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Chapter 1

I didn’t expect her to open it so fast.

The knock had barely settled when the door unlatched, swinging inward to reveal her—Elena—wrapped in a worn college sweatshirt and fuzzy socks, hair twisted up messily like she’d just gotten out of the shower. No makeup. No pretense. Just her.

Still the sweetest thing I’d ever seen.

She blinked up at me, surprised but not annoyed. “Mr. Callahan?”

I almost corrected her. Isaac, I wanted to say. I’ve told her before. But she’d always called me that, even when she was dating my son, and now—six months after he ruined everything—I didn’t trust myself to hear my name in that voice. Not when she looked at me like that. All softness. Like she wasn’t mad. Like she didn’t know she could crush me without even trying.

“Hey,” I said, shifting on my feet, feeling suddenly too big for her doorway. “Just wanted to check in. Make sure you’re doing okay.”

A pause, small and warm. She leaned against the frame, arms crossing loosely over her chest. Not cold—just shy. It hit me low in the gut.

“You didn’t have to do that,” she said softly. “But… thank you.”

I let myself look at her. Really look. Not the way I did when she was my son’s girlfriend, and I’d pretended I couldn’t see the way her shorts clung to her hips or how she smiled at dinner like she meant it. Now I didn’t have to pretend. But I still shouldn’t look.

I looked anyway.

“Can I come in for a second?” I asked. “Won’t stay long.”

She hesitated just a heartbeat—then stepped back.

“Sure. Come in.”

The door closed behind me with a click. Her place smelled like cinnamon and lotion. A little humid. She probably just showered. I tried not to picture it.

Tried.

Her couch was soft and sunken in the middle, blankets tossed over the arms like she lived wrapped in them. She padded into the kitchen without asking what I wanted—just grabbed two mugs and filled them from a kettle that had clearly just boiled.

I watched her move. Bare legs below that big sweatshirt. No shorts that I could see. Her thighs bare. Fuck.

She came back with two mugs, fingers curled carefully around the ceramic, and handed me one with a sheepish smile. Her nails were short, clean. No rings. No trace of him left on her.

“Hope you still take it black,” she said, sitting on the far end of the couch. “Or else I’m gonna feel really rude.”

I huffed a quiet laugh, took a sip. “You remembered.”

She shrugged. “You were always nice to me. Easy to remember things when someone’s kind.”

I looked at her. She curled her legs beneath her, hands warming on the mug. That soft flush on her cheeks—I didn’t know if it was from the heat or because she felt it too. The quiet between us. The way she hadn’t pulled away when I stepped close at the door.

She didn’t know what she was doing to me. She couldn’t.

“You okay?” she asked, tilting her head. “You look like you didn’t sleep.”

“I’m fine,” I said, voice a little lower than it needed to be. “Just… missed seeing you.”

Her lashes fluttered. She looked down at her mug.

“Isaac,” she said, finally using my name, and it nearly undid me. “I’m glad you stopped by.”

I set the mug down on the side table. Held out a hand.

“Come here.”

She blinked. “What?”

“Come here,” I said again, firmer this time.

She hesitated. Then set her own mug down and crawled toward me, light and cautious, like she wasn’t sure what I meant. I caught her by the waist and pulled her right into my lap.

She gasped—softly, startled—but she didn’t resist. Her body fit over mine like she’d done this a hundred times, like her shape had always been meant for this space. She settled instinctively, her bare thigh sliding over mine, both hands resting against my chest for balance.

“I—” she started, breath catching. “Are you sure—”

“Shhh,” I said, arms sliding around her back. “Just relax.”

She exhaled slowly. Her head came to rest under my jaw, nuzzling in without thinking. I felt the tension drip right out of her. She curled into me like it was the most natural thing in the world.

And I held her.

My hands stroked along her back, slow and steady, memorizing the shape of her spine under cotton. Her breath hitched once, then evened. I could feel her heartbeat against my chest.

She had no idea what she was doing. No idea what it did to me.

Or maybe she did, and this was her way of letting me have it without saying anything.

Either way—I wasn’t letting her go. Not yet.

Her body was soft, impossibly warm where it pressed into mine. She smelled like lavender shampoo and something sweeter underneath—something warm and young and entirely her.

She adjusted slightly, murmuring a little apology as her hips rolled forward, settling herself more securely on my thighs. I felt the press of her ass right where I was already half-hard—then fully.

She didn’t notice.

Not the sudden way my jaw tensed. Not the breath I sucked in through my nose. Not the twitch of my fingers against her back, fighting the instinct to grip.

She just sighed again, head tucked under my chin like I was her favorite blanket.

My cock throbbed, stiff against the curve of her.

And she had no idea.

My hands moved on their own. One slid slowly up her spine, fingers stroking through the fabric of her sweatshirt. Gentle, rhythmically tracing the vertebrae beneath cotton. The other flattened against her bare thigh—so warm—thumb dragging a lazy circle just above her knee.

Still nothing from her. Not a flinch. Not a shift. Like this was normal. Like she wanted to be touched like this, held like this, worshipped with every pass of my hand.

I moved the one on her back higher, just enough to find the edge of her neckline and dip my fingers inside. Bare skin. The back of her neck. Warm and smooth.

She shivered softly—pleasure, not cold—and leaned in closer.

Fuck.

She wasn’t doing this on purpose. That’s what made it worse. What made it better. She didn’t know what she was doing to me. She didn’t know what this meant. That no man could hold her like this and stay just a friend.

I slid my hand higher, slow and deliberate, rubbing little circles into the side of her neck with my thumb. She hummed under her breath, breath feathering my collarbone.

My other hand kept stroking her thigh. Up, down. Just to the hem. Just under it. She didn’t react, didn’t move away. So I let my fingers keep going, dipping just a little farther with each pass, petting her like she was mine to soothe. Mine to touch.

My cock pulsed beneath her, pressed tight between my jeans and the give of her body.

Still no clue. Still resting sweetly against my chest like I wasn’t thinking about bending her over this couch and showing her how a real man fucks.

She shifted again. Not much. Just enough to rub right against me.

I clenched my jaw.

“Careful, sweetheart,” I murmured, voice low and tight. “You keep doing that, and I’m gonna forget how good I’m trying to be.”

She blinked up at me, slow and sleepy. “Hmm?”

