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Prologue

The dog starts barking the second I turn off the ignition.

Same damn thing every night.

I sit in the car for a minute, jaw tight, knuckles white on the steering wheel. I know she’s home because her beat-up red Jeep is crooked in the driveway like she took a turn too fast and left it there out of spite.

Then, as if on cue—her music starts. Loud. Something bass-heavy and obnoxiously cheerful, bleeding through the thin walls like a migraine.

I grab my messenger bag, get out of the car, and brace myself for the barking war to escalate.

And sure enough, Max bolts to the gate, hackles up, unleashing his best deep-chested snarl at the little white demon she calls Biscuit. That dog is two feet of pure cocaine on legs. Biscuit launches right back, yipping like he’s won something.

“Shut up, Max,” I mutter, tugging his leash as I try to drag him inside. “You’re not gonna win. She always wins. She fights dirty.”

I don’t even make it up the porch before her door swings open.

“Control your dog, Mr. Spreadsheet!” she calls out, holding a wine glass in one hand and what looks like a frozen pizza box in the other. She’s barefoot again, and wearing shorts so small they might technically be classified as dental floss.

I grit my teeth. “Control your music, Ms. Noise Violation.”

She just grins like she’s the one winning this imaginary war. Her hair’s in some half-ass bun and there’s a smudge of flour on her cheek. Like she meant to cook something before the wine started talking.

Max pulls toward her. Biscuit’s still going full chihuahua fury mode.

“You want me to turn it down?” she says, cocking her head. “Why don’t you come inside and make me?”

I blink.

My brain short-circuits for a second.

She sees it. Smirks harder. And slinks back inside, leaving the door open behind her.

Max whines at the leash, tail wagging. Traitor.

I stare at her open door.

It’s always been war.

But maybe tonight…


Chapter 1

I stare at her open door.

Max sits at my feet, panting like he’s proud of her for finally cracking me.

Inside, the music gets louder—synth-heavy, dripping with attitude. Something trashy and hypnotic. She knows I hate it. She’s daring me.

I let Max back inside the house and close the door behind him. Then I walk right across the lawn and step through her open doorway.

Her house smells like cinnamon and wine and something vaguely burnt. The pizza box is open on the counter. The music’s blaring from a speaker on the kitchen island.

She turns, barefoot on the tile, wine glass dangling from her fingers. “Look who finally grew a pair.”

I don’t answer.

I walk past her, grab the speaker, and press the power button.

Silence.

“You don’t get to—” she starts.

“Shut up,” I say. Calm. Even. Dead serious.

Her eyes widen.

I turn around slowly. She’s standing there in those ridiculous shorts, hair falling out of its bun, chest heaving like she’s gearing up for a fight.

But I’m not in the mood for arguing.

I’m in the mood for her to shut up.

I take two steps forward.

“You don’t get to come in here and—”

“Shut. Up.” I’m close now. Too close.

She swallows, her mouth still open like she’s deciding whether to slap me or kiss me.

I make the choice for her.

I grab her jaw with one hand and kiss her hard—deep, firm, claiming every inch of her mouth like it belongs to me.

She gasps against my lips, hands fisting in my shirt, but she doesn’t pull away.

I bite her bottom lip, just enough to make her hiss.

She breaks the kiss. “You can’t just—”

“Shut up,” I say again, this time lower, rougher, right against her lips.

She looks stunned.

And then—very slowly—she smirks.

She’s still smirking when I slide my hand under her thighs and lift her like she weighs nothing.

A surprised little gasp escapes her, and then her ass hits the edge of the kitchen counter with a soft thump.

I step in between her legs, spreading them with my hips, keeping her pinned there—pressed close, right where I want her.

She’s breathing hard now. Still trying to play it cool, but her fingers curl around the edge of the counter like she’s afraid to grab me and give in too fast.

“You’ve got a smart mouth,” I say, eyes locked on hers.

“And you’ve got control issues,” she shoots back, but her voice wavers, just a little.

I smile. Real slow.

“You think this is me losing control?”

I run a hand down her thigh, hooking it tighter around my waist, pressing her harder against me.

“I’ve been thinking about this for weeks,” I murmur. “About shutting you up. Making you melt. Making you beg.”

She scoffs—but it sounds more like a shaky exhale.

“You’re not gonna beg, huh?” I lean in, mouth right next to her ear. “Not even when I’m making you come so slow you’ll say anything just to get more?”

She shudders.

I drag my lips down her jawline, pausing at her neck, letting my breath brush her skin.

“I’m gonna keep all my clothes on,” I whisper, “while I take yours off piece by piece. And you’re gonna feel every inch of me without ever getting to touch what you want.”

Her breath catches.

I slide one hand under her shirt—palm against warm skin, inching higher—and pull it up, slow, until it’s bunched under her arms.

