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Prologue

I’d been watching her all night.

Madeline Summers—my mom’s best friend, the woman I’d had a stupid, impossible crush on since I was old enough to understand what desire felt like. She was wearing this soft, champagne-colored dress that clung to her curves like it adored them. Gentle makeup, a shy smile, blond hair tucked behind one ear whenever she laughed.

And God, she laughed a lot. She always did. Sweet, warm, soft around the edges. The kind of woman who made you feel calmer just by standing near her.

Her husband, Dan, was already three drinks in, slapping backs and shouting jokes across the living room. Mom was fluttering around excitedly, making sure everyone had a glass in hand. I lingered by the fireplace, pretending to scroll my phone, when really I was watching her weave through the room like she didn’t realize she was the prettiest thing in it.

Almost midnight.

I’d planned for this. Calculated it. The moment the countdown hit thirty seconds, I slipped through the crowd and positioned myself right at her side. Close enough for my shoulder to brush hers.

She glanced up, startled, then smiling. “Eli—hey. Happy almost New Year.”

God, her voice. Gentle, like warm honey.

“Happy almost New Year,” I murmured back, letting my hand rest lightly on her lower back as people jostled around us. She didn’t pull away. She never did. She always let me touch her, as if she thought nothing of it.

Ten… nine… eight…

Her eyes flicked toward Dan, still across the room laughing too loud to notice her. And I saw the moment she realized—I was the one she’d be kissing at midnight.

She swallowed. Her cheeks warmed. Her fingers twisted nervously around the hem of her dress.

Three… two… one—

“Happy New Year!” the room erupted.

And I cupped her jaw gently, giving her enough time to pull away if she wanted to.

She didn’t.

I leaned in and kissed her—softly at first, letting her feel my breath, my intention. Her lips parted in surprise, a tiny sound escaping her, and I deepened it just enough to make it a real kiss. Not a polite excuse. Not a friendly peck.

A kiss everyone could see.

It lingered. Longer than it should’ve. Long enough for a dozen voices to go quiet. Long enough for the teasing to spark instantly.

“Damn! Look at those two!”

“Guess we know who the real couple is tonight!”

“Maddy, girl, your boyfriend is starting the year off right!”

Even Dan whooped from across the room. “Careful, sweetheart, Eli’s gonna steal you.”

She pulled back from me, cheeks burning, flustered and breathless.

But I didn’t look away.

I wanted her to see exactly how much I’d enjoyed it.

“Happy New Year, Madeline,” I murmured.

Her knees actually wobbled.


Chapter 1

The room was buzzing—laughter, music, champagne fizzing over rims—but all I could hear was her breathing. Soft. Unsteady. Madeline stood there with her fingers pressed to her lips like she was trying to hide the way they were still swollen from my kiss.

People swarmed instantly.

“Oh my god, Maddie, you two looked like a movie scene!”

“Eli, you dog! You going after older women now?”

“Not older—his mom’s best friend! That’s practically forbidden!”

She covered her face with her hands. “You all, stop—oh my god—”

Dan wrapped an arm around her shoulder, still laughing. “Come on, sweetheart, let him have another one! It’s New Year’s!”

She froze.

The whole room cheered.

I stepped closer before she could think of an excuse, slipping an arm around her waist. She gasped softly, looking up at me like she wasn’t sure if she should run or melt.

“Only if she wants,” I said, but my thumb was already stroking her hip, subtle enough to hide from the crowd, intimate enough to make her knees buckle.

She whispered, “Eli… we shouldn’t—”

“They’re watching,” I murmured, brushing my lips near her ear. “Just a little fun. Let me make it look good.”

Her breath hitched.

And then—slowly, shyly—she nodded.

The crowd erupted.

I turned her toward me, hand sliding up her spine. She felt so small in my arms, so warm, so deliciously unsure. I tilted her chin up with two fingers, and her eyes fluttered half-closed before I even touched her.

I kissed her.

Not soft this time.

Her lips parted instantly, helplessly. I angled her back slightly, one hand spread across the small of her back, holding her pressed flush to me as I deepened it. Her hands clutched my shirt—tentative at first, then tighter as she gave in and kissed me back with this trembling sweetness that went straight to my head.

Someone shouted, “Get a room!”

Another yelled, “No—stay here, this is the entertainment! Keep going!”

Dan hollered over the noise, laughing so hard he had to hold onto a chair. “Jesus, Maddie, he’s kissing you like he means it!”

I pulled back just enough to look at her.

Her lips were wet. Her eyes glassy. Her breath too fast.

She looked ruined already—and the night had barely started.

I brushed my thumb over her lower lip, letting the crowd scream and whistle around us like it was background noise.

“You taste like champagne,” I murmured, low enough for only her to hear.

She shivered.

Full-body.

And I smiled.

Because she was already mine—even if she didn’t know it yet.

The teasing was still echoing through the room when the music shifted—someone dimmed the lights, someone else queued up something soft, slow, warm. The kind of song that wrapped itself around you the way you wished someone would.

The crowd reacted instantly.

“Ohhh, yeah, put the lovers on the dance floor!”

“Go on, Maddie, he’s already kissed you twice—dance with him!”

I felt her stiffen beside me. Her fingers curled nervously at her sides as people gently pushed us forward, laughing, clapping, egging us on. She looked small and overwhelmed—eyes wide, cheeks flushed, lips still swollen from me.

Perfect.

I stepped in front of her, offering my hand.

“Come here,” I murmured.

She hesitated only a second before slipping her hand into mine. So soft. So delicate. I guided her into the center of the room, where the lights glowed low and golden across her hair.

The moment I put my hands on her—one at her waist, the other guiding her arm up around my neck—she let out the tiniest, breathiest exhale. Like the contact alone unraveled her.

She didn’t know where to look.

At my chest.

At the floor.

Anywhere but my eyes.

So I dipped my head, forcing her to meet them.

“Relax,” I said softly. “I’ve got you.”

And God, the way she melted.

Her body settled against mine, shy but eager, her hands trembling a little as they clung to my shoulders. I pulled her closer—closer than the dance required, closer than was even remotely appropriate. Her breasts brushed my chest. Her thighs brushed mine. Her breath hit the hollow of my throat.

She whispered, “Eli… everyone’s watching…”

“Good,” I whispered back. “Let them.”

Her husband whistled from the sidelines, joking loudly, “Careful, Maddie! He’s gonna dance you right out of your marriage!”

Everyone roared with laughter.

She hid her face in my shoulder—mortified, sweet, blushing so hard I could feel the heat of it.

I tightened my hold on her waist, guiding her hips with mine. Slow, deep sways. Movements that felt like foreplay disguised as dancing. Every time her breath caught, I dipped my head lower, letting my lips brush the shell of her ear.

“You’re shaking,” I murmured.

She trembled harder.

“You like being this close to me?”

Her fingers curled in my shirt. She didn’t answer—she couldn’t—but her body did. Pressing into me, molding to me, letting me lead her like she was made for it.

The room blurred. The noise faded. All I cared about was the way she tried not to whimper when my hand slipped a little lower on her back. The way her thighs tensed each time my hips brushed hers. The way her breath hitched every time I whispered something only she could hear.

When the song slowed even more, I bent my head until my lips were brushing her cheek. Not kissing. Not quite. Just close enough to make her shiver.

“You’re beautiful when you let go,” I whispered.

She nearly fell into me.

And the crowd cheered like they were watching a romance movie unfold live.


Chapter 2

Madeline was shaking by the time the slow song faded out. Not visibly—not the kind anyone else would notice—but I felt it. Every tremor that ran through her body where it pressed against mine. Every flutter of her breath against my neck.

So the moment the crowd started up another round of teasing—

“Get a room!”

“Kiss him again, Maddie!”

“Eli, you’re corrupting her!”

—she practically stumbled away from me.

“I—I need to… fix my makeup,” she whispered, voice barely there.

I didn’t call her out on the lie.

I just watched her slip through the room, cheeks flushed, hands trembling, disappearing toward the staircase like she needed distance just to breathe.

She thought I’d let her go.

She forgot who she was dealing with.

I waited a beat—long enough for no one to think anything of it—then followed. Quiet footsteps on creaking wood. The house was dim upstairs, lit only by a hallway lamp that cast warm shadows across the walls.

I found her near the guest bathroom, one hand braced against the doorframe, the other over her chest like she was trying to keep her heart from spilling out.

“Madeline.”

She jumped—actually jumped—whirling around with wide, guilty eyes.

“E-Eli, I— I just needed a minute. I shouldn’t have left the party like that, I just—”

I stepped closer.

She stepped back.

Another step.

Another retreat.

Until her spine pressed against the wall and she realized she was trapped. Not forcibly—just by the pull between us. And by how badly she didn’t want me to stop.

Her breath hitched as I placed my palm beside her head, leaning in just enough that she could feel my warmth, my presence, my intent.

“You always run when you want something,” I murmured. “You know that?”

Her lips parted. “I don’t— I’m not— that’s not—”

She could barely string a sentence together.

I tilted my head, studying her flushed cheeks, her trembling lashes, the way her thighs pressed tightly together like she was trying to hold herself still.

“Tell me you didn’t enjoy dancing with me,” I said softly. “Tell me you didn’t melt in my arms.”

Her voice was a whisper. “Eli… please…”

I brushed a fingertip along her jaw, slow enough to make her shiver.

“Please what?” I murmured. “Please stop? Or please don’t?”

Her breath broke—just a tiny sound—but enough to tell me everything I needed.

I leaned in, my lips brushing her cheek, barely not-kissing her. “You came up here because you didn’t trust yourself around me.”

She squeezed her eyes shut.

“And you followed me,” she whispered, voice trembling and sweet and full of terrified want.

“I always follow what’s mine,” I said.

Her knees actually buckled.

I caught her hips with both hands, pulling her gently but undeniably against me. Her breath caught in a gasp that echoed in the empty hallway.

Downstairs, the party went on—laughing, talking, oblivious.

Up here, it was just us.

Her chest rose against mine.

Her fingers curled in my shirt.

Her lips trembled inches from mine.

“Eli…” she breathed, barely a sound.

“Yes?” I whispered back, lips brushing hers without touching.

She didn’t answer.

But she tilted her face up.

And that was enough.

Her lips hovered beneath mine—soft, parted, trembling—and for a second, the world held still.

No music.

No laughter from downstairs.

No husband.

No party.

Just her breathing my breath.

I lifted her chin with two fingers, slow and deliberate, giving her every chance to flee.

She didn’t.

In fact… she leaned into my touch.

That was all the permission I needed.

I pressed my mouth to hers.

Not teasing.

Not a stolen New Year’s peck.

A real kiss—deep, claiming, years of want poured into one impossible moment.

She gasped against my lips, fingers curling in my shirt as if she needed something to hold onto while the floor gave out beneath her. I took advantage of that soft, startled sound, sliding my hand to the back of her neck and pulling her into me.

She melted.

Her whole body softened—chest pressing to mine, hips giving, knees weak enough that I had to brace her with my thigh between hers. The moment she felt that, she whimpered—an honest, helpless sound that went straight to my spine.

I deepened the kiss, tilting her head, coaxing her mouth open. She followed my lead like she was made for it, kissing me back with this sweet, shy hunger that told me she’d wanted this longer than she’d ever admit.

Her hands slipped up around my neck.

Mine tightened at her waist, dragging her closer.

Her breath trembled.

Her lips parted further.

She pushed—actually pushed—into me like she couldn’t get close enough.

And fuck, she tasted like champagne and fear and something soft that felt dangerously close to need.

When I finally dragged my mouth from hers, it wasn’t to stop.

