guided himself back to her entrance.

She was still wet. Still open. Still slick from the night before.

His cock slid through her folds like it belonged there.

Like her body had molded to him.

“Still fuckin’ ready,” he breathed, pushing forward slow. “Still so good for me, even in your sleep.”

He pressed inside.

She let out a sleepy moan, one leg hitching higher, giving him more room. Not even fully conscious—just instinct. Just need.

Calder groaned.

“Goddamn, baby… you’re too good to me,” he rasped, thrusting in until he was buried to the hilt.

He stayed deep.

Started to roll his hips—slow, controlled, loving. The kind of rhythm that said you’re mine, forever. The kind of rhythm that made her whole body tremble, even in sleep.

“You don’t even know what you do to me,” he whispered against her ear. “You got me fuckin’ ruined, Willa.”

His hands roamed—palming her tits, gripping her hip, sliding down to stroke her clit in lazy circles as he moved inside her.

“You keep takin’ it so good,” he breathed. “You feel how full you are, baby? How full I made you? Gonna keep it there, nice and deep.”

She moaned—breath catching, thighs quivering.

Still dreaming.

Still letting him love her the only way he knew how.

“I’ll be back tonight,” he murmured, kissing her shoulder, fucking her slow and deep. “Gonna do it again. Gonna keep you like this, baby. Soft. Full. Mine.”

And when she came—shuddering in his arms, body pulsing around his cock like a thank you—he followed with a low growl, emptying himself one more time.

Hot.

Slow.

Possessive.

“I’ll see you soon, darlin’,” he whispered, as the sun started to rise.

And this time, he pulled out with care, kissed her bare shoulder, and tucked the sheets around her before slipping out the door—still hard.


Chapter 3

He shouldn’t be here.

Should’ve gone straight back to his land. Worked. Chopped wood. Done anything to bleed off the tension clawing under his skin.

But she was in town.

So was he.

And now Calder sat in the corner of a rundown diner, hands curled around a black coffee he hadn’t touched, watching her.

Willa James.

The girl who didn’t know her body was already his.

She sat in a window booth, sun catching the copper strands in her hair, legs crossed, an old paperback open on the table in front of her. Tank top. No bra. Denim shorts that left her thighs bare, kissed by the same sun that had lit her up last night as he fucked her in her dreams.

She sipped her iced tea with slow, lazy grace—like she wasn’t carrying him inside her. Like her pussy hadn’t swallowed his cock in the dark and begged for every filthy word.

She shifted in her seat.

Crossed her legs the other way.

Calder gritted his teeth and looked away, jaw clenched so hard it ached.

He couldn’t stop picturing the way she moaned. The way her thighs trembled when he whispered gonna fill you up, darlin’. How she clenched when he rubbed her belly and told her she’d be round with his baby.

And now she was sitting twenty feet away, smiling at the waitress, swinging her bare leg like she hadn’t soaked his cock less than twelve hours ago.

She reached up, tucked her hair behind her ear, and looked around absently—

Then her eyes landed on him.

Just a glance. Light. Casual.

And then…

A smile.

Small. Sweet. Unknowing.

Fucking lethal.

Calder’s cock twitched behind his zipper like it knew its girl was near.

She didn’t recognize him.

Not yet.

Not fully.

But that smile? It was going to haunt him until nightfall.

He curled his hand around his mug tighter, forcing himself to look away.

If she only knew.

If she had any idea that her soft, innocent little body

had already been bent over and bred by the man sitting two booths away…

If she knew what he’d done to her in the dark…

She’d stop smiling.

Or maybe—maybe she’d start inviting it.

Calder swallowed hard, his voice a growl in his own head.

Soon, darlin’. You’ll remember me soon.

She fell asleep with the book open on her chest.

That porch swing, worn and old, cradled her like it had been waiting for her all its life.

So had he.

Calder stood at the edge of the woods, breathing like a man trying to calm a wild animal. Only the beast wasn’t in the trees.

It was him.

Watching her.

Legs bare. Head tilted. Lips parted like she was whispering a secret to the wind.

She was wearing that soft little dress again—the one that clung to her tits and rode up just high enough when she sat. And now, with her legs curled sideways, the hem had slipped up past her thighs.

No panties.

He knew it before he even crossed the yard.

Because Willa James didn’t sleep with panties.

Not after last night.

Not after the way her pussy had clung to his cock while she begged for more in her sleep.

And maybe—maybe she wore this little dress for him.

Even if she didn’t know it.

Even if she thought the dreams were hers and hers alone.

He climbed the porch stairs slowly.

Boots silent.

Her breathing was soft, steady. No twitch. No flinch. Deep under.

Calder knelt in front of her.

Watched her lashes flutter just slightly. Her head tipped to the side. Her thighs falling wider with every shift of the swing.

He slid his hand under the hem of her dress.

