
        
            
                
            
        

    
Not Just His Guest:

She was family. Then she was more. 

Chapter1

The kitchen smells like coffee and buttered toast when I walk in. It’s Saturday, too early for my head to be clear, and sunlight spills through the blinds in fat golden stripes across the counter. Emma’s at the table, one knee tucked up, scrolling on her phone like she owns the place. My niece. Nineteen. College freshman. My brother’s kid, though he’s been living out of state for years now, and I’m the one paying rent and feeding her while she “focuses on her studies.”

She’s wearing one of those thin ribbed tank tops with pajama shorts, the kind of nothingoutfit that would’ve been harmless if it weren’t for how her nipples stand up under the fabric, dark little points I can see every time she shifts in her chair. No bra. No apology.

I stand there for a second with my mug halfway to my mouth, watching her swipe her thumb across the screen. Her hair’s a mess, falling over one eye, and she’s humming quietly, offkey. She doesn’t look up.

“Morning,” I say finally, my voice lower than I meant. She glances up, startled. “Oh. Morning.” She tucks a strand of hair behind her ear and goes back to scrolling. No “thanks for breakfast,” no “how are you,” just… there.

I walk past her to the counter, pour myself another coffee even though mine’s still half-full. My eyes keep sliding back to her. The thin cotton shorts riding high on her thighs. The way her lips part just a little when she’s focused on the screen.

“You’re up early,” I say.
“Couldn’t sleep,” she mumbles.
I set my mug down. “You’ve been walking around like you own the place lately.”
That makes her glance up again. “What?”
I move behind her chair. “Feet on the furniture. Leaving the bathroom door open. Shorts like that.”
She flushes but doesn’t move. “They’re just shorts.”
“They’re barely shorts.” 

My hand rests on the back of her chair. She’s still staring at her phone but I can see the pulse jump at her throat. She’s not teasing. She’s just oblivious. And I’ve had enough of watching.

“Come here,” I say.
She hesitates. “Why?”
I slide my hand from the chair to her shoulder, thumb brushing her collarbone. “Because I said so.”
She sets her phone down slowly. “Uncle Ryan…” 

“Come here.” My voice drops even lower. Her chair scrapes as she stands. She’s shorter than me, looking up with wide eyes, hands fidgeting at the hem of her top. I take her wrist, gentle but firm, and guide her around the chair until she’s between my knees.

“Sit,” I murmur, pulling her down onto my lap. 

She lands soft, stiff at first, thighs pressed tight together. The heat of her body seeps through the thin fabric of her shorts into my jeans. I put my hands on her hips, thumbs sliding just under the hem of her tank top.

“Relax,” I say.
She exhales shakily but doesn’t get up. 

“Good girl,” I murmur, my mouth close to her ear now, coffee and toast and her shampoo all mixing in the warm air between us.
Her pulse flutters against my fingertips. She hasn’t moved. She hasn’t told me to stop.

. Her weight settles on my thighs, warm and hesitant, and the smell of her shampoo fills my head. My palms slide a little further around her waist, thumbs grazing the undersides of her ribs until they’re just below the soft swell of her breasts.

She takes a shaky breath. “Ryan…” It comes out almost a whisper, like she’s not sure she said it out loud.
I lower my mouth to her ear. “Shhh.” My voice is calm, steady. “Just stay right here.” 

My thumbs stroke little circles higher, up her ribs, until I’m cupping the bottom curve of her through the thin cotton. Her nipple is already stiff under the fabric, and when I brush across it she jolts, a small gasp breaking loose from her throat.

“Easy,” I murmur, nose in her hair. “Don’t tense up.” She shifts slightly on my lap but doesn’t pull away. Her hands hover near her thighs like she doesn’t know where to put them. I take one of her wrists, guide it to the table so she’s braced there, and use my free hand to cup her left breast fully, thumb dragging slow lazy circles over the hard little point at the center.

“Mmh…” She swallows hard. “We… we shouldn’t…”
“I know,” I say, voice still low. “But you’re not moving.” 

Her breath catches. My other hand comes up to her right breast, fingers spread wide, the thin tank top sliding under my palms until I’ve got her almost bare. I pinch lightly, roll her nipples between my fingers until she lets out a quiet sound — a choked little “ahh” she tries to swallow.

“That’s it,” I murmur, pressing my lips to the soft skin just below her ear. “That’s what I wanted to hear.” 

I squeeze both at once, slow and firm, feeling her melt back against my chest even as she trembles. Her head tips sideways, exposing more of her neck to my mouth. “Do you like this?” I ask softly.

She nods once, a tiny, jerky movement. 

My thumbs flick again, harder now, and she makes another sound, this time louder, a breathless little whimper that echoes off the quiet kitchen walls.

“Good girl,” I say again, savoring the way the words make her shiver. “Keep your hands right where they are.”

I shift my legs, adjusting her a little higher on my lap so her back is against my chest and my hands are free to explore. I drag my thumbs across her nipples one more time, slow and deliberate, and feel her hips press down involuntarily against me.

Her head tilts back onto my shoulder. She doesn’t say anything. She just breathes — quick, shallow breaths — while I knead her breasts and roll the tender peaks between my fingers like I’ve been waiting to do for years.
Her breathing is quick and shallow against my chest. The little sounds she’s been making are starting to live under my skin, a quiet, breathy rhythm in time with my hands. Her nipples are hard little stones under the thin cotton, so stiff they’re almost poking through my palms.

I lean closer until my lips brush her ear. “You know what I want,” I murmur.
She swallows audibly. “Ryan…” 

“Shhh.” My thumbs flick her nipples once more through the fabric and she gasps, hips shifting on my lap. “You’re going to take that top down for me.”

Her head jerks a little, like she’s shaking it no — but she doesn’t stand up.
“You’re going to pull it down yourself,” I say, still soft, still low. “Slow. Show me what’s mine.”
Her fingers twitch on the tabletop. “Now,” I add, a little more steel in my voice. 

