
        
            
                
            
        

    
MyLateWife’sDaughter:
A FORBIDDENFILLHERUP FANTASY
Prologue

The rain was already coming down when he saw her standing at the foot of the driveway, hood up, suitcase at her feet.

Jake killed the engine, stepped out into the wet, and just looked at her for a second.
“Thought you were flying in tomorrow.” 

Lena shrugged, barely looking up, strands of soaked dark hair clinging to her cheek. “Changed my mind.” She didn’t wait for him to grab the bag, just picked it up and walked right past him toward the porch. No hug. No tears. Just that stubborn little tilt of her jaw that hadn’t changed at all.

But the rest of her had. 

He stood under the rain and watched her hips sway in black jeans clinging like skin. She was twenty now. Collegeaged. But those legs, that walk… that wasn’t a girl anymore.

Inside, she kicked her shoes off by the door and peeled her hoodie off with a soft grunt, revealing a white tank top soaked clean through. No bra. He saw the full shape of her tits press out like they were molded under glass.

“You didn’t bring a coat?” he asked. 

“Nope.” She stretched, arms high overhead. The tank rode up her stomach, smooth skin flashing above the jeans’ waistband. “Didn’t think I’d need one. You still keep the heat up like an old man?”
Jake forced his eyes to the floor. “Guest room’s made up.”

She padded past him barefoot, leaving little prints on the tile. “Still smells like her.”
He didn’t say anything.
“Your hair’s going gray,” she added, not looking back.
“Yours got longer.” 

She stopped at the hall, turned her head just enough to glance over her shoulder. Her lips curled, not quite a smile.

“Notice anything else?” 

Jake didn’t answer. Didn’t need to. His silence hung thick in the room like smoke.
She disappeared into the guest room and closed the door behind her.

But not all the way. 




Chapter 1

The house creaked and settled as the storm passed, long after midnight, and Jake couldn’t sleep. 

He lay on his back in the dark, staring up at the ceiling, one arm over his chest, the other flung across the empty side of the bed. He hadn’t changed anything in this room. Same curtains. Same sheets. Same faint scent of the lotion she used to wear, soaked into the pillowcases after all this time.

He’d heard Lena moving around earlier. Closet door. Then the bathroom. Then quiet again.
Then… A sound.
Soft. A hiccup, almost. Muffled. 

Jake sat up, bare-chested, pushing the covers off with a grunt. He cracked his bedroom door and peered out into the hall.

Her door was half open, just as she’d left it. But there was no light on.
“Lena?” he called, just loud enough to carry.
Nothing. Then—
The creak of the floorboards. Bare feet. 

She stepped into view like a ghost, wearing one of his old t-shirts. She clutched it around her body like a blanket, sleeves long past her hands, eyes red-rimmed and shining.

“I’m sorry,” she said softly. “I didn’t mean to wake you.”
Jake took a slow breath. “You okay?”
She sniffled, wiped at her face. “No.” 

And then she just stepped forward. No warning, no asking. Walked right up to the bed and knelt onto it, crawling in like it was the most natural thing in the world. She didn’t ask permission. She didn’t even look at him. She just climbed under the covers beside him and curled into a tight little ball, back to his chest.

Jake froze. 

She smelled like rain. Like shampoo. Like warm, damp girl.
His arm hovered in the air, unsure of where to go, unsure if it should go anywhere.

Then she reached for it, pulled it down across her waist. Holding it there.
“I didn’t think it’d be this hard,” she whispered.
He swallowed, his throat dry. “I know.”
“She really loved you, you know.”
“I know that too.”
She took a deep breath. He felt it, slow and shaky, under his palm where it rested low across her stomach.
“I don’t want to cry anymore,” she said, softer now. “I’m so tired of it.”
Jake said nothing. Just let her press back against him.
The fabric of the shirt bunched between them. His fingers twitched.
She didn’t move away.
She kept shaking. 

Even pressed against him, even with his arm holding her close and the warmth of her body flush to his, Lena’s breaths were ragged, little stuttering gasps that made her shoulders twitch. Every time she tried to quiet herself, a fresh wave broke and her chest trembled again.

