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Chapter One

I stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows of my penthouse, whiskey in hand, watching the city lights flicker far below. The elevator dinged softly behind me. I didn’t turn around right away. I already knew who it was.

Isabella Moretti.

My daughter Sofia’s best friend since they were teenagers. The girl I’d watched grow into a woman who haunted my thoughts more than I cared to admit. Now, after that ugly scandal—some leaked photos and a vicious social media storm that destroyed her reputation—she had nowhere else to go. Sofia had begged me to let her stay here until things blew over.

“Marco,” Isabella’s voice was quieter than usual, hesitant. “Thank you… for letting me crash here.”

I finally turned.

She looked smaller than I remembered. Designer suitcase at her feet, tight jeans hugging her curves, a simple white tank top that did nothing to hide the way her breasts rose and fell with nervous breaths. Her dark hair fell in loose waves over one shoulder, and those big brown eyes met mine with a mix of gratitude and something else. Fear? Awareness?

I set the glass down and crossed the room slowly, stopping just close enough that she had to tilt her head up to look at me.

“You’re not crashing, Isabella,” I said, voice low. “You’re staying. My house, my rules.”

Her lips parted slightly. I could see the pulse jumping in her throat.

“I understand,” she whispered.

I reached out, brushing a stray lock of hair behind her ear. My fingers lingered against her warm skin longer than necessary. She didn’t pull away.

“Good girl,” I murmured.

The air between us thickened instantly. Her cheeks flushed, and I watched her thighs press together just a fraction. I’d seen that look on her face before—at family dinners, holidays, whenever she thought no one was watching. The same hungry, guilty glance I’d been giving her for years.

I stepped back before I did something stupid on her first night.

“Your room is down the hall. Second door on the left. Sofia’s old room. Get settled. Dinner is in an hour.”

Isabella nodded quickly, cheeks still pink, and disappeared down the hallway with her suitcase. I poured myself another whiskey and tried to focus on the city skyline instead of the way her ass looked in those jeans as she walked away.

An hour later the private chef’s delivery arrived—simple but perfect: seared branzino, roasted vegetables, a bottle of crisp Pinot Grigio. I set the table on the terrace overlooking the lights of Manhattan. Two plates. Two glasses. No excuses.

She emerged right on time, freshly showered, hair damp and curling at the ends. She’d changed into a soft black sweater that clung to her full breasts and a pair of tiny cotton shorts that barely covered the curve of her ass. Bare legs, bare feet, no bra. The outline of her nipples was visible every time the cool night breeze hit her.

Fuck.

“Sit,” I said, pulling out her chair.

She obeyed without a word, tucking herself in across from me. The table was small enough that our knees almost brushed underneath it.

We ate in silence for the first few minutes. The only sounds were the distant hum of the city and the soft scrape of silverware. Every time she lifted her wine glass, her lips wrapped around the rim and I couldn’t stop staring.

“You’re quiet tonight,” I finally said, cutting into my fish. “That’s new.”

Isabella glanced up through her lashes. “Everything feels… different now. After what happened.”

I leaned back, studying her. “The scandal?”

She nodded, pushing a piece of asparagus around her plate. “My parents barely speak to me. Everyone thinks I’m some kind of slut who ruined her own life for attention.”

Her voice cracked just a little on the last word. I felt something dark and possessive coil low in my gut.

“You’re not a slut,” I said calmly. “You’re a beautiful young woman who made a mistake. And now you’re here.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, wide and uncertain. The tension thickened until the air felt too heavy to breathe.

I reached across the table and slowly dragged my thumb across her lower lip, wiping away a tiny drop of wine that had lingered there. She froze, but she didn’t pull back.

“Marco…” she whispered. My name sounded filthy on her tongue.

“Mr. Rossi,” I corrected softly, voice low and rough. “While you’re under my roof, you call me Mr. Rossi.”

Her thighs pressed together under the table. I saw it. She was getting wet—I could practically smell it on her.

“Yes, Mr. Rossi,” she breathed.

The way she said it sent blood rushing straight to my cock. I was already half-hard just from watching her eat.

I let my hand drop, trailing my fingers deliberately along the side of her neck before pulling away. “Good girl. Finish your dinner.”

She tried. But her breathing had gone shallow, and every few bites she shifted in her seat like she was aching between her legs. I kept the conversation light—asking about Sofia, about her classes—but my eyes never left her mouth, her throat, the hard little points of her nipples straining against that sweater.

By the time the plates were empty, the tension was so thick it felt like the whole city could see it.

Isabella set her fork down with a soft clink. Her voice was barely above a whisper.

“I… I should probably go to bed.”

I watched her stand up from the dinner table, those tiny cotton shorts riding up just enough to show the soft underside of her ass cheeks. My cock was already throbbing against my zipper, and the way she kept glancing at me told me she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

“Don’t go to bed yet,” I said, voice low and rough. I picked up the bottle of Pinot Grigio and two fresh glasses. “Have a nightcap with me on the terrace. It’s a clear night.”

Isabella hesitated for half a second, biting her lower lip. Then she nodded. “Okay… Mr. Rossi.”

Fuck. Every time she said my name like that, something dark and possessive twisted tighter in my chest.

I led her outside. The terrace was private, high above the city, with nothing but glass railings and the endless sparkle of Manhattan below us. The cool breeze made her nipples tighten instantly under that thin black sweater. I poured the wine and handed her a glass, then leaned back against the railing, studying her openly.

She sipped slowly, trying to look casual, but her free hand kept fidgeting with the hem of her shorts.

“You’re nervous,” I observed.

“A little,” she admitted, eyes flicking to the lights below. “This whole situation… it’s a lot. Being here with you.”

I took a step closer, crowding her space without touching her yet. “You’ve been in my house before, Isabella. Holidays. Summer weekends when Sofia dragged you along.”

“Yeah, but…” She swallowed hard. “Not like this. Not alone.”

I set my glass down and finally closed the distance. My hand came up slowly, giving her every chance to move away. She didn’t. I cupped her jaw, tilting her face up so those big brown eyes had to meet mine.

“You’ve felt it too, haven’t you?” I murmured, thumb brushing her bottom lip. “All those years. The way I watched you when you thought no one was looking. The way you looked back.”

Her breath hitched. “Marco—”

“Mr. Rossi,” I corrected, voice dropping an octave.

“Mr. Rossi,” she whispered obediently. Her pupils were blown wide.

That was all the permission I needed.

I slid my hand down her throat, over her collarbone, and under the hem of her sweater. My palm met warm, bare skin—no bra, just soft, full tits that filled my hand perfectly. I groaned low in my throat as I cupped one, thumb circling her hard nipple.

Isabella gasped, her wine glass nearly slipping from her fingers. I took it from her with my free hand and set it aside.

“Shh,” I said, pinching her nipple lightly until she whimpered. “Look at you. Already so fucking sensitive for me.”

I stepped fully into her, pressing her back against the cool glass railing. My other hand slipped under her sweater to play with her other breast, rolling and tugging both nipples while I watched her face. Her lips parted on soft, needy sounds. Her hips rolled forward instinctively, seeking friction.

“You’re soaked already, aren’t you?” I growled against her ear. “Been wet since dinner when I touched your lip.”

She nodded frantically, cheeks flushed dark. “Yes… Mr. Rossi.”

I kept one hand on her tits, squeezing and teasing, while my other slid down her stomach and dipped into the front of those tiny shorts. No panties. My fingers met slick, hot folds, and I hissed through my teeth.

“Jesus Christ, Isabella. This little pussy is dripping for your best friend’s dad.”

I circled her swollen clit once, twice, then pushed two thick fingers inside her tight heat.

Isabella’s breath punched out in a sharp gasp, her back arching against the glass railing as her pussy clenched greedily around my invading fingers. She was scorching hot inside, silky and so fucking tight I had to grit my teeth to keep from groaning out loud. Her walls fluttered and squeezed, pulling me deeper like her body had been waiting years for this exact moment.

“That’s it,” I rasped, voice low and rough against her ear. “Feel how wet you are for me? This greedy little cunt is dripping down my hand already.”

I curled my fingers, stroking that spongy spot inside her with slow, deliberate precision while my thumb returned to her swollen clit, rubbing firm, steady circles. Her hips jerked forward, chasing the friction, and soft, needy whimpers spilled from her lips. I kept my other hand under her sweater, palming one full breast, rolling her stiff nipple between my fingers and tugging just hard enough to make her moan louder.

The city lights glittered far below us, but all I could focus on was the obscene wet sounds of my fingers pumping her, the way her thighs trembled, and how her dark hair clung to her flushed cheeks. She looked wrecked already — lips parted, eyes half-lidded, that innocent face twisted in pure lust for her best friend’s father.

“Mr. Rossi…” she moaned, the name breaking on a desperate whine. Her inner walls started to pulse rhythmically around my fingers, tightening, fluttering, signaling she was right on the edge.

I sped up just a fraction, fucking her deeper and harder with my fingers while my thumb pressed firmer on her clit. Her moans climbed higher, turning into sharp, broken cries that echoed softly over the terrace. Her hips bucked wildly against my hand, chasing release.

“Oh god — I’m — I’m so close —”

I felt her pussy start to spasm and her thighs clamp around my wrist as the first waves of her orgasm began to crest.

Then I stopped.

I pulled my fingers out completely, leaving her empty and clenching around nothing.

Isabella’s eyes flew open in shock. A frustrated whimper escaped her throat as her hips twitched helplessly forward, searching for the friction I’d just denied her.

I brought my glistening fingers to my mouth and slowly licked them clean, tasting her sweet, tangy arousal while holding her gaze. She looked dazed, desperate, her chest heaving, nipples rock-hard and begging for attention.

“Shh,” I murmured, voice calm and controlled even though my cock was throbbing painfully against my slacks. I leaned in, brushing my lips against the shell of her ear. “You should go to bed now, Isabella.”

She stared at me, breathing ragged, thighs still pressed together like she could somehow finish what I’d started. “But… Mr. Rossi…”

I gave her a slow, predatory smile and gently tugged her sweater back down, covering her perfect tits. My hand lingered for a second on her hip, squeezing once.

“Bed,” I repeated softly, almost gently.

I stepped back, giving her space, even though every instinct screamed at me to bend her over the railing and fuck her raw right there.

Isabella stood there for a long moment on shaky legs, face flushed, eyes glassy with unmet need. Then she nodded weakly, whispering a barely audible “Yes, Mr. Rossi,” before turning and walking back inside on unsteady feet.

I stayed on the terrace, watching the sway of her ass in those tiny shorts until she disappeared down the hallway. My fingers still tasted like her.

This was going to be even more fun than I’d ever imagined.


Chapter Two

I stayed on the terrace long after she left, letting the cool night air wash over me while my body still burned with the memory of her slick heat around my fingers. I gave her nearly an hour — enough time for the ache I’d left between her legs to become unbearable.

When I finally went to my bedroom, I stripped to my black boxer briefs and lay back on the dark sheets. My cock was still rock-hard. I stroked myself slowly, eyes half-closed, imagining how tight she would feel wrapped around me.

The door creaked open.

Isabella stood in the doorway wearing nothing but that oversized white t-shirt. The hem barely reached the tops of her thighs. As she stepped inside, the fabric shifted and rode up, fully exposing the smooth curves of her bare ass cheeks. No panties. Just soft skin and the unmistakable sheen of arousal glistening on her inner thighs.