“Arms up,” I say.

She hesitates.

I grip her thigh tighter. “Now.”

She obeys.

I yank the shirt over her head and toss it behind me without looking.

No bra.

Of course.

I pause, just looking at her—flushed, half-naked, biting her bottom lip like she doesn’t want to give me the satisfaction.

I trace one thumb over her nipple, slow and light, just enough to make her gasp and squirm.

Then I look her straight in the eye.

“You want to keep mouthing off,” I murmur, “or you want to be a good girl and let me ruin you?”

Her breath’s gone shallow now—little puffs, lips parted, thighs twitching around my waist.

She’s watching me with that wild, unsure look. The one that says she still thinks she can win.

She can’t.

I hook my fingers in the waistband of those microscopic shorts and start dragging them down.

Slow.

Too slow.

She lifts her hips without me asking. She’s not smirking anymore.

When the fabric catches at her knees, I kneel—deliberate—and tug them all the way off. No panties, because of course there aren’t. I toss the shorts behind me, then stay there, crouched between her legs, just looking.

She’s flushed everywhere.

Nipples tight. Mouth open. Wet and exposed and trembling on my countertop.

“Spread wider,” I say. My voice low. Final.

She does it.

Good girl.

I stand back up and run both hands up her thighs—slow, firm, mapping every inch. My thumbs stop just before where she wants them most.

“Cold in here?” I murmur, brushing one thumb across her nipple. She twitches. I do it again, this time catching it between two fingers and pinching—harder than she expects.

She gasps and arches.

I do the other.

“Sensitive,” I note, watching her writhe. “And loud.”

“I’m not—”

I pinch both nipples at once.

She cries out, head tipping back, spine arching.

“Yeah,” I whisper, bending over her, lips brushing her ear. “That loud.”

My hand slides between her legs—one slow stroke over heat and slickness and nothing more. I don’t press where she wants it. Just tease.

Her hips buck.

“Still not gonna beg?” I ask, dragging a single finger through her slick again, circling once, never landing where it counts.

Her fingernails dig into the counter.

“Fucking—just—touch me—”

I pinch her nipple again. “That’s not begging.”

She whimpers.

I lean closer, voice dark. “You want my fingers inside you, you say please. You want to come, you ask like a good girl.”

She’s glaring at me now. Eyes glassy, lips swollen, legs trembling.

Still fighting.

God, I love it.

“Or,” I say, dragging my tongue slowly along her neck, “you can keep being difficult. And I’ll spend the next hour making you scream without letting you come once.”

Her nails scrape across the countertop, legs spread wide, chest rising and falling like she’s just run a goddamn marathon.

“You’re such an asshole,” she breathes, voice shaking, hips rolling against my hand.

I smile.

“I know.”

My fingers slide back down—slick, eager heat wrapped around me as I finally give her a little pressure. One finger, slow, inside her, curling just right.

Her head jerks back. “Fuck—”

“You’re close already,” I whisper, mouth brushing her jaw. “Pathetic.”

She moans, body tightening. “Shut up.”

“No.”

I slide in deeper. My thumb presses against her clit, light and fast.

Her hips snap forward.

“Right there—don’t stop, don’t you fucking—”

I stop.

Pull out.

Completely.

She screams.

It’s wordless and feral and unbelievably hot.

Her eyes fly open, wild and betrayed.

“What. The. Fuck.”

I bring my fingers to my mouth, lick them clean—slow, exaggerated.

“You’re not ready,” I murmur.

“Bullshit—”

I grab her jaw, thumb against her lips, silencing her.

“You’ll know when you’re ready. Because you’ll say please.”

“I did!”

“You barked it at me between curses,” I say. “Try again.”

She glares.

I wait.

One beat.

Two.

Her legs twitch. Her nipples are flushed deep red now, skin glowing with frustration and need.

Then—quiet, through gritted teeth—“Please.”

I shake my head. “Not like that.”

She groans. “You’re the fucking devil.”

“You love it,” I say, mouth at her throat. “You’ve wanted this since the first time I told you to turn your music down. You want someone who’ll take control. Make you wait. Make you beg. Make you—”

“Please,” she gasps, louder this time, chest heaving. “Please. Please touch me. Please make me come. I don’t care how—I’ll do anything—”

“There she is,” I whisper, pushing back inside her with two fingers this time—deep, fast, no more teasing.

She cries out—raw and desperate and beautiful.

But I slow down again.

And stop.

“Not yet.”


Chapter 2

She’s panting, writhing on the counter—slick, flushed, and so fucking close it’s driving her insane.

I lean in and kiss her—hard. Deep. Let her taste just how much I’ve been enjoying every second of her frustration. Her lips are hot, her tongue eager, needy. She tries to grind against me again, but I pull back.