Jake’s hand stayed low on her stomach, fingers splayed. Her skin was warm beneath the shirt, that old cotton worn thin. He felt every rise of her belly, every shallow hitch of breath, every shiver that rolled through her.

“It’s okay,” he murmured. “No it’s not,” she whispered, voice tight, wrecked. “It’s not. I can’t—” she sucked in a breath, strangled it down.

“Shhh. Easy.” 

He shifted closer. His thigh against the back of hers. Her ass just barely brushing his groin through the thin boxer briefs. She wasn’t pulling away. If anything, she was melting back into him. A line of heat ran along the curve of her spine. His fingers twitched again.

“Lena.”
She didn’t answer.
“You need something to focus on.” 

“I can’t—” she tried again, voice caught in her throat. “Jake, I can’t stop—”
His hand slid down. Slow. Surer now. Fingers slipping along her hip, guiding her onto her back. She let him, pliant, still crying but quieter now. She stared up at him, eyes shiny in the dark, mouth trembling.

Jake pulled the covers down to her waist.
“Look at me.”
She did. Slowly. Like it took effort. 

He reached down under the waistband of his briefs, freed himself, thick and half-hard already. Her eyes dropped, wide. Mouth parted.

“Shhh,” he whispered. “Just breathe.” 

Then, calm as anything, he shifted forward, sitting up against the headboard, and pulled her hand toward him. “Take it out of your head,” he said, voice low. “Put it in your mouth.”

She blinked. Then again. The tears didn’t stop, but she didn’t look away. Just wet eyes locked on his cock.
“C’mon,” Jake said, quiet and steady. “It’ll help. Trust me.” 

Lena crawled forward, the shirt slipping off one bare shoulder, her breath hitching again. But not from crying this time.

She curled into his lap, her cheek brushing the inside of his thigh. A soft breath ghosted over his length. Then her lips parted and she took him into her mouth, warm and wet and shaking.

Jake groaned low in his throat. “Good girl. That’s it.” 

She closed her eyes and moaned around him. Her hands gripped his thighs, her shoulders still trembling—but this time with something else. With purpose. With heat. With surrender. The rhythm was clumsy at first, too wet, too eager, her tongue sliding messily as she tried to take him deeper, her sobs turning into little gasping whimpers around his cock.

He threaded a hand into her hair, not pushing—just holding. Grounding her.
“Keep going,” he murmured. “Don’t think. Just suck. That’s it. Let it all go.”
She whimpered, swallowed, her throat tightening.
Her mouth was hot. Sloppy. Determined. 

Lena choked softly on the head of his cock, then sucked in a breath and took him again, deeper this time. Her lips were flushed, wet, cheeks streaked with tears and spit. The bed creaked with each rock of her head, the old mattress whining as she buried herself between his legs, hair clinging to her face.
Jake let his head tip back against the wall, jaw clenched. The muscles in his thighs jumped when she moaned around him.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Fuck, just like that.” 

She whimpered again, like praise made her tremble more than grief. Her hand gripped the base of him, awkward but eager, stroking what she couldn’t fit as she tried again to take more.

She was still crying. Little sniffs between gasps. And he could feel every one of them vibrating down his cock.
“Look at me.” 

She blinked up, big wet eyes locking onto his, mouth stuffed full. Her lips stretched tight around the girth, saliva sliding down her chin. She tried to pull off and say something—

He held her there. One big palm on the back of her head, steady pressure.
“No. Stay there.” 

She made a noise, high and uncertain, but obeyed. He guided her. Shallow thrusts up into her mouth, slow and deliberate. Her throat flexed and worked, gagging quietly as he eased deeper.

“Open wide,” he muttered. “Let me in.” 

She tried. She tried. Mouth wide, tongue flat, tears rolling now—not from sadness, but from stretch, from effort, from heat.

“You’ve been crying all night,” he said, fucking her mouth in slow, smooth rolls, hand tight in her hair. “Now you’re gonna do something with it.”

She moaned again, louder, gagging harder. He didn’t stop.
“Take it, baby. You want to feel something real? Here it is. Right down your throat.”

Her nails dug into his thigh, hips squirming like she was turned on and overwhelmed all at once. 

Jake gritted his teeth, breath hissing through them. “You don’t get to fall apart in my bed and not pay for it. Use that mouth, Lena. Use it right.”