She froze when she saw me slowly stroking my thick cock in the low light.

“Couldn’t sleep?” I asked, voice low and commanding. I didn’t stop touching myself.

Isabella shook her head, cheeks flushed. “No… I’m still aching so badly. You left me right on the edge and I can’t stop thinking about it.”

I let the silence stretch, watching her squirm. Then I crooked my finger.

“Come here.”

She obeyed instantly, padding across the room until she stood beside the bed. I sat up, grabbed her by the hips, and pulled her down onto the mattress with me. In one smooth motion I rolled on top of her, pinning her beneath my heavier frame. The oversized t-shirt bunched up around her waist, leaving her completely exposed from the hips down.

My thick cock pressed hot and heavy against her slick folds. I rocked against her slowly, dragging the head along her swollen clit, teasing her without giving her what she wanted.

“You snuck into my room in the middle of the night wearing nothing but this pathetic little shirt,” I growled against her ear, grinding my cock against her dripping pussy. “Such a desperate, needy slut for your best friend’s father.”

​​Isabella whimpered, her hips jerking up helplessly. “Please, Mr. Rossi… I need you inside me.”

I chuckled darkly against her ear, still grinding my thick cock slowly along her soaked folds, letting the head nudge her swollen clit with every roll of my hips.

“Begging already?” I murmured, voice low and rough. “Look at you… sneaking into my bedroom in nothing but this tiny shirt, ass half-exposed, dripping all over my cock like a desperate little slut.”

I shifted my weight, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand while I used the other to guide my cock. I rubbed the fat head up and down her slick pussy, spreading her wetness, teasing her entrance without pushing inside. Every time I nudged against her tight hole she tried to lift her hips to take me, but I pulled back just enough to deny her.

“Not yet,” I growled. “You don’t get this cock until I decide you’re ready.”

Isabella moaned in frustration, thighs trembling around me. “Please… I’ve been aching since the terrace. I can’t take it anymore.”

I leaned down and bit her earlobe, then dragged my cock through her folds again, pressing harder against her clit. “You can and you will. This pussy has been teasing me for years. Now it’s my turn to tease you.”

I circled the head of my cock around her entrance, dipping just the tip inside before pulling out completely. She whined loudly, trying to chase me. I did it again — shallow, torturous little thrusts that gave her only the first inch before I withdrew, leaving her clenching around nothing.

“Feel that?” I rasped, watching her face. “That’s how empty you are without me. This tight little cunt is going to learn who it belongs to tonight.”

Her breathing was ragged, eyes glassy with need. “Mr. Rossi… please fuck me. I need you so deep.”

I finally gave her a little more — two thick inches — then stopped again, holding still while her walls fluttered desperately around me.

“Say it properly,” I ordered, voice dark. “Tell me whose pussy this is.”

“Yours,” she gasped immediately. “It’s your pussy, Mr. Rossi. Please… I’m yours.”

“Good girl.”

With that, I thrust forward in one hard, deep stroke, burying my entire cock inside her tight heat.

Isabella cried out sharply, back arching as I stretched her open. She was scorching hot and so fucking tight I had to grit my teeth. I didn’t give her time to adjust. I pulled back almost all the way and slammed back in, setting a brutal, possessive rhythm — hard, deep thrusts that rocked the bed and made her full tits bounce under the bunched-up t-shirt.

“Fuck, that’s it,” I groaned, pounding into her. “Take every inch like the needy little whore you are for me. This pussy was made to be fucked by your best friend’s father.”

I kept her wrists pinned, hips snapping forward relentlessly, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. Every thrust drove me balls-deep, grinding against her clit on the downstroke.

“You feel how deep I am?” I growled, leaning down to bite her neck. “No one else will ever fuck you like this again. This cunt is mine now.”

Isabella’s moans turned into broken cries, her legs wrapping tight around my waist as she took everything I gave her. I could feel her starting to tighten around me, her body racing toward the edge.

“Don’t you dare come yet,” I warned, voice rough. “You come when I tell you to.”

Isabella let out a broken whimper, her body trembling violently beneath me as I continued to fuck her with deep, punishing strokes. I kept my pace relentless — pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, stretching her tight walls around my thick cock again and again. Each thrust drove me balls-deep, the wet, obscene sound of her soaked pussy taking every inch filling the dark bedroom.

Her wrists were still pinned above her head in my grip, her legs wrapped tightly around my waist. The oversized t-shirt had ridden all the way up to her neck, exposing her full, bouncing tits and the flushed skin of her stomach. I watched her face intently — lips parted, eyes glassy and desperate, cheeks burning red as she fought to hold back the orgasm I could feel building around my cock.

“Please…” she gasped, her voice cracking. “Mr. Rossi, I’m so close… I can’t hold it…”

I slowed my thrusts just enough to torture her, grinding deep and deliberate instead of pounding. I rolled my hips in slow circles, making sure the head of my cock dragged against that sensitive spot inside her with every movement while my pelvis pressed firmly against her swollen clit.

“You can and you will,” I growled, leaning down to bite the side of her neck hard enough to leave a mark. “This pussy doesn’t come until I give permission. You’re going to lie here and take every deep stroke like the greedy little slut you are for me.”

I released one of her wrists so I could slide my hand between us. My fingers found her clit, rubbing slow, firm circles that made her hips jerk wildly. Her inner walls fluttered and clenched around my cock, squeezing me rhythmically as she struggled right on the edge.

“Feel how tight you’re getting?” I rasped against her ear, never stopping the slow, grinding thrusts or the teasing pressure on her clit. “Your cunt is trying so hard to milk me, but you’re not allowed to fall apart yet. Not until I say.”

Isabella’s head thrashed against the pillow, soft, desperate moans spilling from her lips with every grind of my hips. Her free hand clutched at my shoulder, nails digging in as she fought the rising wave.

“I’m trying… oh god, it feels too good…” she whimpered, tears of frustration and pleasure glistening in her eyes. “Please let me come… I need it so bad…”

I kept her there for long, torturous minutes — fucking her deep and slow, rubbing her clit with perfect pressure, watching her body shake and her face contort with the effort of holding back. Every time her pussy started to pulse harder around me, I eased off just enough to pull her back from the brink, only to build her up again.

By the time her thighs were quivering uncontrollably and her moans had turned into constant, broken sobs of need, I finally leaned down, lips brushing her ear.

“Now,” I commanded, voice dark and rough. “Come for me. Come hard on my cock like the good girl you are.”

Isabella shattered instantly with a sharp, desperate cry that echoed through the room. Her pussy clamped down around me like a vice, pulsing and squeezing in powerful, rhythmic waves as her orgasm crashed through her. Her whole body arched off the bed, hips bucking wildly against me as she came undone.

The intense, fluttering grip of her release ripped my own orgasm from me. With a deep, guttural groan I buried myself to the hilt and came hard, flooding her with thick, hot spurts deep inside her clenching heat until it leaked out around my cock.

I stayed buried inside her as the aftershocks rolled through both of us, her body trembling and twitching beneath me.

Finally, I released her other wrist and brushed damp strands of hair back from her flushed face. My voice was low, possessive, and final when I spoke against her lips:

“Go back to your room now, Isabella. But tomorrow night… you sleep in my bed. Understood?”

She nodded weakly, eyes glassy and submissive. “Yes, Mr. Rossi.”


Chapter Three

The next morning I was already at the dining table when she appeared, working through emails on my laptop with a black coffee in hand. Sunlight streamed in through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a warm glow over the open-plan space.

Isabella walked in wearing something that could barely be called clothing.

She had on one of my white dress shirts — the one I’d left draped over the chair in the guest room last night. It swallowed her frame, the hem hitting just below the curve of her ass. Only three buttons were fastened, and loosely at that. The deep V neckline gaped open, revealing the inner swells of her full breasts and the fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Every time she moved, the shirt shifted and threatened to expose even more. Her long, bare legs looked endless, and I knew from the way the fabric clung that she had nothing underneath.

She looked like pure sin wrapped in my shirt.

“Morning, Mr. Rossi,” she said softly, voice still a little husky from last night. She hesitated by the table, cheeks already pink.

I leaned back in my chair, eyes dragging slowly over her body. My cock stirred instantly at the sight.

“Sit,” I ordered, nodding to the chair directly across from me. It was close enough that our legs could touch under the table.

She obeyed, lowering herself carefully. The motion made the shirt ride up her thighs, and I caught a brief flash of her bare pussy before she tugged the hem down. Not that it helped much.

I pushed a plate toward her — fresh fruit, yogurt, and a croissant the chef had delivered earlier. “Eat.”

We started in near silence, but the tension was already thick. I watched her take a bite of strawberry, her lips closing around it, juice glistening on her lower lip. My mind flashed back to how those lips had looked parted in a moan last night.

Halfway through her yogurt, I spoke.

“Spread your legs.”

Isabella froze, spoon halfway to her mouth. Her eyes widened, but after a second she shifted in her seat and parted her thighs under the table.

“Wider.”

She did as told, the shirt riding higher until I could see everything — her smooth, puffy lips still slightly swollen from being fucked last night, already glistening with fresh arousal.

I reached under the table with my foot, pressing my bare foot against her inner thigh and slowly sliding it upward until my toes brushed her wet folds. She gasped softly, gripping the edge of the table.

“Stay still and keep eating,” I said calmly, taking a sip of my coffee while my toes teased along her slit. “I want to see how wet you get for me before you’ve even finished breakfast.”

I rubbed my big toe slowly over her clit in lazy circles, then dipped lower to tease her entrance. Isabella’s breathing grew shallow. She tried to take another bite of fruit, but her hand trembled, a small drop of juice running down her chin.

“You’re dripping already,” I murmured, voice low and rough. “Does it turn you on, sitting here in my shirt with your legs spread while I play with your cunt over breakfast?”

“Yes, Mr. Rossi,” she whispered, hips twitching subtly against my foot.

I pressed my toe inside her just a little, fucking her with shallow thrusts while my eyes stayed locked on her face. Her cheeks flushed darker, lips parting on soft, suppressed moans. The wet sounds were faint but unmistakable.

“Tell me how it feels,” I demanded quietly.

“So good… but I want more,” she breathed, trying to keep her voice steady. “I want your cock again.”

I smirked, adding a second toe and stretching her slightly while rubbing her clit with the ball of my foot. She was getting close — I could feel her walls fluttering, her thighs starting to shake.

I pulled my foot away abruptly, leaving her empty and throbbing.

Isabella let out a frustrated whimper, eyes pleading.

“Finish your breakfast,” I said, as if nothing had happened. “Then go shower. But don’t you dare touch yourself. That pussy still belongs to me.”

She nodded, breathing ragged, thighs pressed together under the table like she was trying to ease the ache.

I went back to my emails, but my cock was rock-hard under the table.

For ten minutes I tried to focus on the screen, but all I could think about was how Isabella had looked sitting across from me — legs spread, my shirt barely covering her, her pretty pussy glistening and dripping from the teasing I’d given her with my foot. The frustrated little whimper she made when I pulled away still echoed in my head.

I heard the guest bathroom door close, then the sound of the shower turning on.

That was all the invitation I needed.

I stood up, adjusting my throbbing cock in my sweatpants, and walked down the hallway. The bathroom door wasn’t locked. I pushed it open without knocking.

Steam was already filling the room. Through the glass shower door I could see Isabella’s silhouette — head tilted back under the spray, water cascading over her full tits and down the curve of her ass. One of her hands was sliding slowly down her stomach, heading between her legs.