It was to kiss along her cheek… her jaw… the fluttering pulse at her throat. She arched—barely, but enough. Enough to tell me she loved it. Enough to let me feel her grinding, the smallest, unconscious shift of her hips that she’d pretend later she didn’t make.

“Eli…” she whispered, breathless, ruined.

I lifted my head, pressing my forehead to hers.

“You kissed me like you meant it,” I said softly.

She swallowed hard, eyes dazed. “I… I didn’t mean— I mean, I didn’t think—”

“You didn’t think,” I murmured, brushing my thumb across her swollen lower lip. “You felt. For once, you let yourself.”

Her breath trembled out of her. “We… we shouldn’t…”

“You keep saying that,” I whispered, tracing her cheek with my knuckles, “but your body keeps telling me something else.”

Her thighs pressed together.

Her eyes fell closed.

And when I kissed her again—slower, deeper, all tongue and heat and hunger—she didn’t fight it. She kissed me back like she’d been starving for it.

Downstairs, someone yelled drunkenly about a new round of drinks.

Up here, she moaned softly into my mouth, clutching me tighter like she didn’t want me to ever stop kissing her.

And I wasn’t planning to.

The moment she kissed me back—really kissed me back—everything in her came undone.

Her fingers clutched at my shoulders like she needed me to hold her upright. Her breath turned uneven, soft, desperate. And when I slid my leg between hers again, higher this time, nudging her exactly where she was aching—

She broke.

A soft, sharp sound left her throat, halfway between a gasp and a moan, and she clung to me like gravity had let her go.

“Easy,” I murmured against her mouth, guiding her hips with my hands. “I’ve got you.”

She pressed down on my thigh, tentative at first. Testing. Searching. The friction made her shiver violently—like she wasn’t expecting how good it would feel.

“Madeline,” I whispered, “look at me.”

She didn’t dare. Her eyes fluttered open, glazed and overwhelmed, pupils blown wide. Her lips were parted, breath catching each time her hips rolled.

I tightened my hands on her waist, angling her just right.

Then she really moved.

A slow, needy grind.

Then another.

Her dress riding higher with each shift of her body.

Her breath falling apart against my neck.

“Oh—oh my god…” she whispered, horrified at how good it felt.

I kissed beneath her ear, letting my voice drop low.

“Don’t run now,” I murmured. “You came up here because you wanted this.”

Her fingers fisted in my shirt.

Her hips lifted—then pressed down harder.

She whimpered.

“You’re soaking through your panties, sweetheart,” I whispered, lips brushing her throat. “You feel that?”

Her whole body jolted.

She pressed harder into my thigh—frantic now—her soft, trembling little sounds echoing in the quiet hallway. Every roll of her hips dragged heat through both of us. She wasn’t thinking. She wasn’t pretending. She was feeling me, using me, grinding like she needed the friction more than air.

“Eli—Eli—I can’t—” she gasped, breath breaking apart.

“Yes you can,” I murmured. “Come on my thigh. Right here. Just like that.”

She whimpered—high, helpless.

Her movements got sharper, less controlled, her body chasing something she couldn’t stop anymore. Her nails dug into my shoulders as she practically rode my leg, soft little cries falling from her mouth each time pressure hit just right.

Her thighs were shaking violently now.

“Eli—please—”

“That’s it,” I growled, pulling her closer, guiding her hips through the frantic, desperate rhythm she needed. “Come for me, sweetheart. I want to feel you fall apart.”

She choked out a breath—sharp, shuddering—her whole body going tight against mine.

“Eli—oh god— I’m— I’m—”

She came.

Silently at first—just a full-body tremor, her hips grinding down and holding, like she couldn’t breathe. Then a soft, broken moan as she buried her face in my neck, clutching me as pleasure tore through her in helpless waves.

Her thighs quivered.

Her breath stuttered.

And she kept grinding.

Slow.

Instinctive.

Riding out every last pulse on my thigh.

When she finally sagged against me, trembling and boneless, I wrapped my arms around her and held her up.

“Look at me,” I whispered.

She lifted her head slowly, eyes dazed, cheeks flushed, lips swollen and slick from kissing me.

I smirked, brushing her hair back.

“You just came for me at my mom’s New Year’s party.”

Her face went scarlet.

And her hips pressed into me again—tiny, unconscious, like she wasn’t done.

She was still trembling in my arms, breath shaky against my throat, when I slid one hand down the curve of her spine. Not rushing. Not grabbing.

Just letting her feel exactly where my touch was heading.

Her body reacted before she could think—her hips tilted, her thighs parted just a little, her breath catching in a soft, startled sound against my skin.

“Madeline,” I murmured, voice low and steady, “don’t run from this.”

“I—I’m not,” she whispered, but her voice was barely a voice at all.

I smoothed my palm over the back of her thigh, fingers tracing slow patterns on her skin. Goosebumps rose instantly. Her knees wobbled. And when I slid my hand higher, under the hem of her dress—

She gasped.

Not loud.

Not scandalous.

Just… honest.

I kissed her shoulder, then her jaw, then the corner of her mouth before pulling back enough to look at her.

“You’re shaking,” I murmured.

“I can’t—help it,” she whispered.

“Good.”

My hand climbed higher.

Up her thigh.

Over warm, trembling skin.

Toward the heat I already knew I’d find.

Her dress bunched around my wrist as I slid my fingers further, until I reached the edge of her panties. Lace. Soaked. Absolutely drenched from grinding on my thigh.

I let my thumb press lightly against the fabric, right where she was sensitive.

She jerked—hard—her breath breaking in a soft little cry.

“Eli—please—”

“Please what?” I teased softly, rubbing slow circles over the wet lace. “You’ve already come once. You want more?”

Her eyes fluttered closed. Her head fell back against the wall. Her hips pushed into my hand—just once, slow, involuntary, needy.

She didn’t answer.

She didn’t have to.

I slid my fingers beneath the lace.

She nearly collapsed.

Her heat met my skin in a slick, trembling rush. She was soaked—so wet I could feel it before I even touched her properly. I let my fingertips glide through her arousal, slow and teasing, feeling her shiver, hearing her breath catch on the softest whimper.

“Oh—god—Eli…”

“You came so hard for me,” I murmured, dragging my fingers up through her folds. “And you’re still dripping.”

She covered her mouth with her hand, as if she could hide the sound she made when I slowly circled her clit.

It didn’t work.

Her hips jerked forward, pressing into my touch, her body giving me permission her words never would.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Show me what you want.”

I slid a finger lower—slow, steady, teasing her entrance. She clenched around nothing, gasping softly.

“Eli—someone could come upstairs—”

“Then be quiet for me,” I whispered. “If you can.”

Her thighs trembled violently at that.

And when I pressed my lips to her ear and slid a finger inside her—deep, slow, feeling her tighten around me so sweetly—

She moaned.

Quiet.

Desperate.

Utterly helpless.

Her hips moved without her permission, riding my hand the way she’d ridden my thigh—slow at first, then with a barely restrained hunger she couldn’t hide.

“You feel incredible,” I growled softly, kissing her neck as my fingers worked deeper. “You’re going to come for me again, aren’t you?”

Her breath stuttered.

She didn’t say yes.

She didn’t have to.

Her body gave her away—every trembling motion, every soft, frantic sound, every clench around my fingers.

And I wasn’t stopping until she fell apart again.

Her breath was already breaking, soft and uneven, when I curled my finger inside her—slow, deliberate, feeling the way her body tightened, fluttered, begged without a single word.

“Eli—” she whispered, voice cracking. “I… I can’t again—”

“You can,” I murmured against her neck, sliding my free hand up to cover her mouth gently. “And you will.”

Her eyes went wide—then melted shut as my thumb found her clit again, circling it in slow, devastating strokes that made her shake harder against the wall.

“Be quiet for me,” I whispered. “Or everyone downstairs will know what I’m doing to you.”

A helpless whimper vibrated against my palm.

Her thighs squeezed around my hand, trembling so hard it made the hallway light shake in my peripheral vision. She tried to hold still—really tried—but her hips kept rolling forward, chasing the pressure with these tiny, desperate movements she couldn’t control.

“God, you’re so wet,” I breathed, curling my finger deeper inside her. “You’re dripping all over my hand. Over a party wall. Over me.”

Her body jerked—hard.

I added a second finger, slow enough to make her gasp into my palm, but firm enough to make her back arch off the wall. She clutched my wrist with both hands as if she could stop me.

She didn’t.

She couldn’t.

Her hips pushed into my touch, needy and frantic, her breath coming in muffled cries against my hand.

“That’s it,” I coaxed. “Ride it… let me feel you.”

My thumb stroked tighter circles, faster now—just barely—and her whole body responded instantly, like she’d been wired directly into my touch.

Her knees buckled.

Her thighs shook violently.

Her pussy clenched around my fingers in tight, fluttering pulses.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered, feeling her get close. “You’re going to come so hard on my hand.”

She shook her head helplessly, trying to deny it.

Her body told the truth.

I pressed my forehead to hers, fingers working her in slow, relentless strokes, thumb flicking her clit just right—

And she broke.

Her whole body locked up—

Hips grinding desperately into my hand—

A wild, silent scream muffled under my palm—

Then she came.

Hard.

Her pussy clenched so tight around my fingers I groaned, feeling every pulse, every trembling spasm. She shook violently, trapped between my hand and the wall, thighs quivering uncontrollably as the orgasm ripped through her.

Her breath came in shattered little gasps, muffled against my palm as she rode it out, hips twitching, body desperate and beautiful and undone.

When the waves finally eased, she sagged forward into my chest—boneless, panting, trembling so hard I had to hold her upright.

I kept my hand on her mouth a moment longer, feeling the warm rush of her breath on my skin, then slowly slid it away.

Her lips were trembling.

Her eyes glassy.

Her knees barely holding her.

I brought my other hand up—the one glistening with her arousal—and pressed my fingers to her lips.

“Open,” I whispered.

She did.

Her tongue trembled as it touched her own taste on my skin, and she shivered all over again.

I leaned down, voice dark and soft against her ear.

“That’s twice you’ve come for me tonight,” I murmured. “And I’m nowhere near finished with you.”

Her whole body jolted.


Chapter 3

She was still trembling from the orgasm—soft, boneless, clinging to me like she wasn’t sure her legs would work—when I took her chin gently between my fingers.

Her lips were parted, swollen from kissing, breath unsteady.

Beautiful.

Ruined.

Mine.

“Madeline,” I murmured, dragging my thumb slowly across her bottom lip, “you’re going to get on your knees for me.”

Her breath caught—sharp, frightened, wanting.

“I… Eli— I’ve never— not like this, not—”

“I know.”

I tipped her chin up higher.

“And that’s why I’m going to guide you.”

She shivered head to toe.

Her back was still pressed to the wall, her dress rumpled around her hips, heat radiating off her skin. I stepped closer—close enough that she felt exactly what she’d done to me, the thick press of my cock straining against my pants.

Her eyes went wide.

“On your knees,” I repeated, softer now, almost gentle. “Let me see you there.”

Her legs didn’t want to work.

She was trembling too hard.

So I helped her.

I slid my hand behind her neck and my other to her waist, steadying her as I guided her slowly downward. Her breath hitched with every inch she sank, like she was falling into something she knew she shouldn’t touch—but couldn’t pull away from.

Her knees touched the floor.

She gasped—more at the position than anything else.

Vulnerable.

Submissive.

Looking up at me with wide, overwhelmed eyes from beneath her lashes.

Sweetest fucking sight I’d ever seen.

I brushed her hair away from her face, tucking it behind her ear so I had an unobstructed view of her. “Good girl,” I murmured.

Her lips parted in a tiny, shaky exhale, her thighs pressing together at the praise.