She raises her hands, hesitates, then catches the hem of her tank top and slowly peels it downward until the fabric clears her breasts. The air in the kitchen hits her skin and her nipples tighten even harder. She stops just under her ribs, holding the shirt there like she’s afraid to let go.

“That’s it,” I murmur, my hands leaving her hips to cup her bare breasts at last. Warm skin against my palms, soft and heavy. I groan quietly against her neck, squeezing, thumbs dragging slow lazy circles over the naked peaks.

“Mmh…” she lets out, head falling back against my shoulder, eyes squeezed shut.
“Good girl,” I whisper. “Just like that.” 

I roll each nipple between thumb and forefinger, first gentle, then harder, until she gasps again. She wriggles slightly on my lap, thighs trembling.
“Keep holding your shirt up,” I tell her.

“I…” her voice is a shaky whisper. “I can’t…”
“Yes you can,” I breathe, squeezing her breasts harder now, palms full of warm skin. “You’re doing so good.” 

She keeps her fists tight in the fabric as I knead her, pulling and rolling the stiff points, kissing up the side of her neck. Her skin tastes like salt and soap. Her hips press back against me again, a small involuntary roll.

“You like this,” I murmur, teeth grazing her earlobe.
A soft sound escapes her — not quite a yes, not quite a moan — but her body’s answer is clear. 

I drag my thumbs across her nipples again, slow and deliberate, and she shudders.
“That’s better,” I say. “Now keep still. Let me feel you.”

I keep playing with her breasts, exploring, squeezing, pushing her closer to the edge without even touching anything else. Her head stays tipped back against me, her breath ragged in the quiet kitchen, the only sound the low rasp of her voice when she lets another shaky little “ahhh…” slip free.

I slide my mouth closer to her ear. “You’re going to do something for me now.”
Her breath hitches. “What…?” 

“You’re going to touch yourself,” I murmur, fingers rolling her nipples slowly. “While I keep you like this. Hands where I tell you. No thinking. Just do it.”

“I…” her voice dies against her throat. She swallows hard.
My hands squeeze her breasts, firm enough to make her gasp. “Say ‘yes.’”

“Yes,” she whispers, so soft it’s almost nothing. 

“Good girl.” I shift her a little higher on my lap, thighs opening just enough. “Take your right hand,” I whisper, “and slide it down your stomach. Slow.”

She hesitates for a heartbeat, then lets one hand leave her balled-up shirt. Her fingers trail down past her belly button, shaking.

“Lower,” I breathe against her neck, pinching her nipples again until she whimpers. “Inside your shorts. Show me how wet you are.”

A small, broken sound escapes her but she does it — slips her hand under the waistband, slides her fingers lower until her knuckles disappear. Her hips jerk against my lap as she finds herself.

“That’s it,” I murmur. “Now rub. Slow circles.” She lets out a shaky, high-pitched moan and her head tips back on my shoulder. I keep my hands on her breasts, kneading and pinching while she moves her fingers between her thighs under the shorts.

“You like that,” I whisper, rolling her nipples harder. “Tell me.”
“Yes…” It’s almost a sob.
“Louder.” I twist both nipples just enough to make her jolt. “Tell me.”
“Yes,” she gasps, voice catching.
“That’s better,” I growl softly. “Keep rubbing. Right there.” 

She moans again, louder this time, hips rolling against my lap while her fingers work herself. Her skin’s hot, slick under my palms. The sound of her breath, the soft wet noise from under her shorts—it’s all I can hear.

I press my mouth to the side of her neck, biting just lightly enough to leave a mark. “Good girl,” I whisper between nips. “Do it until I tell you to stop.”

Her fingers move faster now, her body starting to shudder against mine. I keep my grip on her breasts, thumbs flicking her nipples in time with the rhythm she’s making below, guiding her without even touching her there myself.

“That’s it,” I say, voice a low rumble in her ear. “Get yourself close for me.” 

She lets out another helpless sound, grinding down against my lap, breath breaking in little bursts. I can feel her nails digging into her thigh under the shorts, the tremor in her stomach, the desperate roll of her hips.

I drag my thumbs across her nipples again and whisper, “Don’t you dare finish until I say.”
Her whole body trembles against me. 

She’s trembling against me, her breath coming in sharp, wet little gasps. I can feel every movement of her fingers under the thin cotton of her shorts, the twitch of her stomach muscles, the way her thighs keep trying to press together. Her nipples are so hard under my thumbs they’re almost painful to her, and when I squeeze them she lets out a broken, “Ahhh—”

I lean closer, mouth at her ear. “Enough.”
Her fingers freeze.
“Take your hand out,” I say quietly. 

She obeys, pulling her damp hand out of her shorts, her knuckles shining with her own slick. She doesn’t know where to put it; she holds it awkwardly against her thigh, shaking.

“Good girl.” I lift my right hand off her breast just long enough to catch her wrist, bring her fingers to my mouth. I drag my tongue slowly across her fingertips, tasting her. She shudders hard enough that her back arches against my chest.

“Now keep your hands on the table,” I murmur. “Flat. Don’t move them.” 

She places both palms flat on the tabletop, trembling. Her shirt is still bunched under her arms, her breasts bare and heaving. The sight of her like this—subdued, breathing hard, nipples swollen and dark—is enough to make my pulse hammer.

I slip my now-free hand down from her stomach, over the waistband of her shorts. “Spread your knees,” I whisper.

She hesitates a heartbeat, then parts them just enough. I hook my fingers under the waistband and push inside, sliding my hand down between her thighs until my palm is cupping her. She’s hot and slick, the thin fabric of her panties clinging.

“Fuck…” I breathe against her neck. “So wet already.” She lets out a soft whimper as I press two fingers against the damp cotton, circling slow. Her hips jerk and she bites her lip, trying to stay quiet.