I smiled. Tucked her hair behind her ear. “Nothing,” I lied. “Go ahead and relax.”

And she did.

She didn’t move again.

Not even when my hand slid higher up her thigh. Not when my fingers brushed the edge of her sweatshirt, grazing the soft swell where leg met hip. Still no shorts underneath. Just cotton and heat and the shape of her beneath it.

I stared straight ahead, jaw tight, heart pounding slow and heavy. She was breathing deep, completely relaxed in my arms, head tucked under my chin like I was her safety, her shelter.

And I was.

But I wasn’t clean.

Not anymore.

I didn’t take my hand away. Couldn’t.

Instead I let my fingers trace little circles over the inside of her thigh, just above where the fabric stopped. Soft. Bare. My fingertips grazed higher with every pass, careful. Testing. She didn’t stir. Didn’t pull away. Her legs parted a little more, loose and natural, and it gave me everything.

I swallowed thickly.

Felt myself throb hard against her.

Her warmth soaked through me. Her scent. That quiet, sweet exhale when my thumb dragged a line just beside the seam of her panties.

I should’ve stopped there.

But I didn’t.

My palm pressed against her hip, sliding slowly under the hem of her sweatshirt. The skin there was softer, hotter, untouched. I stroked it, full hand gliding up her side, just below the curve of her breast.

Still asleep. Still melting into me.

My mouth was dry. My cock ached—rock hard, straining against my zipper, pressed against her with no space to hide it now.

And she—sweet Elena—just nestled deeper into me. One of her hands curled into my shirt.

She made a sound, soft and content, and I almost lost it.

My hand stayed just under her shirt. Still. Greedy. Possessive.

I wasn’t just holding her anymore. I was touching her. She hadn’t said yes, hadn’t said no. She was asleep—or close—and I knew damn well what I was doing.

But I couldn’t stop.

Not when her hips shifted again, pressing down on the bulge in my jeans with unconscious ease. Not when she whimpered faintly and shifted closer.

I moved my hand slowly—up, under the swell of her breast, but not quite cupping it. Not yet.

She was so fucking soft. So trusting. And she had no idea how badly I wanted her.

“Elena,” I whispered into her hair.

She murmured something, too quiet to catch.

My lips brushed her forehead.

“Do you have any idea what you’re doing to me?”

She didn’t answer.

I told myself one touch would be enough.

That if I just felt her once—just one time, skin to skin—I could stop.

Liar.

My hand drifted back down from her waist, slow, steady, fingers grazing her belly, her hip, then curling under the hem of her panties. Soft cotton gave way to heat. The smoothest skin I’d ever felt. She didn’t move. Didn’t tense.

She was wet.

Soaked.

My breath caught hard in my throat. My cock twitched violently under her, pressed tight between us. I hadn’t even touched her properly yet, but her body was already ready.

I let my fingers slide lower. Her thighs shifted just slightly—unconscious invitation—and I took it. I slipped between the lips of her cunt, stroking once, slow and deliberate, parting her folds like I had every right.

She whimpered.

Not loud. Not startled. Just a sweet little breathy sound, half-moan, half sigh.

My fingers stilled.

She was still asleep. Or almost. Dreaming, maybe. Of what, I didn’t know. But her hips gave the smallest roll against my hand, and that was all the answer I needed.

I stroked again. Slower this time. Let my fingertips trace the slick heat of her, exploring the length of her slit, not rushing. She was hot and wet and open, so ready I could’ve buried myself in her right then and there and she’d have taken me like she was made for it.

I didn’t. Not yet.

But fuck, I wanted to.

I circled her clit with my middle finger, feather-light, just to see how she’d respond. Her legs twitched slightly. Her head shifted against my chest. She sighed again, soft and dreamy, and her thighs parted wider.

Still no fear. No resistance. Just need.

My other hand pressed to the small of her back, holding her firm against me. My cock throbbed against her, aching for relief. But I wasn’t finished tasting her. Not yet.

I dipped lower, slipping two fingers down, sliding them between her folds and teasing her entrance. The slick heat welcomed me. I didn’t push in—just let her feel the weight, the threat, the presence of it.

Another whimper. This one deeper.

Her hips rolled again.

She still hadn’t woken up fully.

And I didn’t stop.

She was soaked around my fingers. Every inch of her slick, pulsing with heat, like her body had been waiting for this—aching for it—even in sleep.

I let my middle finger push gently forward.

Her cunt parted like nothing. Velvet, hot, tight as sin. She sucked me in slow, wet walls clinging, pulsing around the intrusion. My cock kicked hard against my jeans, twitching with a brutal need that sent a growl crawling up my throat.

Fuck. She was perfect inside.

She breathed out a low sound—barely audible—but her hips responded, shifting slightly, her thighs parting more over mine. Still not awake. Still nestled in close to my chest like she didn’t realize what I was doing to her.

Like she wanted it, even in her dreams.

I stilled for a moment. Let her body adjust. Felt the flutter of her cunt around my finger. Her little twitch. The way her breath caught just slightly when I curled inside her.

I added a second finger.

The stretch pulled a sharp little whimper from her lips, a soft shiver through her whole frame. Her pussy gripped me tighter. I couldn’t breathe.

My hand cradled the back of her head, like I was comforting her. My mouth brushed the crown of her hair.

“It’s okay,” I whispered, voice gravel-thick. “You’re doing so good.”

She didn’t speak. Didn’t move. Just melted further, thighs relaxing, arms going slack. Her body accepted me like she belonged here—on my lap, on my fingers, leaking all over my hand like she’d needed this for months and didn’t know it until now.

I started to move.

Fingers stroking deep, slow, deliberate. Pressing against that sensitive spot, then curling just enough to make her hips twitch and roll, searching for more. My palm dragged across her clit on every pass, and her breath hitched again, this time sharper. Almost awake.

Almost.

But not enough to stop me.

Not enough to save her from how much I wanted her.

Not enough to stop what was coming next.

She was clenching around me—tight, wet, pulsing with unconscious rhythm. Her body was waking up before her mind, hips shifting in the faintest, instinctive grind, just enough to fuck herself on my fingers without even knowing it.