And she didn’t move.

Didn’t stir.

Just let out the softest, breathiest sigh as his fingers found her slick again—wet, swollen, already aching.

“You’re dreamin’ of me again, ain’t you, darlin’?” he whispered, pressing a kiss to the inside of her knee. “Can’t help yourself.”

She moaned.

Low.

Throaty.

Calder growled.

And then he was standing.

One hand under her knee.

The other sliding around her waist as he pulled her gently, slowly, possessively off the swing and bent her over the porch railing.

She folded like she belonged there.

Face turned to the side.

Breasts heavy, pressing against the old wood.

Ass bare.

Cunt open and glistening for him in the fading light.

Still asleep.

Still dreaming.

Still letting him in.

She didn’t stir when he bent her over.

Didn’t wake when her cheek pressed to the old railing, when the wind caught her hair and swept it across her face. Just a soft sound from her throat—a sigh, maybe, or the start of a moan.

Her legs shifted wider.

Her back arched.

Like her body knew what came next.

Like her cunt remembered him.

Calder stepped in behind her, stroking his cock slow and firm, eyes locked on the sweet curve of her ass, her glistening pussy open and waiting—swollen from the nights before, slick with sleep-warm need.

“Fuck, baby,” he groaned, rubbing the head of his cock through her folds. “You don’t even know what you do to me.”

He lined up with her entrance and pushed in—slow and thick, splitting her open again, inch by inch, until he bottomed out with a rough growl.

Her pussy gripped him.

Hot. Slick. Still fucked loose from the last time.

And yet somehow tighter. Wetter.

Like her body craved him more with every dream.

“That’s it,” he breathed, gripping her hips, holding her still. “That’s my sweet fuckin’ girl.”

He started to move—deep, lazy strokes, cock dragging through her heat with obscene, wet sounds. Her back arched, body shifting to take him deeper.

“You like this, don’t you, darlin’?” he rasped, slapping her ass once, then grabbing a handful. “Dreamin’ of me takin’ you out here where anyone could see.”

She moaned.

It was soft.

Sleep-drunk.

But real.

“You don’t care,” Calder growled, voice sharp and filthy. “Don’t care if you’re bent over your own porch, full of cock, beggin’ for more. You just want to be fucked.”

He reached around, grabbed one heavy breast and squeezed, rolling her nipple between his fingers until she whimpered again, hips jerking.

“Gonna breed you right here,” he hissed. “Let the stars watch. Let the wind carry the sound of you comin’ on my cock.”

He fucked her harder now.

The sound of his hips slapping against her ass echoed off the porch boards.

His name—unspoken, unknown—hung in the air like a secret prayer.

“Keep dreamin’,” he whispered, voice wrecked. “And when you wake up sore and leakin’ tomorrow, just remember—you wanted this.”

Her pussy clenched around him, fluttering with the edge of another orgasm.

And Calder drove deep.

Burying himself to the root.

“Now take it,” he snarled, thrusting one last time. “Take every fuckin’ drop.”

And he came.

Hard.

Flooding her again.

Hot cum spilling out between her thighs, down her legs, dripping onto the porch.

And still, she slept.

She looked perfect in her bed.

Still asleep, legs parted, her body limp and soft and soaked from the inside out.

But it wasn’t enough.

Not yet.

Calder stood over her, cock in his hand—already halfhard again, twitching with the need to mark her one more time.

He’d fucked her full. Carried her home. Laid her in her own sheets like the prize she was.

But he needed her covered in him.

So when she woke up, there’d be no doubt.

No escape from it.

She’d feel him between her legs, dripping down her thighs, clinging to her skin like a memory she couldn’t scrub away.

And she’d see it too.

On her belly.

Her breasts.

Her throat.

He fisted himself hard, his eyes locked on her sleeping body as he stroked his cock over her—slow, firm pumps, precum already beading at the tip.

“You want this, don’t you, baby?” he muttered, voice thick and hungry. “Want to wake up wearin’ me.”

She stirred slightly.

Moaned.

Back arched, legs twitching like her body knew what was coming.

Calder growled.

His hand sped up, fist sliding slick and tight over the head, the base, over and over while he stared at her tits—still flushed from his touch, nipples pebbled from the breeze rolling in through the open window.

“I should’ve done this the first night,” he gritted.

“Should’ve come all over these perfect fuckin’ tits.

Marked you up right.”

His balls drew tight.

Stomach clenched.

And then he came.

Hard.

A thick, white rope landed across her belly.

Then another across her breasts.

The last splattered her throat, just below her chin.

“Fuck,” he hissed through his teeth, watching it drip, watching it claim her. “There we go, darlin’. Now you’re mine.”

He reached down, used his fingers to smear the mess across her tits—dragging it over her nipples, slow and reverent.

