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Possessive & Full

A Brother’s Best Friend Breeding Romance


Prologue

The apartment door swings open on a dry thunk and the air hits like the inside of a dryer—warm, quiet, still. I step in, duffel slung low, and let the silence settle. No sign of her. Nate said she wouldn’t be back until next week. He said don’t touch anything, don’t piss her off, just crash there until your place airs out. I’d have told him to fuck off, but I’ve been sleeping on a friend’s lumpy couch for four nights and the thought of a real mattress made me weak.

One week. That’s all. I’ll be in and out before she even knows I was here.

The place smells like vanilla and dryer sheets and something sharp under it—citrus maybe. Riley. Not that I know how she smells. Just that it’s not new. I’ve been here before, years back, when Nate brought me by for some holiday dinner. She was still in high school then, mouthy and too smart for her own good, in a ratty band tee and bare legs, acting like she ruled the house. I remember thinking, give her a couple years.

Bad thought. Worse follow-up thought.

I drop the bag in the guest room—her old art supplies are shoved in the closet, forgotten. I close the door fast. Don’t need any memories creeping in.

Bathroom’s small, but clean. Shower’s better than I expected. Hot water like a promise. I scrub off four days of nicotine and warehouse grease, wrap a towel around my waist, step out—still fogged up, still humming with leftover heat—and that’s when the front door slams.

Then her voice: “What the fuck?”

My spine snaps straight. I freeze like I’m seventeen and just got caught sneaking out of her brother’s room.

Then I see her.

Riley. Hair up like she didn’t care if it stayed, tank top clinging like it doesn’t know it’s being watched. She’s holding a box of cereal like a weapon and staring at me like I killed her cat.

“What the hell are you doing here?” she demands, eyes locked on the towel. Just for a second. Then back up. Too late.

I lean against the doorframe. I could lie. I should. But hell, if I’m going to be attacked half-naked in her apartment, I might as well enjoy it.

“Nice to see you too, Riley.”

She blinks once. Then twice, slower. Like her brain is trying to buffer a memory it doesn’t want. She sets the cereal down harder than necessary.

“You’re not supposed to be here.”

I shrug. “Tell your brother. He gave me the keys.”

“My brother is an idiot.”

No argument there.

She crosses the room with that fuck-you stride like every step’s an accusation. I remember that walk. I remember watching it years ago, pretending I didn’t want to press her into a wall just to see what would happen when she stopped mouthing off.

I hold up my hands. “Look. I’ll be gone in a week. You won’t even know I’m here.”

“You’re dripping on my floor.”

I glance down. Water beads on the hardwood. Her eyes follow. Then stick.

“What were you expecting, a three-piece suit?” I say, just to piss her off.

“Literally any clothes.”

She turns, mutters something under her breath. I catch asshole. It fits.

“Go put pants on,” she snaps over her shoulder, heading for the kitchen.

I watch her go. Can’t help it. She’s not seventeen anymore. And I’m not pretending I don’t see it.

This week’s going to be hell.

And I’m starting to think I might deserve i


Chapter 1

She’s pouring whiskey into a mug like it’s tea, not even looking at me now. Her back’s stiff. Hair loose down her spine. I never noticed how much of it there is. Never let myself look.

I lean in the doorway, still barefoot, still shirtless, still damp enough that my skin sticks to the frame.

“You always drink alone or is this a special occasion?” I ask.

Riley doesn’t flinch. Just takes a sip, lips touching the ceramic like they’re teasing me.

“You always invade private spaces half-naked, or is this a special occasion?”

I grin. She turns. Fuck, she’s mad. And glowing with it.

“What do you want, Knox?”

“What do I want…” I repeat slow, tasting the words like smoke. “You mean in general, or right now?”

She narrows her eyes. “Either way, I bet it’s gross.”

“You think about me being gross often?”

Wrong move. Her jaw ticks.

“You’re impossible,” she mutters.

I push off the doorframe. One step. Two. She holds her ground.

“You always this much fun after midnight?” I ask, voice low. “Because I gotta say, you’ve gotten interesting.”

She rolls her eyes. But her fingers tighten on the mug.