I kept them inside her, slow and steady, every curl angled deep. I knew how to touch a woman. I knew how to read the small signs—the hitch of her breath, the twitch in her thigh, the way her lips parted just a little more each time I passed over that swollen, sensitive spot inside.

Her cunt welcomed every motion, gripping tight like she didn’t want to let me go. Like she needed more.

She did.

So I gave it to her.

Curled my fingers harder. Pumped them in a little deeper. My palm rode against her clit on every stroke, dragging over it wetly, her slick soaking my knuckles. The smell of her filled the space between us—hot and thick and real. I could feel it in my chest, in my cock, in my bones.

Her breathing picked up. Barely audible.

Then her hips jolted, just once, small and sharp. A broken whimper left her mouth, lips brushing my collarbone.

Still asleep. But right there.

I didn’t stop.

My hand held firm on the back of her head, stroking gently while the other worked deeper inside her, fucking her with smooth, relentless precision. Her cunt clenched tight, tighter—then squeezed, fluttering hard around my fingers in sudden, helpless spasms.

She gasped.

A soft little cry, buried into my shirt.

Her thighs quivered against mine. Her body went rigid for a heartbeat—then melted.

Her orgasm soaked my hand.

I kept fingering her through it, drawing it out slow and tender, not letting up until her whole body sagged against me, legs loose, chest rising and falling with lazy aftershocks. Her pussy throbbed around my fingers, trying to pull me deeper even as the tension drained from her limbs.

She never opened her eyes.

Never said a word.

Just curled into me tighter, like I was the safest place she could be.

My hand slid gently free, coated in her wetness. I brought it to my mouth. Licked it slow from my fingers, tasting her. Memorizing her.

I’d just made her come in her sleep.

And she still didn’t know what I was capable of.


Chapter 2

She stirred softly in my arms.

No panic. No tension. Just the slow, stretching kind of wake-up, like she’d slept deeply and well. Her hand pressed flat against my chest, then curled there, fingers twitching lightly as she blinked against the light.

I’d cleaned my hand on the blanket draped over the arm of the couch. Slow. Careful. The taste of her still lingered on my tongue, and I hadn’t taken my eyes off her the entire time.

Her eyes cracked open, hazy and unfocused.

“Mmph,” she mumbled, voice small and hoarse with sleep. “What time is it?”

“Late,” I said softly, brushing a hand up her back. “You fell asleep on me.”

She blinked again, then smiled—lazy, sweet, innocent as ever.

“Oops. Sorry. You’re comfortable.”

That smile. That voice. The way her body still draped over mine, completely trusting. If she only knew what I’d just done to her. What she’d let me do.

She stretched a little, and I felt her thighs shift. Her hips rolled slightly—she paused, brow creasing faintly.

“What…” She squirmed again, the fabric of her panties dragging over her wet pussy. She bit her lip. “Did I…?”

I kept my hand on her back, stroking slowly.

“You had a dream, I think,” I murmured. “Sounded like a good one.”

Her face flushed. She let out a shy laugh, burying her face in my shirt. “God. Seriously?”

I didn’t answer. Just kissed the top of her head.

She pressed her thighs together a little tighter, confused, clearly still feeling the aftermath. She shifted again, testing the slickness between her legs. Her breath hitched.

Still not understanding.

“You were moaning in your sleep,” I said into her hair. “Grinding a little too.”

Her head shot up, wide-eyed. “No I wasn’t.”

I raised an eyebrow, grinning.

“Yes you were. Thought I was gonna have to hold you down.”

Her mouth dropped open, shocked. Then she swatted at my chest, face burning. “Shut up, oh my god—stop.”

I caught her wrist. Held it, slow and firm. Let her feel the strength in my grip.

She stopped giggling.

Our eyes locked. Her smile faded, replaced by something else. Her lips parted. Her breath slowed.

Neither of us moved.

My thumb dragged gently over the inside of her wrist. “Did it feel good?” I asked, voice low. “Whatever you were dreaming?”

She didn’t answer. Just looked at me.

Her thighs pressed together again.

And I knew.

She was still looking up at me—cheeks flushed, eyes wide, lips parted just slightly like her body hadn’t caught up to her mind yet.

Still perched in my lap, warm and loose from sleep, her thighs pressed together beneath that sweatshirt like she couldn’t figure out what she was feeling.

Like she didn’t want to ask.

So I didn’t make her.

“I’m staying the night,” I said, fingers trailing up the back of her bare thigh, slipping just under the hem of her shirt. “Not gonna argue about it.”

She swallowed. Said nothing. Just blinked slow, like her brain was skipping a beat.

I leaned in, brushing my mouth against her ear.

“You’re not alright.”

She stiffened a little. I felt her pulse jump under my palm.

“You think you are,” I murmured, voice low and even. “But your body’s humming, twitchy. That pretty little pussy’s still clenching from the dream, isn’t it?”

Her breath hitched.

“You didn’t come down. You came hard and now you’re floating… half-wrecked and too warm. That kind of state can fuck a girl up if you leave her there.”

I slid my hand higher. Found the waistband of her panties. She didn’t move.

Didn’t stop me.

“You need something solid to anchor you. Something that fills you up and keeps you safe while you sleep. You understand?”

She nodded, barely. Tiny. Dazed.

I hooked my fingers into the waistband, dragged the soaked cotton down. She lifted her hips without a word. Panties slipped to her knees, then the floor.

I unzipped my jeans with one hand. My cock sprang free, hard and heavy, the head slick already from how long I’d been pressed against her.

She stared—shocked again. But her eyes didn’t leave it.

I gripped her hips and guided her, slow and patient, like I’d done this a hundred times. Lined her up over me, the tip of my cock brushing the slick folds of her cunt. She trembled. Just a little.

Then I pulled her down.

Slow.

Steady.

She opened around me like a dream.

“Fuck,” I growled, teeth clenched. “You’re so wet it’s filthy, sweetheart. Didn’t even need to prep you.”

She gasped—a tiny, choked sound—and her hands clutched at my shoulders.

I kept going. Sinking deeper, inch by inch, until her tight heat swallowed me whole.

When our hips met, and she was fully seated on my cock, I held her there. One arm around her waist. One hand splayed on the back of her neck, grounding her.

She was trembling now, breath coming fast, pussy gripping and fluttering around me like she didn’t know how to handle the stretch.

But she was taking it. All of it.