“You wake up sticky tomorrow?” he whispered, lips brushing her temple, “You remember who did this to you.”

He pulled the blanket halfway up—just enough to keep her warm, but not to hide the evidence.

Not to hide him.

Then he stepped back into the dark, cock still hard, heart pounding like a war drum in his chest.

Tomorrow night, he’d be back.

And if she started waking up?

Even better.


Chapter 4

She left the window open tonight.

The breeze rolled in soft and slow, catching the edge of her curtains, lifting them like they were waving him in.

She knew.

Not with her mind—not yet.

But her body did.

He stepped through the window and into her room like he belonged there. Like he always had. He’d touched every inch of her skin. Kissed her while she came. Carried her through her own house, filled her bed with his cum.

And now?

She was waiting.

Flat on her back, sleep shirt bunched up around her ribs, no panties, one leg drawn up. Like an offering.

Like a welcome.

Calder stripped silently.

Tugged his cock free—already hard, already aching.

He crawled onto the bed beside her, and her breath hitched the second the mattress dipped.

Not awake.

But closer than ever.

Her lashes fluttered.

A soft moan escaped her lips as he laid his hand on her thigh.

She didn’t open her eyes.

Didn’t move away.

Just whispered, so quiet he almost didn’t catch it:

“Why do you keep coming back?”

Calder’s heart slammed behind his ribs.

She felt him.

Even in sleep, she knew.

He leaned down, brushing his lips against her temple.

“Because you want me to,” he murmured. “Your body calls for me every damn night.”

She gasped when his fingers slid between her thighs— soaked already, heat pulsing like it had been building for hours without relief.

“You’re already wet for me,” he whispered. “Already open. You don’t even need to think, do you, baby? Just feel.”

She moaned.

Low.

Needful.

“I keep… dreaming about you…”

“I know,” Calder growled. “You think I’m a dream. But this? This is real.”

He pressed his cock to her entrance—slow, teasing strokes, dragging the tip through her folds. Her hips tilted. Her lips parted. Her breath came faster.

“Tell me,” he rasped. “Do you want it again?”

Her head turned on the pillow, her brows knit like she was fighting to understand.

And then—barely louder than a breath:

“Yes… please…”

That was all he needed.

He pushed inside.

She was so warm around him.

Soft. Wet. Clenching like she missed him.

Like her body knew this rhythm by now—this slow stretch, the deep pull of his cock dragging through her again and again. Her head tipped back, lips parted, the barest little moans slipping from her throat with every thrust.

He moved like she was fragile.

Precious.

His.

Her breath hitched when he bottomed out.

Her hands curled into the sheets.

Not trying to stop him—just trying to hold on.

“You take me so good, baby,” Calder whispered, voice thick and shaking. “Every fuckin’ inch.”

She moaned—louder now, her hips rolling to meet his next thrust.

“Who… are you…?” she whispered, so quiet, like the question came from a place half-dreamed.

Calder leaned over her, kissed the side of her neck, never breaking rhythm.

“You’ll know soon,” he rasped. “But not yet.”

Her eyes fluttered, but didn’t open.

And her legs fell wider.

Accepting.

Welcoming.

“Just feel me,” he whispered. “That’s all you need right now.”

He fucked her slowly—long, deep strokes that made her whimper, made her thighs tremble. His hands slid over her body like a man memorizing her for the last time.

Palmed her tits.

Thumbed her nipples until she gasped.

Kissed her lips—barely, gently—like he couldn’t resist.

“You feel how deep I am, baby?” he murmured. “Right where I belong.”

She whimpered something wordless.

And her cunt fluttered around him.

“Yeah,” he growled. “You’re close, aren’t you?”

She nodded.

Tiny. Sleepy. Needy.

“Come for me,” he breathed. “Right here in your own bed, wrapped around the man you don’t even know you’ve been beggin’ for.”

Her back arched.

A cry tore from her throat—softer than before, but raw.

Her orgasm rippled through her, soaking his cock, squeezing him tight, and Calder lost it.

“Fuck—fuck—I’m comin’, baby,” he groaned, thrusting deep one last time. “Gonna fill you up again.”

And he did.

Hot.

Heavy.

Pouring every drop inside her until he felt it leak back out.

Until she was wrecked.

And he was spent.

And the only sound in the room was her sleepy, satisfied sigh as she slipped back into deeper sleep— full, used, claimed.

She was still twitching.

Tiny aftershocks rolling through her body, thighs slick and parted, her pussy still leaking his cum in slow, heavy drips onto the sheets.

Calder couldn’t look away.

Couldn’t move.

Couldn’t stop touching her.

His hand slid up her belly, slow and reverent, until he cupped her breast again. Warm and perfect, soft against his palm. Her nipple peaked the second he touched it— tight and begging—and he gave it a lazy roll between his fingers.

She whimpered.