“Don’t hold it in,” I murmur, squeezing her breast with my other hand. “Let me hear you.” 

I slide my fingers under the edge of her panties and find her bare. Wet heat coats my fingertips as I draw slow circles over her clit, then dip lower, parting her folds. She gasps, the sound high and startled, and her palms slap against the table.

“That’s it,” I whisper. “Just feel me.” 

I roll her nipple between my thumb and forefinger while my other hand teases her clit, then pushes one finger inside her, slow and steady. She moans—long and low this time—and her hips rock down to meet me.

“You like that?” I ask, voice low. “Yes…” she breathes. 

I add a second finger, sliding in deep, curling them just enough to find that soft spot inside her. Her thighs tighten around my wrist and she makes a strangled sound, somewhere between a moan and a sob.

“Good girl,” I growl softly, flicking my thumb over her clit while my fingers move inside her. “Keep your hands right where they are.”

Her head tips back onto my shoulder, eyes squeezed shut, mouth open. Her breath is ragged against my neck as I work her, my other hand kneading her breasts, thumbs dragging across her swollen nipples in time with the thrust of my fingers inside her.

“Say my name,” I whisper.
“Ryan…” It comes out as a gasp. 

“Again.” I curl my fingers inside her just right and she almost comes off my lap.
“Uncle Ryan!” Louder this time, her hips grinding down onto my hand.

“That’s it,” I murmur, my lips against her ear. “Come for me.” 

I flick her clit one last time, hard and precise, and feel her seize around my fingers. She lets out a sharp, helpless cry, body shuddering as she comes, palms still pressed to the table just like I told her. Her slick gushes over my hand, her thighs trembling against me.

I keep my fingers moving slow, easing her down, while my other hand cups her breast, thumb rubbing lazy circles over the nipple until her shudders become small aftershocks.

“Good girl,” I whisper again, kissing the side of her neck. “Just like that.” 

She collapses back against my chest, breathing hard, shirt still bunched under her arms, nipples flushed, my hand still inside her. I can feel her pulse through her skin, quick and frantic.

She’s limp against my chest, still catching her breath, her skin hot under my palms. My fingers slide out of her slowly, wet and shining, and I wipe them across her inner thigh just to make her shiver. She’s quiet, eyes half-closed, hands still pressed to the table because I haven’t told her she can move yet.

I kiss the side of her neck once, hard enough to leave a mark. “You did good.”
She makes a small sound in her throat. “Uncle Ryan…”
I lean close to her ear. “Now you’re going to do something for me.”
Her head tilts a little, the tiniest tremor running through her. “What?” 

“You’re going to stand up,” I say quietly, “walk down the hall to my room, take everything off, and lie on my bed. On your back. Hands at your sides. Legs open. Waiting for me.”

She draws in a sharp breath. “I—”
My hand slides up to her throat, not squeezing, just a firm reminder of my control. “Do it.”
Her eyes flutter shut. She nods once.
“Say it,” I murmur against her ear.
“I’ll…” her voice cracks. “I’ll go to your room.”
“And?” 

“And… I’ll be naked, waiting on your bed.” “Good girl.” I give her breasts one last slow squeeze, then release her. “Go now.”

She hesitates just a second longer, then slowly rises from my lap. Her shirt’s still bunched under her arms, her nipples bare and flushed. She pulls the hem down, trying to cover herself, but I catch her wrist.

“No,” I say. “Walk there just like this. Take it off in my room.” 

A tremor runs through her again. She nods and steps away from the table, her legs shaky but moving. I watch her walk out of the kitchen, down the hall, her hair falling around her face, the hem of her shorts riding high. She disappears into my bedroom without looking back.

I take a slow breath, reach for my coffee, sip it once, set it down. The house is quiet except for the sound of her moving in the other room — a drawer sliding, a soft rustle of clothes hitting the floor. The air is thick and heavy, full of her scent and the slick warmth still on my fingers.
I stand up, adjusting myself, and head down the hall. At my doorway I stop.

She’s exactly where I told her to be: on her back, naked, legs slightly apart, hands at her sides, eyes fixed on the ceiling. Her hair’s a dark spill on my sheets, nipples hard, stomach rising and falling with each shallow breath.

Waiting.
I lean against the doorframe for a second, just looking at her. “Good girl,” I say softly. “You’re learning.”
Her eyes flick to mine and then away, a shiver running through her.
I close the door behind me. 

Chapter2

I close the door behind me and lock it. Just a click, soft, final. She flinches slightly on the bed at the sound, then glances up at me and back down to the ceiling again, cheeks flushed.

Good. 

She’s laid out exactly how I told her. Naked, arms down, legs parted just enough to show the smooth curve between her thighs. Her nipples are stiff, her chest rising and falling too fast for someone trying to act calm.

I don’t say anything. 

I cross the room slowly, still fully dressed. My shirt’s unbuttoned at the collar, belt still fastened. I don’t even loosen it. I don’t need to.
She tracks me with her eyes now, her lips parting slightly when I stop at the edge of the bed. I don’t climb on. I don’t kiss her. I just stand there and look at her.

“I said lie on your back.” My voice is low.
“I— I am—”
I grip her jaw with one hand, firm enough to still her. “Quiet.”
Her breath catches. 

I look down at her lips, soft and parted, flushed. My thumb drags across her bottom lip and she opens for me, instinctive, like she doesn’t even realize it.

I nod slowly. “That’s what I thought.” 

I reach down, unbuckle my belt. The leather whispers through the loops, a low rasp that makes her toes curl. I pop the button on my jeans, drag the zipper down, and let her see the bulge pushing against the dark fabric of my briefs.

Her eyes go wide. Her thighs shift slightly. 

I fist her hair and pull her up just enough to bring her mouth to the edge of the bed, her knees bent, tits pressed to her thighs now. She sways against me, eyes wide, mouth close to my cock.