“Shhh,” I murmured, lips brushing her temple. “Not gonna move. Not fucking you. Not yet.”

Her head turned slightly. “Then why…?”

I leaned back to look her in the eyes.

“Because you need to be full, Elena. That’s it. Just sit on my cock and breathe. Let your body calm down. Let me hold you while you come back to earth.”

She stared at me—blinking, flushed, mouth parted like she didn’t know if she was scared or grateful.

I stroked her back. Kept her snug on my lap, cunt wrapped tight around me, no space between us.

“Good girl,” I murmured, pressing a kiss just under her jaw. “Now hush. You’re safe. I’ve got you. Just sit right here and soak me, sweetheart.”

And she did.


Chapter 3

She didn’t move at first.

Just sat there on my cock—full, stretched, warm and dazed—her head tucked beneath my chin, breathing slow but shallow. Her fingers curled in the front of my shirt like she was afraid I might disappear if she let go.

I didn’t rush her.

Didn’t speak.

My hands stayed gentle.

I stroked the back of her head, fingers sliding through the loose, dark strands of her hair, petting slow. Over and over. I let my nails lightly rake her scalp, just enough to make her sigh.

“Good girl,” I whispered again, quieter this time. “That’s it. Just breathe.”

My other hand smoothed down her back, slow as honey. Down the dip of her spine, over the soft curve of her ass where she was seated so perfectly on my cock. I gave it a slow squeeze, then returned to the gentle rhythm—stroking, soothing, touching her like she belonged to me.

She whimpered. A tiny, fragile sound.

Then she moved.

Barely—just a shift in her hips, a subconscious roll forward and back that made her pussy glide along the thick length of me, still seated deep inside.

I felt it like a lightning strike.

She gasped quietly against my collarbone. Froze.

Then did it again.

Her hips rocked slow, slow, shy little movements—just enough to grind her clit against me, just enough to make the heat inside her spark back to life.

I kept petting her. Hair, back, ass, back to her waist. I slipped my hand under her sweatshirt, cupped one perfect breast in my palm, thumbing her nipple as she moved.

She shuddered in my arms.

“You don’t have to do anything,” I murmured. “You’re not putting on a show. You’re not fucking me. Just let your body take what it needs.”

She whimpered again, rocking a little harder now—tiny, helpless rolls of her hips that dragged her tight cunt up and down the length of me, wet and clenching and needy.

I didn’t thrust. Didn’t guide her.

I just held her. Pet her.

One hand kept massaging her breast—thumb flicking the nipple to a stiff, aching point—while the other trailed down, cupping the swell of her ass, squeezing gently in time with her rhythm.

“Good girl,” I breathed into her hair. “That’s it, baby. Just like that. Slow. Sweet. You need this.”

She moaned. It was quiet, but raw. Vulnerable.

Her thighs tensed against mine. Her hands clutched my shoulders tighter as she kept grinding, slow and steady, each stroke dragging her swollen clit along the base of my cock, wet and slippery with everything she’d soaked me in.

I brushed her hair back from her face.

“You’re perfect,” I whispered. “Let it feel good. That’s all I want. You don’t have to do anything but feel.”

She gasped again—higher, sharper—and her hips started stuttering. I felt her getting close.

I rubbed her back, kissed her temple, dragged my palm over her ass again as she rocked down harder. Her breath was shaking now, chest heaving softly against mine.

“You gonna come like this, sweetheart?” I murmured, my voice pure velvet now. “Just from grinding on my cock, being held? You gonna let go for me like a good girl?”

She nodded against my neck.

Didn’t say a word.

But I felt the tremble start in her thighs.

Her rhythm faltered, just for a moment.

A hitch in her breath. A little gasp. Her hips slowed—then stilled. She was trembling again, body slick with heat where it pressed to mine, her thighs locked around my lap, her cunt still gripping the base of my cock like she didn’t want to let go.

But something had changed.

She lifted her head.

Slow.

Sleepy, soft-eyed, mouth flushed and parted. Her hair clung to her cheek in damp strands, and her breath brushed my lips as she looked at me—really looked—like she was seeing me for the first time.

Then she kissed me.

No hesitation. No question.

Just leaned forward and pressed her mouth to mine, open and warm, and it was messy. Clumsy with want, full of breath and heat and something that tasted like surrender.

I growled low in my throat, hand sliding up her back to the base of her neck, cradling her as I kissed her back harder, deeper. Her mouth opened wider, and our tongues met slow, wet, hungry.

She moaned into me.

And then—without a word—she reached for the hem of her sweatshirt.

Her arms lifted, pulling it over her head. The cotton clung to her skin, dragging up her sides, until it slipped free and fell into her lap.

She was bare underneath.

No bra. No modesty.

Just her.

Soft, perfect breasts rising with each shaky breath, her nipples flushed and stiff, begging to be touched. My hands found them instantly—both palms full, fingers teasing, thumbing the sensitive peaks until she gasped and arched against me.

“Fuck, Elena,” I breathed, eyes locked on her chest as she rocked forward again, sliding her soaked pussy down to the base of my cock. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this.”

She whimpered. Pressed her forehead to mine.

“I want you to move,” she whispered. “Please. I want it.”

I smiled, dark and slow.

“Then ride me, baby.”

My hands grabbed her hips, guiding her—up, then down—slow at first, so she felt every inch stretch her again.

She moaned, long and low, hips shuddering as she sank down on me.

And again.

Her pace was hesitant, then smoother, then needy, her body learning me stroke by stroke. My hands never stopped touching—one gripping her waist, the other sliding up to squeeze her tits, stroke her back, rub slow circles into her hips.

Her lips parted again, and I kissed her breath away.

“That’s it,” I murmured against her tongue. “Stay right here. Take it just like that. You’re so fucking good for me.”

And she was.

Dripping, flushed, clinging to me while she bounced slow and deep on my cock, breasts jiggling with every stroke, mouth open, moaning helplessly into my mouth.

I let her move for a little while.

Watched her find the rhythm—her rhythm—hips rising and falling, wet heat dragging over my cock with every trembling bounce. She was trying to take all of me, sinking lower with each pass, panting into my neck when the stretch hit deep.

But her pace was too fast. Too eager. I could feel her losing control, her thighs already starting to shake, and I wasn’t going to let her come again before I had her the way I wanted her.