She was a mess now. Spit slicked down her chin, pooling at the corners of her lips. Her hair was wild, clinging to her cheeks and shoulders, the oversized shirt slipping down both arms, baring her collarbones, the top curve of one breast.

He gave a rough grunt and thrust harder. She choked again, but didn’t pull back. If anything, she leaned in. Pressed her face to his pelvis like she wanted him to hit the back of her throat and stay there.

“Goddamn,” Jake snarled, fingers tightening in her hair. “You like it, don’t you, baby girl?”
She nodded, barely, eyes glassy, still staring up at him like this was the only thing holding her together.

Her throat worked desperately, struggling around him, and Jake could feel it—every tense flutter, every wet choke as she tried to breathe through her nose, tears spilling down her cheeks faster now, but she didn’t stop.

He wasn’t guiding her anymore. She was doing it all on her own now, mouth flushed and stretched wide, cheeks hollowing with each pull, her hands bracing his thighs like she didn’t want him to move unless she made him.

“Fuck,” he hissed. “You don’t know what you’re doing to me—”
She moaned, low and tight, as if she did know. That sound sent a jolt straight through his spine. 

His hips jerked once, not controlled this time. Then again. Faster.
She gagged but still didn’t pull back, eyes watering fully now, mouth going wetter, sloppier, her hands gripping harder like she needed this.

Jake’s breath went ragged. His muscles locked up.
“Shit, Lena—fuck—” 

He came with a guttural grunt, hips driving up into her mouth. She whimpered but kept him deep, taking the first pulse straight down her throat, lips sealed tight, not a flicker of resistance. Her hands clenched around his thighs as she swallowed, again and again, her throat flexing, sucking every last drop from him like it was salvation.

He panted, watching her through heavy-lidded eyes as she slowly pulled off, gasping softly, chin glistening, a line of spit and come stretching from her lip to the head of his cock before it snapped and dribbled onto her chest.

She looked ruined. Beautiful. Tears drying on her cheeks, lips swollen and wet, breath shallow, shirt sliding dangerously low.
Jake reached out and wiped her mouth with his thumb, then dragged it down her chin, rubbing it into her skin like a mark.

“Don’t waste it,” he said, voice low.
She didn’t flinch. Just licked her lips, slow, eyes dazed.
Then—she smiled. Small. Faint.
“Better,” she whispered.
She crawled up slow. 

Still on her knees, still messy and wet-lipped, Lena moved like she was floating, dazed, the tension in her shoulders finally gone. Her breath came softer now, but her eyes stayed locked on him, dark and glassy with something that wasn’t grief anymore.
She climbed into his lap without asking.

Jake let her. Let her straddle his thighs, his hands falling instinctively to her waist. Her skin was warm through the shirt—his shirt—which had ridden high from the motion, bunching around her hips. When she sat, her bare cunt landed flush against his thigh.

She was soaked. Dripping. 

Lena shuddered and exhaled when her heat spread against him. Her body pressed in close, her arms sliding around his neck. He felt the tremble still lingering in her—but not the same as before.

“Can I stay here?” she whispered.
Jake’s hand slid up her back, thick fingers dragging the shirt up with them. “You can stay.”
She buried her face in his neck. He felt her lips there, just barely, not kissing—breathing.
Then her hips shifted. 

She rolled them forward, slow and deliberate, slick skin sliding against the muscle of his thigh. It was a fullbody press, a grind, small at first—then again. Harder.

Jake groaned low. His cock twitched, already hardening again.
“You feel that?” he murmured, voice rough at her ear.
Lena moaned into his neck and kept moving.
“Yeah,” he said. “That’s better. This is what you needed.” 

She nodded, just once, a tiny desperate sound escaping her throat as she pushed harder against him. Her hands were in his hair now, pulling a little, her whole body working with that motion like she was trying to fuck herself to pieces on his leg.
Jake’s hand cupped her ass, guiding her rhythm.

“That mouth of yours was good,” he said, deep and steady. “But you’re not done.”
She whimpered. 

“From now on,” he said, dragging her shirt up over her head, baring her breasts completely, “when you feel like breaking down—when the tears come—don’t cry, Lena.”

She looked at him, panting.
“You come find me. You pull my cock out.”
She moaned—high and wrecked—and ground harder. 