“Take it out.” 

She hesitates for just a second —then obeys. Her fingers shake as she slides my waistband down, freeing me, her breath catching when I spring loose right in front of her.

I thread one hand through her hair, gripping the back of her head. The other guides myself to her lips. 

“You’re going to use your mouth like it belongs to me,” I say, voice flat, unshakable. “And you’re not going to stop until I say.”
She nods, her breath hot across the head of my cock.

“Then open,” I say.
And she does. 

I slide in slow, one inch, then two, watching her lips stretch around me. She gags just slightly and I pull back—not to be kind, but to remind her I’m controlling the pace. Her eyes water and I wipe the tear from her cheek with my thumb as I push back in deeper this time.

“Breathe through your nose,” I murmur. “Take it.” 

Her lips seal tight around the base. Her throat spasms around me. I groan low in my chest, not from release, not yet, just from the fucking sight of her—naked on my bed, my cock in her mouth, her fingers digging into the sheets like it’s all too much.
I start to move. Shallow thrusts, then deeper, slow and unrelenting. Her throat takes me farther each time. She whimpers around me and I growl softly, tightening my grip in her hair.

“Good fucking girl,” I hiss, hips rolling. “You were made for this.” 

Her eyes close. I don’t stop. I fuck her mouth like it’s mine—because it is now. She gave it to me the second she got on my lap, the second she didn’t pull away.

Each thrust is a statement. Each groan from her throat is a promise.
Mine. Mine. Mine. 

stretched wide, drool slipping from the corner of her mouth and trailing down her chin. I watch her take it, over and over, every thrust deeper, every wet little gag another sound I feed on.
Her fingers are clutching the sheets now, knuckles white, legs twitching like her body doesn’t know what to do with itself. I feel her moan around me and the vibration punches through my spine.

“Keep going,” I growl, not slowing, hips rolling in a steady rhythm. 

I can feel it building. Heat coiling low in my gut, pulse drumming in my cock, the tension riding the edge just where I want it.

I thrust deeper —her nose buried against my skin—and hold her there, one hand tight in her hair, the other gripping her jaw.

Then I come.
Hard. 

Thick spurts down her throat, and she jolts slightly, gagging as I hold her there, feeding her every drop. “Swallow,” I order, voice ragged, breath sharp. “Don’t waste it.”

She shudders and obeys, her throat working, eyes watering, tears slipping free. She gasps when I finally pull back, a string of spit still connecting us before it breaks and falls to her chest.

I stay standing just long enough to let her look up at me—mouth red, lips glistening, cheeks flushed. She looks ruined. And perfect.

“Good girl,” I murmur, brushing her hair back from her face. “You did so fucking well.”
She looks dazed, a little shaky, but her eyes are locked on mine. She nods once, slow, lips still parted. 

I step out of my jeans, toss them aside. Pull my shirt over my head. My cock’s still half-hard and twitching from the sight of her alone—naked, used, still waiting. “Move back,” I say, climbing onto the bed.

She scrambles up to the pillows, laying back the way she was before—legs spread, skin flushed, nipples tight. Her thighs are slick with anticipation, even after everything. I kneel between them, running both hands up from her knees to her hips.

“Did you think that was all you were getting?”
She shakes her head, eyes wide.
“Good.” I grip her thighs, push them open wider. “Because I’m not done with you. Not even close.” 

I lower my head, and drag my tongue up her slit, slow and deep, savoring the taste of her already leaking down onto my sheets. She cries out, fingers flying to my hair, but I slap them away.

“Hands at your sides,” I say. “Don’t touch me unless I tell you to.”
She obeys instantly, fists clenched in the sheets as I slide my tongue over her clit, then back down, circling her entrance. I press in, slow and steady, tasting everything she gave me earlier and more. Her hips lift off the bed and I shove them down with one hand.

“You come again,” I say, “but not until I say.” 

She whimpers —high and shaky—and I just smile against her pussy, dragging my tongue across her again, harder this time, until she’s trembling all over again.

She’s shaking under my mouth now. 

Every flick of my tongue over her clit makes her jolt, thighs twitching against my shoulders, hands fisting the sheets beside her hips just like I told her. Her breath is coming in short, stuttering gasps, little broken sounds that make my cock throb with every one.

She’s close. I can feel it in the way her hips keep twitching up to meet my mouth, desperate and erratic. I slip two fingers inside her while I suck on her clit and her body arches clean off the bed.

“Stay down,” I growl into her skin, pushing her hips down with my free hand. “You want to come, you keep still.”

“I—Ryan—” Her voice is hoarse, breathless. 

I drive my fingers deep, curling them right where I know she’s soft and weak, and she lets out a high, desperate cry.

“Say it,” I hiss. “Tell me who you’re coming for.”
“You—” she gasps, eyes wide, glazed, chest heaving. “You—please—” 

“That’s right.” I suck hard, rub her clit with the flat of my tongue, and fuck her with my fingers until her thighs lock around my head and she goes silent—lips open, body frozen, every muscle trembling.

Then she breaks. 

She moans like she’s falling apart, like she didn’t know it would feel like this, hips rolling helplessly against my mouth as her orgasm tears through her. I hold her there, locked down, licking her through it, tasting everything.

She’s still twitching when I pull back, fingers sliding out of her with a wet sound. Her legs fall open, limp, her stomach trembling. She’s not looking at me—just staring up at the ceiling, dazed, completely wrecked.

I’m already crawling up over her. 

Still hard. Still aching. My cock wet with her spit and her slick, standing thick and ready between us. Her eyes finally focus as I grip her thighs and push them open again.

“Wait—” she breathes. “I—”
“No.” 

I line myself up and slide in, slow and deep, burying myself in one long, possessive thrust. She gasps like I’ve punched the air from her lungs, back arching, nails digging into the sheets again.