So I gripped her hips.

Tight.

Slowed her down.

Her moan was confused at first, small and breathy. She tried to move again, bounce, but I held her still, fingers digging into the plush curve of her ass.

“Too fast,” I murmured, dragging my lips across her jaw. “That’s not how you ride me, baby. You don’t get to rush this.”

She whimpered. “But I—I need—”

“I know what you need,” I growled, grinding her hips down until she was seated flush again, every inch of me buried deep in her slick little cunt. “And it’s not to fuck yourself stupid. You need to feel. Every. Inch.”

She shivered in my hands, thighs tensing. Her pussy fluttered around me, tight and hot and clenching like it couldn’t stand being still.

I rolled her hips. Slow. Lazy.

Made her grind.

“Just like that,” I said, dragging her up slightly, then back down, my cock gliding through her with aching friction. “Let me have it. Don’t fight it. Let your body learn mine.”

Her hands clutched my shoulders. She bit her lip, gasping when the new pace hit her clit just right.

I kept it steady.

Up. Down. Grind.

No bouncing. Just deep, slow friction, the kind that made her head tilt back and her breath shake in these quiet, desperate little moans.

“That’s it,” I whispered, petting her sides, her belly, her tits. “Fuck, look at you. So soft like this. I could keep you on my cock all night.”

She whimpered again, eyes fluttering shut.

“You want that?” I asked, brushing her hair from her face. “Want to stay filled up while I use you slow? Keep you right on the edge until you can’t remember your own name?”

She nodded—fast, shaky.

I brought my hand to her ass again, gave it a hard squeeze, then guided her hips in another circle, grinding her clit against the base of my cock.

She cried out.

“Good girl,” I hissed, pulling her in for a kiss. Her mouth opened instantly, hot and needy, tongue tangling with mine as her body writhed in my grip, helpless under the slow pace I forced her to keep.

Her thighs trembled again. Her cunt clutched tight.

“You’re gonna come again just like this,” I whispered into her mouth. “No bouncing. No begging. Just feel me, sweetheart. Grind that pretty pussy down and let go.”

She was close.

I could feel it—every twitch of her thighs, every soft cry caught in her throat, the way her cunt gripped me tighter with every slow, dragging grind.

“Just like that, sweetheart,” I breathed, holding her hips steady. “Don’t you dare stop. You feel what you’re doing to me?”

She nodded, barely. Her whole body trembling now.

“You’re so fucking tight,” I groaned, burying my cock deep and keeping it there, letting her rock down, slow and thick, her clit grinding on me every time she moved. “So wet—fuck—you’re soaking me, baby.”

She whimpered, forehead pressing to my shoulder, breath coming in desperate little gasps.

I kissed her jaw, then lower, dragging my tongue up the side of her neck as I cupped her ass with one hand and stroked her back with the other. “You’re doing so good. Riding so sweet. Just feel it. Let go.”

“I—I can’t—” she gasped, voice cracking.

“Yes, you can. You’re already there, baby. I can feel it. This little pussy’s begging to come, squeezing me like she knows I belong inside.”

She cried out. Her nails dug into my shoulders.

“That’s it,” I growled, hips rising just barely, meeting her with a slow thrust. “God, you’re perfect. Fucking made for me. You feel how full you are?”

She nodded again, hips grinding harder now, chasing it. Her breath broke into short, high little moans with every pass of her clit against the base of my cock.

“You need to come on me, don’t you?” I whispered, biting gently at her neck. “You need to cream all over my cock and let me fill you up, huh? Stuff you deep and make sure you stay mine.”

Her whole body jerked.

Then she broke.

Her cry was sharp, soft, wet—muffled against my chest as her pussy clenched violently around me, spasming with the force of her orgasm. Her hips stuttered in tiny jerks, riding it out, grinding in helpless circles as she came.

“Fuck—fuck, that’s it,” I hissed, hands gripping her ass hard now, holding her flush to me while she soaked my cock. “So fucking good, Elena. So good for me. You hear me?”

She sobbed into my skin, overwhelmed, body twitching with aftershocks.

“I’ve got you,” I panted. “You’re alright. Let it happen. Let it all out, baby.”

And then I couldn’t hold back any longer.

Her pussy was too tight. Too hot. Too wet. Still fluttering around me, still pulsing, like she wanted me to come in her. Like she needed it.

I thrust up into her once—deep, hard, grinding my cock all the way to the hilt—and groaned, voice ragged and low.

“Gonna come in you,” I growled. “Gonna fill you up, make this sweet little cunt mine.”

She moaned again—wrecked, breathless.

My hips bucked once. Twice. Then I came hard—balls tightening, cock swelling inside her as thick heat flooded her pussy. I groaned into her throat, holding her still while I emptied into her, shot after shot, stuffing her deep.

“Fuck, baby—take it—take every drop,” I hissed, hips rolling as my orgasm surged through me. “You’re mine now. You hear me? Fucking mine.”

She whimpered. Still grinding slow. Still letting me come inside her while her thighs quivered.

I kissed her. Hard. Slow. Possessive.

And she melted into it.

Still shaking. Still full.

Still perfect.

She sagged in my arms, warm and soft and boneless, her head tucked under my chin as she breathed through the aftershocks. Her pussy was still wrapped tight around my cock, fluttering gently around the thickness of me, already soaked with both our mess.

I was still inside her.

Still throbbing.

Still leaking.

I didn’t move. I held her there, her bare tits against my chest, my hands stroking over her spine in long, slow passes. She felt perfect like this—wrecked, sweet, glowing with that dazed, aching pleasure that made her cling to me like she never wanted to be anywhere else.

“You did so good for me, baby,” I murmured into her hair, kissing her temple. “Took me so deep. Came so sweet. Made a fuckin’ mess on my cock.”

She whimpered faintly, shivering as I rolled my hips once—just enough to stir the wet between her thighs. My cum was already leaking out of her, slick and hot where it trickled down my shaft.

“Still full of me,” I breathed. “But you’re not holding it all, are you?”

She shook her head, breath catching.

I kissed her cheek. “That’s no good. Can’t waste it.”

I slid one hand down between us, slow and deliberate, fingers slipping between her cheeks. She gasped when I pulled out—thick and slow—and I felt a fresh rush of cum slide out of her.