“You’ve been here twenty minutes. You don’t know shit about who I am now.”

I tilt my head. We’re close now. Too close. Her chest rises, fast and shallow. I see the curve of her throat, the pulse there. I want to touch it. I won’t.

Not yet.

“Then show me,” I say.

Her breath catches. Just a flicker. Then her mug slams down hard enough to make the counter jump. She steps in.

“You want to play games?” she snaps. “Fine. You like pushing people’s buttons? You think I don’t remember how you used to be? You were an arrogant, smug, barely house-trained bastard—”

“Still am,” I say. “But now I know when someone wants to be pushed.”

Her hand lands on my chest. Not a shove. A stop. But her fingers stay. Pressed against skin. Hot. She notices. I see it hit her in real time.

Her hand twitches. Stays.

“You’re not supposed to be here,” she says again, but softer now. Less venom, more confusion. “You’re not—”

“Dangerous?” I ask, stepping closer. My breath fans her face. “Sweetheart, I’ve been dangerous since the first time you looked at me like you wanted to bite me just to see if I’d bleed.”

Her fingers curl.

“I hate you,” she whispers.

“You sure about that?” I whisper back.

Silence.

Then she’s the one who moves.

Not a kiss. Not yet. Her hand slides up, across my collarbone, palm open now. I feel her thumb trace the line of my throat like she’s imagining what it would feel like to grab it.

I let her.

Her lips part.

I don’t move. I want to. But if I move, it’s over. No going back.

And then—she steps back.

Cold air slaps the heat between us. She grabs her mug. Walks out of the kitchen without a word.

Leaves me there.

Hard. Grinning.

Hell’s gonna be fun this week.

I tell myself it’s just the heat. That I can’t sleep because the AC’s shit and I’m too used to the noise of the city. But that’s a lie.

I can’t sleep because Riley’s in the next room, and I can still smell her on my skin.

I get up. Walk soft, barefoot on wood. Lights stay off. I’m aiming for the kitchen, I swear. But when I hit the hall, my body turns left instead of right. Her door’s open an inch. Just an inch.

Could’ve closed it.

She didn’t.

I stand there for a full minute, breathing like a thief. Like a coward. Then I push it open.

She’s curled on her side, tank top loose, one strap sliding off her shoulder. Her blanket’s bunched around her hips, shirt twisted, one long leg kicked free. Bare skin in moonlight, pale and glowing. Her hair’s a mess on the pillow, cheek pressed to her hand. She’s so quiet, I almost think she’s faking it. Waiting to see if I’ll come in.

I do.

I move like smoke. Sit on the edge of the bed. Her breath shifts. Barely. A flicker.

I watch her chest rise and fall, slow and shallow. I watch her throat pulse.

My hand hovers. Shakes.

I touch her ankle.

Just one finger. One light stroke up the inside of her calf.

She shifts. Doesn’t wake.

I slide higher. Knee. Thigh. Her skin’s hot. Smooth. She moves again—closer, not away. Her breath stutters.

My hand rests on her hip, over the fabric of her shorts. I feel her body tense under it. Not fear. Anticipation.

Then her voice, soft. “You’re not supposed to be in here.”

Low. Sleep-rough. Not surprised.

I lean down, breath brushing the back of her neck. “You left the door open.”

“You could’ve stayed out.”

“I couldn’t.”

My hand slides under the hem of her tank. Warm stomach. Smooth skin. She sucks in a breath.

“Knox,” she whispers. Like a warning. Like a prayer.

I press my mouth to her shoulder. Bare. That slipped strap, now hanging limp. I kiss it. Taste her.

“I’ve thought about this,” I say. Voice hushed. Hot. “Every day. Every goddamn day since you stormed out that night and didn’t look back.”

“I was eighteen,” she says.

“You were fire,” I growl.

My hand drifts up, cups her breast under the shirt, thumb grazing her nipple. She arches.

Then turns.

Now we’re face to face in the dark. Her eyes open, shining. Lips parted. She looks at me like she’s ready to destroy something.

“Are you gonna kiss me,” she whispers, “or just keep teasing like a coward?”

I crash my mouth into hers.

And we burn.