“Stop.”

My voice cut through the sound of the water like a whip.

Isabella froze, her hand jerking away from her pussy as if she’d been burned. She turned toward me, eyes wide, water streaming down her face and body.

“Mr. Rossi… I wasn’t—”

“Don’t lie to me.” I stepped inside and closed the door behind me, already pulling my shirt off. My sweatpants followed, my thick cock springing free, hard and heavy. “I told you not to touch what belongs to me. Yet here you are, trying to play with my pussy the second you’re alone.”

She bit her lip, cheeks flushing under the hot water. “I’m sorry… I was still aching from breakfast.”

I opened the shower door and stepped in, crowding her against the tiled wall. The water beat down on both of us as I towered over her.

“Sorry isn’t good enough.” I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head with one hand. “You need to learn who this body answers to now.”

With my free hand I grabbed the body wash, squeezed a generous amount onto my palm, and started washing her. Not gently. I soaped up her tits first, palming the heavy flesh, rolling her nipples between my fingers until they were stiff peaks. She moaned softly, arching into my touch.

I moved lower, spreading the slick soap over her stomach, then down between her legs. I washed her pussy thoroughly — two thick fingers sliding through her folds, circling her clit, then pushing inside her tight heat while my thumb worked her swollen nub.

Isabella’s knees buckled. “Oh fuck… Mr. Rossi…”

I tightened my grip on her wrists, keeping her pinned against the slick tiled wall as the hot water continued to pour over both of us. Steam filled the glass enclosure, making everything feel even more intimate and filthy.

“Watch your mouth,” I growled, though my voice was thick with lust. “You only say my name when you’re begging.”

I released her wrists just long enough to spin her around so her back was fully against the tiles. Then I grabbed her left leg, hooked it over my hip, and opened her up to me. Two thick fingers plunged back into her soaked pussy without warning, thrusting deep and hard.

Isabella cried out, her head falling back against the wall as I finger-fucked her with ruthless strokes. The wet, obscene sounds of my fingers pumping in and out of her tight cunt mixed with the steady rush of the shower. I curled my fingers on every thrust, dragging them firmly over that spongy spot inside her while my thumb worked fast circles over her swollen clit.

“Look at you,” I rasped, eyes locked on her face. “Leg up like a desperate whore, letting your best friend’s father finger this greedy little pussy in the shower. You’re dripping down my hand again.”

Her hips bucked against my fingers, chasing every thrust. Her moans grew louder, more broken, echoing off the tiles. I could feel her walls starting to flutter and squeeze, her body racing toward the edge I’d denied her at breakfast.

But I wasn’t ready to let her come yet.

I dropped to my knees right there on the wet shower floor, water cascading over my shoulders and back. Without giving her a second to breathe, I replaced my fingers with my mouth.

I devoured her.

My tongue licked a long, slow stripe up her slit, tasting her sweet, tangy arousal mixed with the hot water. Then I sucked her swollen clit between my lips, flicking it rapidly with the tip of my tongue while I pushed three fingers back inside her, stretching her open.

Isabella’s hands flew to my wet hair, gripping tight as her hips jerked against my face. “Oh god— Mr. Rossi— please—”

I groaned against her pussy, the vibration making her cry out louder. I ate her like a man starved — sucking, licking, tongue-fucking her tight hole between deep thrusts of my fingers. The water poured over us, streaming down her body and into my mouth as I worked her harder, faster.

Every time her moans climbed higher and her thighs started to shake around my head, I slowed down just enough to pull her back from the brink. I edged her mercilessly, bringing her right to the edge with my mouth and fingers, then easing off until she was whimpering and begging incoherently.

“You don’t come until I say,” I growled against her clit, looking up at her flushed, desperate face. “Tell me who this pussy belongs to.”

“You,” she sobbed, fingers tightening in my hair. “It belongs to you, Mr. Rossi— please let me come— I can’t take it anymore—”

I sucked her clit hard one more time, curling my fingers deep inside her and rubbing that perfect spot without mercy.

“Come,” I commanded, voice rough and dark. “Come on my tongue like the needy little slut you are for me.”

Isabella shattered with a sharp, broken scream. Her pussy clamped down around my fingers, pulsing wildly as her orgasm crashed through her. Her hips bucked against my face, thighs trembling violently while I continued licking and sucking her through every wave, drinking down every drop of her release mixed with the shower water.

Only when she was gasping and twitching with aftershocks did I finally pull my fingers out and stand up, towering over her again. My cock was rock-hard, angry and leaking, pressed against her stomach.

I gripped her jaw, forcing her to look at me through the falling water.

“Turn around,” I ordered, voice low and dangerous. “Hands on the wall. I’m not finished with you yet.”

Isabella obeyed instantly, spinning to face the tiles. She placed her palms flat against the wet surface and arched her back, pushing her perfect ass toward me like an offering. Water streamed down her spine and over the curve of her ass as she stood there trembling, still coming down from her orgasm.

I stepped in close behind her, gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. My thick cock slid between her slick thighs, the head nudging her sensitive folds.

“You came so hard on my tongue,” I growled against her ear, rocking my hips so my cock dragged along her pussy. “But that was just the warm-up. Now I’m going to fuck you like you belong to me.”

I lined myself up and thrust forward in one powerful stroke, burying my entire cock deep inside her tight, dripping heat.

Isabella cried out sharply, her fingers scrabbling against the tiles as I stretched her open again. She was still pulsing from her orgasm, her walls fluttering and squeezing around me like a vice.

“Fuck— so tight,” I groaned. I didn’t give her any mercy. I pulled back almost all the way and slammed back in, setting a brutal, punishing rhythm. The sound of wet skin slapping wet skin echoed loudly in the shower, louder than the falling water.

I fucked her hard and deep, hips snapping forward with every thrust, driving my cock as far as it would go. One hand stayed on her hip, the other reached around to grab her tit, squeezing and pinching her nipple while I pounded into her from behind.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” I rasped, biting the wet skin of her shoulder. “Sneaking into my room last night, coming on my cock, then trying to touch my pussy this morning. You’re addicted already.”

“Yes— yes, Mr. Rossi,” she moaned, pushing back to meet every brutal thrust. “I’m addicted— I need your cock— please don’t stop—”

I fucked her even harder, the force of my strokes making her rise onto her toes. The water poured over us, making everything slippery and messy. I reached down between her legs and rubbed her swollen clit in fast, rough circles while I kept slamming into her.

“You’re going to come again,” I ordered, voice dark and commanding. “And this time you’re going to scream my name while your cunt milks every drop out of me.”

Isabella’s moans turned into desperate, broken cries. Her walls started fluttering wildly around my cock, tightening with every deep thrust.

“I’m close— oh god, I’m so close—”

“Come,” I growled, pounding into her without mercy. “Come on my cock right now. Show me who this pussy belongs to.”

She shattered with a loud, broken scream. “Mr. Rossi—!”

Her pussy clamped down hard around me, pulsing and squeezing in powerful waves as her second orgasm ripped through her. The intense grip dragged my own release out of me. With a deep, guttural groan I buried myself to the hilt and came hard, flooding her with thick, hot spurts deep inside her clenching cunt.

I kept thrusting through both our orgasms, grinding deep until every last drop was drained from me.

Only then did I slowly pull out, watching my cum leak from her swollen pussy and mix with the shower water running down her thighs.

I turned her around to face me, gripping her chin so she had to look up at me through the falling water.

“Clean me up,” I commanded.

Isabella dropped to her knees without hesitation, the hot water still pouring down over both of us. She looked up at me through wet lashes, eyes dark with lust and submission, as she wrapped her small hand around the base of my thick, cum-slick cock.

She started slowly, almost reverently. Her tongue flicked out, licking a long stripe from the base all the way to the head, tasting the mixture of her own release and mine. A soft, needy hum vibrated against my shaft as she did it again, cleaning every inch with deliberate strokes of her tongue.

“That’s it,” I murmured, threading my fingers through her soaked hair. “Use that pretty mouth like a good girl.”

Isabella parted her lips and took the head of my cock into her warm, wet mouth. She sucked gently at first, swirling her tongue around the sensitive tip, licking away every trace of cum. Then she took me deeper, hollowing her cheeks as she bobbed her head, working more of my length into her mouth with each pass.

The sight was filthy and perfect — water cascading over her face and tits, her lips stretched wide around my cock, her hand stroking what she couldn’t fit yet. She moaned around me, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine.

I tightened my grip in her hair, guiding her rhythm. “Deeper. Take more of me.”

She obeyed instantly, relaxing her throat and pushing forward until I felt the head bump the back of her mouth. She gagged softly but didn’t pull back. Instead, she swallowed around me, taking me even deeper until her nose pressed against my pelvis and her throat constricted rhythmically around my shaft.

“Fuck, yes,” I groaned, hips twitching. “Look at you — on your knees in the shower, throat full of your best friend’s father’s cock. Such a eager little cocksucker already.”

Tears mixed with the shower water at the corners of her eyes, but she kept going, bobbing faster, sucking harder. Her tongue worked the underside of my shaft on every pass, her hand twisting gently at the base in perfect sync with her mouth. The wet, slurping sounds mixed with the steady rush of the water were obscene.

I fucked her mouth with shallow thrusts, careful not to choke her too much, but deep enough that she felt owned. Every time I hit the back of her throat she moaned louder, clearly getting off on being used like this.

“You love this, don’t you?” I rasped, staring down at her. “Love choking on the cock that just filled your pussy.”

She nodded as best she could with her mouth full, humming affirmatively around me. Her free hand slid between her own thighs for a second before she caught herself and pulled it away, remembering my rule.

I smiled darkly at that small act of obedience.

After a few more deep, wet strokes, I finally pulled her off my cock with a wet pop. Strings of saliva and cum connected her swollen lips to the head. Her eyes were glassy, lips red and puffy, breathing ragged.

I gripped her chin, tilting her face up to me.

“Good girl,” I praised, voice rough. “Now stand up.”

She rose on shaky legs. I pulled her close under the spray and kissed her deeply, tasting myself on her tongue.

“Get dried off and dressed,” I said against her lips, voice low and possessive. “You’re spending the rest of the day with me. And remember — no touching yourself. Ever. Unless I say so.”

She nodded, still catching her breath. “Yes, Mr. Rossi.”


Chapter Four

By late afternoon I could see Isabella was barely holding it together. Every time I looked at her she was squirming, thighs pressed together, cheeks flushed. I’d kept her on edge for hours — slow teasing on the couch, my hand between her legs while I worked, never letting her come.

I decided it was time for a new kind of torture.

“Change into the black bikini I left on your bed,” I told her. “No cover-up. We’re going up to the rooftop pool.”

She came out looking like pure temptation. The tiny black strings barely covered anything — her full tits spilled out of the triangles, nipples visibly hard, and the bottoms sat so low on her hips that the smooth mound of her pussy was barely concealed.

We rode the private elevator up in silence. The second we stepped onto the rooftop deck, I pulled her against me.

“Get in the water.”

The pool was warm, the city lights just starting to sparkle around us as evening fell. I followed her in and immediately crowded her from behind, one arm wrapped around her waist while my other hand slipped under the water and under the edge of her bikini bottoms.

I stroked her slowly, fingers gliding over her swollen clit as I pressed my hard cock against her ass.