“Fuck,” I growl, grinding deeper. “You feel that?”
She whimpers, nodding frantically. 

I don’t give her time to adjust. I start moving— slow, hard strokes, hips rolling with control, every inch dragging against her soaked walls. She’s so wet I can hear it, loud and obscene between us.
Her hands reach up to touch me but I catch both wrists and pin them down above her head.

“You lie there and take it,” I say through my teeth. “That’s your job now.” 

She moans —raw, breathless, already on the edge again. Her legs wrap around my waist instinctively and I drive into her harder, pressing her wrists into the mattress, lowering my face close to hers.

“You’re mine now,” I growl, hips snapping. “You get that?”
She nods, tears spilling from the corners of her eyes as I slam into her again, relentless.
“Say it.”
“I’m yours,” she gasps, voice broken. “I’m—yours, 

Uncle Ryan —fuck—!”
I keep pounding her, deep and steady, not letting her look away. Not letting her forget a single second.

She’s not saying anything now. 

Just little gasps each time I drive into her. Her legs are locked around my waist, her wrists still pinned above her head, and she’s staring up at me like she doesn’t know if she wants to cry or beg for more. Maybe both.

Good. 

My cock is slick with her. She’s soaked— thighs trembling, breath broken, nipples still flushed and stiff from the way I used her earlier. She’s gripping me so tight I feel every pulse of her around my cock. Every twitch.

I press my mouth to her jaw, her neck, sucking a dark mark right below her ear while I grind into her again, deep and slow.
“Fuck,” I mutter against her throat. “You were made for this.”

She shivers.
I slam into her, full-length, and she lets out a desperate cry.
“That’s it,” I hiss. “Take every inch. Let me fill you up.”
Her eyes flick up to mine, glassy. 

I release her wrists, and her arms fall limp to the bed. She doesn’t try to move them. Her legs stay open, spread around me like an invitation that never ends.

I grip her hips, tilt her just right, and start to fuck her harder now—deeper, grinding into her like I’m trying to get somewhere farther than she can take.
And then I feel it.

That heat in my spine, that sharp pull in my gut. I’m right there.
I growl low in my chest. “I’m gonna come in you.”
She gasps, breathless. “Ryan—”
“Don’t fucking stop me,” I snarl. “You’re gonna take every drop.”
She nods, barely, a tiny broken sound in her throat. 

“You know what I want?” I hiss, slamming into her once, twice. “I want to fill you so deep you don’t stop leaking me for hours. I want you walking around full of my cum.”

Her mouth drops open. Her hands clench the sheets. “I want you knocked up,” I growl into her ear, cock twitching inside her. “Swollen with my fucking baby.”

She moans—loud, raw, unfiltered.
That’s all it takes.
I bury myself to the hilt, grip her hips, and let go. 

Hot, thick ropes shooting deep inside her. I grunt with the force of it, hips twitching as I grind into her, staying pressed all the way in as I pump her full. Her cunt clenches down hard around me, like her body’s trying to keep every drop.

I breathe hard against her skin, cock still throbbing inside her, and don’t move. Just stay there. Seated deep. Full. Mine.

When I finally start to soften, I still don’t pull out. I lean up on my elbows, look down at her. She’s dazed. Face flushed, lips red and swollen, thighs slick with her own mess and mine.

“You’re gonna lie here like this,” I say quietly, dragging my fingers through her hair, “and let it sit inside you.”

She nods slowly, almost afraid to speak.
“Good,” I murmur, brushing a thumb over her nipple. “Keep your legs open. Don’t let it drip.”
Her breath shudders. 

I roll off her slowly, finally letting my cock slide free with a wet sound. She whimpers when it happens, like her body misses me already.
I sit beside her and look at the mess between her legs— my cum dripping down slowly from her still-spread pussy onto my sheets.

I smile.
“Just look at that,” I mutter. “You wear it well.”
She turns her head, eyes glassy, mouth slack.
“Next time,” I say, voice calm, “I’m keeping it in with my fingers.”
Her thighs twitch.
I reach out, drag two fingers through the mess, and push them right back inside her. She cries out, hips jerking.
“Shh,” I whisper, twisting them slow. “Gotta make sure it takes.” 

Chapter3

She doesn’t move. 

Just lies there, legs open, hair stuck to her face, her breath shallow and uneven. My cum’s already trying to leak out of her, but I’ve got two fingers inside her, slow and deep, keeping it there. Every time her hips twitch I curl them, just a little, and she whimpers again.

“Stay still,” I murmur. “You haven’t earned the right to move.” 

She nods against the pillow, face turned to the side, cheek flushed. Her body’s limp but trembling underneath my hand.
I lean over her, not to comfort — just to look.

“I hope you understand,” I say, voice low, “this wasn’t a onetime thing.”
She blinks, lips parted, but says nothing.
I twist my fingers inside her and her breath catches in her throat.
“You’re mine now. That’s not up for discussion.”
She moans quietly, hips shifting — I press them back down with my free hand. 

“You’re going to live how I tell you. Dress how I want. Speak when you’re allowed. You’ll keep your mouth clean, your pussy open, and your schedule clear.” She gasps, her hands clenching the sheets again.

“And you’ll keep taking every load I give you,” I whisper. “Until I’ve bred you so full you can’t hide it.”
Her thighs shake.
“Say you understand.”
“I…” her voice is ragged. “I understand.”
“Say it properly.”
“I’m yours,” she breathes. “I belong to you.” 

“That’s right.” I pump my fingers once, slow and deep, and she whimpers again. “And you’ve wanted this, haven’t you?”
She tenses.

“Don’t lie to me,” I say, tone hardening just slightly. “All those mornings with no bra. Walking around half- naked like you thought I wouldn’t notice.”