“You’re going to open my belt,” I said, quiet and steady, “and you’re going to take me out. Nice and slow.”

Her hands trembled as she reached up.

Not confident.

Not practiced.

But desperate to obey.

She undid my belt in tiny, careful movements.

I watched her.

Every second.

Every shaky breath.

Every flick of her fingers.

When she lowered my zipper, her breath stuttered—but she didn’t stop.

I stroked her cheek with the back of my fingers.

“Look at me,” I whispered.

She raised her gaze—big, innocent, nervous eyes staring up at me while her small hand slid into my pants.

I groaned at the first touch.

She froze.

“It’s okay,” I murmured, guiding her hand. “You’re doing perfect.”

When she finally freed my cock, her lips parted slowly—almost reverently—as her gaze trailed down to it.

She wasn’t experienced.

She wasn’t bold.

She wasn’t even sure she should be doing this.

But she wanted to.

And that made her expression—wide-eyed, awestruck, curious—so much hotter than anything confident could ever be.

“Madeline,” I whispered, tilting her chin with two fingers so she had to meet my eyes again, “you’re going to put your mouth on me.”

She swallowed.

“Show me,” she whispered, voice trembling.

My breath caught.

I brushed my thumb against her lower lip.

She shivered—then opened her mouth for me, slow and sweet.

I guided her forward, hand firm but gentle at the back of her head. She let me. She offered herself—kissing the tip first, soft, hesitant, her breath warm.

Her lips wrapped around me.

I exhaled hard.

“Good girl,” I whispered, fingers threading in her hair. “Take a little more.”

She obeyed—slowly, carefully—mouth warm and wet around me, her tongue trembling as she tasted me for the first time.

She moaned.

Actually moaned around me.

Her eyes fluttered shut, cheeks flushing, and she took me deeper.

And I knew—

I could make her do anything.

Her lips were already warm around the head of my cock, soft and hesitant and so fucking sweet, when I slid my hand into her hair and tilted her face up just enough to see her eyes.

Wide.

Shy.

Glassy with want.

“Relax your mouth for me,” I murmured. “Let me show you how good you can make me feel.”

She whimpered softly around the tip—vibration shooting straight through me—before lowering her gaze and trying to take a little more. Her lips stretched around me, tight and careful.

“Slow,” I whispered, guiding her head with gentle pressure. “Use your tongue. There… just like that.”

She followed every instruction like it was instinct.

Her tongue slid under the underside of my cock, warm and trembling.

Her lips sealed tighter.

Her hand—hesitant at first—wrapped around the base, trying to steady herself.

“Oh fuck, sweetheart… yeah.” I groaned, hips shifting just enough that she felt how much I wanted deeper. “You’re doing perfect.”

She moaned around me—sweet and nervous—but the sound made her mouth vibrate, and her cheeks flushed so beautifully that she looked hungry.

“Try taking more,” I said softly.

I guided her down a little further.

She gasped around me—eyes fluttering—then closed her lips tighter and pushed herself lower, like she wanted to please me even if she didn’t know how.

“That’s it,” I breathed, thumb stroking her cheek as she sank deeper. “Good girl. Use your hand to help… yes—keep stroking the rest.”

She followed the rhythm I set with her head, her mouth sliding wetly along me as her small hand worked what she couldn’t take yet. Every time she got overwhelmed, she’d pull back with a messy gasp—and then dive in again, more determined.

Soon she wasn’t tentative anymore.

Her tongue was eager, exploring every sensitive spot.

Her mouth got wetter and wetter.

Drool slipped down her chin, gathering on my shaft as she bobbed faster, trying to take more of me each time.

I groaned, tightening my fingers in her hair.

“Look at me.”

She looked up—mouth full of me, cheeks flushed, spit glistening on her lips—and she moaned again because she liked being watched.

“God, you’re gorgeous like this,” I growled. “You want to do better, don’t you?”

She nodded with my cock still in her mouth—eager, desperate, obedient.

“Open wider,” I said, guiding her. “Relax your throat… let me in deeper.”

She tried—adorably, beautifully—and I felt the back of her throat flutter as the head of my cock pressed just a little farther than she expected. She gagged softly, pulled back with a string of spit connecting her lips to me—

—and then she let out a breathy, frustrated whine.

She wanted it.

She wanted all of it.

“Oh, sweetheart,” I murmured, brushing her wet cheek with my thumb. “You’re getting messy for me.”

Drool smeared down her chin, slicking her hand, dripping onto her knees. She didn’t wipe it. She didn’t hesitate.

She just took a deeper breath

opened her mouth wider

and pushed herself down on me again—

slow, determined, eager—

until her lips kissed my shaft and her throat trembled around me.

“Fuck.”

I tightened my grip in her hair.

“That’s it. Just like that. You’re learning fast.”

She moaned, and the vibration nearly made me lose it.

I guided her into a rhythm—smooth, deep, wet—and she followed perfectly, saliva sliding down my cock, her tongue working wildly as she sucked me like she’d been waiting years to do it.

When she pulled back to breathe, her chin was shiny, her lips were swollen, her eyes dazed and needy.

“Did I… do it right?” she whispered, voice hoarse, breath warm on my tip.

I cupped her jaw, tilting her head up again.

“You did it perfectly,” I said. “And I’m going to teach you even more.”

Her thighs pressed together.

Her tongue slipped out, licking a single drop of precum from her lip.

And she leaned forward—ready to take me again without being told.

Sweet little thing didn’t even realize how much that look turned me feral.

I cupped the back of her head, my fingers tangling in her soft hair as she wrapped her lips around me once more. She moaned the moment I slid past her tongue, the vibration making my breath punch out of my chest.

“That’s it,” I whispered, guiding her down my length. “Open up for me.”

She tried—god, she tried so hard—her throat fluttering around the tip as she lowered her head, taking more, letting me push deeper than before. Her eyes watered instantly, tears gathering at her lashes as she blinked up at me.

“Good girl,” I groaned. “Look at me while you choke on it.”

Her lips stretched around me, cheeks hollowing as she sucked, drool spilling down her chin onto her dress, her knees, my thighs. She was a mess—my mess—and she didn’t even pause.

I tightened my grip in her hair.

And then I started moving.

Slow at first—gentle strokes of her mouth sliding warmly along my cock, her tongue trembling underneath. Her hands clutched my thighs, bracing herself as I set the pace.

But she didn’t flinch.

She didn’t resist.

She offered herself to it.

I pushed deeper.

Her throat closed around me, tight and wet. She gagged softly—once, twice—but she didn’t pull away. Instead she whimpered around me, needy, wanting to please, tears slipping down her cheeks as her drool coated my shaft.

“Fuck… sweetheart…” I growled, thrusting again, slower but deeper. “You’re taking it so well.”

She let out a muffled sound—half-arousal, half-surrender—and her mouth relaxed just enough for me to push farther, my hips pressing forward until her lips kissed the base.

Her throat spasmed around me.

I groaned, fingers tightening as I held her there—just a moment—feeling her gag softly, her nails digging into my legs, her whole body offering itself to me.

Then I let her breathe—pulling her back just enough for her to gasp, a string of saliva stretching from her lips to the head of my cock.

She looked ruined.

And perfect.

“I’m going to fuck your mouth now,” I said quietly.

She nodded—tiny, desperate—before taking me back between her lips.

I slid into her again.

Harder.

Deeper.

My hips meeting the soft choke of the back of her throat as she let me use her mouth, her lips shiny and swollen, drool dripping onto her chest.

“Oh fuck—yes—keep looking at me,” I groaned as her eyes lifted, wet and wide and submissive. “Just like that. Let me see you take it.”

Her throat clenched.

Her body trembled.

Her moans vibrated around me.

I felt heat coil low in my spine.

I pulled her in harder—her nose pressing to my skin as I held her down, her throat spasming beautifully around me—and my breath broke.

“I’m gonna come in your mouth,” I growled. “Don’t you dare pull away.”

Her eyes widened—but she didn’t move.

She stayed exactly where I held her.

I thrust one more time—deep, choking, claiming—

And I came.

Hard.

A groan ripped out of me as release pulsed through me, spilling hot and thick down her throat. She gagged once, swallowed instinctively, her eyes fluttering as she obeyed every inch of it.

My hand held her steady while she took all of it—every spasm, every pulse, every drop—her throat working around me, her breathing frantic through her nose.

When I finally eased her back, she gasped around the last of me, lips dragging wetly along my shaft until she slipped off with a soft pop.

A thin string of cum dripped from her lip to her chin.

She blinked up at me, flushed and messy and trembling, wiping nothing away.

“Good girl,” I murmured, tilting her jaw up. “Open.”

She obeyed—mouth parting, tongue out—showing me she swallowed every bit.

“And you did it so pretty,” I whispered.

Her thighs pressed together again at the praise.

She was still kneeling, lips wet, chin shiny with the mess I’d left on her, when I slid my hand beneath her jaw and lifted her slowly to her feet. Her legs wobbled; I steadied her with a hand on her waist.

Her eyes were dazed.

Her mouth parted.

She looked utterly, beautifully undone.

Perfect.

I tilted her chin up higher.

“Come here.”

She leaned in before I even touched her.

I kissed her—slow, deep, filthy.

Tasting myself on her tongue, letting her feel exactly what she’d just done to me. Her breath hitched, her fingers curling into my shirt as our mouths moved together, slick and hungry, her soft little whimpers vibrating into my lips.

I didn’t rush it.

I devoured her gently, deliberately, until she was trembling again.

When I finally pulled back, she was panting, lipstick smeared, hair mussed, eyes glassy.

I brushed my thumb along her swollen bottom lip.

“Now,” I murmured, “you actually have a reason to fix your makeup.”

Her breath caught.

“Oh—Eli—”

“Fix it fast,” I said, stepping back, buttoning my pants with slow, confident precision. “And meet me downstairs.”

She swallowed hard—nodding, flustered beyond belief.

“Yes… okay…”

I smirked and leaned in just enough that she felt my breath on her cheek.

“And don’t take too long,” I added softly. “I don’t like waiting.”

Her knees nearly buckled again.

I left her like that—shaking, messy, overwhelmed—in the dim hallway, slipping my belt back into place as I headed for the stairs.

By the time I stepped back into the noise and warmth of the party, not a single person suspected what had just happened upstairs. A host of men were gathering around the dining table, drinks in hand, a deck of cards being shuffled loudly.

Dan—the husband—spotted me first.

“Eli!” he boomed. “We’re starting a poker game. Grab a drink and get over here!”

I slid into a chair, settling back casually, the taste of her still on my tongue, her lipstick faintly smeared on the corner of my mouth.

No one noticed.

No one questioned.

And she wasn’t here yet.

Which meant I’d get to watch her walk in—

composed on the outside,

wrecked on the inside,

face freshly touched up,

body still trembling from my hands and my cock.

The anticipation made my pulse thrum.

I picked up my cards as the men dealed in, hiding my slow smile behind them.

She’d be down any minute.

And when she arrived…

I’d make sure she felt my eyes on her across the room.


Chapter 4

The poker game was in full swing—chips clacking, men laughing, Dan shouting something about having the best hand anyone’s ever seen—when I looked up and saw her.

Madeline.

Freshly re-applied lipstick.

Smooth hair.

Dress straightened.

Trying so hard to look put-together.

But her eyes told the truth.

Still glassy.

Still shaken.

Still remembering my hand in her hair… my mouth on hers… my cock down her throat.

And she looked right at me the second she appeared in the doorway.

I didn’t smile.

I didn’t wink.

I just held her gaze—slow, steady, claiming.

Her breath visibly caught.

Dan noticed her next.