“Still dripping for me?” I murmured against her ear, circling her clit with deliberate pressure.

“Yes, Mr. Rossi…” she whimpered, pushing back against me. “I’ve been aching all day.”

I kept her right on the edge, teasing her under the water while she tried not to moan too loudly.

The warm pool water lapped gently around our bodies as I held Isabella tight against me, her back flush to my chest. My left arm was wrapped possessively around her waist, anchoring her in place, while my right hand stayed hidden beneath the surface, fingers buried inside her tiny black bikini bottoms.

I moved slowly, deliberately. Two thick fingers stroked in and out of her soaked pussy with shallow, controlled thrusts, curling just enough to rub against that sensitive spot inside her on every pass. My thumb circled her swollen clit in lazy, firm loops — never fast enough to push her over, but steady enough to keep her trembling on the razor’s edge.

Isabella’s breathing was shaky and uneven. She bit down hard on her lower lip, trying desperately to swallow the soft, needy sounds that kept escaping her throat. Every time my fingers curled or my thumb pressed just right, her hips would twitch involuntarily against my hand, sending little ripples across the water.

“Shhh,” I whispered hotly against her ear, my voice low and dark. “You have to be quiet, baby. Wouldn’t want anyone hearing what a desperate little slut you are for me.”

She whimpered softly, the sound barely audible, but I felt it vibrate through her body. Her inner walls fluttered and clenched greedily around my fingers, trying to pull me deeper.

“This pussy is mine now,” I continued, lips brushing the shell of her ear as I kept the torturous rhythm. “I own every inch of it. I decide when it gets touched. I decide when it gets to come. And right now, it’s dripping all over my fingers while you try so hard to behave.”

Isabella’s head tipped back against my shoulder. Her thighs trembled under the water as she fought the building pressure. I could feel how close she was — the way her pussy kept tightening rhythmically, the way her breathing hitched every few seconds.

“Please…” she breathed, so quietly I almost missed it. “Mr. Rossi… I’m so close…”

I chuckled softly, the sound vibrating against her skin, and slowed my fingers even more, dragging them almost all the way out before sliding back in with agonizing slowness.

“I know you are,” I murmured, nipping at her earlobe. “I can feel you squeezing me like you’re dying to come. But you’re not allowed. Not until I say. This cunt belongs to me, and I want to keep it aching and desperate all night.”

She let out a tiny, broken moan and quickly pressed her lips together, eyes squeezing shut as another wave of pleasure threatened to crest. Her hips rolled subtly against my hand, chasing the friction even as she tried to stay still.

The tension was delicious — her fighting so hard to stay quiet, her body betraying her with every flutter and clench, while I whispered filthy ownership into her ear and kept her teetering right on the brink.

I was rock-hard against her ass, enjoying every second of her struggle, when the private elevator behind us dinged softly.

We both froze.

Sofia’s cheerful voice carried across the rooftop deck.

“Dad? Bella? Surprise! I brought wine — thought I’d check how you two are doing up here!”

Isabella went rigid in my arms, her pussy suddenly clenching hard around my still-buried fingers. Panic flashed through her body, but I didn’t pull my hand away. Instead, I pressed my lips to her ear once more, voice low, calm, and commanding.

“Stay. Still.”

My voice was low, calm, and left no room for argument. Isabella’s body went stiff against mine, but she didn’t dare pull away. My two fingers remained buried deep inside her throbbing pussy under the water, my thumb resting lightly against her swollen clit.

Sofia stepped closer to the edge of the pool, still smiling brightly, wine bottle swinging in her hand. The deck lights cast a soft glow over everything, but the water itself was dim enough that she couldn’t see exactly what was happening beneath the surface.

“Hey, you two! I figured you might be lonely up here so I brought some rosé,” she called out cheerfully.

Isabella’s breathing was shallow and panicked. I could feel her heart racing against my chest. I gave her clit the tiniest, teasing flick with my thumb — just enough to make her jolt.

“Answer her,” I whispered darkly into her ear, so quiet only she could hear. “Be a good girl and act normal.”

Isabella swallowed hard, her voice coming out slightly strained but surprisingly steady. “S-Sofia! Hi… We didn’t know you were coming.”

Sofia laughed and kicked off her sandals. “That was the point! Dad, you’ve been keeping Bella all to yourself. How’s she holding up?”

I smiled calmly, my fingers still slowly pumping in and out of Isabella’s tight heat under the water. I kept the movements shallow and controlled, curling just enough to rub that sensitive spot inside her while my thumb continued its lazy circles on her clit.

“She’s doing just fine,” I replied smoothly, my tone completely casual. “Aren’t you, Isabella?”

I emphasized her name while pressing my thumb firmer against her clit. Isabella’s thighs trembled violently beneath the surface.

“Y-yes,” she managed, her voice breathier than before. “Everything’s… good. Really good.”

Sofia tilted her head, studying us for a second. “You both look a little flushed. Is the water too hot?”

Before Isabella could answer, I slid a third finger inside her, stretching her open as I continued the slow, torturous finger-fucking. Her pussy clenched hard around me in response.

“It’s perfect,” I said, voice low and steady. “Warm, relaxing… exactly what she needed after a stressful few days.”

Isabella bit her lip hard, a tiny whimper escaping before she could stop it. I leaned in closer, lips brushing her ear while Sofia was still a few steps away.

“Careful,” I whispered filthily. “If you moan too loud, your best friend is going to hear how wet her father is making you. This pussy is dripping all over my hand while you try to talk to her like nothing’s happening.”

Sofia grinned and started pulling her sundress over her head, revealing a simple red bikini underneath. “Mind if I join you guys? It’s been forever since I swam up here.”

Isabella’s eyes widened in panic, her inner walls fluttering wildly around my fingers as another rush of arousal coated my hand.

I didn’t stop. If anything, I fucked her a little deeper with my fingers, rubbing her clit faster under the water while keeping my face perfectly neutral.

“Of course,” I answered Sofia easily. “The water’s great tonight.”

Sofia tossed her dress onto a lounger and stepped down into the pool, wading toward us with a happy sigh. She stopped only a few feet away, the water reaching her chest, completely unaware that my fingers were still buried knuckle-deep inside her best friend’s pussy.

“So, Bella,” Sofia said brightly, completely relaxed, “has my dad been a good host? He can be a bit… intense sometimes.”

Isabella’s voice cracked slightly as I curled my fingers hard against her G-spot and pressed my thumb firmly on her clit.

“He’s been… very… thorough,” she gasped out, trying to keep her tone light. Her hips gave the smallest, involuntary roll against my hand.

I leaned in one last time, whispering hotly against her ear so only she could hear:

“Don’t you dare come. If you come while my daughter is standing right there, I’ll punish this greedy little cunt for the rest of the night.”

The combination of my filthy words, my fingers working her relentlessly under the water, and Sofia chatting casually only inches away pushed Isabella right to the breaking point. Her body shook with the effort of staying quiet and still, her pussy spasming and clenching desperately around my fingers as she fought not to fall apart.

Sofia kept talking, completely oblivious, while I kept Isabella teetering on the edge — owned, aching, and utterly at my mercy.

Sofia kept chatting happily, completely oblivious, and was splashing water lightly as she floated closer.

“Seriously though, Bella, you look way more relaxed than I expected after everything that happened. Dad must be taking good care of you.”

Isabella’s voice came out strained and breathy. “He… he really is.”

I chose that exact moment to slide her bikini bottoms fully to the side under the water and push three thick fingers deep inside her again, curling them hard against her G-spot while my thumb rubbed fast, firm circles over her swollen clit.

Her entire body jerked against me. A tiny, choked whimper escaped before she could swallow it down. I felt her pussy flutter violently around my fingers, right on the brink of exploding.

Sofia raised an eyebrow. “You okay? You sound a little off.”

“She’s fine,” I answered smoothly, my voice calm and deep as I continued finger-fucking Isabella with slow, deliberate strokes under the water. “Just a long day. The water feels good, doesn’t it, Isabella?”

Once again, I placed emphasis on her name as I pressed my thumb harder against her clit, rubbing in tight, relentless circles.

Isabella’s nails dug into my forearm hidden beneath the surface. Her thighs shook uncontrollably as she fought the orgasm I was forcing on her.

“Y-yes,” she managed, the word almost a moan. “The water feels… really good.”

Sofia laughed softly. “Well, I’m glad. I was worried you’d be miserable up here.” She turned slightly, reaching toward the edge of the pool where she’d left the wine bottle. “Let me pour us some—”

The second Sofia turned her back and reached for the glasses on the deck, I moved.

I yanked my fingers out of Isabella, spun her around in the water so she faced me, and shoved her bikini bottoms completely aside. In one brutal motion I freed my rock-hard cock from my swim trunks and slammed into her tight, dripping pussy to the hilt.

Isabella’s eyes flew wide. A sharp, strangled cry tore from her throat before she could stop it. I immediately clamped my hand over her mouth, muffling the sound as I started fucking her hard and deep under the water.

“Shhh,” I growled low in her ear, my hips snapping forward with powerful, controlled thrusts. “Not a fucking sound. Your best friend is right there.”

The water splashed quietly around us with every deep thrust. I fucked her relentlessly — long, hard strokes that drove my thick cock as deep as possible while Sofia’s back was still turned, pouring the wine only a few feet away.

Isabella’s pussy clenched around me like a vice, still right on the edge from all the teasing. Her eyes were glassy with panic and overwhelming pleasure as I pounded into her.

“Look at me,” I whispered harshly against her ear, never slowing my rhythm. “You’re getting fucked by your best friend’s dad while she’s standing right there. And this greedy little cunt is taking every inch like it was made for me.”

Sofia turned back around with two glasses of wine, smiling. “Here, I poured for—”

She stopped when she saw us closer together. “Whoa, you two are really cozy over there.”

I didn’t stop thrusting. I kept fucking Isabella in slow, deep rolls of my hips, grinding against her clit with every stroke while keeping my expression perfectly neutral.

“Just helping her stay warm,” I said casually, my hand still covering Isabella’s mouth. “The breeze picked up a bit.”

Isabella’s whole body was shaking violently in my arms. Her pussy was spasming wildly around my cock, right on the verge of coming. I could feel her fighting it with everything she had.

I leaned in and whispered hotly into Isabella’s ear while still buried deep inside her.

“Come right now. Come on my cock while your best friend stands right there. But not a single sound. If you make noise, I’ll stop and leave you aching for the rest of the night.”

Isabella’s eyes widened in panic and raw need. Her body was already trembling violently from the long buildup and the deep, steady thrusts I was still giving her under the water.

Sofia turned back toward us with the two glasses of wine, smiling casually. “Here, I poured for—”

That was the exact moment Isabella broke.

She came hard — silently.

Her pussy clamped down around my cock in powerful, rhythmic pulses. Her whole body tensed and shuddered against me as the orgasm ripped through her. I felt every flutter, every squeeze, every wave as she milked me. Her mouth opened in a silent cry against my palm, which I kept firmly clamped over her lips. Her eyes rolled back slightly, lashes fluttering, but she fought with everything she had to stay quiet. Only the faintest, muffled whimper escaped — so soft it blended with the gentle splash of the water.

I didn’t stop thrusting. I kept fucking her through it with slow, deep rolls of my hips, grinding against her clit while her cunt spasmed wildly around me.