Her whimper is sharp and furious.

I grip her waist and lift her clean off the counter.

She gasps as her feet hit the floor, shaky, thighs still trembling. She sways into me, but I catch her chin, tilt it up, force her to look at me.

“You’re still talking too much,” I murmur. “Still mouthing off. Still acting like you’re not dying to be used.”

Her jaw tightens.

I smile.

“Let’s give that mouth a job.”

She opens her mouth to argue, and that’s all the invitation I need.

I push two fingers between her lips, deep, slow. Her eyes go wide.

“Yeah,” I breathe, watching her tongue curl around me. “Just like that.”

I let her suck, watching her expression shift—resistance turning into heat, into hunger.

I pull my fingers out with a wet pop and slide my thumb over her lower lip.

“On your knees.”

She doesn’t move.

So I push.

Firm hand on her shoulder, guiding her down.

She resists for half a heartbeat—pride flaring—but then she sinks.

Knees on the tile. Eyes up. Lips parted.

Holy fuck.

I unzip my pants slow, watching her face the whole time.

“You think you’re in control out there, huh?” I say, wrapping one hand around her hair. “You play loud music, flash that ass around the yard, rile me up on purpose. You thought I wouldn’t do anything about it.”

She licks her lips. Doesn’t answer.

“Open.”

She does.

I slide into her mouth—slow, deep.

She moans, low and filthy, and I feel it in my spine.

“God, that’s better,” I groan, gripping her hair tighter. “Finally shut you up.”

She starts to move—tongue swirling, taking more than I expect. Fucking eager.

I hold her head steady and thrust shallow, watching the way her eyes flutter, the way her thighs rub together like she’s aching.

“You’re soaking, aren’t you?” I growl. “All that attitude was just foreplay.”

She gags a little when I go deeper. I ease up.

“Too much?”

She glares up at me and pulls back just enough to breathe.

Then smirks.

And takes me deeper.

Fucking hell.

I groan, head tilting back, hand fisting in her hair as she sucks like she’s trying to prove something.

“You wanna come?” I pant. “You want to be good and get what you’ve been begging for?”

She hums around me, nodding with my cock in her mouth.

I hiss.

“Then don’t stop.”

Her mouth is soaked—lips slick, cheeks flushed, spit dripping from her chin as she bobs her head like she was made for this.

I fist her hair tighter, guiding her movements, letting her know exactly how fast, how deep. Her tongue is everywhere, swirling, teasing, making my knees go fucking weak.

I look down at her, and goddamn—

She’s staring up at me like she owns me.

Like she knows exactly what she’s doing.

But I’m still the one holding her down.

“That mouth,” I growl, thrusting harder now. “All that shit you talk. All that noise you make every night.”

She moans around me, and the vibration nearly sends me over the edge.

“You gonna talk back now, huh? With your mouth full of cock?”

Another gag. Another gasp. Her eyes watering, her mascara smudging.

Fucking perfect.

I can feel it building—tight, hot, too fast—but I don’t care.

“You feel that?” I grunt. “I’m gonna come all over you. You’re gonna kneel there and take it like the filthy little brat you are.”

She moans again, and I pull out at the last second.

Hand still gripping her hair, I stroke once, twice—just enough—

And then I’m groaning loud, hips twitching as I shoot hot and messy across her chest, her throat, her collarbones.

She gasps as the first splash hits her skin, but doesn’t move. Just sits there, panting, watching me with blown pupils and swollen lips.

A drop lands just below her mouth. I smear it across her cheek with my thumb.

“You look better like this,” I mutter. “Ruined. Quiet.”

She opens her mouth to say something.

I press my thumb against her lips again.

“Don’t.”

Her mouth stays open. Tongue peeking out.

Holy fuck.

She’s still kneeling—bare, flushed, streaked in my come.

Her mouth is open, chest rising and falling like she just ran ten miles, skin slick with sweat and slicker with what I gave her. She looks wrecked. She looks perfect.

I let go of her hair, slowly, watching her sway.

Then I crouch down in front of her.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” I say quietly, almost like a secret. “Me using your mouth. Painting your pretty tits. You loved every second.”

She glares at me, still trying to hold onto some pride.

So I swipe my thumb across her collarbone—thick with come—and lift it to her mouth.

Her eyes flick to mine.

Then she opens.

Takes it on her tongue.

Sucks.

Slow.

“Good girl,” I whisper.

I reach for her hand next—guide her fingers through the mess I left on her chest, between her breasts, dripping down her stomach.

“Clean it up.”

She hesitates.

My voice drops.

“Now.”

She obeys.

Smearing it. Gathering it. Lifting it to her mouth and licking her own fingers clean like she’s under some spell.

I groan low in my throat. “Goddamn.”

She finishes, lips glossy, cheeks red, pupils blown wide.