A soft, breathy sound.

Still asleep.

Still his.

“Can’t stop touchin’ you,” he rasped, dragging his thumb over the peak again. “These tits, baby… fuck, I could spend all day right here.”

He leaned in, mouth brushing her skin, stubble scraping across her chest.

“Gonna get bigger,” he murmured. “Soon. Real soon.”

She moaned softly, her hips shifting just a little.

“You don’t even know it, do you?” Calder whispered, voice thick. “I’ve been breedin’ you over and over… fillin’ you up so deep it’s gotta take eventually.”

His cock twitched.

Still heavy.

Still hardening again just from talking to her.

He squeezed her breast a little firmer, massaged it slow, circled her nipple with his tongue.

“Gonna knock you up, darlin’. Gonna see this belly swell, these tits fill with milk, and I’ll know it’s all mine.”

She gasped.

Low.

Barely awake.

But her hand twitched—lifting like she was reaching for him.

Like some part of her wanted more.

Calder nuzzled into her chest, kissing the underside of her breast, his palm cradling the curve like it belonged to him.

She shifted.

Lips parted.

Still lost.

“Who are you?” she breathed.

He almost said it.

Almost gave her his name, right there, whispered it into her skin like a confession.

But instead he leaned in, kissed her nipple, sucked it into his mouth with a groan.

“Doesn’t matter yet,” he said softly. “You’ll know when it’s time.”

She sighed—confused, warm, but not afraid.

And when he reached down and palmed her belly again, she arched into his hand.

“Just sleep, baby,” he said, voice wrecked. “Let me take care of you.”

He should’ve stopped.

She was wrecked, flushed, chest rising and falling in soft, sleepy waves. His cum still leaking from her, dampening the sheets under her thighs. Her breasts gleamed with spit and sweat, her body limp with satisfaction.

But Calder wasn’t done.

Not when she was this soft.

This vulnerable.

This his.

He slid his hand beneath her thigh, lifting her gently, and rolled her onto her stomach. She made a sound— muffled, barely awake—but didn’t resist.

Didn’t fight.

Just let him move her like she was made to be handled.

Her legs stayed together when he let go.

Pressed tight.

Her ass tilted up just slightly, sleep-loose, and fuck, the sight of her like that—bare, flushed, dripping—drove him insane.

“Look at you, darlin’,” he rasped, stroking his cock as he knelt behind her. “Still so fuckin’ sweet for me. Still open. Still full.”

He lined himself up again, dragged the head of his cock between her thighs, nudging her slick folds from behind. Her legs were together, and the pressure—

God.

He groaned deep in his chest as he pushed in.

The stretch was incredible—tight, snug, perfect. Like her pussy was hugging him, pulling him deeper with every inch.

She let out a broken little gasp into the pillow.

Still dreaming.

Still his.

“That’s it,” he groaned, lowering himself over her back, one hand braced beside her head, the other sliding

under to grab her tit. “Take it. Let me fuck you like this.”

He started to move—slow, dragging strokes that pushed his cum deeper with every thrust, the wet heat of her body wrapped around his cock like a silk vice.

“Fuck… you don’t know what you do to me,” he panted into her hair, hips grinding against her ass. “I get like this—feral—every time I see you. Every time I smell you.”

He kissed the side of her neck.

Sucked it.

Bit down, just enough to leave something behind.

“You feel how deep I am, baby?” he growled. “I’m fuckin’ every inch of you. Filling you up so good your body won’t take anyone else.”

She moaned.

Sleepy.

Helpless.

Perfect.

“I’ll breed you like this,” he whispered into her ear. “Bent over. Legs together. My cock shoved so deep you’ll taste it.”

She whimpered under him.

Arching.

Trembling.

Her body melting into the mattress as he drove into her over and over, heavy and slow, grinding his hips as he rutted into that tight, wet heat.

“You wake up leaking tomorrow,” he snarled, voice shaking, “you remember—I put it there.”

Her body was trembling beneath him.

Tiny, helpless shakes with every thick grind of his cock inside her. He was deep—so deep—buried between her legs, her pussy tight as a fist around him, her body slick and warm and dripping.

Every thrust made the bed creak.

Every breath made her moan.

She was out of it—floating on that edge between sleep and sensation, caught in a dream that had claimed her for three nights now. She didn’t know who he was.

But her body?

It fucking knew.

Calder bent lower over her, chest flush to her back, mouth at her ear.

“You’re mine,” he rasped. “Don’t even know my name yet, and you’re already fuckin’ mine.”

She whimpered, her head turning slightly, lips brushing the pillow. Her fingers clutched the sheets, body arching just enough to meet the grind of his hips.

That was it.

That need—even in sleep.

His balls drew up, cock pulsing hard, and with one more deep thrust, he came—a rough, growling snarl torn from his chest as he spilled deep inside her.