The intense contractions dragged my own release out of me. I buried my face against her wet neck, groaning low and quiet as I came deep inside her, flooding her with thick, hot spurts while Sofia stood only a few feet away, holding the wine glasses and still chatting.

“Good girl,” I whispered against her ear, voice rough with satisfaction as the last pulses faded. “Such a perfect, quiet little slut for me.”

Sofia took a sip of her wine, completely unaware. “You two are really cozy tonight. Everything okay over there? Bella, you look like you’re about to fall asleep in the water.”

Isabella was still trembling in my arms, aftershocks rolling through her, my cock still buried inside her. She somehow managed a shaky, breathy reply.

“I’m… just really relaxed. The water feels amazing.”

I slowly pulled out of her, tucking myself back into my trunks while keeping her bikini bottoms shifted aside for a moment longer. My cum was already starting to leak from her, mixing with the pool water.

Sofia shrugged with a smile. “Well, I’ll let you two finish your swim. I’ll be inside if you need me. Don’t stay out too late!”

The moment Sofia turned and headed toward the elevator with her glass, I finally released Isabella’s mouth and gripped her chin, forcing her to look at me.

“Upstairs. My bedroom. Now,” I ordered, voice low and dark. “You almost lost control in front of her. I think that deserves a proper punishment.”

Isabella nodded weakly, legs still shaky as she adjusted her bikini bottoms under the water. “Yes, Mr. Rossi.”


Chapter Five

The elevator ride down from the rooftop was silent and thick with tension. The moment the doors slid open into the penthouse, I grabbed Isabella’s wrist and pulled her straight toward my bedroom. Sofia was somewhere in the living area, humming as she unpacked her overnight bag, but I didn’t care.

As soon as we crossed the threshold, I kicked the door shut behind us and locked it with a sharp click.

Isabella barely had time to catch her breath before I spun her around and shoved her face-down over the edge of my king-sized bed. Her tiny black bikini bottoms were still askew from the pool. I ripped them down her legs in one rough motion, leaving the top still clinging to her tits.

“You almost got us caught tonight,” I growled, voice low and dangerous. My hand came down hard on her bare ass with a loud smack. She gasped sharply. “You were shaking, whimpering, ready to scream my name right in front of your best friend.”

I spanked her again, harder, watching her ass cheek jiggle and bloom pink under my palm.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Rossi—” she started, but I cut her off with another firm slap.

“Sorry isn’t enough.” I yanked her hips back so her ass was raised high and kicked her legs wider apart. “That greedy little pussy almost gave us away. Now it’s going to pay for it.”

I freed my cock, still hard and slick from the pool, and rubbed the thick head along her dripping folds. She was soaked — a messy mix of her arousal and my earlier cum. Without any warning, I slammed into her in one brutal thrust, burying myself balls-deep.

Isabella cried out into the mattress, her hands fisting the sheets.

I didn’t give her a second to adjust. I started fucking her hard and fast, pounding into her with deep, punishing strokes. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room as I railed her from behind.

“This is what happens when you can’t control yourself,” I snarled, gripping her hips so tightly my fingers would bruise. “You get fucked like the desperate little slut you are. My slut.”

Every thrust drove her forward into the bed. I reached forward and fisted her damp hair, pulling her head back just enough to arch her back.

“You don’t come unless I say so,” I reminded her, voice rough. “Not in the pool. Not here. Not ever — unless I allow it. Do you understand?”

“Yes— yes, Mr. Rossi!” she moaned, her voice breaking with every hard snap of my hips.

I fucked her even harder, the headboard banging against the wall. I could feel her pussy starting to flutter and clench around me, her body racing toward another orgasm despite the rough treatment.

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

“You wanted to come so badly in front of Sofia,” I taunted. “Now you’re going to hold it. You’re going to take every inch until I decide you’ve earned it.”

Isabella moaned helplessly into the mattress, her pussy clenching desperately around my cock as I kept pounding into her from behind. I could feel her fighting the orgasm, her walls fluttering wildly every time I drove deep.

I wasn’t done with her yet.

I pulled out suddenly, making her whimper at the loss. Before she could protest, I flipped her onto her back and dragged her to the edge of the bed. Her legs hung off the side as I stood between her spread thighs.

“Hands above your head,” I ordered.

She obeyed instantly, stretching her arms up and gripping the edge of the mattress. Her tits bounced with every shaky breath, nipples tight and begging for attention.

I hooked her legs over my shoulders, folding her in half, and lined my thick cock up with her dripping entrance again. With one hard thrust I buried myself back inside her, even deeper in this new position.

Isabella’s eyes rolled back and a loud, needy moan tore from her throat.

“Oh fuck… Mr. Rossi…” she gasped, her voice raw. “Yes… like this—”

I started fucking her with brutal, deep strokes, my hips slamming against her ass. The new angle let me hit even deeper, the head of my cock dragging against her G-spot with every thrust.

She loved it.

“Harder,” she begged, her voice breaking on a moan. “Please… fuck me harder, Mr. Rossi. I can take it.”

Her words sent a dark surge of lust through me. I gripped her thighs tightly and gave her exactly what she asked for — pounding into her with ruthless force. The bed creaked loudly beneath us as I drove my cock into her again and again, balls slapping against her ass with every brutal thrust.

“That’s it,” I growled, watching her tits bounce wildly. “Beg for it like the greedy little slut you are. Tell me how much you love getting destroyed by your best friend’s father.”

“I love it,” she cried out, her hips trying to meet my thrusts even though she was pinned beneath me. “I love your cock— fuck— please don’t stop! Harder… I need it harder!”

I leaned forward, nearly bending her in half, and fucked her with savage intensity. The wet, filthy sound of my cock slamming into her soaked pussy filled the room. I could feel her getting dangerously close again, her walls tightening around me like a vice.

I slowed down just enough to torment her, grinding deep and slow instead of pounding.

“Not yet,” I warned, voice rough. “You don’t come until I say you’ve earned it.”

Isabella whined in frustration, her body trembling beneath me. “Please… I’ll be good— I’ll do anything. Just let me come on your cock… please, Mr. Rossi.”

I kept her right there on the edge for several more torturous minutes, switching between hard, punishing thrusts and slow, deep grinds while she begged and moaned beneath me.

Only when her eyes were glassy with desperation and her voice had turned into broken sobs did I finally lean down and growl against her lips:

“You’ve earned it. Come for me. Come hard while I fill this pussy up.”

The command hit her like lightning.

Isabella shattered instantly.

Her whole body seized beneath me as the orgasm tore through her with brutal force. Her back arched violently off the bed, legs shaking uncontrollably over my shoulders. Her pussy clamped down around my cock like a hot, velvet fist, pulsing and fluttering in powerful, rhythmic waves that milked me relentlessly.

A raw, broken scream ripped from her throat.

“Marco—! Oh fuck, Marco!”

The sound of my first name echoing through the room sent a dark spike of possessiveness through me. I brought my hand down hard on the side of her ass with a sharp, loud smack.

She gasped mid-scream, her orgasm still crashing through her.

I spanked her again, even harder, the sound cracking through the room as I kept pounding into her spasming cunt.

“What did I tell you?” I growled, voice low and dangerous. I delivered another firm slap to her other cheek, watching the skin bloom bright red. “You don’t call me Marco. Not now. Not ever. While you’re under my roof and under my cock, it’s Mr. Rossi. Say it correctly.”

Isabella’s orgasm was still ripping through her, making her voice tremble and break as she tried to obey. Her walls kept squeezing and pulsing around me in intense waves, her juices soaking my cock and dripping down onto the sheets.

“Mr. Rossi—!” she cried out, tears of overwhelming pleasure leaking from the corners of her eyes. “I’m sorry— Mr. Rossi! Fuck— I’m coming so hard for you, Mr. Rossi!”

Her scream turned into a long, desperate moan as the pleasure kept rolling through her body. Her pussy fluttered wildly, gripping and releasing my cock in strong, rhythmic contractions that dragged my own release right out of me.

With a deep, guttural groan I slammed into her one final time and came hard, flooding her spasming cunt with thick, hot spurts. I kept thrusting through both our orgasms, grinding deep while she continued to tremble and pulse around me, her body completely lost in the intensity of her release.

Only when the last violent waves finally began to fade did I slowly lower her legs from my shoulders. She lay there boneless, chest heaving, thighs quivering, my cum already starting to leak out of her swollen, well-fucked pussy.

I leaned over her, gripping her jaw firmly so she had to look up at me.

“Say it again,” I ordered, voice rough.

“Mr. Rossi…” she whispered breathlessly, eyes glassy and submissive. “It’s Mr. Rossi.”

I gave her one last firm smack on her reddened ass, then brushed a strand of sweat-damp hair from her face.

“Good girl.”

I pulled out slowly, watching my cum drip from her swollen, well-fucked pussy. Then I stood up straight, towering over her spent body.

Isabella lay there panting, legs still spread, chest heaving, her skin flushed and glistening with sweat. She looked beautifully wrecked.

But I wasn’t finished with her yet.

I climbed onto the bed and lay on my back, my cock still hard and slick with our combined release.

“Come here,” I ordered, voice low and commanding. “Get on top of me.”

Isabella’s eyes widened slightly, but she obeyed without hesitation. She crawled over and straddled my hips, her trembling thighs bracketing me. The sight of my cum leaking down her inner thighs made my cock twitch.

“Put it back inside you,” I told her. “Slowly.”

She reached between us with a shaky hand, lined up the thick head of my cock with her dripping entrance, and sank down onto me with a long, broken moan. Inch by inch, she took me until her ass rested against my thighs and I was buried to the hilt again.

“Good girl,” I murmured, gripping her hips firmly to control her movement. “Now ride me. Nice and slow. I want to feel every inch of that greedy little pussy.”

Isabella started rolling her hips in slow, deep circles, her hands braced on my chest. Her full tits swayed gently with every motion, nipples still tight and begging for attention. She kept her eyes on mine, just like I wanted.

I held her hips tightly, not letting her speed up, forcing her to take me in long, deliberate strokes.

“Look at me,” I said, voice rough. “Tell me who this pussy belongs to.”

“It belongs to you, Mr. Rossi,” she breathed, her voice trembling with pleasure as she rode me.

“Louder.”

“It belongs to you, Mr. Rossi!” she moaned, rolling her hips deeper.

I kept her pace agonizingly slow, lifting her up until just the head of my cock remained inside her, then pulling her back down until I was fully seated again. Every time she tried to go faster, I tightened my grip and held her still.

“You don’t get to come until I say so,” I reminded her. “Repeat the rules while you ride me.”

Isabella’s breathing was ragged as she obeyed, her voice soft and submissive between moans.

“I… I call you Mr. Rossi… I don’t touch myself… My pussy belongs to you…”

Every time she said the words, her walls fluttered around my cock. I could feel her getting close again, her thighs starting to shake.

I kept her right on the edge like that for several long minutes — slow, deep riding while she recited her new reality. Whenever I felt her getting too close, I held her hips still until the urge faded, then let her start again.

By the time she was whimpering and begging with every roll of her hips, I finally gripped her ass hard and started guiding her faster.

“You’ve earned it again,” I growled, eyes locked on hers. “Come for me. Come on my cock while you tell me who owns you.”

Isabella’s head fell back as the orgasm hit her. Her pussy clenched tightly around me in strong, rhythmic pulses, her moans turning into broken cries.

“Mr. Rossi…! I’m yours— I’m yours, Mr. Rossi!”