I grab her chin again and tilt her face up toward me.

“You want to come?”

She nods fast.

“Too bad.”

Her lips part.

“No,” I say, standing. “You don’t get that. Not tonight.”

I zip up slowly, tucking myself away like she didn’t just suck the soul out of me.

Then I look down at her one last time.

“You’ll think about this all night, won’t you?” I murmur. “You’ll lie in bed, still aching, still soaked, fingers between your legs… and you won’t come. Not unless I say.”

She’s breathing so hard it’s a whimper.

I smile.

“Be a good girl, and maybe I’ll come back tomorrow.”

Then I walk out.

Leave her naked and dripping on the kitchen floor.

Just how I like her.


Chapter 3

It’s almost two in the goddamn morning when the music starts again.

Some filthy pop song with a bassline so heavy it rattles my bedroom windows. Max doesn’t even bark this time—just lifts his head and groans like really? again?

I sit up in bed, teeth clenched, heart already pounding.

She’s doing this on purpose.

I throw on sweatpants, no shirt, no shoes, and storm across the lawn barefoot, still half-hard from the memory of her kneeling in front of me like a dream I’m not done fucking.

Her door’s unlocked.

Of course it is.

The music’s pulsing through the speakers, louder than before, and there she is in the living room—dancing. Alone. In a threadbare tank top and tiny sleep shorts, hips rolling slow like she’s trying to cast a spell.

She turns when she sees me.

Doesn’t stop dancing.

Doesn’t stop smirking.

I don’t say a word.

I walk straight past her to the speaker and yank the plug out of the wall.

Silence.

She starts to open her mouth.

I raise a finger.

“Don’t.”

Her smirk slips. Just for a second.

Then it’s back.

“What?” she says, all fake innocence. “You said you’d come back.”

I grab her wrist and spin her around.

She gasps.

My hand slides down her back to the waistband of her shorts.

She stiffens.

“Wait—”

I yank them down in one sharp pull. She stumbles forward with a soft cry as the fabric hits the floor, and I don’t give her a second to recover.

I bend her over the arm of her couch, one hand between her shoulder blades, the other palming her bare ass.

“You think you’re in charge again?” I growl. “You think you can play me with your music, your mouth, your fucking dancing?”

Her hands scrabble against the cushions. “I didn’t—”

Smack.

She gasps.

I rub the spot, soothing it. Then do it again.

Harder.

“Liar,” I breathe. “You wanted me angry.”

Smack.

“You wanted me rough.”

Smack.

“You wanted a punishment.”

Smack.

She’s moaning now—quiet, shaky, lips parted and breath catching with every blow.

Her skin’s turning red, beautiful and hot under my hand.

“You’re going to count,” I say.

She hesitates.

Smack.

“One!”

“Louder.”

Smack.

“Two!”

“Good girl.”

Her ass is red. Glowing. Hot to the touch.

She’s bent over the couch, gasping, thighs trembling, hands clenched white in the cushions. Every time my palm connects, her body jerks—but she doesn’t tell me to stop.

She can’t.

She’s crying now.

Not sobbing—just silent tears, streaking down her cheeks, her mouth open, lips bitten raw from holding back whatever’s breaking inside her.

And still, I don’t stop.

Smack.

“You wanted this,” I growl, voice low and filthy in her ear as I lean over her back. “You wanted me to lose control.”

Smack.

“You dressed like that. Danced like that.”

Smack.

“You lit the fucking fuse, baby.”

She chokes on a moan. It sounds wrecked.

I rub her sore skin, grip her hips, slide my hand between her legs.

Soaked.

Absolutely dripping.

I press my fingers against her slit, teasing—just a hint—and her whole body arches like I’ve electrocuted her.

“Jesus,” I breathe, lips against her neck. “You’re crying and your pussy’s still begging.”

She whimpers. “Please.”

“Please what?” I grind against her, cock thick and hard and still trapped in my pants. “Use your words.”

“Please fuck me—please—I can’t—”

I shove my sweats down just enough to free myself, wrap one hand in her hair, and line up behind her.

“No more teasing,” I whisper. “You want it so bad?”

And then I slam into her.

Hard.

All the way.

She screams—a sound that’s pure, broken relief—and I don’t give her a second to adjust.

I grip her hips and fuck her like I’ve been holding it back for years. Deep. Fast. Brutal.

Skin slapping. Her moans bouncing off the walls. My name in between sobs and curses.

I lean forward, my chest against her back, breath hot in her ear.

“This is what you wanted,” I growl, pounding into her harder. “Me losing it. Me ruining you.”

Her whole body’s shaking now. Her hands claw at the cushions like she’s trying to hold onto something real.

“You’re mine when you’re like this,” I pant. “Bent over. Crying. Dripping down your legs.”