Hot.

Thick.

Flooding her.

Again.

He didn’t pull out.

Didn’t move.

Just laid there over her, cock still twitching inside her used, aching cunt. His cum leaked between her thighs, wet and warm and claiming, but he didn’t let it go far.

He reached down, one hand on her stomach—low— spreading his palm over the soft skin that would swell if she took what he gave her.

“Keep it,” he whispered into her ear. “Hold onto it. Let it fuckin’ take.”

She sighed, soft and blissed-out, back relaxing under his weight.

He kissed her neck. Her shoulder. Her hair.

Then stroked her breast again—slow and lazy—just needing to touch her while she lay there full and quiet.

“You’re gonna look so fuckin’ pretty when this belly grows,” he murmured, voice low and reverent. “When your tits get heavy. When your whole body knows it’s mine.”

She made a soft noise—sleepy, content.

Still dreaming.

Still his.

Calder didn’t move.

Just stayed right there, cock still buried in the mess he’d made, hand on her belly, breath steady against her neck.


Chapter 5

He’d done it every night.

For sixty days straight.

Slipped into her bed like a shadow. Undressed her like a ritual. Touched her like a prayer.

And fucked her like he needed her to carry him inside her.

Not once had she stopped him.

Not once had her body said no.

Even on the nights when she stirred, even when her lips murmured soft, dazed questions—who are you, why does this feel so good, please don’t stop—she’d always opened her thighs for him. Always moaned into his mouth when he filled her again.

And he always stayed just long enough to finish inside her.

To keep her full.

To make sure his cum stayed deep, warm, and waiting.

But tonight?

Tonight was different.

Calder stepped through her window just like always— silent, ready, already hard just from the scent of her in the air—and stopped.

Stopped cold.

Because she was laying there, back to him, sleep shirt bunched around her hips the way it always did.

Only this time… her body looked different.

Softer.

Fuller.

His breath caught when his eyes dropped to her waist.

To the gentle, unmistakable swell beneath the fabric.

Not big.

Not obvious.

But enough.

Enough to freeze his blood.

Enough to make his cock throb like it hadn’t in weeks.

And then his gaze moved higher—up to her chest.

Her tits were bigger. Fuller. Heavy against the fabric of her sleep shirt, nipples stiff and dark against the thin cotton.

Calder’s heart slammed in his chest.

“Oh fuck, baby…” he whispered, voice wrecked.

He stepped closer.

Knelt beside the bed.

His hand shook when he reached out, slid his palm across the soft mound of her belly.

Warm.

Real.

His.

“You’re carryin’ me,” he breathed, mouth at her skin, pressing a kiss to the place he’d bred a thousand times. “You fuckin’ took.”

She stirred.

Moaned in her sleep.

One hand moved instinctively to her belly—like she already knew.

Calder’s head dropped against her thigh, his palm spreading wide over the soft, swelling curve that proved everything.

He’d put a baby inside her.

And her body loved it.

He couldn’t breathe.

Not properly.

Not when his hand was on her belly—warm, round, the softest little swell where there used to be nothing. And her tits, fuck, they looked even fuller up close. Heavy and flushed, nipples dark and tight under the fabric of her shirt.

She was already leaking.

Just a little.

He could see it—the faintest patch on the front of her top.

His cock pulsed hard behind his zipper.

Calder bent low, his mouth brushing the curve of her stomach as he whispered, “You fuckin’ took it, darlin’. You took every drop.”

She moaned in her sleep, one leg shifting, her body instinctively reacting to his presence like it always did—opening, surrendering.

His hand slid higher.

Under her shirt.

Palm cupping one heavy breast, fingers dragging across the swollen peak.

She gasped.

Still asleep.

Still his.

“Look at you,” he breathed, voice cracked with awe.

“So full already. Gonna get bigger every week now.”

He lowered his mouth to her breast, nuzzled the mound, then gently sucked the nipple into his mouth. Her back arched, a whimper sliding past her lips as her fingers clutched the sheet.

“That’s it,” he rasped, mouth still at her tit. “You feelin’ it, baby? Your body knows. Your body wants this.”

He sucked again, harder, tongue circling her nipple as he massaged the weight in his hand.

“You’re mine now,” he whispered against her skin. “Growin’ my baby. Leakin’ for me. You’re not just dreamin’ anymore, are you?”

She shifted.

Her hand slid down to her belly.

Rested right where his had been.

Calder groaned into her chest and slid his other hand between her thighs.

Still wet.

Still ready.

Even after two months of taking everything he gave her, her body still welcomed him like he was a part of her.

“Fuck,” he growled. “You’re so ready for me, baby. Again. Even now.”

He kissed her belly once more, slow and reverent, and whispered, “You keep growin’ for me, darlin’. I’m not done feedin’ this sweet little body yet.”