“I didn’t mean—”
I curl my fingers sharply. She cries out.
“Tell the truth.”
She sucks in a shaky breath. “I… I did it on purpose.”
I nod, slowly. “Of course you did.”
“I—” she swallows. “I wanted you to look.”
“And when you caught me watching?” She closes her eyes. “I got wet.”
I groan quietly and drive my fingers deeper. Her legs jerk. 

“You’ve been walking around this house leaking for me for weeks,” I say. “And now you’re finally where you belong.”

She nods, eyes glassy. 

I pull my fingers out slowly, watch the thick mix of slick and cum try to drip free again. I slide my hand between her thighs and smear it all back in.

Her body twitches.
“No more pretending,” I murmur. “No more avoiding me. No more acting like I don’t see what you are.” “What am I?” she whispers, barely audible.
I smirk. “Mine.”
I bring my hand up, wet with her and me both, and press two fingers against her lips.
She opens them without hesitation, licking slowly, eyes locked on mine.
“That’s it,” I murmur. “Taste what you’ve done. What I’ve given you.”
She closes her lips around them and sucks.
I lean in close, voice low.
“Tomorrow we start setting rules. Outfits. Chores. 

Rewards.”
I trail a line of spit across her cheek with my thumb, then press a kiss to the corner of her mouth.

“But today,” I say, pulling my hand away, “you stay like this. Spread, full, dripping. Just like I want you.” 

She’s still on her back when I stand up — legs open, thighs damp, chest rising and falling in small, shaky breaths. There’s a trail of my cum leaking out of her, already soaking into the sheets under her, and I can still see the tremble in her lower stomach every time she exhales.

Exactly how I left her.
Exactly how I want her. 

I walk to the dresser. Pull open the top drawer. My phone’s charging there — I unplug it, turn back to the bed, and take my time framing the shot.

She looks up when she hears the sound. “Don’t move,” I say. 

She freezes, eyes wide. I bring the phone up, tilt it just slightly, and snap one photo — her body flushed, her nipples tight, her pussy red and messy, open, glistening, leaking. Mine.

She swallows hard. “You’re… you’re taking a picture of me?” 

“Damn right I am.” I lift the phone to show her. “You’re going to look at this every night before you fall asleep. Just so you never forget what you look like after I’ve used you.”

She shudders. A soft moan slips out of her mouth.
“Want to see it?” I ask. 

She nods slowly. I toss the phone beside her on the bed. “You can scroll through it while I get the bath ready.”

I head into the master bathroom. The big tub against the window is one of the only luxuries I ever gave a shit about — wide, deep, plenty of room to make someone squirm. I turn the faucet on, hot water hissing as the tub starts to fill.

I hear her come in behind me a moment later, still naked, still flushed, still damp between the thighs.
“Did I say you could come in?”
She stops in the doorway, arms tucked close, eyes wide.
“I…” She bites her lip. “You said bath.”
“I said I’d get the bath ready. Not that you could follow me.”
She looks down.
“Come here,” I say.
She steps forward.
“Kneel.”
She lowers to her knees, hands in her lap, hair falling forward. 

I walk over, cock already starting to harden again at the sight of her kneeling naked on my bathroom tile. I tilt her chin up, thumb sliding across her cheek.

“Next time, you wait to be told,” I say. 

“Yes, Ryan.” I kiss her forehead once, then step back and finish undressing. The water’s almost high enough. I test the heat with my hand—just right.

“In.”
She climbs into the tub, slow, still sore, easing down with a sharp inhale as the water touches her skin.
I follow her in. 

The water closes over my thighs as I sink down behind her. I pull her back against my chest, legs on either side of her, arms sliding around her body.

She melts into me. 

I take the cloth from the edge and dip it in the hot water, then drag it across her chest, slow and deliberate. Her breath catches when it passes over her nipples. I keep washing her — stomach, arms, neck — all without a word.

Then I reach between her legs.
She stiffens. 

“You think I brought you in here to relax?” I murmur into her ear, cloth still dragging through her folds. “I clean what I own. I take care of what’s mine. That doesn’t mean I stop using it.”

She moans, hips shifting against me in the water. 

My cock’s pressing hard against the small of her back now, thick and twitching. I drop the cloth, slide my fingers through her again, and whisper, “You’ve got all day to learn how deep this goes.”

The cloth slips from my fingers and floats across the water like a discarded thought. I’m not using that anymore.
She’s warm against my chest, skin slick and flushed, head tipped back onto my shoulder. I can see the marks I’ve left on her neck, just above the curve of her collarbone — bruises rising like stamps, inkless and loud. Her thighs are open between mine, her body weight pressing down against me in the water.

I kiss her shoulder once, then murmur low into her ear:
“Lift up.”
She hesitates for half a second — just enough for me to pinch her nipple under the water, hard. 

She gasps and scrambles to obey, rising onto her knees in the bath, ass above the surface, water sliding off her skin in perfect lines. I grip her hips, position her just right, then line myself up and pull her down.

Her pussy parts for me easy. Still soaked. Still stretched from earlier. She sinks onto my cock with a slow, shuddering breath, inch by inch, until I’m buried full inside her again.
She lets out a soft, broken moan, back arching as she settles.

“Shhh,” I murmur, arms sliding around her belly. “We’re not fucking.”
“But—” her voice shakes. 

“We’re not fucking,” I say again, firmer this time, my mouth hot against the shell of her ear. “You’re just going to warm me. Sit here and hold my cock inside you while I wash you. Like a good girl.”

She whimpers, but nods. Her inner muscles flutter around me, still so tight and needy it makes my jaw clench.

I reach for the cloth again, drag it back into the water, and start over.
First her shoulders. Then her arms. My cock twitches inside her every time she shifts — but I keep my pace deliberate. I wash her like she’s a prize I’ve claimed, a toy I intend to keep clean, polished, perfect.

“You feel that?” I murmur into her damp hair as I squeeze the cloth over her chest. “You’re holding me so well. Like your cunt’s trying to keep me.”