Her answer is nothing but a desperate, gasping moan—and the way she tightens around me.

Like her body agrees.

She’s close.

I can feel it—the way her body tightens around me, the tremble in her thighs, the choked-off gasps that sound more like sobs than moans.

She’s falling apart.

But I’m not letting her come like this. Not with her face buried in cushions. Not where I can’t see the exact moment she shatters.

I pull out.

She whines, tries to twist back—tries to grab for me, desperate.

I grab her waist and flip her over fast, rough, like she weighs nothing.

Her eyes are glassy, cheeks wet, lips swollen.

God, she’s never looked more beautiful.

“Spread your legs,” I growl.

She obeys instantly.

Good girl.

I slide back into her in one hard thrust, and her head jerks back against the cushions, mouth falling open in a silent scream.

Then my hand wraps around her throat.

Not choking—just holding.

Owning.

Her eyes go wide.

“You’re gonna come,” I whisper, leaning over her, fucking her slow and deep now, letting her feel every inch. “And you’re gonna look at me when you do it.”

She’s breathing fast—broken gasps, pupils blown wide, like she’s not even sure where she is anymore.

“You want to come, baby?” I ask, hand tightening just enough to make her gasp. “Then take it.”

I slam into her harder.

Her hands claw at my arms, her hips lift to meet me, her body arching into mine like she’s about to break open.

“Look at me,” I demand.

She does.

I see the exact moment it hits her.

Her mouth drops open.

Her whole body spasms, clenching tight around me as she comes with a loud, desperate cry—and I don’t stop.

I fuck her through it, holding her down, hand still at her throat, eyes locked on hers while she rides the high straight into another wave.

And then I lose it.

Groaning low, hips jerking, burying myself as deep as I can go and spilling inside her, still watching every twitch of her ruined, beautiful face.

We’re both panting. Shaking. Still tangled up together.

And I don’t move.

Not yet.

Because I’m not done with her.

Not even close.


Chapter 4

She’s still gasping beneath me—legs spread, skin flushed, come leaking between her thighs onto the cushions.

And I don’t move.

I stay inside her just a moment longer. Still hard. Still deep. Still in charge.

Then I pull out.

She whimpers—barely audible. Her body twitches, oversensitive, wrecked.

I stand.

I don’t offer her a towel.

I don’t say anything.

I tuck myself back into my pants, sweat still clinging to my skin, and walk to her kitchen like nothing happened.

Open the fridge.

Pull out a bottle of water.

Crack it open and take a long, slow drink.

When I turn around, she’s still in the same spot—legs open, skin shining, hair a mess. Breathing like she just barely survived something.

I nod toward the floor in front of the couch.

“On your knees.”

She stares at me, dazed.

“Now.”

She scrambles up.

She’s shaking a little as she kneels at my feet—her thighs sticky, my come still dripping down her leg, lips red and raw, mascara smudged halfway down her face.

Perfect.

I sit on the couch above her and stretch out, sipping my water, watching her like she’s just furniture. Mine.

“Good girl,” I murmur, resting one hand lazily on her head, threading my fingers through her hair like I own her.

Because I do.

She doesn’t say a word.

She doesn’t move.

She just kneels there, naked and filthy, breathing quiet and slow like she knows her place now.

Exactly where I want her.

She stays perfectly still at my feet.

Naked.

Sticky.

Face still wet with tears and sweat and spit.

I finish my water slowly, leaning back into the couch, hand idly stroking her hair like she’s not a person anymore—just something I own.

“Do you know what you look like right now?” I ask quietly.

She doesn’t answer.

I tug her hair, just enough to tilt her head back so she has to look up at me.

“I asked you a question.”

She swallows hard. “Like…”

“Say it.”

She hesitates.

“Like I belong to you,” she whispers.

I smile.

“There it is.”

I run my thumb across her bottom lip. “You do.”

She shivers.

“You were always going to, you know,” I murmur. “All that noise. All that attitude. All those looks you gave me over the fence.”

She blushes, but doesn’t break eye contact.

“You wanted someone to take it all,” I say. “To take you. Didn’t you?”

She nods.

“That’s not a fucking answer.”

“Yes,” she says quickly. Voice shaking. “I wanted it.”

“You wanted me to pull your clothes off. Use your mouth. Spank you ‘til you cried. Fill you up and leave you messy.”

Her breath hitches.

“You liked being used.”

“Yes.”

“You like being mine.”

She hesitates—half a second too long.

My hand tightens in her hair.

She gasps.

“Yes,” she breathes. “I like being yours.”

I let go.

“Good girl.”

She exhales—shaky, relieved.

But I’m not finished.

“You’ll say it every time I tell you to.”

She nods.

“You’ll kneel when I say, open when I say, beg when I say.”

“Yes.”

“You’re done trying to win. You never had a chance.”