She was already halfway bare.

Just the thin sleep shirt left, clinging to her tits like it didn’t know how to hold them anymore. The fabric was damp where her nipples leaked, her skin flushed, warm from sleep and the secret weight of the life growing inside her.

Calder slid the shirt up over her breasts.

Over her belly.

Off her arms.

She murmured something soft—half a sigh, half a sound that might’ve been his name, or just the echo of the dream she still thought this was—but she didn’t wake.

Didn’t resist.

Just let him undress her like she always did.

He took a second to stare.

Her breasts were full and heavy, nipples dark and needy. Her stomach, small but firm, just beginning to round beneath his gaze.

And her pussy—

Still soft.

Still slick.

Still made for him.

“Fuck, baby…” he breathed, kneeling between her thighs. “You’re so goddamn beautiful like this.”

He stroked her belly with one hand, slow and reverent, while his other palm slid up the inside of her thigh. She twitched under him, her hips rolling instinctively, chasing the heat of his touch.

“You know I’m here, don’t you?” he whispered. “Even if you don’t know my name. Your body does.”

She whimpered.

Calder leaned down and kissed the swell of her belly.

Then kissed her cunt.

Then licked her slowly—one long, possessive stroke of his tongue that made her moan deep in her throat.

“Gonna feed you now,” he murmured, voice rough as

gravel. “Not just to fill you up… but to take care of what we made.”

He stood, stroking his cock—hard, heavy, ready again—then braced himself over her body and lined up at her entrance.

“Gonna fuck you slow, darlin’. Gonna push it all back in where it belongs.”

He slid in.

Deep.

Her cunt opened for him like it was desperate to have him back—tight and warm and wet, hugging every inch.

He groaned—long and low—then bent over her and pressed a kiss to her lips.

“You feel that?” he breathed. “That’s me. All of me. Feedin’ our baby.”

She moaned, eyes fluttering.

Still half-asleep.

Still dreaming.

But her legs wrapped around him.

And she whispered the softest, most broken thing he’d ever heard:

“Don’t stop…”

She was already halfway bare.

Just the thin sleep shirt left, clinging to her tits like it didn’t know how to hold them anymore. The fabric was damp where her nipples leaked, her skin flushed, warm from sleep and the secret weight of the life growing inside her.

Calder slid the shirt up over her breasts.

Over her belly.

Off her arms.

She murmured something soft—half a sigh, half a sound that might’ve been his name, or just the echo of the dream she still thought this was—but she didn’t wake.

Didn’t resist.

Just let him undress her like she always did.

He took a second to stare.

Her breasts were full and heavy, pink nipples dark and needy. Her stomach, small but firm, just beginning to round beneath his gaze.

And her pussy—

Still soft.

Still slick.

Still made for him.

“Fuck, baby…” he breathed, kneeling between her thighs. “You’re so goddamn beautiful like this.”

He stroked her belly with one hand, slow and reverent, while his other palm slid up the inside of her thigh. She twitched under him, her hips rolling instinctively, chasing the heat of his touch.

“You know I’m here, don’t you?” he whispered. “Even if you don’t know my name. Your body does.”

She whimpered.

Calder leaned down and kissed the swell of her belly.

Then kissed her cunt.

Then licked her slowly—one long, possessive stroke of his tongue that made her moan deep in her throat.

“Gonna feed you now,” he murmured, voice rough as

gravel. “Not just to fill you up… but to take care of what we made.”

He stood, stroking his cock—hard, heavy, ready again—then braced himself over her body and lined up at her entrance.

“Gonna fuck you slow, darlin’. Gonna push it all back in where it belongs.”

He slid in.

Deep.

Her cunt opened for him like it was desperate to have him back—tight and warm and wet, hugging every inch.

He groaned—long and low—then bent over her and pressed a kiss to her lips.

“You feel that?” he breathed. “That’s me. All of me.”

She moaned, eyes fluttering.

Still half-asleep.

Still dreaming.

But her legs wrapped around him.

And she whispered the softest, most broken thing he’d ever heard:

“Don’t stop…”

The sun was bleeding through the curtains when he opened his eyes.

It was soft. Warm.

A golden glow that hit her skin like it belonged there— spilled across her bare shoulder, her breasts, her softly rounded belly.

And he was still deep inside her.

Still hard.

Still home.

He hadn’t moved all night.

Just held her.

Watched her sleep.

Watched the way her body shifted in her dreams, her thighs clenching around him every now and then like she knew, even in sleep, that he hadn’t gone.

But now?

Now he was going to wake her up with his cock still inside her.

Slow.

Deliberate.

And real.

No more pretending.

No more dreams.

He brushed his hand over her belly—bigger now, rounder than ever—and felt her shift. Soft. Sleepy.

A sigh escaped her lips.

Calder bent down, kissed her jaw.