She gasps softly. 

I swirl the cloth over her tits, watching her nipples perk again as the warm water drips down her sternum. My other hand slides to her stomach, palm splayed flat, holding her down on me.

“Breathe,” I say. “Relax. Take it.”
She lets out a shivery breath. 

I drag the cloth lower, down the inside of one thigh, then the other, careful to avoid where we’re joined — that’s staying untouched for now. My cock pulses inside her, and I feel her flutter again around the base.

“Don’t come from this,” I murmur, kissing the back of her neck. “Don’t even try.”
“I won’t,” she breathes, almost inaudible.
I grip her hip, squeeze tight.
“You’d better not.” 

I let the cloth go again and bring both hands to her body. One cups her breast underwater, kneading slow. The other presses to her stomach, fingers dipping just low enough to tease her mound — not touching her clit, not yet. Just tracing, making her ache.

Her head rolls back, mouth open. I can see the need in every inch of her, the tension winding again already even though I’m not giving her anything real. “You look like you’re about to beg,” I whisper, voice calm. “Is that what you want?”

She moans — a tiny, desperate sound. Her cunt clenches down on me so tight I grunt.
“Mm,” I murmur. “Yeah. You’re not going anywhere.”
I flex my hips once — just once — and she gasps like she’s going to lose her mind. 

Then I go still again. My hands move slow. My cock stays buried deep, untouched, hot inside her like I could sit this way all day.

Because maybe I will. 

Her skin is slick and trembling under my palms, every breath a little gasp against my chest. She’s still seated on me, still holding me inside her, our bodies fitting together under the water like we’ve done this a hundred times. I can feel her heartbeat through her back, fast and uneven.
I slide one hand up from her stomach to her jaw, tilt her face toward mine. Her lips part automatically, eyes wide. I lean down and catch her mouth with mine.

This isn’t a soft kiss. It’s deep, claiming, my tongue pushing past her lips until I’m sucking on her tongue, swallowing every shaky sound she makes. She moans into my mouth, water splashing against the porcelain as her hips shift involuntarily on my cock.

I break the kiss just long enough to breathe against her lips. “That’s it,” I whisper. “Open up for me.” 

She does, and I kiss her again — harder, slower, sucking her tongue until she whimpers. My hand slides up to the back of her neck, holding her there while I eat at her mouth like I own it, like I’m feeding her air.

When I finally pull back, a thin string of spit stretches between our lips. Her eyes are dazed, her nipples hard against my wet chest.
“You’ve been a good girl,” I murmur, thumb tracing her swollen bottom lip. “Haven’t you?”

She nods, trembling. “Yes…” 

“You’ve taken everything I’ve given you.” I drag my thumb down to her throat, press lightly. “You’ve held me in you without moving. You’ve kept your hands where I told you.”

She nods again, a little whimper escaping her throat. 

I grip her hips under the water, fingers digging into the slick curve of her waist. “Because you’ve been a good girl…”

I lean in close, mouth to her ear. “…you can ride me.” 

She lets out a shaky breath, half a moan. “But you’re going to do it how I tell you.” I kiss the side of her neck. “Hands behind your back. Knees under you. You move slow until I say faster. Understood?”

“Yes,” she whispers. 

I pull her forward off my chest, keeping my cock inside her, guiding her until she’s kneeling over me in the water. Her breasts hang heavy and flushed, droplets running down to her nipples. Her palms go behind her back like I told her, crossing at the wrists.

“Good girl.” I sit back against the sloping edge of the tub, my cock throbbing inside her as she kneels astride me. “Now start moving. Slow. Up and down. Keep your eyes on mine.”

She rises a few inches, the head of my cock dragging along her slick walls, then sinks back down with a shuddering moan. Water ripples out around us. Her breasts bounce with each motion, nipples dark and stiff.

“That’s it,” I murmur, watching her. “Show me how you ride.”
She lifts again, slow, then slides down deeper, her inner muscles squeezing around me. Her mouth drops open, a soft sound spilling out.

“Keep your hands behind you,” I remind her. “Don’t you dare touch me unless I say.”
She nods, riding me slow and shallow, trembling under my gaze.
I reach up, catch one of her nipples between my fingers, roll it until she gasps. “Good girl. Just like that.”
Her pace falters, hips circling slightly, and I grunt as she squeezes me tighter inside. 

“You’re going to make me proud,” I growl. “You’re going to make me come without even using your hands.”
She moans — low, broken — and rises again, then sinks down to the base, her clit grinding against the root of my cock. Water splashes up her stomach.

I lean forward, catch her mouth again, sucking on her tongue while she rides me, swallowing her gasps.
“Good girl,” I breathe against her lips. “Now show me how bad you want it.” 

I drive my teeth into the back of her neck, hard enough to hear her gasp, and keep my hands locked on her hips. She’s moving slow—slow and perfect—rising and sinking like she’s trying to memorize the exact depth until my whole body hums. The water rocks around us; my cock is buried to the root and every inch of her is glued to me, warm and tight.

“Faster,” I tell her, voice low and rough. “Give me a little more.” 

She obeys, a quick, obedient bob, and the pressure around me changes. My pulse jams in my throat. I lean forward and crash my mouth against hers, crushing the breath from her as she rides me harder, hands still cuffed behind her back. Her nails score the porcelain, small white crescents in her fingers.

“You’re such a good cunt for me,” I growl into her mouth. “You take me so well. You want my seed, don’t you?”

She answers with a broken, wet sound into my kiss, and I taste myself on her tongue. “Yes,” she whimpers. “Please—yes.”

“Louder,” I order, pulling my mouth off hers enough to see her face. “Say it like you mean it.”
“You—please fill me,” she gasps. “Fill me with you. Make me yours. Make me—pregnant.” 