“Say it,” he told her. “I—” she gasped, body twitching as she humped his thigh with growing desperation. “I’ll—I’ll come to you—whenever I—fuck—whenever I need—”

He cupped her tits, thumbs rolling over her nipples.
“No more crying,” he said. “No more falling apart.”
“Just your cock,” she breathed, wild-eyed. “I just need your cock—please—”
“That’s my girl.”
Jake leaned in and kissed her, rough and slow, as she soaked his thigh, moaning into his mouth. 

Jake felt her whole body trembling now, pressed tight against him. Her skin flushed, tits bare, nipples tight against his chest as she rocked on his thigh—slick and frantic, so wet it was obscene. Her breath hitched every time she rubbed over the same spot, every grind leaving a little more of her heat smeared across his leg.

But she needed more. 

He could feel it. The way her hips bucked sharper now, the way her fingers clawed into his back, how her moans were getting thinner and thinner, like she was on the edge of something—but couldn’t get there alone.

Jake ran his hands down her waist, big palms anchoring her in place. Then he shifted back against the
headboard, settling deeper into the pillows, cock hard and upright between them, flushed and thick and waiting.

“C’mere,” he said, voice thick. 

Lena pulled back, panting, flushed to the chest. She glanced down at him, then back up, lips parted, hair wild around her face.

“You gonna let me in?” he asked. She didn’t speak. Just nodded fast, breathless, and lifted herself on her knees.

Jake reached down, stroked himself once, slow and steady, then held the base. “Go slow.” 

Lena hovered above him, thighs trembling, one hand braced on his shoulder, the other reaching down to guide herself.

When the head of his cock kissed her entrance, she gasped—loud. Her whole body jerked, her fingers digging into him as the tip stretched her, wet and thick and hot. She whimpered again, eyes screwed shut.

Jake watched her face the entire time.
“Breathe,” he said. “Take it nice and slow. I got you.” 

She sank. Just an inch. Then another. Her thighs shook as she worked herself down onto him, inch by inch, her slick heat swallowing him so slow it drove him insane. Her breath came in gasps, her back arching as the stretch took hold, her nails dragging down his arms.

“God,” she sobbed, “you’re—fuck—you’re so big—”
“You can take it,” he growled. “I know you can.” 

She whimpered, then moaned —low, broken—and pushed the last few inches, seating herself all the way down in one desperate slide.

Jake grunted. Her walls clenched around him like a vice, tight and hot and wet.
“Fuck,” he hissed, hands gripping her hips. “That’s it. 

Just like that.”
Lena sat there a moment, impaled fully, shuddering in his lap.

Then she moved. 

Slow. So goddamn slow. Hips rolling, rising just an inch and dropping again, her cunt clinging like she didn’t want to let him go. Her hands pressed to his chest, bracing herself as she rode him with trembling grace, grinding more than bouncing, every motion slick and obscene and soaked.

Jake held her hips, fingers digging in, letting her set the pace. Her eyes were glassy, tears drying on her cheeks, lips parted in a quiet chant of moans.

“Feel better now?” he asked, voice low, rough.
She nodded fast, breath shaking. “Yes—yes—I— fuck—I feel—” 

“You’re not gonna cry again, are you?” She bit her lip and shook her head. “No. No, I promise—just need this—just need you—”

Jake pulled her close, lips at her ear. “Good. You keep riding, baby girl. Ride it out.” 

She did. God, she did —hips working in desperate little circles, thighs clenching, her whole body focused on taking every inch he had.

Lena’s rhythm was falling apart. 

Her thighs shook with every motion now, little shudders running through her body as she tried to keep moving—but it was clear she was close. Too close. Her hips stuttered, breath catching in her throat, and the way her cunt clenched around him said everything her voice hadn’t yet.

Jake watched her from inches away, one hand cupping the back of her neck, the other braced on her hip. “Talk to me,” he murmured. “You’re close, aren’t you?”

She nodded frantically, lips parted, breath hot against his cheek.
“Use your words, Lena.” 