The feeling of her coming so beautifully for me pushed me over the edge. I thrust up into her hard and came deep inside her once more, filling her with another load of thick, hot cum while she continued to tremble and pulse around me.

When the last waves finally faded, I pulled her down against my chest, my cock still buried inside her. I wrapped my arms around her possessively, one hand stroking her back as her breathing slowly evened out.

“Sleep now,” I murmured against her hair, voice dark and satisfied. “You’re exactly where you belong.”

Isabella let out a soft, exhausted sigh and relaxed fully against me, her body warm and pliant. I could feel her heartbeat gradually slowing against my chest. My fingers continued tracing lazy patterns along her spine as the city lights shimmered through the windows.

Within minutes, her breathing became deep and steady. She was asleep — safe, marked, and full of my cum — curled up on top of me like she never wanted to be anywhere else.

I stayed awake a little longer, listening to her soft breaths, one hand resting possessively on her ass.

This girl was mine now.

And I had no intention of ever letting her go.


Chapter Six

I woke before dawn, the penthouse still dark except for the faint glow of the city lights filtering through the windows. Isabella was sound asleep on top of me, her body warm and limp, cheek pressed to my chest, one leg draped over my thigh. Her breathing was slow and deep, completely relaxed.

My cock was already hard, nestled against her soft stomach. I let my hands roam slowly over her bare skin, tracing the curve of her spine and the swell of her ass. She didn’t stir.

Carefully, I rolled her onto her back beside me. She murmured something incoherent in her sleep but didn’t wake. I slid down the bed and gently spread her thighs, settling between them.

The first slow, warm lick of my tongue along her pussy made her hips twitch faintly.

I licked her again, slower this time, savoring her taste. She was still slick from last night, and the faint salty-sweet flavor of my cum mixed with her own arousal coated my tongue. I took my time — long, lazy strokes over her folds, then circling her clit with the flat of my tongue.

Isabella let out a soft, sleepy moan, her thighs shifting slightly. Her breathing changed, becoming a little quicker, but her eyes stayed closed.

I pushed my tongue inside her, fucking her slowly with it while my nose brushed against her clit. Another quiet moan escaped her, longer this time.

“Mr. Rossi…” she whispered, still half-asleep, her voice husky and dazed.

I replaced my tongue with two thick fingers, sliding them deep into her tight heat while my mouth latched onto her clit, sucking gently. Her hips rolled instinctively against my face.

Her moans grew louder, more conscious. “Oh… don’t stop… please…”

I curled my fingers inside her, rubbing that sensitive spot as I flicked my tongue faster over her swollen clit. Isabella’s hands finally found my hair, fingers threading weakly through it as she started to wake up properly.

“Fuck… Mr. Rossi…” she moaned, her voice cracking with pleasure. “That feels so good… don’t stop… please don’t stop…”

I hummed against her, the vibration making her cry out softly. I kept fingering her steadily while sucking on her clit, bringing her right to the edge and then easing off, drawing it out until her thighs were trembling around my head.

“Please,” she begged, now fully awake, her voice desperate. “Don’t stop… I need to come… let me come for you…”

Only when she was shaking and whimpering did I finally give her what she wanted.

I sucked her clit harder and curled my fingers firmly against her G-spot.

Isabella came with a long, shuddering moan, her back arching sharply off the bed as her pussy pulsed rhythmically against my tongue and fingers.

But I didn’t stop.

I kept licking her through every wave, my tongue working her swollen clit with slow, relentless strokes while my fingers continued curling deep inside her, pressing firmly against that sensitive spot. Her orgasm stretched on and on, rolling through her body in powerful, overlapping waves.

“Oh my god… Mr. Rossi…” she cried out, her voice cracking. Her thighs trembled violently around my head as another surge hit her. “It’s still coming— I can’t— fuck—”

Her hips bucked uncontrollably against my face. I sucked her clit gently between my lips, flicking it rapidly with the tip of my tongue while my fingers pumped steadily, never giving her a moment of relief. Her pussy clenched and fluttered wildly around my fingers, squeezing and releasing in strong, rhythmic contractions that seemed to go on forever.

Isabella’s moans turned into desperate, broken sobs of pleasure. Her hands fisted the sheets tightly, knuckles turning white as wave after wave crashed through her. Tears of overwhelming sensation leaked from the corners of her eyes.

“Please— it’s too much— I’m still coming…” she whimpered, her entire body shaking. Her back arched again, hips grinding helplessly against my mouth as yet another intense peak rolled through her.

I hummed against her clit, the vibration pushing her even higher. I kept licking and fingering her through it all — slow, steady, merciless — drawing every last bit of pleasure out of her until her legs were quivering uncontrollably and her voice had gone hoarse.

Only when her moans had turned into weak, breathless little cries and her pussy had finally begun to calm its violent pulsing did I ease off. I gave her one final, slow lick from entrance to clit, making her twitch hard, before I gently withdrew my fingers.

Isabella collapsed back onto the bed, chest heaving, body limp and trembling with aftershocks. Her thighs were still twitching, her pussy visibly pulsing and leaking.

I crawled up her body and settled between her spread legs. My cock nudged her slick, oversensitive entrance.

I pushed inside her in one smooth, deep thrust.

Isabella gasped sharply, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Yes… oh fuck, yes…” she moaned, her voice raw. “Don’t stop… please don’t stop…”

I started fucking her slowly, deep and possessive, rocking into her with long, deliberate strokes while looking down at her flushed, dazed face.

“Tell me the rules again,” I murmured, never breaking rhythm.

Her voice came out breathy and obedient between soft, exhausted moans. “I call you Mr. Rossi… I don’t touch myself… This pussy belongs to you…”

“Good girl,” I praised, thrusting a little harder. “Keep saying it.”

Isabella’s voice was shaky and breathless as she tried to obey, her eyes glassy with pleasure while I fucked her with slow, deep strokes.

“I call you Mr. Rossi…” she moaned, her walls fluttering around my cock. “I don’t… I don’t touch myself… This pussy belongs to… to you…”

She faltered on the last part, her words dissolving into a whimper as I hit a particularly deep spot inside her.

I slowed my thrusts, eyes narrowing.

“Again,” I ordered, voice low and firm. “From the beginning. Clearly.”

Isabella swallowed hard, trying to focus. “I call you Mr. Rossi… I don’t touch myself… This pussy belongs to—”

She moaned loudly as I gave her a particularly hard thrust, her mind going blank for a second.

“—to Marco,” she gasped without thinking.

The wrong name slipped out.

I froze mid-thrust, my cock buried deep inside her. A dangerous smile curved my lips.

“Wrong,” I said coldly.

Before she could apologize, I pulled out of her completely, flipped her onto her stomach in one swift motion, and yanked her hips up so she was on all fours.

Isabella let out a startled yelp that quickly turned into a needy moan as I knelt behind her and slammed back into her pussy in one brutal thrust.

“You still haven’t learned?” I growled, gripping her hips tightly as I started fucking her hard from behind. Each punishing stroke drove me balls-deep, the sound of skin slapping skin echoing through the bedroom. “After everything I told you last night, you still call me Marco?”

“I’m sorry—!” she cried out, her voice breaking with every hard thrust. “Mr. Rossi— I meant Mr. Rossi!”

I spanked her ass sharply, the crack loud in the quiet room.

“Say it correctly while I fuck the mistake out of you,” I demanded, pounding into her relentlessly. Her ass jiggled with every brutal impact.

Isabella’s moans turned loud and desperate as I railed her from behind. “This pussy belongs to Mr. Rossi… I don’t touch myself… I belong to Mr. Rossi—!”

I fucked her harder, one hand fisting her hair to pull her head back, the other spanking her ass again and again, turning the skin a bright, stinging red.

“Louder,” I snarled. “Let me hear how well you know the rules now.”

She was almost sobbing with pleasure, her pussy clenching tightly around my cock as another orgasm built rapidly.

“I call you Mr. Rossi!” she cried out. “This pussy belongs to you, Mr. Rossi— please, I’m sorry!”

I kept the punishing rhythm, slamming into her deep and fast, my hips snapping against her reddened ass.

“That’s better,” I growled. “Now come for me. Come while you scream the right name.”

Isabella shattered with a loud, broken scream. “Mr. Rossi—! I’m coming, Mr. Rossi!”

Her pussy spasmed violently around my cock, pulsing and squeezing in powerful waves. The intense grip finally pushed me over the edge. With a deep, guttural groan I buried myself to the hilt and came hard, flooding her with thick, hot spurts while she continued to shake and milk me through her orgasm.

I stayed buried deep inside her as the last pulses faded, both of us breathing heavily.

I leaned over her back, lips brushing her ear.

“Better,” I murmured, voice dark and satisfied. “Now remember who you belong to.”

Isabella nodded weakly, still on all fours and trembling. “Yes, Mr. Rossi… I’m yours.”

I gave her ass one final possessive squeeze before pulling out of her. A thick trickle of my cum leaked down her thigh. I watched it for a moment, then slapped her ass lightly.

“Clean up and get dressed. We’re having breakfast with Sofia. And I expect you to behave.”

Twenty minutes later we walked into the kitchen. Sofia was already there, setting out fresh fruit, yogurt, and pastries. She looked cheerful in a tank top and shorts.

“Morning!” she greeted us brightly. “I hope I didn’t wake you guys. Coffee’s ready.”

Isabella moved gingerly as she sat down across from her best friend. She was clearly still sore — every movement made her wince slightly, and when she lowered herself onto the chair, she let out a tiny, barely audible breath.

I sat right beside her, our thighs brushing under the table.

Sofia slid a plate toward Isabella. “You look a little tired, Bella. Did you not sleep well?”

Isabella’s cheeks flushed. “I slept… fine.”

I rested my hand on her bare thigh under the table, slowly sliding it higher. She tensed immediately.

While Sofia chatted about what she wanted to do that day, I slipped my fingers under the waistband of Isabella’s thin lounge shorts and cupped her bare pussy. She was still soaked — warm, slick, and leaking my cum from earlier.

I pushed two thick fingers inside her without warning.

Isabella’s breath hitched sharply. She gripped her coffee cup tighter, trying to keep her expression neutral.

“You okay?” Sofia asked, frowning slightly as she spooned yogurt into her bowl. “You seem a little… off this morning. And you’re walking kind of funny.”

I curled my fingers slowly inside Isabella, rubbing that sensitive spot while my thumb found her swollen clit and started rubbing firm circles.

“I’m fine,” Isabella managed, her voice strained and a little too high. “Just… a bit sore from yesterday.”

I kept fingering her steadily under the table, pumping my fingers in and out while my thumb worked her clit. Her pussy clenched hard around me, still sensitive from the rough morning sex.

Sofia tilted her head, studying her best friend. “Sore? Where? You’re all flushed too. Did you hurt yourself working out or something?”

Isabella’s thighs trembled around my hand. She was getting dangerously close already. Her free hand gripped the edge of the table as she fought to stay composed.

I leaned in slightly and whispered so only she could hear:

“Don’t you dare come at this table.”

Isabella bit her lip hard, a tiny whimper almost escaping as my fingers continued their slow, relentless torture.

“I’m really okay,” she said weakly, forcing a smile. “Just need to move around more.”

Sofia still looked unconvinced, but she shrugged and took a sip of her coffee. “If you say so. But seriously, let me know if you need anything. I’m here for the next couple of days.”