She tastes like heat and anger and something sweeter under both, something that claws up my throat like a hunger I forgot how to starve. Her lips move like she’s been waiting, like she’s still furious I made her wait this long.

I press her down slow, let her feel the weight of me, not crushing, just there—all of me, hard against her thigh, the thin fabric between us no barrier at all, just a taunt.

She gasps when I grind slow into her. Not soft. Not gentle. Just enough to say you feel that? That’s yours.

Her hands slide into my hair, fists in it. Not pulling away. Pulling me closer. She arches under me, and when my mouth drags down her jaw, over the line of her neck, I feel her pulse jackhammer.

“You always this loud?” I murmur against her skin.

“You always this smug?” she fires back, but her voice shakes.

I kiss the words right off her mouth, then trail lower. That tank top’s useless now. I push it up, slow, palms dragging over her ribs, and she lifts her arms like she can’t get rid of it fast enough. Her breasts spill free, nipples hard already, and when I wrap my mouth around one, she chokes on a moan so raw I feel it in my spine.

I switch to the other, tease her with tongue and teeth until she’s squirming, her hips rocking into me like instinct.

“Take them off,” she breathes, tugging at my waistband. “Now.”

“Bossy,” I grin.

She grabs my face. “Shut up and fuck me.”

But I don’t rush. I shove the sweatpants down, let my cock drag against her thigh, slick with precome, aching.

She’s only wearing those little shorts now, clinging wet between her legs. I kiss down her stomach, hook my fingers into the waistband, peel them off slow. She lifts her hips without a word.

And then I see her.

Bare. Slick. Ready.

“Jesus, Riley,” I mutter, voice rough. “You’re soaked.”

She glares down at me, flushed and trembling. “I’ve been soaked since you walked out of the shower, you asshole.”

That breaks something in me.

I slide up, line myself up, drag the head of my cock through her folds. No teasing now. Just letting her feel it. The stretch that’s coming.

“You want this raw?” I ask, panting. “You want it all?”

Her eyes hold mine, steady and blazing.

“I want it messy.”

I thrust forward—slow, thick, deep—and her mouth drops open, soundless at first, then fuck, breathy and broken.

No condom. No filter. Nothing between us but heat and history.

I bury myself to the hilt, and her walls clamp around me like she was made to take it.

And I don’t move.

Not yet.

I let her feel it. The weight. The depth. The invasion.

Then her nails dig into my back and she growls, “Move, Knox.”

And I do.

My hips start to move and she meets every thrust like her body’s been waiting to be wrecked. No hesitation. No flinching. Just sweat-slick thighs and heat so tight around me it nearly makes me stupid.

“Fuck, Riley,” I groan against her throat, voice shredding on the edge. “You’re so fucking wet.”

“You already said that,” she pants, nails clawing my shoulders, “Say something new.”

So I do.

“You feel that? Every inch, baby. You’re taking it so good—tight as a fist, sucking me in like your cunt missed me.”

Her back arches like I hit a nerve.

“You think I haven’t pictured this?” I grind in deeper. She gasps. “Fucking this smart little mouth of yours shut with my cock, watching that attitude bleed off while I make you cum on my fingers—”

“Do it then,” she snarls. “You talk so much—”

I grab her wrists, pin them hard into the mattress over her head, slam deeper, faster, and her words shatter into a broken moan.

“You want rough?” I growl, teeth at her jaw, “I’ll give you fucking rough.”

Her legs wrap around my hips, heels digging in. I slam into her again. The bed groans, headboard hitting wall. She’s clawing at my grip now, not to escape—to feel it harder. Wanting restraint, pressure, the ache of it.

“You like this?” I bite her earlobe, thrust brutal. “Like being used by your brother’s best friend like the filthy little thing you are?”

Her gasp turns into a yes, whispered like sin.

I release her wrists, grab her thigh, flip her over in one savage pull, press her face into the mattress and thrust in deeper from behind. She cries out, fists the sheets, back arched like a bow pulled tight.

Her ass slaps against me, perfect rhythm, all slick sounds and breathless curses.