Her lips.

Her throat.

Then he rolled his hips, just a little, the thick length of his cock dragging slow and steady inside her wet, used heat.

She whimpered.

Brows furrowed.

Legs spread.

Still full.

Still his.

Another slow thrust.

This time her breath caught.

Her eyes fluttered.

And Calder whispered into her ear, “I’m real, darlin’.”

She froze.

A sharp inhale.

Calder stayed buried, hands gripping her hips, mouth pressed to her neck.

“You’re not dreamin’,” he said, voice low, rough, reverent. “You haven’t been. Not once.”

Her heart was pounding now—he could feel it under his palm, against her ribs, her whole body tense beneath him.

“Open your eyes,” he whispered, thrusting slow again.

“Look at me. Feel me. Let it sink in.”

She blinked.

Eyes opened.

Met his.

Still confused.

Still dazed.

Still… wet and open and taking him.

And Calder—his voice like gravel, like sex and sin and obsession—finally gave her the truth:

“I’ve been fuckin’ you in your sleep for months.”

Another thrust.

Her lips parted.

“You begged for it. Every night.”

Again.

“You’re full of me right now.”

He cupped her belly.

Pressed deep.

“And now you’re carryin’ my baby.”

She stared up at him.

Eyes wide.

Mouth parted.

Her body frozen beneath his—except for the tight, wet pulse of her pussy around his cock, still sunk all the way inside her.

He didn’t stop moving.

Slow, grinding thrusts.

Deep and deliberate.

Making her feel every inch of what he’d been doing to her for months.

Her lips moved.

Silent at first.

Then—

“You… you’re real.”

He nodded, jaw tight, hand spreading wide over her belly.

“I told you, darlin’,” he rasped. “Every night. I’ve been here. Fillin’ you. Touchin’ you. Fuckin’ you until you soaked the sheets.”

Her eyes fluttered.

A tremble ran through her.

But not fear.

Not rejection.

Just shock.

And want.

She looked down—at where their bodies were joined. At the way her legs were wrapped around him, her thighs trembling.

Then up again.

Her voice cracked. “You… you did this to me?”

He thrust deep—slow and punishing—and her back arched under him.

“I bred you,” he growled. “Over and over, until your body couldn’t fight it anymore.”

She gasped.

Calder leaned down, mouth to her throat.

“You let me in,” he whispered. “Every night. Spread your legs for me like you were beggin’ to be filled.”

“I didn’t know,” she breathed, voice shaking.

He kissed her.

Rough.

Raw.

Real.

“You do now.”

Another deep thrust.

She moaned.

Her nails bit into his back.

“You’re not dreamin’, Willa. This is real. I’m real. And you’re mine now.”

She stared up at him—breathless, flushed, trembling.

And whispered, “Don’t stop.”

Calder’s eyes burned.

And he fucked her harder.

She was still trembling beneath him.

Eyes wide, chest heaving, legs wrapped around his waist. Her body was flushed, shining with sweat, and soaked from how hard he’d fucked her awake.

But now she was really here.

Eyes open. Mind clear.

And Calder wanted her to know everything.

He stayed deep inside her, cock twitching in the hot mess between her thighs, hands spread wide—one over her tit, the other on her belly, where his baby was growing.

Her gaze locked with his.

“Tell me,” she whispered, voice ragged. “Tell me who you are.”

Calder’s throat was tight.

His whole body clenched.

Then he leaned down, pressed his forehead to hers, and gave her the only thing he’d kept from her.

“Calder.”

He said it like a confession.

Like a promise.

Like a vow made between her legs.

Her lips parted. Her breath caught.

“Calder…” she repeated—soft, breathy, like she was tasting it.

Like she’d always known it in her bones.

He rocked his hips once, slow and deep, cock grinding against her spot as she gasped beneath him.

“That’s right, darlin’,” he rasped, voice breaking. “The man who’s been fuckin’ you every night. Who bred you. Who’s not gonna stop.”

She shivered—eyes wide, pupils blown, her body still welcoming every inch of him.

“You’ve been inside me this whole time…”

He nodded, hand stroking her belly.

“This is mine,” he growled. “You—this body—this baby. All of it’s mine.”

Her breath stuttered.

And then, with a tremble in her voice:

“Don’t stop.”

That was it.

That’s all he needed.

Calder grabbed her hips and fucked her hard, mouth at her throat, cock slamming deep inside the woman who now knew his name and still let him take her.

“Say it again,” he growled. “Say my fuckin’ name.”

She moaned—needy, desperate, broken.

“Calder… please—Calder—don’t stop.”

He snarled against her skin, kissed her hard, and gave her everything.

Thrust after thrust, filling her again, claiming her completely.

And when she came—eyes locked to his, crying out his name—he followed with a groan so deep it felt like it cracked something inside him.

Real.

Known.