“I—” her voice cracked. She lowered herself again, grinding her clit against his pubic bone, desperate for friction. “I’m—f-fuck—I’m so close—feels so good—”

Jake pulled her tighter, their foreheads almost touching. “Then tell me what you need.”
“I need to cum—please—Jake, please, I need—” 

“No,” he growled. “Not that. Tell me why you came into my room. Tell me what you really needed tonight.” She froze for half a second, shivering in his lap, his cock buried so deep inside her she couldn’t think straight. But then—

“I needed you,” she gasped. “I needed to feel something—I couldn’t stand it anymore—I felt so empty, so fucking numb—and I knew—” her voice cracked hard, her fingers digging into his shoulders— “I knew if I came to you, you’d make it go away.”

Jake’s grip tightened on her hips. “And did I?”
“Yes—god—yes—”
He fucked up into her once, slow and deep, pushing the breath right out of her. 

“You’re not just here for comfort,” he said low in her ear. “You’re here because you’ve been thinking about this. Wanting this. Every time you cried, every time you remembered her—you thought about me.”
“I did,” she sobbed. “I fucking did—Jake, I thought about you every night—your hands, your voice—I touched myself to the sound of your voice in my head—please—”

“Say it.” 

“I want your cum inside me,” she whispered, broken and soaked and wild. “I want it in me—I want to feel you lose it—I want to feel full—I want to belong to you—please let me—”

Jake lost it. 

He drove up into her, hard and deep, once —twice—her body spasming in his lap as she came with a cry, high and raw and helpless. Her cunt gripped him like a fist, milking him, squeezing every pulse as she shook, gasping, falling apart.

Jake groaned deep in his chest and slammed into her one last time, holding her tight as he spilled inside her—thick, hot spurts, filling her until she moaned again, writhing with each twitch of his cock. They stayed locked like that, trembling together.

Her face buried in his neck, his cum slowly leaking down between them, her body limp, his arms wrapped tight around her like he might not let go again.

She whispered against his skin, voice hoarse:
“Thank you.”
Neither of them moved. 

Lena lay folded against his chest, her arms slack around his neck, her bare body molded to his, damp and flushed and trembling. Her cunt still clung to him, twitching occasionally around the softening length still buried deep inside her.

Jake could feel her heartbeat in the tight grip of her thighs around his waist. Her cheek rested against his collarbone, breath shallow and quiet now, like the storm inside her had finally passed.

He exhaled slowly, one big hand smoothing down her spine.
She shivered, but not from cold.
“You okay?” he asked quietly.
A pause. Then a small nod.
“Still with me?”
Another nod. Then, softly, she whispered, “Don’t pull out.” 

Jake’s breath caught. She tightened her arms around his neck, pressing closer. “Just… not yet.”

He didn’t move. Didn’t even breathe for a second.
“All right,” he said. “I won’t.” 

Her body relaxed at that. She nuzzled in deeper, sighing, her face soft against his skin. Her legs stayed wrapped tight around his hips, keeping him tucked deep inside her like she wanted to stay filled, wanted to keep him there, part of her.

His cock stayed heavy, warm, thick inside her heat. 

He reached up and brushed her hair back, fingers slow and gentle. She tilted her head just enough to let him. Her eyes fluttered closed.

“I like the way it feels,” she mumbled. “Still warm…” Jake ran his knuckles down the length of her spine again, feeling the goosebumps rise.

“You can sleep like this,” he said. “If you want.”
“I do.” 

Her breathing slowed. Her pussy fluttered around him again—barely perceptible, instinctive, like her body was still holding on.

Jake shifted just enough to slide down into the pillows, keeping her straddled on top of him, still sheathed tight. She gave a little sigh and curled up, her cheek on his chest now, her hand drifting to his ribs.

No more words. 

Just her body against his. His cock still sunk inside her, thick and warm and claimed. Her inner walls pulsing softly in her sleep. His cum locked deep.
He wasn’t pulling out.

Not yet. Maybe not ever. 




Chapter 2

The light came in soft and silver-gray, bleeding in around the edges of the curtains, casting faint shadows across the bed.

Jake woke slowly.
Warmth pressed to him. A familiar weight across his chest. Bare skin. The sweet, humid scent of her. And tight, wet heat still wrapped around his cock.
He blinked. 

Lena was still there —straddling him in her sleep, arms draped over his shoulders, chest rising and falling with slow, steady breaths. Her hair was a dark tangle across her back. Her face tucked into his neck. Her cunt still full of him.