“Hey, sweetheart!” he called, grinning wide and oblivious. “About time you rejoined the party! You fixing your makeup or hiding from us?”

She flushed beautifully.

“Just—touching up,” she murmured.

One of the guys laughed. “Leave her be, Dan! Your wife’s blushing like someone kissed her upstairs.”

Madeline froze.

The men roared.

Even Dan slapped the table. “If only! Trust me, if she’d gotten a kiss like that, I’d know.”

I almost laughed.

Instead, I leaned back in my chair, stretched my legs out, and let my voice drop into something warm, casual…

but edged with command.

“Madeline,” I said, cool and sweet as honey, “grab me a beer, would you?”

Her eyes widened—just a flicker—but she nodded automatically.

“Yes. Of course.”

She turned toward the kitchen, moving with that pretty, flustered stiffness of a woman who feels eyes on her. Mine. And probably her husband’s too, though for very different reasons.

The table chuckled.

Dan lifted his brows. “Damn, Eli. Got her trained already?”

More laughter.

Cards slapped down.

Someone muttered, “Man’s got charm.”

I let them talk.

A minute later, she came back with the beer.

Hands steady.

Breath not.

She handed it to me—careful, delicate—and the second my fingers brushed hers, she tensed. She knew exactly what was coming.

But she still wasn’t ready for it.

I caught her wrist and tugged gently.

She gasped—

and landed sideways across my lap.

Her husband’s jaw dropped.

Then he burst out laughing.

“Holy shit! Maddie, you’re gonna run off with this kid if I’m not careful!”

The whole table roared.

She was scarlet, breath shaky, thighs pressed together as she tried (and failed) to sit primly across me. Her dress rode up just a little. Her body settled against mine perfectly, exactly where I wanted her.

I slipped an arm around her waist—comfortable, casual—like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Then I kissed her.

In front of everyone.

Not the filthy, devouring kiss from upstairs.

Not the soft, teasing one from earlier.

A warm, slow, I-own-this-moment kind of kiss.

Just long enough.

Just deep enough.

Just intimate enough to make her melt in my lap and forget to breathe.

The room exploded with laughter and cheers.

“Look at her blush!”

“She’s into it!”

“Get a room, you two!”

“Dan, you’re losing your wife tonight!”

Dan just shook his head, grinning. “Hey, if she ends up with someone, at least it’s a good kid.”

She hid her face in my shoulder—embarrassed, flustered, and undeniably aroused.

I let my thumb stroke her hip, slow and secretive, hidden under the tablecloth.

She jolted.

And I smirked.

I leaned down, lips brushing her ear in a whisper no one else could hear.

“Stay on my lap,” I murmured. “We’re not done.”

Her breath shivered against my neck.

Madeline stayed in my lap exactly the way I wanted—soft, flustered, sitting sideways with her knees together and her dress riding high on her thighs. The men barely noticed her embarrassment; they were too busy shuffling cards, laughing, placing bets.

I slid one arm around her waist, keeping her pressed firmly against me as I picked up my cards with the other hand.

She inhaled sharply when my fingers dipped—not noticeably, not enough for anyone else to see—just under the fabric of her dress, brushing the inside of her thigh.

She stiffened.

I kissed her temple like nothing was happening.

Then whispered in her ear, warm and low:

“Open those pretty legs for me… just a little.”

Her breath hitched.

She obeyed.

Barely—just a few inches.

But enough.

Enough that my fingers could slip higher, stroke the warm skin there, drag tiny circles that made her toes curl.

The men were oblivious.

Dan laughed as he threw chips into the pot. “Maddie, don’t let Eli distract you. He’s probably using you as a lucky charm.”

“She is my lucky charm,” I murmured, loud enough for the table.

Then, softer—only for her:

“And I plan on using you all night.”

She shivered so hard she nearly dropped the bowl of pretzels in her hands.

I plucked one from the bowl, held it between her lips, watching her eyes widen at the intimacy of it.

“Bite,” I ordered softly.

She did—small, obedient bite—and I leaned in and took the rest straight from her mouth. Her breath faltered at the feel of my lips grazing hers.

The table cheered.

“Damn, they’re cute!”

“Get a room!”

“Dan, he’s stealing your wife!”

Dan just grinned. “Hey, she seems happy.”

Under the table, my fingers brushed the lace of her panties—barely a touch, more tease than pressure.

She jerked on instinct.

I held her hips down firmly.

“Shh,” I whispered, voice soft and wicked against her ear. “Stay still. Play the part.”

I grabbed my beer.

Held it out to her.

“Sweetheart,” I said aloud, casual as breathing, “give me a sip.”

Her hands trembled as she lifted the bottle to my lips.

I drank while keeping my eyes locked on hers—slow, deliberate.

Then I pressed the cold rim lightly to her own lips.

“Drink,” I said quietly.

She took a shaky sip.

A bead of beer slipped down her lip.

I caught it with my thumb and brought it to her mouth.

“Lick.”

She obeyed.

The men roared again, oblivious to the way her thighs were squeezing around my hand beneath the tablecloth.

I fed her a chip next—sliding it between her lips, fingers brushing lightly against her mouth. Her eyes fluttered closed for one second too long.

Then she fed me one—her hand trembling adorably as I took it from her fingers with my teeth.

“Good girl,” I whispered.

She nearly squirmed on my lap.

Which would’ve been dangerous, because my fingertips had just slipped under the elastic of her panties—barely inside, just enough to feel the heat of her, to make her gasp so quietly only I could hear.

While the men argued over who had the better hand, I drew slow, lazy circles against the soft warmth between her thighs.

She clutched my shirt.

“I’m right here,” I murmured against her cheek. “Smile for them.”

She forced a smile—shaky, sweet, glassy—and the table laughed again, thinking she was tipsy or overwhelmed by attention.

Not knowing my fingers were stroking her under the table

not knowing she was getting wetter by the second

not knowing she was swallowing every dirty whisper I fed her.

I pressed a kiss to her jaw—soft, quick.

“For luck,” I said.

Then another on her cheek.

And one on her lips—slow, deep, brief.

“Luckier,” I murmured.

Her breath shivered out of her.

I drew my thumb gently over her clit under the table.

She nearly whimpered.

I smiled and placed my bet.

“Your move, Dan,” I said, calm as ever.

Madeline trembled in my lap, trying desperately not to fall apart.

Madeline was trembling in my lap, her thighs tense around my hand, breath catching in these tiny, helpless shivers every time I let my fingertips brush her clit through her panties. No one else noticed—why would they? The table was loud with men shouting over each other, cards slapping, chips clicking.

Perfect cover.

She tried to keep her face calm, but every little stroke made her exhale sharply through her nose, cheeks flushing, eyes unfocused.

I leaned in and nuzzled her cheek, pretending to be affectionate.

“You’re doing so well,” I whispered.

My fingers pressed just a little firmer.

She bit her lip hard.

Dan glanced over just then, laughing. “You two look cozy as hell. Maddie, you sure you don’t wanna switch seats? Might actually get some space to breathe.”

“N-No,” she stammered.

The table erupted.

I kissed her cheek softly. Good girl.

Then the game came back to me and Dan—heads-up, final hand of the round—chips piled high between us.

Dan grinned, drunk and confident. “Tell you what, Eli—let’s make it interesting.”

I smirked. “Sure. What you got in mind?”

“A hundred says my hand beats yours.”

The men hooted.

I lifted a brow.

Then tightened my arm around Madeline’s waist, fingers under the table stroking slow, maddening circles between her thighs.

She inhaled sharply.

Only I felt it.

“I’ll raise you,” I said casually.

“Winner gets to keep her for the night.”

The table exploded.

Roars of laughter.

Shouting.

Someone actually choked on beer.

Dan slapped the table, wiping tears of laughter from his eyes.

“Holy shit! Eli! You want her THAT bad?”

He turned to the guys. “Listen to this! Kid thinks he’s stealing my wife for the night!”

Madeline made a tiny noise—panic, arousal, disbelief all tied together—but it was swallowed by the table’s chaos.

Dan wagged a finger at me. “Alright, kid—deal. If you win, she’s yours for the night.”

He elbowed me.

“You break her heart, though? That’s on you.”

Everyone roared again.

Under the table, Madeline’s nails dug into my thigh.

Her breath hitched.

She whispered, “Eli—Eli, please—”

I stroked her harder through her panties.

“Shh,” I murmured, eyes on Dan. “Let’s see what happens.”

Dan slammed his cards down.

“Full house, baby!”

The men cheered.

I laid mine down slowly, savoring the moment.

“Four of a kind.”

The room erupted.

“NO FUCKING WAY—”

“ELI WINS!”

“Maddie, looks like you’ve been loaned out!”

“Dan, you’re a terrible poker player and a worse husband!”

Dan laughed so hard he nearly fell out of his seat. “Well, hell! Guess she’s your wife tonight, buddy!”

He raised his beer to me.

Madeline stared at me—wide-eyed, flushed, breath trembling.

My fingers pressed deliberately against her clit.

She jerked.

I kissed her cheek softly, sweetly, possessively.

“Looks like you’re mine tonight,” I whispered against her skin, so quiet only she could hear.

“So I hope you’re ready… because we’re just getting started.”

Her breath broke.

The table was howling.

“Eli wins the wife!”

“Dan, you idiot—stop betting her away!”

“Maddie, kiss your new man!”

Madeline hid her face in my shoulder, trembling, mortified, aroused beyond anything she could hide. Her breath came in tiny, collapsed gasps—half from embarrassment, half from the way my fingers were already stroking lazily between her thighs again.

Dan waved a hand, grinning like he’d just given away a toaster instead of his wife.

“Come on, sweetheart. Give the kid his prize!”

The whole table roared.

I felt her whole body tighten in my lap.

I slid my hand from her waist to her jaw, turning her face toward me gently—slow, possessive, giving her no space to refuse.

“Look at me,” I murmured.

She lifted her eyes—wide, scared, wanting.

The men chanted.

“Kiss him!”

“Kiss him!”

“KISS! HIM!”

I cupped her cheek, thumb brushing her bottom lip.

“You heard them,” I whispered. “Come here.”

And I kissed her.

But not a quick peck.

Not a shy little brush.

A deep, slow, hungry kiss that told everyone at the table—especially Dan—exactly what she meant to me now.

She melted instantly—her mouth opening for me, her breath breaking into my kiss. Her hands clutched my shoulders, knees tightening around my thigh.

That’s when I moved my hand.

Under the table, hidden by the cloth, I slid my fingers beneath the wet, trembling heat of her panties…

and pressed directly onto her clit.

She gasped into my mouth.

I swallowed the sound.

The table ERUPTED.

“DAMN!”

“Maddie’s into it!”

“Holy shit, look at her!”

“Careful Eli, she’s gonna forget who she came with!”

I kissed her deeper—tilting her head, owning her mouth, tongue stroking hers until she whimpered against me.

She knew what I was doing.

She knew she couldn’t stop it.

She also knew she couldn’t break the kiss, or they’d all hear her moan.

So she clung to me desperately, trying to hold still as my fingers worked her in slow, precise strokes—each one dragging her closer to the edge.

Her breath trembled against my lips.

Her hips jerked once—small, helpless.

She was going to lose it.

I growled softly into her mouth:

“Come for me.”

She whimpered—tiny, pathetic, beautiful.

And she did.

Right there in front of her husband.

In my lap.

With the entire table cheering and clapping.

Her orgasm hit in a silent, shuddering wave—

her thighs clenching around my hand,

her breath catching hard in her throat,

her nails digging into my shirt,

her lips trembling under mine.

I held the kiss through the whole thing—deep, slow, tender—so no one saw the way her body convulsed, the way she broke apart completely under my touch.