“Ohh,” she moaned, dazed. “It’s—mmn—it’s dripping…”

“I know, baby. I know.” I slid her off my lap carefully, onto her back on the couch, legs parted, her cunt red and swollen and leaking everything I’d given her.

I knelt between her thighs, fingers sliding gently up her slit, gathering the mess.

She watched with wide, sleepy eyes, lips parted.

“Look at that,” I murmured, spreading her open with two fingers. “Tried to take it all, but you’re leaking, sweetheart. Can’t let that happen.”

She whimpered when my fingers pressed back in—two, slick with cum, sliding deep into the heat of her pussy. She clenched hard, back arching.

“Shhh,” I whispered. “Let me push it back in. Gotta keep it inside, baby.”

I started working it in—gentle, firm thrusts of my fingers, stuffing her deeper with every slow stroke. Her thighs trembled. Her hips lifted off the couch.

“You’re gonna keep it,” I growled softly, eyes locked on her wrecked little hole. “Gonna stay full for me. You’re not wasting a drop.”

She moaned again, breathless, thighs parting wider.

“Know what you’re made for, don’t you?” I murmured, curling my fingers deeper. “Sweet little body like this, warm and soft, taking cock so well. That’s a breeding body, baby.”

Her eyes fluttered. A whine caught in her throat.

“That’s what you need, huh?” I kept going, slow and deep. “Not just to get fucked. Not just to come. You need to get filled. Need to feel my cum stay in you. Know your body’s working on it even while you sleep.”

“F-fuck,” she gasped, voice breaking.

“That’s right,” I whispered, fingers slick and relentless. “You keep clenching on me like that, I’ll put another load in you before sunrise. Would you like that, sweetheart? Waking up with my cock back in this pretty cunt, breeding you all over again?”

She nodded, mouth open, shaking under my hands.

“I’ll keep you full all night,” I promised, bending low to kiss the inside of her thigh. “And if your body’s ready, we’ll see what it catches.”

Her breath caught, pupils blown wide.

“Wouldn’t mind seeing you round with it,” I added, fingers pumping slow, curling up into her sweet spot. “Tummy all soft and heavy, knowing I did that to you. Walkin’ around knowing you’re mine.”

She moaned—loud and shaking—hips grinding up into my hand.

“That what you want, Elena?” I growled, lips against her heat. “Want me to fuck a baby into you?”

“Yes,” she gasped, voice cracking. “Yes—please daddy—don’t stop…”

I smiled. Dragged my fingers slow and deep.

“Good girl.”

Her thighs were still trembling—soft, slick, parted wide on the couch, her flushed pussy spread and leaking, stretched and swollen from how deep I’d filled her. Her body was a fucking masterpiece in this state, glowing and wrecked, coated in sweat and my cum and that sweet little shiver still dancing along her skin like she didn’t know how to come down.

And she was leaking.

My cum slid from her in slow, messy rivulets, glistening as it traced down to the curve of her ass. It made a mess of the cushions. Of her skin. Of everything.

I watched it happen.

And then I moved.

Slid off the couch and dropped to my knees between her legs. She blinked down at me, still too stunned to speak, her mouth slack and wet, her fingers curled against her own stomach like she was trying to hold the heat in.

“Elena,” I murmured, pressing my hands to the insides of her thighs, spreading her wider. “Let me have it.”

She didn’t answer. Didn’t need to.

I leaned in.

The scent of her hit me first—rich and ripe with sex, musk and sweetness and the thick salt of my own cum still dripping from her hole. My mouth watered. My cock ached all over again.

I licked her.

Long, flat, slow. Tongue dragging up from her slit to her clit, catching every trace of our mess and savoring it. She cried out, hips jolting. My hands held her down, kept her open, made her feel it.

“F-fuck—Isaac—”

“Mmm,” I groaned against her, licking deeper now, curling my tongue into her fluttering cunt. “That’s it. Taste so fucking good like this. You like being messy, don’t you?”

She whimpered.

I licked her again, messier this time. Slurping. Sucking. Dragging everything she leaked back into her with my tongue.

Spitting it. Licking it again.

Forcing her to feel it.

“You’re dripping, baby,” I murmured into her, licking at her folds like it was the last thing I’d ever taste. “Gotta keep it all in. Can’t waste a drop. That load belongs to you.”

I flicked my tongue across her clit, quick and sharp, and she screamed.

Her hands clawed at the couch cushions. Her legs tried to close.

I didn’t let them.

“God, the way this little pussy tastes…” I moaned, fucking her with my tongue now, curling it deep, letting it push my cum back into her with every pass. “You were made for this. I could eat you for hours like this.”

She sobbed—real, wracked, full-body shuddering sobs—caught between overstimulation and the filth of it, her hole gaping for my mouth, her clit pulsing like it couldn’t decide if it was done or begging for more.

I kissed it.

Soft. Gentle. A sweet little kiss on her swollen bud like I wasn’t just fucking her with my tongue seconds ago.

Then I buried my face in her again.

Tongue deep. Hands gripping her thighs so tight she’d bruise.

“Mmmm,” I growled, licking her cunt like it was mine. “There it is. My mess. My baby. My pussy.”

She came again.

Didn’t even mean to.

One long, choking gasp—then a scream, her whole body locking up, her pussy clamping down in wave after wave as my mouth sucked her through it. I never stopped. I licked and kissed and devoured her, groaning into her hole like she was feeding me life.

When it passed, and she collapsed fully into the cushions, legs trembling uncontrollably, I kissed my way up her thigh. Her stomach. Her ribs.

“I’m not done with you,” I whispered, dragging my tongue up her chest. “You’re sleeping in my bed tonight.”

She nodded, dazed, barely able to move.

“And you’re sleeping full.”


Chapter 4

She was limp in my arms.

Used, trembling, glowing with the heat of it—of us. Her body slack from orgasm after orgasm, her skin still flushed, her breath still catching. She didn’t resist when I lifted her off the couch, arms slipping weakly around my shoulders as I carried her through the quiet apartment.

Her cunt was leaking—my cum, still—and I could feel it trailing down the inside of her thigh as I walked. I didn’t care. She was mine now. That mess was part of her. She’d wear it until I made more.