Her voice is small now. Obedient. Real.

“I know.”

I lean forward, my voice low and dark in her ear.

“Say it again.”

“I’m yours.”

I smile.

“Louder.”

“I’m yours.”

“Again.”

“I’m yours,” she says, stronger now, desperate, like saying it makes her whole.

And I kiss her.

Not gentle. Not sweet.

Just a quiet reminder that she’s exactly where she belongs.

I don’t say anything when I stand.

I just grab her by the wrist, pull her up from the floor, and lead her out the front door—completely bare, messy, hair tangled, thighs sticky with what I left in her.

She doesn’t protest.

She follows.

Across the yard, through the dark, barefoot and silent except for her breath.

Inside my house, I don’t turn on the lights.

I don’t give her clothes.

I don’t offer her a towel.

I walk her straight to the bedroom and nod toward the bed.

“Get in.”

She hesitates only long enough to look up at me. Then she climbs in—slow, careful, like she doesn’t know if she’s allowed to get comfortable.

I follow her in, stretching out on my back, hands behind my head, still fully clothed.

She shifts beside me, nervous energy still buzzing through her body, like she’s waiting for the next command.

I reach over and slide my hand between her thighs.

Still wet.

Still open.

Good.

“I’m not gonna fuck you again tonight,” I say.

She exhales—but it’s not relief. It’s disappointment.

I smirk.

“But you sleep naked in this bed from now on. Always.”

She nods.

“Because your body’s mine now. And when I wake up hard at 3 a.m.? I don’t want to reach under covers and find you hiding in clothes.”

Another nod. Slower. Deeper.

“I want your legs spread and ready,” I say. “I want you wet when I roll over. And I want you to stay quiet unless I ask for noise.”

“Yes,” she whispers.

“And if I want your mouth before my coffee?”

She blushes.

“You’ll take it.”

“Yes.”

“And when I get home from work, if I want your face in the pillows before I even take off my shoes?”

She shifts beside me—flushed, squirming, already needy again.

“You’ll give it to me.”

“Yes,” she breathes, voice cracking.

I lean over, mouth at her ear.

“You’re not here to sleep.”

She gasps.

“You’re here to obey.”

The room is dark.

Still.

She’s lying next to me, completely bare. Skin flushed, legs tangled in the sheets, the smell of sweat and sex still heavy in the air.

I roll onto my side, facing her.

She doesn’t look at me.

She doesn’t speak.

She knows better.

I run my hand down her stomach, over her hips, between her thighs.

She parts her legs without hesitation.

Good fucking girl.

She’s still wet.

Not dripping—not frantic—but warm and open and slick enough to welcome me back in like I never left.

I grip her thigh, lift it over my waist, and guide myself in slow—no teasing, no thrust, just a smooth slide into the heat I already own.

Her breath catches.

I bury myself to the hilt and stay there.

Deep.

Still.

Possessing.

She turns her face toward mine, eyes wide, chest rising fast.

I kiss her throat once.

Not sweet.

Not soft.

Just a reminder.

“You’re mine,” I murmur, still inside her. “Even when I’m not fucking you.”

She nods.

I grip her hip tighter. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she whispers, voice barely audible.

I settle against her. One arm under her neck. One leg between hers. Cock seated deep, filling her like it belongs there.

Because it fucking does.

“You don’t come unless I say.”

“Yes.”

“You don’t close your legs unless I say.”

“Yes.”

“And you sleep with me inside you now,” I murmur, breath against her skin. “Because I might want you at any moment. And I don’t want to wait.”

“Yes,” she breathes.

I press a final kiss to her jaw, eyes already slipping closed.

Still inside her.

Still hard.

Still in control.

And I sleep like that.

Deep.

Wrapped in heat.

Buried in what’s mine.


Chapter 5

It starts in that hazy place between sleep and waking.

The room is still dim—just a sliver of morning light slipping through the blinds.

She’s warm beside me. Her skin against mine, her legs draped over my thigh, her body soft and pliant.

I’m still inside her.

Hard.

I don’t even remember getting hard again. But I don’t care.

She shifts slightly in her sleep.

Tightens around me.

I groan low in my throat, barely a sound.

And then I start to move.

Slow.

Deep.

Not rough—not yet. Just steady, lazy thrusts like my body’s doing it on instinct. Like it knows where it belongs.

She stirs.

Eyes flutter open.

A confused little breath escapes her lips as her brows pull together—like her brain hasn’t caught up yet, but her body knows.

I don’t say a word.

I just keep sliding into her.

My hand finds her thigh and lifts it higher around my waist, opening her more.

Her mouth parts. A quiet, broken moan slips out.

She’s soaked already.

Her body’s so fucking ready for me it’s obscene.

I lean in, nuzzle her throat, breathe her in.