Still sealed around the cock she’d begged for hours ago.
Jake didn’t move at first. Just let himself feel it. 

Her softness. Her weight. The slow, rhythmic clench of her body every time she exhaled. She hadn’t let him pull out. She’d wanted it like this. Had fallen asleep with him buried deep.

And now? Now his cock was swelling again. 

Hardening inside her. Thickening as it pulsed against her soaked inner walls. Her heat welcomed him, no resistance, just a slippery pressure, snug and perfect, like she’d molded around him in the night and didn’t want to let go.

He groaned quietly. Shifted his hips, just a little.
She stirred. 

A soft, whimpering breath escaped her, and she squirmed against him, shifting her hips instinctively in her sleep. The motion dragged her walls over his length, slick and fluttering, and he felt her gasp before she even opened her eyes.

“Mmmn—” her brow furrowed, lashes fluttering. “Jake…?” 

“I’m still here,” he whispered. She blinked, eyes cloudy with sleep, then widened as she felt him throb inside her.

“Oh my god…” she breathed, sitting up slowly, her thighs tensing.
Jake slid his hands to her hips and held her there. “You didn’t let me go.” 

“I—I wanted to keep you in me,” she said softly, cheeks flushed as her body began to rock without thinking. “I didn’t want it to stop.”

He looked up at her —hair mussed, lips kiss-swollen, tits bare in the morning light, her pussy wet and still leaking his cum around the base of his cock. She looked like sin had rolled out of bed and climbed on top of him again.

“I woke up hard,” he said. “You kept me warm all night.”
Lena moaned, slow and broken, grinding down into him. “You’re still so deep…”

Jake let her move —little circles of her hips, slow pressure, the thick slide of her walls around his cock every time she rolled forward.

“You gonna ride it again?” he asked.
“Mmhm,” she moaned. “Want to feel you really wake up…” 

He reached up, cupped her breast, thumb brushing her nipple as she started to move more deliberately, hips gliding with a wet squelch that made her gasp.

“I like you like this,” he said. 

“Like what?” “Full of me. Needy. Not pretending you don’t want this.”

Her head dropped back, moaning louder now. “I don’t want to pretend. I never did.”
“Then say it.” 

“I want you,” she panted. “I want you all the time— I don’t care if it’s wrong—I don’t care that she was my mom—you’re mine now.”

Jake sat up and captured her mouth in a kiss, rough and deep, driving up into her hard enough to make her cry out into his throat.

“Fuck yes, baby,” he growled. “You’re mine too.” 

Jake had barely heard her say it —you’re mine now— before something snapped.
He kissed her hard, all tongue and teeth and desperate heat, his hands gripping her hips so tight she
whimpered. She was already riding him, slow and soaking, her cunt stretched and fluttering from the night before—but now she wanted more. He wanted more.

And this time, he wasn’t going to let her set the pace.
Jake broke the kiss and growled, “Get on your back.”
Lena blinked, lips wet and swollen, then nodded and let him manhandle her down onto the mattress. 

He pulled out with a wet pop, her pussy clinging for one last second, glistening and leaking as she lay back, thighs open, hair wild across the pillow. She looked completely used—and completely ready for more.

Jake loomed over her, eyes dark, cock slick with her wetness and his cum from last night. He grabbed her thighs and shoved them apart, settling between them with a low, animal groan.
She looked up at him, chest rising and falling, nipples hard, cunt spread and twitching with every heartbeat.

“Want it rough this time?” he asked, dragging the tip of his cock through the mess between her legs.
“Yes,” she gasped. “Please—I need it—fuck me, Jake—”
He didn’t wait.
He slammed into her in one thrust, bottoming out with a slap of hips, and she cried out, back arching off the bed.
“God—fuuuck!” 

“Yeah?” he snarled, already fucking her with brutal, deep strokes, each one lifting her up the bed inch by inch. “You want to cum again? Want to feel me fill you up a second time?”
“Yes! Yes, I want it—need it—”

Jake grunted, leaned over her, hands pinning hers to the mattress, locking their fingers together. His chest rubbed her tits with every thrust, his breath hot in her ear.