Under the table, I kept my fingers buried deep inside Isabella, slowly thrusting while she tried to eat breakfast with shaking hands. Every small shift in her seat made more of my cum leak out around my fingers.

The sight of her desperately trying to act normal while her best friend sat right across from us — completely unaware that I was fingering her cum-filled pussy — was incredibly satisfying.

Sofia kept staring at Isabella, her brow slightly furrowed as she took another sip of coffee.

“You sure you’re okay, Bella?” she asked, her tone shifting from casual to genuinely concerned. “You’re super flushed right now. Like… your cheeks are bright red. And you keep squirming in your seat.”

Under the table, I pushed a third finger inside Isabella’s tight, cum-slick pussy and curled all three firmly against her G-spot while my thumb rubbed faster circles over her swollen clit.

Isabella’s breath caught sharply. Her thighs clamped around my hand as she fought the building pressure.

“I’m fine, Sof,” she said quickly, her voice strained and a little breathless. “Really. It’s nothing.”

Sofia wasn’t convinced. She leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table.

“You look like you’re running a fever or something. And the way you’re sitting… it’s like you’re uncomfortable. Did Dad make you do some crazy workout yesterday? He can be intense with that home gym stuff.”

I smirked inwardly and thrust my fingers deeper, fucking her slowly but steadily under the table. Wet, obscene sounds were barely masked by the clink of silverware. Isabella’s pussy was soaking my hand, a messy mix of her arousal and the loads I’d pumped into her earlier.

“I… I did a little too much yesterday,” Isabella lied, gripping the edge of the table so tightly her knuckles turned white. “Just sore muscles. That’s all.”

Sofia narrowed her eyes, studying her best friend carefully. “Sore muscles don’t usually make someone look like they’re about to moan every time they shift in their chair.”

Isabella’s eyes widened in panic. At that exact moment, I pressed my thumb hard against her clit and rubbed in tight, fast circles while my fingers kept stroking that perfect spot inside her.

A tiny, desperate whimper escaped her lips before she could stop it.

Sofia’s eyebrows shot up. “Okay, that was definitely not a normal sound. Bella, what the hell is going on? You’re acting super weird this morning.”

I kept fingering her relentlessly, pushing her closer and closer to the edge while maintaining a perfectly calm expression on my face.

Isabella was trembling now, her breathing shallow and ragged. She was right on the brink — her pussy fluttering and clenching wildly around my fingers as she fought with everything she had not to come in front of her best friend.

“I’m okay, I swear,” she gasped, her voice cracking. “Just… need to go stretch or something. I’ll be right back.”

She started to push her chair back, clearly trying to escape before she lost control.

I slid my fingers out of her soaked pussy at the last second, but not before giving her clit one final, firm pinch.

Isabella let out a soft, broken moan that she tried — and failed — to turn into a cough.

Sofia stood up too, looking genuinely worried now. “Do you want me to come with you? You really don’t look good.”

“No!” Isabella said quickly, too quickly. “I’m fine. I just need a minute alone.”

She stood on shaky legs and hurried toward the hallway, walking with that telltale careful gait of someone who was sore, full of cum, and desperately trying not to come.

Sofia watched her go, then turned to me with a confused frown.

“Dad… is something going on with her? She’s acting really strange. Like, not normal Bella at all.”

I leaned back in my chair, casually wiping my fingers on a napkin under the table, and gave her a calm smile.

“She’s been through a lot lately with that scandal,” I said smoothly. “She’s probably just stressed. Give her some space.”

Sofia didn’t look entirely convinced, but she nodded slowly and sat back down.

Still… the suspicion in her eyes was clear.

And I knew Isabella was currently down the hall, thighs pressed together, trying desperately not to fall apart after everything I’d done to her.


Chapter Seven

The moment Sofia stepped away to take a shower, I stood up from the table.

I found Isabella in the hallway, still flushed and walking carefully. I grabbed her wrist and pulled her into my home office, locking the door behind us with a sharp click.

The second the lock clicked, I turned on her.

“What the fuck was that?” I growled, my voice low but edged with real anger. “At breakfast. Right in front of your best friend. You were two seconds away from coming all over my fingers while Sofia was sitting there asking if you were okay.”

Isabella’s eyes widened, her cheeks burning even darker. “I’m sorry, Mr. Rossi, I tried to—”

“You tried?” I cut her off, stepping closer until she had to tilt her head up to look at me. “You were whimpering and shaking like a desperate little slut while your best friend was right across the table. Do you have any idea how risky that was?”

She opened her mouth to speak, but I didn’t let her.

“Bend over the desk. Now.”

Isabella obeyed instantly, leaning forward and placing her palms flat on the polished wood. She arched her back, offering her ass to me even though her legs were trembling.

I yanked her lounge shorts and panties down to her knees in one rough motion. Her pussy was puffy, red, and still leaking my cum from earlier.

“You almost got us caught,” I snarled, running my hand roughly over her ass. “All because you can’t control that greedy little cunt.”

I brought my hand down hard — a loud, stinging smack that made her gasp.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Rossi,” she whimpered.

Another hard spank landed on her other cheek, then another.

“Sorry isn’t enough.” I spanked her repeatedly until both cheeks were bright red and glowing. “You need to learn to behave when Sofia is around.”

I freed my cock, lined it up with her dripping entrance, and slammed into her in one brutal thrust, burying myself to the hilt.

Isabella cried out, her fingers scrabbling against the desk.

I didn’t hold back. I fucked her hard and fast from behind, pounding into her with deep, punishing strokes. The sound of my hips slapping against her reddened ass filled the office.

“This is what happens when you can’t follow the rules,” I snarled, fisting her hair and pulling her head back. “You get bent over my desk and fucked like the disobedient little slut you are.”

Isabella moaned loudly, her pussy clenching tightly around my cock with every savage thrust.

“I’m sorry— Mr. Rossi— I’ll be better,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Please… fuck me harder.”

I gave her exactly what she begged for — slamming into her even harder.

The desk creaked loudly under the force of my thrusts as I drove my thick cock into her soaked pussy with brutal, punishing strokes. Each powerful snap of my hips made her ass ripple and sent her body jolting forward against the wood. The wet, obscene sound of my balls slapping against her clit filled the room, mixing with the sharp smack of skin on skin.

I was fucking her relentlessly — pulling out until just the swollen head of my cock remained inside her, then slamming back in to the hilt, stretching her tight walls around my girth over and over again. Her pussy was dripping wet, still full of my earlier loads, and every deep thrust forced more of it to leak out around my shaft and run down her thighs.

“You feel that?” I growled, fisting her hair tighter and yanking her head back so her back arched deeply. “This is how I punish disobedient little sluts who can’t control themselves in front of their best friend.”

Isabella moaned loudly, her voice breaking with every savage thrust. Her fingers scrambled uselessly against the desk as I railed her, her reddened ass bouncing against my hips.

I reached around her hip with my free hand and found her swollen clit. I rubbed it in rough, demanding circles, matching the brutal rhythm of my cock pounding into her.

“Fuck— Mr. Rossi!” she cried out, her pussy clenching hard around my thickness. “It’s too deep— you’re so deep—”

I didn’t slow down. I fucked her even harder, driving into her with long, violent strokes that made the heavy desk shift slightly on the floor. The head of my cock battered against her cervix with every thrust, claiming every inch of her as mine.

“You’re going to come for me right now,” I ordered, my voice rough and angry as I continued rubbing her clit without mercy. “But you stay quiet. If Sofia hears you moaning like a whore while I punish this pussy, I’ll edge you for the rest of the day without letting you finish.”

Isabella bit her lip hard, trying desperately to muffle her sounds as I continued to rail her. Her legs were shaking violently, her pussy fluttering and squeezing around my cock as another orgasm built rapidly inside her.

“I’m close— Mr. Rossi, I’m so close—” she whimpered, her voice strained and trembling.

“Come,” I commanded, spanking her already-red ass one final, hard time as I slammed deep inside her. “Come on my cock like a good girl.”

She came hard.

Her whole body jerked forward against the desk as her pussy spasmed violently around my cock. Powerful, rhythmic pulses milked me as wave after wave crashed through her. A strangled, muffled cry tore from her throat despite her best efforts to stay quiet. Her walls fluttered and clenched so tightly it felt like she was trying to pull me even deeper.

The intense squeezing finally dragged my own orgasm out of me. With a deep, guttural groan I buried myself to the hilt and came hard, flooding her spasming cunt with thick, hot spurts while she continued to shake and pulse around me.

I stayed buried deep inside her for a long moment, both of us breathing heavily, before I slowly pulled out. Fresh cum immediately began leaking from her well-fucked, swollen pussy and dripping down her thighs.

I pulled her shorts back up roughly and gave her sore, reddened ass one last firm smack.

“Fix your face and go back out there,” I said coldly. “And the next time Sofia asks questions, you’d better lie better than you did at breakfast.”

Isabella nodded weakly, her legs shaking so badly she could barely stand. “Yes, Mr. Rossi.”

She straightened her clothes with trembling hands, took a deep breath, and slipped out of the office, trying — and failing — to walk normally.

I watched the door close behind her, jaw still tight.

She was learning… but she still had a long way to go.

I stayed in the office for a long moment after Isabella slipped out, my chest still rising and falling heavily.

My cock was still half-hard in my pants, slick with her juices and the mess I’d left inside her. The anger hadn’t fully faded. She had been so close to breaking at breakfast — moaning, trembling, nearly coming while her best friend sat right across from her asking if she was okay.

The risk was getting dangerously high.

And yet… the thought of it only made my blood run hotter. Knowing I could push her right to the edge, make her drip and shake while Sofia remained completely oblivious… it was addictive.

I adjusted my clothes, ran a hand through my hair, and stepped out of the office.

Isabella was at the end of the hallway, standing in front of the large mirror near the guest bathroom. She was trying to fix her appearance — smoothing down her hair with shaky hands, wiping the flush from her cheeks, and shifting uncomfortably as she felt my cum slowly leaking out of her.

She looked thoroughly used.

I walked up behind her slowly. When she saw me in the mirror, her eyes widened and her body tensed.

I stopped just close enough that she could feel my presence, my voice low and quiet so only she could hear.

“Next time you feel like falling apart at my fingers in front of Sofia,” I murmured darkly, “remember how hard I just fucked you over that desk. Remember how full your pussy is right now with my cum. And you’d better keep that greedy little cunt under control.”

Isabella swallowed hard, her thighs pressing together instinctively. A fresh wave of heat colored her cheeks.

“Yes, Mr. Rossi,” she whispered, voice barely audible.

I reached out and brushed a stray lock of hair behind her ear, the gesture almost gentle — until my fingers trailed down to lightly grip the back of her neck.

“Good. Now go sit down and act normal. If Sofia asks any more questions, you smile and lie like your life depends on it.”

Before she could respond, we both heard the sound of a door opening down the hall.

Sofia stepped out of the guest bathroom, hair still damp from her shower, looking refreshed and curious.

She smiled when she saw us standing there. “Hey, everything okay? You two disappeared for a bit.”

Isabella froze beside me.

I kept my hand on the back of her neck for one final second — a silent reminder — before letting go and turning toward my daughter with a calm, easy expression.

“Everything’s fine,” I said smoothly. “Just had to take care of something in the office.”

Sofia’s gaze flicked between the two of us, lingering a little too long on Isabella’s flushed face and slightly messy hair.

She didn’t say anything… but the suspicion in her eyes was growing.