Hers.

She was shaking.

Not from fear.

Not from doubt.

Just from everything—the release, the realization, the weight of truth sinking into her skin as his cum slowly leaked from her used-up pussy and pooled between her thighs.

Calder didn’t move.

Didn’t pull out.

He stayed inside her—deep, thick, twitching—with his arms locked around her and his mouth at her temple.

“I’m never leavin’ again,” he whispered, voice rough and raw. “You hear me?”

Her hands were gripping his back. Holding him like she didn’t know how to let go.

“I don’t… I don’t even know what to say,” she breathed, voice shaking.

“Don’t need to say nothin’,” he rasped. “You’re carryin’ my baby. That’s all I need.”

Her head turned, cheek brushing his jaw.

“You’ve been here every night,” she said. “Every night, and I never knew…”

“I did it gentle,” Calder said, kissing her shoulder. “I watched. Waited. I couldn’t help myself, baby. I saw you once and I knew—you were mine.”

She was quiet for a second. Just breathing.

Feeling him still buried inside her.

And then, with the smallest voice:

“Why me?”

He kissed her. Soft. Mouth to mouth, slow and sweet and reverent.

“Because the first time I saw you,” he said,  “I knew there’d never be anyone else.”

Her throat worked.

Tears slipped from the corners of her eyes.

And still—still—her body clung to him.

Her cunt tight and pulsing around his cock like it was trying to hold him forever.

He palmed her belly again.

The baby he’d put there.

Their baby.

“I’m stayin’ now,” he whispered. “Right here. In this bed. In this house. You don’t sleep alone again.”

She blinked up at him, cheeks flushed, lips parted.

“What happens now?”

Calder growled softly and kissed her again.

And again.

And again.

“What happens now, darlin’,” he murmured, “is I fuck you slow every night. I feed you. I keep that belly round and those tits full and your body mine.”

She swallowed.

Her hands moved to his shoulders. His chest. His face.

Still touching him like she couldn’t believe he was real.

But she wasn’t pushing him away.

She never would.

“Okay,” she whispered.

And that was it.

The only word he needed.

Because she was awake now.

Pregnant.

And claimed forever.


Epilogue

5 year later

She was still asleep when he slid inside her.

Just like the very first time.

Only now?

She was his wife.

Mother of his three babies.

Pregnant with number four.

And still, after five years, tight and soft and fuckin’ perfect for him.

The room was dim with early light, golden and quiet, the house still for the few rare minutes before their kids stirred. Calder kept one hand on her belly—round again, just starting to show—while his other gripped her hip, holding her close as he thrust slow and deep.

Willa sighed in her sleep.

Shifted.

Her legs parted a little more.

Calder groaned into her neck.

“Still take me like a dream, don’t you, darlin’?” he murmured, kissing behind her ear. “Still open for me before your eyes even open.”

He thrust again—long, deep, grinding—and she moaned softly, still caught somewhere between sleep and the heat spreading through her core.

Her tits were heavy against his chest, warm and leaking already, her nipples brushing the sheets.

He couldn’t help himself.

His mouth lowered, tongue circling the swollen peak of one breast.

And then he sucked.

Hard.

She gasped—half-awake now, thighs twitching as he pulled at her nipple, warm milk flooding his mouth.

“Ohh, baby,” he groaned, lapping up every drop.

“You’re already leakin’ for me again. So fuckin’ full.”

Her hips rolled back into him.

Still drowsy.

Still moving in that soft, automatic way her body always did for him.

“You wakin’ up for me, Willa?” he asked, voice thick and rough. “Or you just want me to keep fuckin’ you like this?”

She whimpered.

Eyes fluttered open.

She looked over her shoulder at him—sleepy, flushed, already melting.

“Mmm… Calder…” she breathed. “You’re gonna make me leak all over the sheets…”

He smirked against her nipple.

“Already did.”

He gripped her belly, rocked his hips deeper, and kept sucking.

Willa moaned louder now—awake, body full of milk, full of his cock, and full of the baby they’d made together just like all the others.

“You love wakin’ up like this,” Calder growled, switching to her other breast, mouth hungry and reverent. “Full of cock, full of milk, full of me.”

She cried out—soft and high, her pussy clenching around him.

“Calder—fuck—I’m gonna come…”

“Yeah, you are,” he rasped, cock swelling deep inside her. “Let me feel it, baby. Let our little one feel it. Let this whole fuckin’ house hear who owns you.”

She shattered around him, and he followed—groaning into her skin as he filled her again.

She’d wake the rest of the way soon.

Their babies would come tumbling in.

But right now?

Calder held her from behind, cock still buried, mouth still warm with her milk, and whispered the same promise he’d kept every day since he first climbed through her window.

“You’re mine. Forever.”
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HE CLAIMED HER NIGHT AFTER NIGHT