The bedroom door creaked open. I lowered her onto the bed, slow, laying her out across the cool sheets like something precious. Her thighs were still parted. Her chest rose and fell in soft, shaky waves.

I knelt at the edge of the bed and kissed her knee.

She watched me with glassy eyes, lips slightly parted.

“You okay?” I asked, brushing hair from her forehead.

She nodded—barely.

I smiled.

“You look so fucked out, sweetheart. So sweet. So perfect.” I kissed her hipbone. “You needed that, didn’t you?”

Another nod. Quiet. Her hands curled in the sheets.

I crawled up onto the bed, over her, kissed the valley between her breasts. Then lower. My lips skimmed her belly, my hands sliding up her sides, petting, praising, letting her feel adored even now.

When I reached her face again, I kissed her—slow, deep, tongue dragging against hers like I wasn’t finished tasting her.

“Your body was made for this,” I murmured. “For me. The way you open up. The way you melt when I touch you.”

She gasped softly, hips lifting instinctively. Still needy.

“You ever feel like this with him?” I asked, low and rough now, nuzzling into her neck. “With my son?”

Her whole body froze.

I kissed her jaw. “Tell me the truth.”

She didn’t answer at first. Just shook her head slowly, almost ashamed.

“I didn’t think so,” I growled. “You were wasted on him. He didn’t know what to do with you. Didn’t know what he had.”

My cock was hard again. Already pressing between her thighs.

I hooked one of her legs over my hip and lined myself up, thick head dragging through the slick heat of her folds. She moaned, eyes fluttering.

I slid in.

Slow. Deep.

She gasped—legs wrapping around my back, nails clutching at my arms.

“You feel that?” I hissed, bottoming out, grinding deep so she could feel every ridge. “This is how you’re meant to be touched. Fucked. Worshipped.”

I started moving, slow and smooth. Rolling my hips into her like I was trying to memorize her from the inside.

“He never made you come like that,” I growled, thrusting deep. “He never held you while you cried on his cock. Never filled you up until you leaked.”

She moaned—loud and broken.

I kissed her again. Deep. Possessive.

“He doesn’t deserve you,” I whispered into her mouth. “But I’ll take care of you. Keep you warm. Keep you full.”

My hips rocked harder now, but still slow—pushing into her with thick, rolling thrusts that dragged every moan from her throat.

“You want that, baby?” I murmured. “Want to sleep every night with my cock in you? Want to wake up sore and dripping?”

“Yes,” she gasped, voice cracking. “Yes—please…”

I slid one hand between us, thumb rubbing slow circles over her clit while I fucked her deeper. She arched off the bed, thighs tightening.

“Good girl,” I breathed. “You’re mine now. Not his. Never again. Just mine.”

And I kept fucking her—slow, full, constant—while she melted underneath me.

Her body was soft beneath me now—sweet and pliant, like I’d wrung every ounce of resistance out of her. She clung to me with those warm thighs, nails dragging weak lines down my back as I rocked into her slow and deep, every thrust deliberate, thick with ownership.

Her cunt welcomed every stroke. Still slick, still hot, still fluttering around me like she didn’t want me to ever pull out again.

She moaned against my neck, breath fogging over my skin, voice a wrecked little whisper: “I… I can’t anymore, Isaac…”

I kissed her jaw, slowed the motion of my hips, not stopping—never stopping—but easing her down, soothing her.

“You don’t have to do anything,” I murmured. “Just let me stay inside. You’ve taken enough, baby.”

I shifted, gently. Pulled her onto her side with me, her leg over mine, her body curled into my chest. My cock never left her. Still buried deep in that wet, perfect pussy—still warm, still stretching her just right.

She whimpered as we settled, her hips pressing back instinctively when I adjusted the angle. I smiled, kissed her shoulder.

“That’s it,” I whispered, wrapping an arm tight around her waist. “Just like that. Gonna sleep full tonight, sweetheart.”

Her body relaxed into mine. Her breath slowed. She was floating again—eyes half-lidded, lips parted, her fingers searching for mine under the pillow.

I laced our hands together. Kept my other hand stroking her side, her ribs, her hips, her breast. Never stopping. Never letting her forget whose arms she was in.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” I whispered against her ear, nuzzling in. “Being plugged like this. Knowing I filled you up, and it’s still inside.”

She shivered—tiny, helpless.

I shifted my hips slightly, pressing my cock deeper, grinding slow. The mess between her thighs spread further, warm and wet, my cum mixed with her own arousal. I could feel it, sticky on her inner thigh, and I didn’t care. She was mine. She could drip all she wanted—as long as she kept me.

“You were made for this,” I breathed. “To be held like this. Fucked open slow. Filled and bred and wrapped around me while you sleep.”

A quiet gasp. Her fingers squeezed mine.

“Sleep now,” I murmured. “I’ve got you. You’re not going anywhere.”

I kissed her neck. Dragged my hand down to her belly. Palmed it.

“Gonna keep you like this. Every night. Full. Heavy. So your body learns what it’s meant for.”

She moaned again—soft, barely there—eyes fluttering shut as her breath slowed to a sleepy rhythm.

Still leaking. Still stretched. Still stuffed.

I stayed inside her.

Hard. Thick. Warm.

Just how she needed me.

Just how I needed her.

And when she finally fell asleep—completely limp in my arms, breathing soft—I stayed awake a little longer. Petting her. Stroking her. Kissing her temple.

My cock still pulsing inside her.

Home.

She was still wrapped around me when I woke.

The light through the curtains was pale and gray—barely dawn. Quiet hung in the room like a held breath. Her body was warm, soft against mine, her leg slung over my hip, her back pressed to my chest. My arm was around her waist, hand splayed low across her belly. My cock was still buried inside her.

Still hard.

Still home.

She hadn’t pushed me out in her sleep.

Hadn’t shifted away.

Her cunt had kept me. Tight and warm all night, pulsing soft and slow every time she breathed. She’d slept through the slow thickening of me, the way I’d stiffened back to full in the dark hours, the way her sweet little body had gripped and welcomed every inch again like it belonged there.

Because it did.

She did.

I didn’t move at first. Just breathed her in. Brushed my lips along the nape of her neck. My hips rolled once—slow, lazy, just enough to feel that thick slide of my cock inside her again.

She made a noise in her sleep. Not awake. But not far.

Her pussy clenched around me.