To everyone else, it was just one hell of a kiss.

When I finally pulled back, her face was flushed, lips swollen, eyes glassy and unfocused. She looked utterly wrecked.

The men went wild.

“Jesus, Eli!”

“Maddie, you’re practically glowing!”

“Dan, he’s got you beat!”

“That’s the kiss of a man who means it!”

Dan threw his hands up, laughing.

“She’s his wife tonight, boys!”

The table roared.

She was still trembling in my lap, breath soft and uneven, cheeks flushed from the orgasm I’d pulled out of her with a kiss in front of her husband and half the men in the house.

She looked up at me—eyes half-lidded, lips swollen, hair slightly mussed—like she didn’t know what world she’d just stepped into.

Like she knew she belonged to me now.

I brushed a slow thumb along her cheek, then tilted her chin up so she couldn’t look away.

“Madeline,” I murmured, voice low, steady, controlled,

“go to bed.”

Her breath caught.

Her fingers curled in my shirt.

She whispered, “Eli… I—”

I didn’t let her finish.

I kissed her—one sharp, decisive kiss that left her breathless and made every man at the table hoot and cheer.

Then I pulled back just enough to speak softly against her lips.

“You’re done down here. You’ve had enough for tonight.”

Another kiss.

“Go upstairs.”

Another.

“Get in bed.”

Her eyes widened—fear, heat, submission all tangled together.

I slid my palm down her side, slow and deliberate, letting everyone see the affectionate gesture… then let it drop behind her, under her dress.

My hand cupped her ass.

Full. Firm. Claiming.

She gasped, quiet but real.

I squeezed—hard enough she felt it all the way up her spine.

She jolted.

The table roared with laughter, assuming it was playful.

“Damn, Eli!”

“Look at Maddie jump!”

“You two are wild tonight!”

Dan wiped a tear from his eye. “Bow down to youth, boys!”

But only she and I knew the real meaning of that squeeze.

I leaned to her ear, my voice a quiet command meant only for her.

“You go upstairs,” I whispered.

“You get undressed.”

“You get in my bed.”

She shivered violently.

“And you wait for me.”

She opened her mouth—maybe to protest, maybe to say she couldn’t, maybe to beg me not to leave her alone with her thoughts—

I shut her up with a fingertip against her lips.

“No.”

My voice dropped lower.

“You listen.”

Her breath nearly collapsed.

I lifted her off my lap, hands firm on her waist, setting her gently on her feet. Her knees nearly buckled.

I stood too.

The men cheered, thinking this was all cute and silly.

“Maddie, don’t go too far!”

“She’s gonna pass out early!”

“Eli wore her out!”

I smirked.

Madeline looked at me, trembling, waiting for permission.

I gave her one last order—soft, lethal, filled with promise.

“Go.”

I nodded toward the stairs.

“I’ll be up after one more round.”

She swallowed hard, nodded once—obedient, dazed—and turned toward the hallway.

As she stepped away, I let my hand trail behind her, just long enough to give her one last claim.

A sharp slap to her ass.

She gasped—loud enough that a few men hooted even louder.

Then my fingers curled, giving her a deep, claiming squeeze.

She stumbled forward, breath caught in her throat, face flaming red.

The table erupted in laughter.

“Jesus, Eli!”

“Save some for later!”

“Dan, you watching this?”

Dan raised his beer.

“Hey—kid won the round fair and square! She’s his wife tonight!”

Madeline hurried away, trying to look composed, but her legs were shaking and her dress was swaying where I’d smacked her.

She didn’t look back.

She didn’t have to.

She knew I was coming.

I sat back down, gathered my cards, and smirked at the table.

“One more round,” I said.


Chapter 5

The next poker round barely lasted five minutes.

I was calm.

Relaxed.

Cards in one hand, beer in the other.

The other men were loud, loose, sloppy from drinking and laughing.

Dan was red-faced and still cracking jokes about “losing his wife” like he’d handed me a borrowed jacket instead of a trembling woman waiting naked upstairs.

But I knew the truth.

Madeline was in my bed right now.

Undressed.

Waiting.

Trying not to think about my hands.

Failing.

That certainty burned through me with every card I picked up.

I won the round with a straight flush.

The table exploded.

“NO WAY!”

“Kid’s on fire!”

“Dan, stop betting against him!”

“Oh he’s DEFINITELY sleeping with your wife tonight!”

Even the women who’d gathered nearby—half-drunk and enjoying the spectacle—started giggling.

“Madeline’s gonna be sore tomorrow.”

“Look at Eli smirking—he knows exactly what he’s doing.”

“Oh my god, this is like watching a movie!”

Dan slapped my back so hard the table shook.

“Alright, Eli!” he boomed. “You beat me again! Guess you better go claim your winnings before she falls asleep!”

The room howled.

I slid my chips forward, stood from my seat, and stretched casually—my shirt pulling tight across my chest.

Every eye was on me.

Perfect.

I smirked. “Well…”

I tossed my cards onto the table.

“Rules are rules.”

The men erupted.

“THAT’S RIGHT!”

“GO GET HER!”

“THE BOY EARNED IT!”

“GO CLAIM YOUR PRIZE, CHAMP!”

Even one of the women—tipsy, leaning on her friend’s shoulder—called out:

“Don’t keep her waiting too long! She ran upstairs like she wanted to devour you!”

Laughter.

Shouts.

Teasing.

Encouragement.

I grabbed my beer, downed the last swallow, and set the empty bottle on the table with a sharp clink.

Then I looked around the room—slowly, letting the anticipation build.

“She’ll be awake,” I said with an easy, confident smile.

“She knows I’m coming.”

The women squealed.

The men pounded the table.

Dan raised his glass in a triumphant toast.

“To my boy Eli!”

He grinned.

“Take good care of her, alright?”

I stepped away from the table, running a hand through my hair, feeling every throb of tension in my body as I headed toward the stairs.

Right before I disappeared around the corner, I tossed one last line over my shoulder—

“Don’t wait up.”

Roars of laughter followed me all the way down the hall.

And as I climbed the stairs—slow, deliberate, savoring the moment—I pictured her:

Nervous.

Excited.

Spread out in my bed.

Trying to control her breathing.

Waiting to be used.

Waiting to be claimed.

Waiting for me.

I felt my heartbeat sharpen.

She was about to learn exactly what winning her meant.

The hallway was quiet as I climbed the last steps—quiet in that charged, expectant way a house gets when something is about to happen. The kind of quiet that made my pulse thrum heavier with every step.

I reached the bedroom door.

My bedroom.

Not the guest room.

Not hers.

Mine.

I’d told her to go there.

Told her to get undressed.

Told her to wait.

And when I pushed the door open—

I exhaled a low, satisfied breath.

She obeyed.

Perfectly.

Madeline was on my bed, exactly the way I’d pictured her, exactly the way she must have been imagining all night:

Fully naked.

On her back.

Knees bent.

Thighs slightly apart.

Hands resting at her sides instead of covering herself—because she knew I wanted to see all of her.

Her chest rose in a sharp inhale the moment she saw me—eyes wide, body tense, cheeks pink and glowing in the soft lamplight. She looked gorgeous. Vulnerable. Ready. Terrified in the sweetest way.

And hers wasn’t the only breath that caught.

Everything in me tightened.

She whispered, “Eli…”

Her voice shook.

Not with fear.

With anticipation.

I closed the door behind me—slow, deliberate—the soft click sounding louder than it should have.

Then I locked it.

Her thighs pressed together on instinct.

I shook my head once.

Firm.

Commanding.

“Open.”

She swallowed—hard—then slowly parted her legs again, revealing herself completely on my sheets.

My sheets.

I walked toward the bed, my eyes never leaving her body. I wanted her to feel the weight of my gaze, to feel how much I wanted her, how much control she’d given me tonight.

“How long have you been waiting like this?” I asked quietly.

She licked her lips. “Since… since you told me to.”

“Good girl.”

Her breath stuttered.

I sat on the edge of the bed beside her, my hand sliding over her ankle first—soft, reassuring—then up her calf, then slowly along the inside of her thigh. Her skin was warm. Hot, actually. Trembling under my fingers.

She tensed.

“Relax,” I murmured.

“You did exactly what I told you. Exactly what I wanted.”

My fingertips traced higher until I was hovering just where she ached for me most—but not touching.

Not yet.

I leaned over her, my voice a murmur against her throat.

“You waited for me naked in my bed…”

I kissed her collarbone.

“…legs open…”

I kissed just below her ear.

“…like you belong here.”

She made a tiny, broken sound.

I smiled against her skin.

“You do, you know.”

Her back arched helplessly.

Then I pulled back just enough to look at her, my hand sliding to her hip, gripping it firmly.

“You ready for your prize, sweetheart?” I asked softly.

Her breath hitched.

“Yes…”

“Say it.”

“I’m ready,” she whispered, voice trembling.

“For you.”

I groaned—low, deep.

And with slow, deliberate intent, I moved between her legs.

Exactly where she wanted me.

Exactly where I wanted her.

Exactly where she belonged.

She lay open beneath me—naked, flushed, trembling—her thighs parted in invitation, her breath coming in soft, uneven pulses that made her chest rise and fall beautifully.

She was ready.

She was waiting.

And she knew exactly what was about to happen.

But when I moved closer—when I let the weight of my body settle between her legs, when my hips pressed just barely against her inner thighs—her breath caught in a sharp, helpless gasp.

“Eli…”

I kissed her softly, once, just enough to calm the tremor in her voice.

Then I pulled back, letting my forehead rest against hers.

“Look at me.”

She opened her eyes—wide, trusting, terrified, wanting.

I reached down between us and wrapped my hand around my cock, guiding it downward until the head brushed against her heat.

She jerked under me, a soft whimper breaking from her throat.

“Shh…”

I murmured, stroking her hip with my free hand.

“I’ve got you.”

I slid the head along her—slow, teasing—letting her feel the weight of me, the size of me, the inevitability of what came next.

She was soaked.

Warm.

Open from the orgasms I’d already taken from her.

Her thighs trembled around my waist.

“Breathe,” I whispered.

“I—I am,” she whispered back, though her voice shook.

I nudged the tip against her entrance—gentle pressure, just enough to make her lips part around me.

She gasped and gripped my shoulders, nails digging in.

“Eli… wait—”

I kissed her—deep, slow, grounding.

“I’m right here,” I murmured against her mouth.

“You’re safe. You’re mine. I’ll go slow.”

She nodded, breath trembling against my lips.

I pulled my hips back a fraction…

and then pressed forward again—

slowly.

Her warmth enveloped the head of my cock—tight, hot, impossibly soft.

She moaned into my mouth.

Her hands clutched the back of my neck, pulling me closer, like she needed me to anchor her to the bed.

“Good girl…” I whispered as I eased deeper.

“You’re doing perfect.”

Her thighs wrapped around my waist—instinctive, needy, helpless.

“Oh—god—Eli—” her voice broke, her body tightening around me.

“Shh,” I soothed, kissing along her jaw as I pushed another inch inside her. “Let me in… let me feel you.”

Her back arched, pressing her breasts to my chest.

Her breath came in sharp, broken gasps.

She wasn’t in pain—

she was overwhelmed.

Completely overtaken by the stretch, the fullness, the reality of finally having me inside her.

Halfway in, I paused—letting her adjust, letting her feel every throb of me, letting her body soften around mine.

“Look at me,” I whispered again.

She opened her eyes slowly, cheeks flushed, lips parted.

I slid my hand up her thigh, gripping it firmly as I pushed the rest of the way inside her—

slow, thick, claiming thrust that seated me fully in her warmth.

Her entire body shuddered.