Still no words.

No need.

She wraps her arms around my shoulders—loose, dazed—and tilts her hips up, inviting more.

Welcoming it.

Me.

I push deeper, groaning softly into her neck, letting her feel every inch.

Every slow grind.

Every lazy thrust that says you’re mine and I don’t need to ask anymore.

Her breath stutters against my skin.

I feel her legs shake.

She’s close already.

Good.

I slide my hand up her body, find her throat, and wrap my fingers gently around it—not squeezing. Just holding.

Claiming.

“I’m gonna come inside you again,” I murmur finally, voice thick with sleep and hunger. “Before you’re even fully awake.”

She moans—helpless, broken, desperate.

And I do.

Deep and slow and perfect.

I fill her up again before the sun’s even fully risen.

Because I can.

Because she’s mine.

Because her body’s here for one reason:

To be used.

The water’s already running when I pull her into the bathroom.

She’s still sore, still full of me, hair messy, legs wobbling with every step.

She doesn’t ask why we’re here.

She already knows.

I press her back against the cool tile wall, step in behind her, and let the water wash over both of us.

Her skin shudders at the temperature—warm, not scalding—but she stays where I put her.

Obedient.

Wrecked.

Mine.

I trail my hands down her back, over the curve of her ass, between her thighs.

Still leaking.

Still open.

I groan.

“You’re so fucking good for me,” I murmur, mouth at her shoulder. “Do you know that?”

She whimpers. Barely nods.

I grip her hips and pull her back against me—hard cock sliding between her cheeks, already lining up.

“I could’ve stayed inside you all night,” I growl. “Could’ve woken you up every hour just to use you again.”

She gasps as I press into her.

“Would you have let me?”

“Yes,” she whispers.

I slam into her in one deep thrust, and she cries out—high and raw and perfect against the tiles.

“Of course you would.”

I fuck her hard, water cascading down both of us, her hands flat against the wall for balance while I hold her hips tight and drive into her like I’m trying to get even deeper than before.

“You take me so well,” I pant, leaning over her, lips brushing her ear. “Every inch. Every time.”

She moans.

“You open up like you were made for this.”

My fingers slide around to her front, find her clit, rub slow circles that make her knees buckle.

“You’re such a good girl,” I breathe. “My good girl.”

Her head drops back against my shoulder, body quivering under the praise.

“You let me use you. Fuck you. Fill you. Leave you messy and aching.”

I bite her neck, just hard enough.

“You love it.”

She nods.

Say it.

“I love it,” she whispers.

I fuck her harder—wet slaps echoing through the shower, her moans bouncing off the walls, her body shaking with every thrust.

“You love being mine.”

“Yes,” she cries. “Yes—yes—yes—”

And then she breaks.

Comes hard around me, legs shaking, walls clenching, head thrown back.

I don’t stop.

Not until I’ve followed her—coming deep inside her again, pressed tight against her back, one hand still on her clit, the other gripping her breast.

I kiss her temple, slow.

“You’re perfect,” I whisper.

She sags in my arms.

I don’t let her fall.


Chapter 6

The house smells like coffee and eggs by the time I walk into the kitchen.

She’s at the stove, barefoot and naked, humming to herself like she’s forgotten she’s still filled with my come. Like she doesn’t know I’m watching her ass sway every time she flips a pancake.

She hears me come in and straightens up a little—shoulders square, posture alert.

Good girl.

I come up behind her and slide my arms around her waist, cock already hard against her lower back.

She presses back into me with a soft gasp.

I kiss her neck. Let my hand trail down her stomach, between her thighs.

Still warm.

Still ready.

“Did I say you could stop dripping yet?” I murmur.

“No,” she whispers.

I slide two fingers inside her.

She moans, hips rocking back against me automatically.

“Then why aren’t you leaking all over my kitchen floor?”

She gasps again as I start to finger her—slow, deep strokes while she stands there, one hand holding the spatula, the other bracing herself on the counter.

“Keep cooking,” I say quietly.

She obeys.

Barely.

Her body’s shaking, thighs quivering with each curl of my fingers inside her, but she keeps flipping the eggs, keeps moving like she’s not on the edge of falling apart.

I kiss her shoulder.

“My perfect girl,” I whisper. “Serving breakfast while I play with your pussy. You like that?”

“Yes,” she breathes.

I press in harder, faster, thumb brushing her clit in tight little circles.

She whimpers.

“You gonna come again while you cook for me?”

Her voice is high and desperate. “I—I might—”

“You better not come until you’re on my cock,” I say, pulling my hand away suddenly.

She shudders, nearly dropping the spatula.

I take a seat at the table, still shirtless, still watching her.

She plates everything—shaky hands, flushed face, eyes glazed—and brings over two full plates, setting one in front of me.