I groaned into her hair.

My hand drifted lower, fingers splaying down across her mound, just barely pressing where we were joined. I could feel how wet she still was. How deep I was.

Still fucking soaked with me.

Still mine.

I rolled my hips again, this time slower, deeper. Felt the drag of her walls. Felt her body respond.

She whimpered. Eyes still closed. Her thighs shifted.

“Shhh,” I whispered against her ear. “Still sleeping, baby. Just let me take care of you.”

My thrusts stayed slow. Gentle. More grinding than fucking. Just enough to keep her full, just enough to feed that craving low in my belly. The need to own her again before the sun rose. Before the world could touch her.

She whimpered again, hips rocking back into me.

I smiled. Kissed the side of her throat.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” I murmured. “Stay still. Just feel.”

My hand slid up to cup her breast—warm and soft in my palm. I rubbed her nipple between my fingers until she gasped, arching into me. Her cunt squeezed again.

I was going to ruin her.

“You don’t even know you’re doing it,” I whispered. “Grinding on me in your sleep. Letting me fuck you again like you need it.”

She breathed in sharply—waking now, just enough.

“I—” she whispered, barely there.

“I know, baby. You don’t have to say anything.” I kissed behind her ear, thrusting deeper now. “Just let me fill you up again.”

Her hand reached back, fingers digging into my thigh. Not pushing. Clinging.

I started moving in earnest.

Long, slow thrusts.

Her body opened all over again, soaked and stretched and still shaped to me from the night before. Every stroke hit deep, dragging slick and slow from root to tip. I could feel the mess between us—my cum still inside her, wetting every thrust.

“You kept it all in,” I groaned, voice thick. “Fucking perfect.”

She moaned, louder now, hips rocking back into me in soft, sleepy rhythm.

“You gonna let me fill you again?” I asked. “Before you’re even fully awake?”

She nodded. Moaned. “Please…”

I growled—low and deep—and fucked her harder. Still spooning. Still kissing her shoulder. One hand on her tit, the other between her legs, fingers rubbing circles over her clit while I drove into her wet little cunt.

“You take me so good, baby,” I hissed. “Still warm, still tight. Fuck—I could live right here.”

Her legs started shaking.

“That’s it,” I growled. “Let go. Come again for me. So I can come inside you where it belongs.”

She cried out, back arching—thighs locking around me as her pussy clamped down, soaking me all over again with a whimpering orgasm that shook her whole body.

I didn’t stop.

I thrust harder, teeth gritted, hips slamming deep into her soaked heat until I exploded—grunting into her neck, thick ropes of cum flooding her a second time.

“Fuck, yes,” I groaned, still grinding deep as I emptied inside her. “Take it, baby. Take all of it. Every drop. Gonna breed this pussy every fucking morning.”

She sobbed—wrecked, gasping—and I held her through it.

Petting her.

Kissing her.

Staying inside.


Epilogue

Six months later, I still hadn’t pulled out.

Not once.

Not when she came on me sobbing.

Not when she begged to be ruined again before coffee.

Not when she whispered, “I think I’m late.”

And now here I was—clean-shaven, collared shirt, calm—sitting across from my son in the kind of upscale downtown place where we used to come when he remembered to ask me for money.

He was scrolling his phone, flipping the fork between his fingers like he’d rather be anywhere else. Nothing new there.

“You wanted to talk?” he asked, barely glancing up.

I smiled. Didn’t show teeth.

“I wanted to tell you something face-to-face.”

He leaned back. “Is it about Mom?”

“No.” I picked up my water. Took a long, casual sip. “It’s about me.”

He squinted. “…Okay?”

I set the glass down, folded my hands, and looked him dead in the eye.

“I got married.”

He blinked.

I didn’t stop.

“We eloped a few months ago. Didn’t make a thing of it. Didn’t think you’d be thrilled.”

His mouth opened, then shut. “You… married someone?”

“Mhm.”

He stared at me. “Who?”

I didn’t answer. Just looked over his shoulder.

And right on cue, the restaurant door opened.

There she was.

Elena.

Hair up. Soft dress hugging the curve of her belly. Swollen tits, bare shoulders, that same sweet softness in her eyes she always wore when she looked at me.

My wife.

Carrying my baby.

She smiled when she saw me. Not him. Me.

My son turned.

And froze.

His mouth actually fell open this time. “What the fuck—”

“Elena,” I called, voice warm, slow. “Come sit, sweetheart.”

She did. Slid in beside me, tucked under my arm like she belonged there. Which she did.

Her hand settled on her belly.

My hand settled on hers.

His face went white.

I kissed her cheek. “Told him, baby.”

“You—you’re—” He couldn’t get the words out. “You married my ex?! She was—how the fuck—how long—?”

“She wasn’t yours,” I said, voice steady. “You had no idea what to do with her. You didn’t touch her right. You didn’t treat her right. You didn’t even look at her right.”

He was shaking his head, furious, speechless.

I leaned in, resting my hand on Elena’s thigh. “She was mine the second you let her go.”

Her hand gripped mine tighter.

She didn’t say a word.

Didn’t need to.

He stood up. Abrupt. Knocking his chair backward. “You’re disgusting. Both of you.”

Elena flinched. I didn’t.

I just looked up at him.

“You wanna storm out?” I asked calmly. “Go ahead. But you’re walking away from blood.”

He froze.

I smiled. Slow. Dark.

“She’s pregnant.”

His face twisted. “With your kid?!”

“Obviously.” I turned to Elena. Kissed the side of her neck. “Five months along. Already kicks like she’s mine.”

She blushed. Bit her lip. Didn’t look away from me.

I reached down and adjusted the band on her finger. Brushed her belly. Kept my arm around her like I owned her—because I did.

“You can stay and be civil,” I said without looking at him. “Or you can leave. But either way, you’re going to have a little sister.”

He walked.

No goodbye.

No bill.

Just the sound of the door swinging shut behind him.

Elena let out a breath. Her hand found mine again. “That went…”

“Expectedly.”

I turned back to her, brushing her jaw with my knuckles. She leaned into it like she always did.

“You alright?”

She nodded. “Better now.”

I kissed her slow. Tongue deep. Didn’t care who saw.

She was mine.

Wife. Mother of my child.

And I’d never pull out again.
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