“Then take it. Take all of it.” 

She moaned louder —screamed when he shifted his angle, drilling straight into the sweet spot that made her go limp and clench around him like a vise.

The bed slammed against the wall. Over and over. Her legs wrapped around his waist, ankles locking behind him, trying to hold on as he fucked her through the mattress.

“You’re mine now,” he growled, voice shaking. “Say it.”
“I’m yours!” she sobbed. “Yours—fuck—I love the way you feel inside me—don’t stop—don’t fucking stop!”

He didn’t. 

He grunted, hips pistoning, their skin clapping loud and wet and raw. Her cunt was milking him, desperate, hungry for his cum again. Her eyes were glazed, mouth open, crying out with every thrust.

“Gonna finish in you again,” he hissed. “Gonna stuff this tight little pussy full until it leaks all over the bed.”
“Please,” she wailed, body shaking, tears spilling again. “I want it—cum in me—cum in me again—”
Jake slammed deep and held, cock buried to the hilt. 

She screamed. Her orgasm ripped through her, her body locking up and pulsing hard, cunt clenching down on him so tight it nearly pushed him over the edge on its own.

But then she whispered it again—raw, broken, delirious—
“Cum inside me, Jake… I wanna be yours forever.” 

He growled like an animal and came hard, hips jerking in tiny bursts as he filled her again, thick, hot spurts spilling deep into her. She gasped, writhing beneath him, moaning louder as the warmth spread through her.

They stayed there, shaking, trembling, his cock throbbing as her cunt milked every last drop from him. 

When he finally collapsed on top of her, they were soaked in sweat and slick with everything between them.

Jake kissed her temple, breath ragged. “You say the word,” he panted, “and I’ll do this every morning.”

They didn’t move for a long time. 

Jake lay heavy on top of her, chest rising and falling against hers, heart still pounding where their bodies met. His cock was still deep inside her—softening slowly, but not slipping out—not with how tightly her cunt still gripped him. Like her body didn’t want to give him up. Like it refused to.

Lena had one leg draped lazily around his waist, the other bent to the side, exposing the mess between her thighs, their combined release already trickling out around the base of his cock. She didn’t care. Didn’t flinch. If anything, she rocked her hips just enough to keep it locked in place.

“Mmm,” she hummed, voice raw, cheek pressed to his shoulder. “Still inside me.”
Jake grunted, the sound more breath than voice. “Not going anywhere.”

“Good.”
Her fingers drifted over his back, nails light and lazy, tracing him like she was memorizing every inch.
They didn’t speak for a while. 

The light shifted, warmer now. Morning stretching slowly across the room. Time felt different with her underneath him like this—soft, wrecked, marked. He could feel her heartbeat through his chest. Could feel the way her pussy twitched around him with every breath. It wasn’t just sex. Not now.

She broke the silence first.
“You meant it?” she whispered. “Meant what?”
“That I can come to you. When it gets bad. When I can’t sleep. When I feel like falling apart.” 

Jake lifted himself just enough to look into her eyes. Her face was flushed, a little sticky with sweat, lips kiss-bruised, but her eyes were clear now. Clearer than he’d seen them since she walked up that driveway in the rain.

“I meant all of it.”
Her breath hitched. “Even this morning?”
He smirked. “Especially this morning.” 

A small, warm laugh bubbled out of her. Then she wrapped her arms around his neck again, holding him tighter.
“I don’t want you to pull out,” she murmured. “Not even after we fall asleep again. Just wanna stay full.”

“You will.”
She shivered and arched up into him, eyes fluttering shut.
“Good girl,” he whispered, kissing her shoulder. “Go ahead. Rest. I’ll stay right here.”
And he did.
Still buried deep.
Still hers. 

Still holding her together. They drifted off like that, tangled under the sheets, bodies joined, heat sealed between them—quiet, heavy, and whole.

For the first time in a long, long while… they both slept easy. 

🩶 Want even more?

You’ve reached the end of this story…
but the real heat? That’s waiting for you in my exclusive collection:
FAMILY HEAT: The Breeding Bundle
Five forbidden short stories. No plot. No romance.
Just raw, dominant men breeding the girls they should’ve never touched.
Too filthy for Amazon.
Available now, only here.
Grab it now
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