Her breath broke.

A small, desperate cry escaped her throat.

I groaned—deep, guttural—feeling her pulse around me.

“Sweetheart…” I whispered, forehead against hers, “you feel perfect.”

She clutched me tighter.

“So full,” she whispered, voice barely there. “Eli… you feel—oh my god—”

I kissed her again—slow, deep, lingering—while her body adjusted to mine, while I held myself still inside her, letting her feel every inch.

Only when her hips lifted—subtle, needy—did I let out a low growl.

“You want me to move?”

She nodded, breath trembling.

“Say it.”

“Eli…”

She swallowed.

“I want you. Please… move.”

I tightened my grip on her thigh.

And pulled back slowly—

her body clutching at me, holding me—

before pressing in again with a long, deep, first stroke that made her jaw fall open.

“Oh—Eli—”

“Good,” I murmured, beginning to move in slow, perfect, claiming thrusts.

“That’s it.

Feel me.

Take me.”

Her hands slid up my back, holding on for dear life.

I kissed her again as her body opened more and more for me, her hips lifting to meet my rhythm.

This wasn’t rushed.

Wasn’t frantic.

It was her first time with me—

and I was going to make sure she remembered every second of it.

Her body had just begun to relax around me—softening, opening, molding to my shape—when I felt the moment shift.

It was in the way her breath hitched as I sank into her again.

In the way her nails dug into my back, clinging, needy.

In the way her hips lifted—tiny, instinctive motions—begging for more even before she admitted it.

She wasn’t overwhelmed anymore.

She was ready.

I slid my hands down her sides—slow, steady—until they gripped her hips.

And then I held her down.

She gasped, eyes flying open.

“Eli—”

I leaned in, kissing her jaw, her neck, her ear, whispering against her skin:

“Don’t run.”

“I—I’m not—”

I sunk deeper, a long, thick push that made her breath break into a half-cry.

“You are,” I murmured. “Your body wants to take all of me… but your mind is scared.”

I tightened my grip.

Her hips jerked—but they didn’t lift this time.

I was holding her in place.

Commanding her body.

Controlling her pleasure.

Setting the pace.

“That’s why…” I whispered, pulling back only an inch before pressing in deeper, “…I’m going to decide how you take me.”

Her legs trembled around my waist.

I began to move—slow at first, but deeper, each thrust heavier, more deliberate, making her body rock beneath mine.

She cried out into my mouth, clutching my shoulders like she didn’t know where to hold on.

I kissed her hard—stealing her breath—then pulled back to watch her face when I drove into her again.

“Oh—god—Eli…”

“That’s it,” I growled. “Feel every inch. Let me in.”

My grip pinned her hips to the mattress so she couldn’t escape the depth of each stroke.

Her eyes fluttered.

Her mouth fell open.

Her thighs shook uncontrollably.

She wasn’t just taking me anymore.

She was being taken.

Slow.

Deep.

Unavoidable.

I moved one hand to her wrists—pinning them gently above her head, stretching her body open beneath mine.

Her breath caught at the restraint.

“Eli—please—”

I leaned down until my lips brushed hers, whispering:

“Please what?”

She trembled.

She didn’t answer.

She couldn’t.

So I thrust deeper—enough to make a strangled moan spill out of her mouth.

“Please… don’t stop,” she finally gasped.

My fingers tightened around her wrists.

“Oh, sweetheart,” I murmured, thrusting again, “I’m not stopping until you’re shaking.”

She whimpered.

I kissed her to swallow it.

Then I fucked her deeper—

hips meeting hers with deliberate, claiming pressure—

her body arching to take me,

her breasts pressed to my chest,

her legs wrapping around me helplessly.

Every thrust punched a soft, broken little sound from her lips.

“Good girl,” I whispered, voice rough.

“Take it.

Take all of me.”

Her breath hitched—quick, sharp, frantic—and her body tightened around me, clenching, fluttering, trying to pull me deeper.

She was close.

Already.

I released her wrists just to slip my hand beneath her thigh, hiking her leg up higher along my waist—opening her further.

She gasped, arching.

“Eli—oh—oh—”

“That’s it,” I growled into her neck as I drove into her again.

“You feel that?

That’s me taking you how I want.”

Her body quivered.

Her voice broke.

She was falling apart.

And I wasn’t about to let her stop.

Her body was already coming apart beneath me—

wrists pinned above her head,

hips locked under my hands,

legs trembling around my waist,

every breath a desperate, broken plea.

I could feel her tightening around me—

fluttering, clenching, shaking—

that unmistakable, helpless build right before she lost herself completely.

I leaned down, lips brushing her ear, voice low and rough:

“Don’t you dare come without me.”

She whimpered, chest arching against mine.

“But—Eli—I can’t— I can’t hold—”

“You will,” I growled, thrusting deep enough that her cry shot straight into my mouth.

“You’ll wait for me, sweetheart. You’ll come when I tell you.”

Her body quivered at the command.

I pinned her wrists harder, my hips driving into her in slow, powerful strokes that hit her exactly where she needed.

Her back arched off the mattress.

Her voice broke into tiny, wrecked sounds.

“Eli—please—please— I’m gonna—oh god—”

“Look at you,” I whispered, watching her face twist with pleasure. “Shaking for me. Clutching me. You want to come so bad you can’t breathe.”

She nodded frantically—her whole body begging.

“You want it?”

“Yes—”

“You want to come on my cock?”

“Yes—please—”

“You want to make a mess all over me?”

“Yes—yes—Eli—please—please—”

I tightened my grip on her wrists, the dominance settling into her body like heat.

“Then come for me.”

She broke instantly.

Her hips jerked violently up into mine—

her voice caught in a strangled cry—

her pussy clenching so hard around me I groaned into her neck.

“That’s it,” I growled. “Come for me. Come on me. Good fucking girl—”

She gasped, shaking uncontrollably under me as the orgasm tore through her—

tight, pulsing, desperate,

her body arching, collapsing, melting in my hands.

And I didn’t stop.

I fucked her through it—

deep, steady thrusts that made her cry into my shoulder,

her entire body spasming around my cock as she rode the high.

“Eli—oh—please—too much—”

“No, sweetheart,” I breathed, kissing the corner of her mouth as she writhed under me.

“You can take it.

You’re taking all of me.”

I felt her tightening again—small, involuntary waves still rocking through her, her body still trembling.

I buried myself deep inside her—

once,

twice,

three more slow, brutal strokes—

and then it hit me.

My breath stuttered.

My hips slammed flush to her.

And a low, guttural groan ripped out of my chest.

“Fuck—Madeline— I’m gonna—”

Her legs wrapped around my waist, holding me in, pulling me deeper.

“Yes—” she gasped. “Come in me—please—please—Eli—”

That was it.

I spilled into her—

hot, deep, pulsing in thick waves—

my hips grinding into hers as I filled her until she whimpered at the heat of it.

“Take it,” I growled against her throat.

“Every drop.

It’s yours.”

Her nails dug into my back.

Her breath came out in broken gasps.

And I held her there—

pinned, full, shaking beneath me—

until the last pulse of release faded,

leaving us tangled in heat and trembling in the dark.

I didn’t pull out.

I stayed inside her, breathing hard against her ear.

“Sweetheart…” I whispered, brushing her hair back.

“You’re mine.”

Her answering whimper was the prettiest sound I’d ever heard.


Chapter 6

She was still trembling under me, her breath soft and uneven, her thighs loose around my hips, my cum slowly warming between her legs.

Her chest rose and fell in these gorgeous little aftershocks, her body limp, pliant, ruined in all the ways I wanted.

But I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

I kissed the side of her throat—slow, lingering—while my hands slid down her hips. She shivered, a soft sound slipping from her lips.

“Eli…” she breathed, barely conscious with the haze of orgasm.

“Mmm?”

I pressed another kiss to her collarbone.

“I—I can’t…”

She swallowed.

“I don’t know if I can take more…”

I smiled against her skin.

Dark.

Hungry.

Certain.

“You can,” I murmured.

“Because I’m not finished with you.”

She let out a tiny, broken whimper—and that was all the permission I needed.

I sat back on my knees and pulled her hips up, flipping her easily onto her stomach. She gasped at the sudden movement, her hands flying forward to brace herself on the sheets.

Her back arched beautifully.

Her ass lifted.

Her hair spilled across the pillow.

Perfect.

I ran both hands down her spine, slow and possessive, until they cupped the curve of her hips.

Her breath hitched.

“Eli—”

She looked back over her shoulder, eyes half-lidded, lips parted, face flushed.

She was scared.

Excited.

And completely open to me now.

“I want you like this,” I told her, voice low and steady. “On your stomach. Face down. Ready to be fucked.”

Her thighs trembled.

I grabbed her hips and pulled her back toward me, dragging her body until her ass pressed against my still-hard cock.

She gasped sharply.

“I thought—you already—”

She swallowed, voice shaking.

“You’re still…”

“Hard?” I grinned. “Sweetheart, I’m harder now. You’ve got no idea what you do to me.”

Her head dropped to the pillow.

I slid my cock between her folds—slow, teasing—feeling her slick heat open for me again.

She moaned into the sheets.

“You feel that?” I murmured, guiding myself with one hand while the other held her hip steady.

“That’s how wet you are for me.”

She whimpered, hips pushing back instinctively.

I groaned.

“Good girl. Hold still.”

And then I pushed inside her.

Not slow this time.

Not gentle.

One deep, hard thrust that seated me fully inside her, the slick heat of her still spasming from the last orgasm.

She cried out—sharp, breathless.

“Eli—oh god—!”

I gripped her hips tighter, fingers digging into soft flesh.

“You can take it,” I growled, pulling out halfway and slamming into her again, deeper, harder.

“You’re built to take it.”

Her back arched, her ass lifting beautifully with each thrust as her voice dissolved into helpless little cries.

“Oh! Oh—Eli—please—”

“Please what?”

Another brutal, perfect stroke.

“What do you want, sweetheart?”

She buried her face in the pillow, shaking.

“I want—more—please—more—”

I grabbed the back of her thigh, lifting her leg slightly to open her even further.

She gasped—loud and raw.

Her body tightened around me, gripping me with every thrust like she was trying to pull me deeper.

“That’s it,” I groaned.

“Feel me.

Take me.

You’re so fucking tight—”

I slapped her ass once—sharp, echoing—her whole body jolting forward.

She yelped into the pillow.

“Keep it up,” I growled, thrusting harder, “and I’ll slap the other one too.”

She moaned—long, needy, desperate.

I leaned over her back, lips brushing her ear as I drove into her.

“You belong under me like this.”

She whimpered.

“You belong taking my cock.”

She trembled.

“You belong in my bed… screaming my name.”

Her voice cracked—

“Eli—yes—yes—don’t stop—”

I didn’t.

I fucked her harder.

Deeper.

Faster.

The sound of her body meeting mine filled the room—slick, needy, desperate, perfect.

My breath grew ragged.

Her thighs shook violently.

Her hands clutched the sheets like she was holding on for her life.

She was close.

I could feel it—her pussy tightening, fluttering, gripping rhythmically around me.

“Come again,” I ordered, slamming into her.

“Come for me like this.”

She sobbed—

almost collapsed—

and came undone again on my cock.

Her body convulsed, shaking uncontrollably as she screamed into the pillow, her orgasm pulsing around me in tight, frantic squeezes.

I groaned, losing myself in the heat of her climax, and spilled into her again—

hard, deep, filling her until she whimpered from the heat of it.

I stayed inside her.

Grinding slowly.

Holding her hips in place.

Breathing against her shoulder.

“Good girl…” I whispered, kissing her damp skin.

“You took every bit of it.”