Before she can sit across from me, I grab her wrist.

“Uh-uh.”

She looks at me—confused, breathless.

I push my chair back and pat my lap.

“Here.”

She climbs on obediently, straddling me, gasping when I line up and slide into her without a word.

She sinks down with a whimper—full, tight, trembling.

And I grip her hips firmly.

“This is your seat now,” I murmur, mouth close to her ear. “Understand?”

She nods.

“Say it.”

“This is my seat,” she whispers. “On your cock.”

“Good girl.”

I cut into my eggs with one hand, the other resting on the curve of her ass, keeping her flush against me while I eat.

She doesn’t move.

She knows better.

She stays still and full, like the obedient little toy she’s becoming.

Just the way I like her.

I finish the last bite of eggs with her still seated on me.

Still tight around my cock.

Still shaking just a little—trying to stay still, trying to stay obedient.

I set my fork down and lean back, wiping my mouth with a napkin.

Then I grip her hips.

“Turn around.”

She scrambles to move, climbing up on her knees, spinning slowly until she’s facing me now—straddling me backward, her back to my chest.

I slide my hands up her waist.

“Ride.”

She hesitates for only a second.

Then she starts to move.

Slow.

Controlled.

Grinding down on me like she knows it’s not about the pace or the pleasure—it’s about obedience.

I pick up the book from the table, flip it open with one hand.

Let her work.

Her breathing comes fast, but quiet. She’s learning not to moan unless she has permission.

I slide my other hand across her ass—palm resting there. Not spanking. Just reminding her I’m always in control.

She rolls her hips a little too fast.

I close the book.

“No.”

She freezes.

I lean forward, mouth at her ear.

“Slow. Grind. Don’t bounce.”

She nods quickly. “Yes.”

I open the book again.

She corrects herself—hips moving just how I want, the wet heat of her body tightening around me with every slow motion.

“That’s it,” I murmur. “Just like that. My good little toy.”

She shivers.

I turn a page. Keep reading.

Her rhythm falters again.

This time, I slap her ass—sharp and fast.

She yelps.

I don’t even look up from the book. “Focus.”

“Yes, sir.”

Another few minutes.

Her pace is perfect now. The subtle little grinds that keep me hard, keep her just aching enough to feel it—but not enough to finish.

And I know she’s close.

Her breath hitches. Her thighs start to tremble.

I don’t say a word.

I just wait to see if she’ll ask.

If she’ll be good.

If she’ll earn it.

She’s trembling now.

Still grinding on my cock, just like I told her—slow, controlled, perfect.

But her thighs are shaking.

Her breath is ragged.

And her rhythm slips again—this time from desperation, not disobedience.

She gasps. “Sir—please—can I come?”

I don’t look up from the page I’m on.

“Maybe.”

She makes a soft, broken sound. A whimper.

“I need it—please.”

I set the book down.

Finally.

My hands slide up her waist, then back down to her hips.

I lean in—press my chest to her back, my mouth right against her ear.

“You want to come?”

“Yes,” she breathes. “Please.”

“You want to fall apart on my cock?”

“Yes, sir—please—I’ll do anything—”

I grip her hair and pull her head back until her throat’s bared to me.

“Then say it.”

She’s panting. Confused.

“Say what?”

I tighten my grip.

“That filthy little thought you’ve never said out loud. The one you’ve been hiding since the first time you saw me. Since the first time you imagined what it’d feel like to have my cock inside you.”

She whimpers.

“I—I don’t—”

“Yes, you do.”

I start moving under her—thrusting up slow, dragging my cock against every oversensitive nerve inside her.

“Say it, baby. Or you don’t get to come.”

She breaks.

“I wanted you to fuck me like I wasn’t yours yet,” she whispers, voice cracking. “I wanted you to ruin me so bad I couldn’t pretend I didn’t belong to you.”

I slam up into her harder, and she cries out.

“That’s better,” I growl. “What else?”

She gasps, desperate, hands gripping my thighs like she’s going to fall apart.

“I wanted to be yours,” she whimpers. “Even when I hated you. I wanted you to own me. Use me. Fill me.”

I pull her back by the hair, twist her until I can see her face, flushed and wet and fucking perfect.

“You wanted my come inside you from the start, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” she sobs. “Please—please—please—”

“Then take it.”

I grip her hips, lift her, and slam her down on my cock—fast, hard, no rhythm, just pure fucking need.

She shatters.

Comes hard, screaming into my neck, her body convulsing around me.

And I lose it.

Thrust deep.

Stay there.

Groan into her skin as I spill inside her again, thick and hot, holding her down so she can’t move an inch while I finish.

We stay like that.

Locked.

Breathless.

Sweat-slicked and soaked in each other.

My arms around her. My cock still deep inside.

Because even now—especially now—

She’s still mine.
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