Chapter Eight

That night, the penthouse was quiet. Sofia had gone to bed in the guest room down the hall, leaving only the low hum of the city far below.

Isabella slipped into my bedroom just after midnight, wearing nothing but one of my dress shirts, unbuttoned. Her eyes were already dark with need.

I was waiting for her, lying on the bed in nothing but black boxer briefs, my cock already hard.

“Close the door,” I said quietly. “But don’t lock it.”

She obeyed, then climbed onto the bed and straddled me without being told. I could feel how wet she already was as she rubbed herself against the thick bulge in my briefs.

“Mr. Rossi…” she whispered, voice trembling. “I need you.”

I gripped her hips hard. “Then take what you need. But you stay quiet. Sofia is right down the hall. If she hears even one moan, I stop.”

Isabella nodded frantically. She pulled my cock free, lined me up with her soaked entrance, and slowly sank down onto me.

A shaky breath escaped her as she took every thick inch until her ass rested flush against my thighs. She paused for a moment, adjusting to the stretch, then started riding me — slow, deep rolls of her hips.

Her movements were sensual and desperate. She rose up until just the head of my cock remained inside her, then slid back down, taking me fully again and again. Her slick walls gripped me tightly with every descent, her juices coating my shaft and dripping down my balls. Her tits bounced gently with each roll, the hard nipples brushing against my chest.

I reached up and cupped her full breasts, squeezing them firmly in my hands. My thumbs circled her stiff nipples before I pinched them, rolling the sensitive peaks between my fingers. Isabella’s head fell back, her mouth open in a silent cry as she continued riding me.

I leaned up and latched onto her neck, sucking and biting the sensitive skin hard enough to leave fresh marks. She shuddered, her hips stuttering for a moment before she resumed her slow, deep rhythm.

“That’s it,” I murmured against her throat, biting again. “Ride my cock like the needy little slut you are. Take every inch while your best friend sleeps down the hall.”

Her breathing grew heavier. She started moving a little faster, grinding her clit against me on every downstroke. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my thickness, trying to pull me even deeper. I kept playing with her tits — squeezing, kneading, tugging on her nipples — while I sucked dark hickeys into her neck and collarbone.

Isabella’s hands pressed harder against my chest, her nails digging into my skin as she fought to stay quiet. Soft, broken whimpers escaped her anyway, each one barely muffled.

I suddenly gripped her ass with both hands and started guiding her movements, forcing her to take me harder and deeper. The wet, filthy sound of her pussy sliding up and down my cock grew louder in the dark room.

“Faster,” I whispered against her ear, biting the lobe. “Fuck yourself on my cock like you mean it.”

She obeyed, riding me with deeper, more urgent rolls of her hips. Her tits bounced more wildly now, and I leaned up to capture one nipple in my mouth, sucking hard while she continued to move on me.

Isabella was trembling, barely holding back her moans. Her pussy was fluttering around me, getting dangerously close.

I suddenly flipped her onto her back, pinning her beneath me. I hooked her legs over my shoulders and drove into her deep and steady, the bed creaking softly with every thrust.

“Quiet,” I warned, covering her mouth with my hand as her moans grew louder. “Sofia could walk in any second.”

I fucked her harder, grinding against her clit with every deep stroke. Her eyes rolled back, her pussy clenching rhythmically around me.

When I felt her right on the edge, I leaned down and whispered against her ear:

“Come for me. Come quietly while I fill you up again.”

Isabella shattered beneath me.

Her whole body tensed and shook violently as her orgasm crashed through her. Her back arched sharply off the bed, pressing her tits against my chest while her legs trembled uncontrollably over my shoulders. Her pussy clamped down around my cock like a hot, velvet vice, pulsing in powerful, rhythmic waves that seemed to go on and on. Each contraction squeezed me tightly, milking my shaft as if trying to pull every drop from me.

She cried out into my palm, the sound loud and desperate but mercifully muffled by my hand. Her eyes rolled back, lashes fluttering wildly as wave after wave tore through her. Her hips jerked and bucked beneath me, her inner walls fluttering and spasming so intensely I could feel every ripple around my cock.

I groaned low in my throat, the feeling of her coming so hard pushing me over the edge right after her. With one final, deep thrust I buried myself to the hilt and came hard, flooding her spasming pussy with thick, hot spurts. Pulse after pulse, I filled her until my cum overflowed, leaking out around my cock and dripping down onto the sheets.

We stayed locked together like that for a long moment, both of us breathing hard. Her body continued to twitch with aftershocks, her pussy still gently pulsing around me as the last ripples of her orgasm faded. I kept my hand over her mouth until her breathing finally began to slow, then slowly removed it.

I rolled off her carefully and pulled her against my chest, wrapping my arms around her possessively. One hand slid down between her legs, cupping her cum-filled pussy, feeling the warm mess leaking from her as I held her close.

“Sleep here tonight,” I murmured against her hair, my voice low and rough with satisfaction. My fingers gently stroked her swollen folds, pushing some of my cum back inside her. “And tomorrow, when Sofia finally leaves… I’m going to fuck you properly. No holding back. No staying quiet. I want to hear you scream my name while I claim every inch of you.”

Isabella let out a soft, exhausted sigh and nuzzled closer to my chest, her body limp and completely spent in my arms.

I held her tighter, my hand still resting possessively over her dripping pussy, and listened as her breathing slowly evened out into deep, satisfied sleep.

The hours passed quietly. I stayed awake longer than she did, savoring the weight of her body against mine and the warm, sticky evidence of my ownership still leaking between her thighs. By the time the first rays of morning light filtered through the windows, I had already made my decision. Today would be different. Today there would be no more hiding, no more silence, and no more restraint.

Isabella was still sleeping soundly when I heard Sofia moving around in the guest room. I slipped out of bed, pulled on a pair of sweatpants, and went to the kitchen to make coffee. A few minutes later, Sofia appeared, suitcase in hand, dressed and ready to leave.

She gave me a quick hug at the door. “Thanks again for letting me crash here, Dad. Tell Bella I said goodbye — she was still asleep when I knocked on her door. I’ll text her later.”

I nodded calmly. “Safe travels. Let me know when you get home.”

The elevator doors slid open. Sofia stepped inside, gave me one last wave, and then she was gone.

The moment the doors closed and the soft ding signaled her descent, the entire penthouse fell into complete, heavy silence.

The air between Isabella and me changed instantly.

I walked back into the bedroom, where she was just beginning to stir, still naked and tangled in the sheets. Sunlight spilled across her body as she blinked awake, her eyes finding mine.

I didn’t say a word. I simply stood at the foot of the bed and let her see the hunger in my gaze.

I crossed the room and grabbed the front of the thin shirt she’d slept in, ripping it open in one sharp motion. Buttons scattered across the floor as the fabric slid off her shoulders, leaving her completely naked in the bright morning light.

She didn’t flinch. Her eyes met mine, already dark and hungry, ready to surrender.

I took my time undressing, letting her watch every movement. When I was naked, I crawled onto the bed, spread her thighs wide, and claimed her with my mouth first — licking and sucking her swollen, cum-filled pussy until she was writhing and moaning loudly, no longer needing to stay quiet.

I brought her to the edge over and over with my tongue and fingers, making her beg and repeat her rules between desperate gasps:

“I call you Mr. Rossi…”

“My pussy belongs to you…”

Only when she was a trembling, sobbing mess did I finally slide up her body and push my thick cock inside her in one long, deep thrust.

Isabella cried out loudly, her back arching off the bed. “Mr. Rossi—!”

I fucked her slowly at first, deep and deliberate, letting her feel every inch as I pinned her wrists above her head. I played with her tits, pinching and tugging her nipples while I rocked into her, then gradually increased my pace until I was pounding her hard, the bed creaking beneath us.

I took her in every position I wanted.

First, I kept her on her back, legs spread wide and pinned open by my hands behind her knees. I fucked her with long, powerful strokes, driving deep into her soaked pussy while watching her face contort in pleasure. Every time I bottomed out, she let out a broken moan, her tits bouncing with the force of my thrusts.

“Look at me,” I growled. “Tell me who you belong to.”

“I belong to you, Mr. Rossi!” she cried out as another orgasm built inside her. “My pussy is yours— only yours!”

She came hard on my cock, her walls fluttering and squeezing me tightly as she screamed my name. I didn’t slow down. I fucked her through it, then flipped her onto her hands and knees.

I gripped her hips and slammed back into her from behind, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing through the bedroom. Her ass jiggled with every brutal thrust as I railed her deep and fast. I reached forward, wrapped her hair around my fist, and pulled her head back.

“Louder,” I demanded, spanking her ass hard. “Tell me again.”

“I’m yours, Mr. Rossi!” she sobbed, pushing back to meet every thrust. “This pussy belongs to you— I belong to you!”

She came again like that, shaking and crying out my name as her pussy pulsed around my cock. I kept fucking her through the orgasm, grinding deep until her arms gave out and she collapsed onto the mattress with her ass still raised for me.

I pulled her up into my lap next, making her straddle me facing forward. She sank down onto my cock with a loud, needy moan, her tits bouncing right in front of my face. I sucked hard on one nipple, then the other, biting and leaving dark marks across her soft skin while she rode me desperately.

Her hands clutched my shoulders as she rolled her hips, taking me deep with every downward motion. I gripped her ass, helping her move faster, forcing her to grind her clit against me on every stroke.

“Ride me like you mean it,” I rasped against her neck, biting down hard enough to make her gasp. “Show me how much you need my cock.”

“I need it— I need you so much, Mr. Rossi!” she moaned, bouncing faster on my lap. Her tits bounced wildly in front of me as she chased her pleasure. “I’m yours… I’m your little slut… please let me come again!”

I sucked another mark into the curve of her breast while I thrust up into her, meeting every downward motion. She shattered once more, screaming my name as her pussy clenched and milked me in powerful waves.

By the time I laid her on her back again, she was a sweaty, cum-soaked, trembling wreck — her thighs slick, her pussy swollen and red, my marks blooming across her neck and breasts.

I hooked her legs over my shoulders and drove into her one final time, fucking her slow and deep, grinding against her clit with every thrust.

“Look at me,” I ordered, voice rough. “Tell me who owns you.”

“You do,” she whispered, tears of overwhelming pleasure in her eyes. “You own me, Mr. Rossi… I’m yours completely.”

Only then did I let myself go.

I fucked her harder, deeper, until she came again with a long, broken scream of my name. The feeling of her pulsing around me pushed me over the edge. With a deep, guttural groan I buried myself to the hilt and came hard, flooding her one last time with thick, hot spurts until it overflowed and ran down her ass.

We collapsed together, sweaty, exhausted, and completely satisfied. I pulled her into my arms, holding her possessively against my chest as our breathing slowly calmed.

I brushed damp strands of hair from her flushed face and kissed her deeply, slowly.

“You’re mine now, Isabella,” I said quietly, my voice dark with absolute certainty. “No more hiding. No more best friend’s daughter. Just mine.”

She smiled softly, radiant even in her exhaustion, and nuzzled into my neck.

“I’ve been yours for a long time, Mr. Rossi… I just didn’t know how completely until now.”

I held her tighter, one hand resting possessively on her lower belly, feeling the warmth of my cum still deep inside her.

The city kept moving far below us, but up here, everything had changed.

Isabella Moretti was no longer just staying.

She belonged to me.

And I was never letting her go.
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