That little confession spins something hot and raw up through me. The exact words I wanted to hear: pregnant, mine, filled. I tighten my grip on her hips, thumbs digging into the skin where thigh meets hip, and drive up, hard as I can without losing control. She takes it, crying out as the water splashes around our knees. “You asked for it,” I rasp, my voice scraping. “You wanted me to breed you. You wanted to hold my baby inside you.”

Her jaw drops, eyes wide and shiny. “Yes. I—God, Ryan, yes.” 

I don’t let her beg alone. I match her want with action. My hands steer her tighter to me and I bottom out, staying buried so deep the heat of it hits my chest. I lift my hips and slam down, hard, then harder, each stroke a promise and a claim. Her cunt clamps. She keens, the sound raw and animal, and I feel it in my chest: the hot, sharp pull that tells me I’m there.

“Come for me,” I command. “Call it—call it mine.”
“Yours,” she screams, voice breaking. “Yours, please— ” 

My body answers before I have to think. Heat seizes my belly, a white hot pressure folding into my groin. I’m gone in a dozen deep kicks, spurting into her in slow, thick ropes. I don’t pull out. I stay buried and keep pumping, forcing every last hot shot into her, feeling her walls clamp and swallow each one like it’s the point of her existence.

She convulses around me as I empty myself, and the tub fills with the sound of her keening and water slapping porcelain. I grit my teeth and keep moving— one, two more hard thrusts—until my body finally goes hollow and heavy. I slump forward, my forehead against the back of her shoulder, chest heaving. She’s wet, sticky between my legs, and warm all the way through from where I still sit inside her.

When I stop, I don’t pull out. I roll my hips once so she can feel the breadth of me inside, making sure she knows how full she is. Her breath is shallow, eyes squeezed tight, tears tracking down her cheeks.

“Don’t you dare let it drip out,” I murmur, one hand cradling the side of her face. “Hold it. Keep it inside.” 

She nods, lips quivering. “I will,” she whispers. “I’ll keep it. I promise.”
I stay like that for a long minute—still in her, heavy, the water cooling around our legs—just watching the way her chest rises and falls, the way she trembles where my cock anchors her. The thought of my seed pooling and settling inside makes something dark and possessive and proud flare up inside me.

“You better mean those words,” I tell her finally, voice low and almost smug. “Because next time I’m not letting you go until I’m sure.”

She looks up at me, all wrecked and obedient. “I mean it,” she breathes. “I want it. I want you.” 

Good. I pull out slow, careful, so none of it spills uselessly. The mess clings, and I don’t wipe it—let it sit between her thighs like a brand. I step out of the tub, water streaming down my legs, and reach for a towel. I fold it around her and drag her up against me, pressing her belly to my chest so she feels the heat of me still inside.

“Next,” I murmur into her hair, “we make a plan.” 

Epilogue

The table’s still a mess from breakfast. Half a crust of toast, butter smeared on the edge of a plate, coffee gone cold in my cup. I haven’t cleaned anything. I don’t care.

She’s in my lap.
Naked.
On my cock. 

I’m not moving. She’s not moving. She sits like a pretty little porcelain thing, her spine straight, legs spread around my thighs, flushed and marked. Her cunt’s stretched around me, stuffed full again. She shifts every now and then, just a twitch of her stomach, a clench in her throat — and I know she feels every inch of it. I’ve already fucked her full three times today. She hasn’t said no once. She hasn’t tried to leave. She just sits now, hands folded in her lap like she’s afraid to breathe without permission.

I slice a bite of egg with the side of my fork and hold it to her lips.
“Open.” 

She does, mouth small, obedient. I feed her slow. Watch her chew. She looks up at me like she’s not sure if she should thank me or beg me.

“Good girl,” I say.
I take a bite of my own. My other hand rests on her thigh, thumb stroking the soft inside.
“You’re getting used to this.” She swallows. “I want to.”
I nod, kiss her jaw, leave my lips there. “You like sitting on me like this?”
“Yes.” Quiet. Honest.
“You like keeping my cum inside you while I eat?”
A flush climbs up her neck. She nods. “Yes.”
I lean close, voice low in her ear. “You feel full?”
She exhales, shaky. “I can feel it leaking down. I’m trying to keep it—”
“You’ll hold it,” I interrupt. “You’ll sit here until I say you can move. That’s what good girls do.”
She nods fast, breath catching. “Yes, Uncle Ryan.”
I take another bite. Chew slow. My cock pulses inside her, just once, a little warning. She jolts. 

“I could fuck you again right here. Lift you by the hips and bounce you in front of the window. Let the whole street hear you. You’d take it, wouldn’t you?”

Her voice is barely there. “Yes.” 

I wipe her lip with my thumb where a drip of egg clings. Press it into her mouth. She sucks it instinctively.

“Good girl,” I murmur again, and I can feel the way her cunt clenches when I say it. 

She’s trembling now — not from fear. From the pressure of not moving, not grinding, not earning more. Holding it all in. Holding me in.
I finish my last bite, sip from my mug. The clock ticks. Her breath hitches again.

“You know this is how it’s going to be now, right?” I say. “Not just this morning. Not just this week.”
She nods. “Yes.” 

“You’re mine. That’s it. You’ll sit where I put you. Sleep where I tell you. Eat what I feed you. Keep my cum inside you until it takes.”

Her voice cracks. “I want that.”
I take her chin, turn her face to mine. “Say it.”
“I want to be yours,” she whispers. “I want to stay full. I want you to get me pregnant.”
I smile. “You will.” 

I push my plate aside. Slide my hand down between her legs and rub her clit, slow and deep, while she whimpers against my chest and my cock throbs up inside her again.

“And we’re just getting started.” 

Still wet?

There’s more.
Five filthy breeding shorts too raw for Amazon.
No plot. No romance. Just heat.
Grab the bundle
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NOT JUST HIS GUEST

She was family. Then she was more.
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