She melted beneath me—ruined, trembling, perfect.

Her body was limp beneath me when the last tremor faded—

soft, warm, completely used,

her breath fluttering in little, uneven sighs against the pillow.

I stayed inside her.

Still hard.

Still wanting more.

Grinding slowly, gently, keeping her open around me.

She made a tiny sound at the movement—

not pain, not shock—

just pure, exhausted sensitivity.

“Eli…” she murmured, barely conscious.

Her voice was blurred at the edges, thick with exhaustion and pleasure.

She tried to lift her head but couldn’t.

Her arms trembled and gave out.

She wasn’t resisting.

She was done—in the best possible way.

I stroked her back, kissing her shoulder.

“You’re tired.”

She nodded into the pillow—small, weak.

I slid deeper again—slow, deliciously slow—

and she shivered, her body clenching weakly around me.

Her breath caught.

She whispered, barely audible:

“Don’t… stop.”

I froze, breath tightening.

“What did you say?”

She tilted her head just enough that I could see her eyes—

heavy-lidded, half-asleep, unfocused—

but full of that same sweet submission that had been growing all night.

“I want you…”

Her breath trembled.

“…to keep going. Even if… I fall asleep.”

A low, deep growl escaped my chest.

“Sweetheart,” I whispered, sliding my palm down her side, cupping her hip, “you want me to keep filling you while you drift off?”

She nodded, barely conscious, body melting beneath my hands.

“Yes… please…”

Another breath, soft and desperate.

“I want to fall asleep… with you inside me.”

I kissed her shoulder again—slow, reverent.

“You have no idea what that does to me.”

I pulled out partway—just enough for her to whimper—

then slid back into her with a deep, claiming thrust.

She moaned into the pillow, hips lifting weakly.

Her whole body was loose, tired, pliant.

I stayed close to her ear, murmuring:

“You really want it, don’t you?

My cock inside you… keeping you warm… keeping you full…”

She shivered.

“Mmm… yes…”

Her eyes fluttered shut completely, her breathing slow and uneven, her thighs trembling with the effort to stay open for me.

I held her hips steady and began a slow, lazy rhythm—

deep, unhurried thrusts that rocked her gently into the mattress,

moving her body with mine even as sleep pulled at her.

Her voice came out slurred:

“Don’t… stop, Eli… don’t stop…”

“I won’t,” I whispered into her neck.

“You asked for it. I’ll keep fucking you… even while you sleep.”

She sighed—this soft, dream-drunk sound of surrender—

and her body melted fully, her muscles losing tension as she slipped deeper into exhaustion.

I kept moving inside her—

steady, slow, tender but undeniably claiming.

Her warmth tightened and fluttered around me with every careful stroke.

She drifted in and out, caught between dreams and the feeling of being taken.

I kissed her shoulder again.

“You’re mine tonight,” I whispered.

“And you’re going to sleep with me buried inside you.”

She made a faint, sleepy moan—

and I kept going,

filling her,

holding her,

moving inside her as she faded into sleep

wrapped around me.


Chapter 7

The room was dark and quiet when I woke—

quiet except for her soft, sleepy breaths.

Madeline was curled against me, back to my chest, my arm around her waist.

And I was still inside her.

Deep.

Hard.

Throbbing.

She’d fallen asleep with me buried inside her hours ago…

and now, in the stillness of the night, her body was squeezing me.

Rhythmic, pulsing little contractions that wrapped around my cock like she was dreaming of me.

I groaned quietly into her hair.

“Sweetheart…”

She didn’t wake.

Her breath stayed soft, lips parted against the pillow.

But her pussy kept clenching, warm and wet around me, pulling me deeper into her even in sleep.

I slid my hand down her stomach, fingertips brushing the soft curls between her thighs.

As soon as I touched her—

She squeezed me again.

Harder.

Like her body recognized mine without her mind.

My breath stuttered.

She’d asked me for this.

Begged me for it.

“Don’t stop… even if I fall asleep…”

I kissed the back of her neck.

“And you meant it, didn’t you?”

No answer—

just another slow, hungry squeeze around me.

I couldn’t hold still anymore.

I slid my hand further down, lifting her thigh gently, opening her just enough for me to move.

Her body yielded immediately—

soft, pliant, half-asleep submission.

I pulled back an inch—

just enough to feel the wet drag of her walls—

then eased forward again, burying myself fully inside her warm, sleeping body.

She breathed out a tiny, broken moan.

Not awake.

Not aware.

Just dreaming of being taken.

I thrust again—slow, careful—

my hips rocking her body forward on the mattress.

“Good girl…” I whispered against her skin.

“You asked for this.

You’re going to get it.”

She whimpered in her sleep—

a soft little sound of pleasure that tightened every muscle in my body.

I kept moving.

Slow.

Deep.

Claiming strokes that pushed her softly forward and pulled her gently back into me.

Her pussy clutched me with every movement—

wet, warm pulses that felt like she was trying to pull me deeper even while dreaming.

I slid my hand up her torso, cupping her breast, thumb brushing her nipple until she shivered.

Still asleep.

Still mine.

I moved a little faster—

not rough, not loud—

just steady, needy thrusts that rocked her against me, the bed creaking quietly under our weight.

Her breath hitched again.

Another small whimper.

Her hips pushed back into mine on instinct.

“Sweetheart…” I growled softly, losing control,

“You’re gonna make me come inside you again.”

Her body answered—

tightening around me so intensely I almost lost it right there.

I buried my face in her neck, teeth grazing her skin as my rhythm deepened—

slow

deep

slow

deep

her body taking every inch even in sleep.

My grip on her hip tightened.

My breath hitched.

Her pussy squeezed around me one last time—

long, slow, perfect—

and I broke.

I thrust deep—

one final, heavy push—

and spilled inside her again, hot and thick, filling her until she whimpered from the warmth spreading inside her.

I held her there, my cock still deep inside her, pulsing with every wave of release.

“Good girl…” I whispered breathlessly into her hair.

“You take me even in your sleep.”

She sighed—soft, content, unaware—

her body relaxing around mine, still full of me, still wrapped around my cock.

I stayed inside her.

Stayed pressed against her.

Stayed hard enough that I knew sleep wouldn’t pull me off her.

Not yet.

Not when she was this warm and soft and perfect around me.

And before drifting off again, I murmured into her shoulder:

“When you wake up…”

I thrust gently, still leaking inside her.

“…I’ll take you again.”


Chapter 8

Sunlight was barely touching the curtains when I stirred awake—

slow, warm, still buried inside her.

We hadn’t moved all night.

My body was molded to hers.

Her ass pressed against my hips.

My cock still deep in her from the moment I slipped back into sleep.

And she was already squeezing me.

Slow, gentle pulses…

dreamy little tightens…

as if her body remembered me even when she didn’t.

I groaned softly into her shoulder.

Her skin was warm.

Soft.

Still smelling faintly of sweat, sex, and my breath.

I kissed her there—lazy, hungry.

She made a tiny sleepy sound, shifting under me, her thighs brushing together.

And that subtle movement pulled me even deeper inside her.

My breath caught.

“Sweetheart…”

No response—

just a soft sigh.

Her hips rolled the slightest bit, instinctive, unconscious.

But it was enough.

I wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her tighter against me, pinning her gently to the mattress.

And I started to move.

Slow.

Deep.

Barely-there thrusts that rocked her body in the soft morning light.

At first she didn’t wake.

Her breath hitched in her sleep, her legs parting automatically, her back arching the smallest amount.

Her body recognized me before her consciousness did.

But when I pushed in a little deeper—

a long, slow, claiming stroke—

she finally woke with a soft, startled gasp.

“Eli…?”

Her voice was barely there, hazy and sweet from sleep.

“Mmm,” I murmured against her neck, kissing her warm skin.

“Morning.”

She realized then—

where I was.

How deep I was.

How I was already taking her.

She trembled, a soft moan escaping her lips.

“Are you—already—?”

“Inside you?” I finished for her, another slow thrust rolling her hips forward.

“I never left.”

She shivered violently at the sound of my voice in her ear.

I slid my hand down her belly, resting it low, just where her body stretched around me.

“You were squeezing me in your sleep,” I murmured.

“Couldn’t help myself.”

Her breath caught as I thrust again—

deeper this time, hips meeting the soft curve of her ass.

“You feel so fucking good in the morning…”

She whimpered, half-awake, half-overwhelmed.

“Eli—oh god— I just woke up—”

“And you’re already wet for me.”

I moved my hips again—slow, smooth—

her body opening around me all over again.

Her head fell back against my shoulder.

“Oh—Eli…”

I tightened my arm around her waist, pulling her flush against me, my cock sliding deeper with the angle.

“You said…”

I kissed the back of her shoulder.

“…to keep taking you while you slept.”

“I—I did…”

“And I’m not done.”

Her breathing quickened.

I lifted her thigh with one hand, bending her knee to open her even more, pressing her leg forward against the mattress.

She gasped at the shift.

“Eli—wait— I’m still—ah—”

I thrust into her again—

slow, firm, filling her so deeply she trembled under me.

“You’re sore,” I murmured.

“I can feel it.”

“Mmm—yes—”

“And you’re still letting me in.”

She moaned.

“That’s my good girl.”

Another thrust.

Another soft cry.

Her body molding to me, letting me claim her morning just like I claimed her night.

I kissed her shoulder again.

“You’re gonna come for me again…”

A slow grind.

“…first thing in the morning.”

She whimpered helplessly.

“And I’m gonna fill you,” I whispered, voice low and rough.

“Again.”

Her hand reached behind her, gripping my hip desperately.

“Please… Eli…”

“Say it.”

“Please—come in me again—please—use me—”

I groaned hard into her neck.

I held her close from behind for another slow, deep stroke, savoring the way she gasped softly, still half-asleep, her body warm and soft around me.

But I wanted her on her back.

I wanted to see her face when I filled her again.

I tightened my arm around her waist and murmured against her shoulder:

“Turn over for me.”

She made a small, sleepy sound—more a whimper than a word—but she obeyed.

I guided her gently, rolling her onto her back, staying inside her the whole time, never pulling out an inch.

She let out a soft, broken sigh as she settled beneath me—

hair messy across the pillow,

cheeks flushed,

eyes barely open,

lips parted and kiss-bruised.

Beautiful.

Completely mine.

I braced myself over her, my hands sliding to her hips, pulling her down just a little so she felt the weight of me.

Slowly—deliberately—I pushed deeper.

Her eyes fluttered open, wide and startled and awake all at once.

“Oh—god—Eli—”

“Look at me,” I murmured.

She tried. She really did.

But each slow thrust made her eyes roll half-shut, her breath trembling out in tiny gasps.

“You feel that?”

Another long stroke.

“You’re still warm from the night.”

Another deeper push.

“And you’re still taking me like you need it.”

Her hands slid up my arms, weak and shaking, fingers curling around my biceps for something to hold onto.

“Eli… I’m so sensitive…”

“I know,” I whispered, kissing her jaw, her cheek, her lips.

“That’s why I want you this way.”

I rolled my hips, angling myself to hit the spot that always made her melt—

and she gasped, arching beautifully under me.

“There she is…” I murmured, lowering my body over hers.

“My good girl. My morning girl.”

Her thighs wrapped around my waist, dragging me deeper without realizing it.

“Oh—Eli—please…”

“What do you want?” I asked, brushing her hair back.

“Tell me.”

“I want—”

Her voice broke as I thrust again—slow, steady, claiming.

“I want you inside me… I want to feel you—oh—”

“You do feel me.”

I lifted her hips just slightly, pinning her to the bed, taking her with a control that made her whole body shiver.

“You feel every inch of me.

And you’re going to feel me come inside you again.”

Her breath collapsed into a moan.

“Please—”

I kissed her—deep, warm, filling her mouth like I was filling her body.

She kissed me back instantly, desperately, legs tightening around me as I moved slowly, deeply, perfectly inside her.

Her nails scraped down my back.

“I’m close,” I whispered against her lips.

“You want it?”

“Yes—yes, Eli—give it to me—please—fill me—”

That was all I needed.

I thrust deeper, harder—

but still slow enough she felt every second—

grinding deep into her as her breath hitched and her body tightened around me in rhythmic little pulses she couldn’t control.

“God—sweetheart—yes—keep squeezing me—”

She moaned into my mouth.

And I broke.

My hips pushed flush to hers—

one deep, final thrust—

and I came inside her,

hot, thick, pulsing waves filling her again until she whimpered at the heat spreading deep inside her.

I stayed inside her, fully buried, chest pressing to hers as I rode the last shudder of release.

Then I lifted my head just enough to look into her sleepy, dazed eyes.

“Good morning,” I whispered, breath warm over her lips.

She trembled beneath me.

I stayed inside her for another long moment after I came—

breathing her in, feeling her warmth, feeling the way her body still fluttered around me.

But eventually I shifted my hips and slid out of her—

slowly, deliberately—

my cock leaving her inch by inch until the head slipped free with a wet, tender slickness.

She whimpered softly at the loss.

“Eli…”

Her legs fell open naturally, exhausted, trusting, her whole body soft and pliant beneath me.

I sat back on my heels to look at her.

God.

My cum pooled inside her, pearly white and hot, beginning to spill slowly from her swollen, sensitive opening. It coated the inside of her thighs, glistened in the soft light, and dripped onto the sheets in slow, thick strands.

Her chest rose sharply when she saw me staring.

“Eli?”

Her voice was shaky, unsure, already needy again.

I dragged two fingers lightly along her inner thigh—collecting a warm drip before it fell—and lifted it to my lips, never breaking eye contact.

Her breath shivered out of her.

I tasted her.

Me.

Us.

Then I leaned forward, my voice dropping into a low, dangerous whisper:

“You think I’m done with you?”

She swallowed.

“I—I don’t know… I thought…”

“No,” I murmured, sliding my hand back down her thigh, fingertips dipping between her folds, spreading her open so she could feel the air on her still-sensitive heat.

“I’m not done until you keep every drop I gave you.”

Her breath hitched.

I pressed gently at her entrance with two fingers, watching the thick spill of cum gather at her opening again, struggling to escape.

I groaned deeply.

“Look at you… trying to melt around me… pushing out everything I put in.”

My voice thickened.

“I don’t think so.”

I slid my fingers inside her—slow, steady—pushing my cum back into her body.

She gasped, legs twitching.

“Eli—oh—”

“You feel that?”

My words brushed her lips as I leaned over her.

“That’s me putting all of it right back where it belongs.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, head tipping back.

I worked my fingers deeper, swirling them, pressing her open in slow circles that made her breath come out in broken whimpers.

Another warm bead spilled down her thigh.

I caught it with my thumb.

“Sweetheart,” I murmured, “you’re dripping for me.”

“I can’t help it…” she whispered, breathless.

“You can,” I corrected gently.

“I’ll help you.”

I withdrew my fingers—sticky, glistening—and she let out a soft, aching sound at the loss.

She didn’t know what I was about to do.

I wrapped a hand around my cock.

Still half-hard.

Still swollen.

Already thickening as I watched her chest rise and fall.

Her eyes widened slightly.

“Eli…?”

“Shhh,” I breathed, guiding myself down between her thighs again.

“You’re going to keep it. All of it.”

I lined myself up with her entrance—

bare, warm, open—

and pushed back inside her in one slow, heavy stroke that made both of us gasp.

She arched off the mattress.

“Oh—god—yes—Eli—”

My voice was a growl at her ear as I settled deep, bottoming out inside her, filling her again with everything she’d been losing.

“That’s it,” I whispered.

“Hold me.

Hold every drop.”

I began to thrust—

slow, deep, deliberate—

driving my cum further inside her with each roll of my hips.

She clung to my shoulders, nails dragging down my back, her voice cracking into soft, desperate sounds.

“You’re mine,” I murmured, kissing her jaw, her cheek, her mouth.

“And I want you full.”

I thrust again—slow and perfect—feeling her tighten around me, keeping everything in place.

“You’re keeping my cum for me,” I whispered.

“Just like a good girl.”

She moaned, broken and bliss-drunk.

And I kept pushing it deeper.


Chapter 9

By the time morning light really settled across the house, the downstairs was still full.

People sprawled across couches, slumped in armchairs, asleep on throw blankets—

a New Year’s Eve party that hit midnight hard and never bothered to disperse.

Empty bottles, card decks, stray chips and pretzels—

the entire living room looked hungover.

But they were awake enough when they heard the stairs.

I came down first.

Hair still messy from sleep and sex.

Jaw unshaven.

One hand resting casually on Madeline’s thigh.

Because she was wrapped around me.

Legs around my waist.

Arms around my neck.

Face tucked into my shoulder.

And wearing nothing but my shirt.

Buttoned halfway.

Bare legs.

Bare feet.

Marked neck.

Sleepy smile.

Completely ruined and completely mine.

Her arms tightened around me when we reached the bottom step, as if she still didn’t quite trust her legs.

Not that I would have let her walk.

She kissed the side of my throat. Soft.

Possessive in her own sweet way.

A few groggy faces turned toward us.

Then—

“OH SHIT!”

Someone bolted upright on the couch.

“ELI’S STILL GOT HER!”

“LOOK AT HER!”

“THAT’S HIS SHIRT!”

“DAN, MY MAN—WHAT DID YOU DO?”

The house exploded in laughter and shouting.

Even half-asleep, even hungover, they had energy for this.

Someone clapped.

Someone else whistled.

A woman giggled into her friend’s shoulder.

“Madeline, honey, you’re glowing.”

“Look at her legs—she can’t even walk!”

“Eli carried her down like his damn wife!”

“Oh he BROKE her.”

Madeline hid her burning face in my neck.

Which only made them yell louder.

“Get a room!”

“He did, dude, he got the BIG room!”

“Give us a New Year’s kiss, lovebirds!”

I tilted her face up with one hand—gentle, but firm.

Her eyes fluttered open, still sleepy, still warm, her pupils dilated.

She whispered, “Eli… everyone—”

“I know,” I murmured, brushing her cheek with my thumb.

Then I kissed her.

Slow.

Sweet.

Full-mouth.

A kiss that said she chose me and I wasn’t done choosing her.

The room went wild.

“DAMN!”

“ELI, OUR BOY!”

“MADDIE, GET IT GIRL!”

“That’s a real kiss!”

Only one person didn’t cheer.

Dan.

He stood by the kitchen counter, a cup of cold coffee in his hand, staring at us.

Blank.

Slowly cracking.

The laughter died down around him.

People shifted, awkward.

Someone coughed.

He looked at Madeline.

At her bare legs.

At my shirt draping her body.

At my hands gripping her thighs.

At her head resting trustingly on my shoulder.

And something in his face fell.

He wasn’t stupid.

He wasn’t drunk anymore.

And he wasn’t laughing now.

His voice came out quiet.

Too quiet.

“…You two didn’t just sleep.”

Madeline’s breath hitched in my arms.

I didn’t flinch.

I met his eyes directly.

“No,” I said.

My voice steady, calm, absolute.

“Not even close.”

A ripple went through the room.

Dan blinked.

Then blinked again.

And the understanding—the real, deep, gut-punch truth—settled on him like a weight.

He whispered:

“…She’s not my wife anymore, is she?”

Madeline clutched me tighter.

I held her closer, one hand stroking her thigh, protective and claiming all at once.

I didn’t answer him.

Not with words.

Because the way she clung to me—

the way she pressed her face into my neck—

the way her whole body softened at my touch—

the way she wore my clothes

and walked with my marks

and kept my cum inside her—

That answer was obvious.

Dan swallowed hard.

The room was dead silent.

Madeline whispered my name into my skin, a soft, frightened sound—

but one that told everyone exactly where she belonged.

And I said quietly, with a certainty that filled the room:

“She’s with me now.”


Epilogue

One Year Later

The house looks different this year.

Same walls.

Same holiday lights.

Same friends half-drunk on champagne and nostalgia.

But everything else?

Everything has changed.

Because this year, when I step into the living room just before midnight, I’m not alone.

Madeline is tucked under my arm—

hair shining in the party lights,

cheeks soft and flushed from champagne,

belly gently rounded again beneath her dress,

even though our daughter is only three months old.

And that daughter is asleep against my chest in a soft white blanket, her tiny fingers curled around the fabric of my shirt as though she was born knowing exactly who I am.

My wife.

My baby.

My family.

Madeline looks up at me with that little smile she only ever had for me—

the soft one, the shy one, the one that came from somewhere deep and safe.

She touches my cheek.

I kiss her instantly.

She melts into it instantly.

A few people laugh from across the room.

“God, you two. Get a room.”

“They never stop touching!”

“They’re like teenagers.”

Madeline blushes and tucks her face into my shoulder.

I kiss the top of her head.

The baby shifts and sighs.

Madeline’s hand rests over her own belly—the new life already growing.

Perfect.

Full.

More than I ever thought I’d have.

And then I see him.

Dan.

He’s leaning against the back wall with a beer he isn’t drinking, watching us with that distant, hollow expression he’s worn every time I’ve seen him this past year.

He’s not angry anymore.

No yelling.

No jokes.

Just quiet, tired acceptance.

He looks at my wife—his former wife—

laughing with her friends, glowing, healthy, adored.

Then he looks at the baby in my arms—

our daughter—

with her mother’s soft brown hair and my eyes.

And then he sees my hand move—

resting gently over Madeline’s stomach,

just where the beginnings of her new pregnancy swell beneath her dress.

Madeline notices his gaze.

She doesn’t look away.

She doesn’t hide.

She presses closer to me—

subtle, instinctive, claiming—

and I kiss her again, slow and warm, hand sliding protectively along her side.

Dan’s jaw tightens, just once.

But he doesn’t speak.

He doesn’t step forward.

He just watches—

the realization setting in deeper than it did even that morning last year:

He didn’t just lose her.

He lost everything she became once she was finally loved right.

The countdown starts.

“TEN—”

Madeline curls into my side, glowing.

“NINE—”

I adjust our daughter so her cheek rests on my chest.

“EIGHT—”

Madeline’s hand slides into mine.

“SEVEN—”

I kiss her temple.

“SIX—”

She bites her lip, smiling up at me.

“FIVE—”

Her free hand brushes her belly.

“FOUR—”

Dan looks away, finally.

“THREE—”

She whispers, “I love you.”

“TWO—”

I whisper it back.

“ONE!”

The room erupts.

I kiss her.

She kisses me back.

Our daughter sighs softly between us, safe and warm.

We stand in the center of the New Year’s party—

laughing, kissing, wrapped in each other—

the picture of a perfect, messy, real little family.

And for the first time since I’d known her,

Madeline looks like she’s exactly where she was always meant to be.

Mine.

My wife.

My love.

Mother of my children.

And pregnant again.

Her smile softens as she looks up at me.

“Happy New Year, Eli.”

I kiss her again, hand cupping her cheek.

“Happy New Year, sweetheart.”

Behind her, across the room,

Dan watches with a quiet ache in his eyes.

He finally understands:

He didn’t just lose her.

He lost the future that should’ve been his—

and became mine instead.
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THE NEW YEAR'S KISS

He wanted her for y.ears. And when the clock struck
midnight, he took her.
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