“I should’ve done this years ago,” I snarl, pulling her hair back, exposing her neck. “Should’ve bent you over that fucking kitchen counter when you used to mouth off, shown you what happens when you push me too far.”

“You still talk too much,” she rasps, looking back at me, lips swollen, eyes savage.

So I reach down and rub her clit in tight, mean circles. “Shut up and cum then.”

She breaks.

I feel it—her whole body clenching, crying out into the mattress as her pussy milks me, tight and twitching around my cock.

“Fucking hell,” I grunt, slamming deeper through her orgasm, her slick dripping down my thighs, hips stuttering.

“I’m not done,” she breathes when I slow. “You better not be either.”

I flip her back, straddle her hips, and take her again, one leg thrown over my shoulder, kissing her rough and deep while I pound her into the mattress.

No mercy.

No filter.

No slowing down.

Not until her voice is gone and I’m empty inside her, groaning her name like a man lost in fire.

She’s shaking underneath me, her body slick and spent and spread open like a sin I never believed I’d touch. But I don’t pull out. I can’t. Her walls still flutter around me, soft aftershock pulses like her pussy doesn’t want to let me go.

I cup her jaw, drag my thumb across her bottom lip, swollen and red from my mouth, from her own teeth.

“You think I’m done with you?” I murmur.

She doesn’t answer—just stares up at me, breath ragged. Defiant. Begging.

I grind into her slow, cock still hard, dragging along hypersensitive flesh. She gasps, nails digging into my back again. That sound makes me throb harder.

“I can still feel you twitching around me,” I say, leaning down to bite the curve of her throat. “You came, but you didn’t break.”

I grab her leg, lift it high, knee to her chest, angle deeper. Her breath hitches. Eyes wide now.

“Let’s fix that.”

I fuck her slow this time, but deep—long strokes, bottoming out every time, hips slamming in until she keens under me, legs locked around my waist like she’s afraid I’ll leave.

But I’m not going anywhere.

I grab her hands, force them above her head again, lock her wrists with one hand and pin them to the headboard.

“You wanted it raw,” I whisper against her lips. “Now take it.”

She cries out as I slam harder, pace punishing, the slap of skin on skin filthy in the dark. Her nipples drag against my chest, her teeth scrape my jaw, and when I kiss her again it’s all tongue and groan and heat.

“You like being fucked like this?” I rasp. “Spread open, held down, filled again?”

She nods, frantic.

“I can’t stop thinking about you like this,” I admit, voice cracking with it. “You think I came here by accident? Think I didn’t hope you’d be here?”

“Fuck—” she moans. “Knox—don’t stop—”

“I won’t,” I growl. “Not until you forget every other name you’ve ever said in bed.”

She tightens around me again, another orgasm building fast, brutal.

I let go of her wrists. Reach down. Thumb her clit again, firm, relentless.

“Cum on me,” I snarl. “Cum again, baby. Drown me.”

Her mouth drops open. Her body locks. Then shudders hard, back arching as she screams my name, legs shaking, soaking me again, dripping down my balls.

That’s when I lose it.

I slam once, twice more, raw and deep and helpless, and then I explode inside her with a growl, burying myself to the hilt, cock twitching as I fill her, cum spilling hot and thick and so fucking much I feel it leaking already.

I collapse onto her, panting, still hard inside her, both of us shaking, ruined.

And still—

I don’t pull out.

She’s still twitching.

And I’m not finished.

I don’t pull out.

Her chest heaves under mine, breath shallow, pulse fluttering at her throat like a bird trapped in a cage made of bone. My hand cups her face, thumb dragging across the smear of sweat at her temple, and I press soft kisses to her jaw, her cheekbone, the corner of her mouth like she’s something fragile I’ve only just realized I shouldn’t break.

Still inside her. Still hard.

I move slow.

One deep, rolling thrust. Then another. Just enough to feel the stretch. The pressure. The slick slide of my cock dragging against her walls, already so wet I could fuck her for hours and never lose that heat.

She gasps, eyes fluttering. “Knox—”

“Shhh,” I murmur against her lips. “Just feel it.”

She does.

Her body answers me even when her voice can’t. Her hips rise, barely a breath, just enough to keep the rhythm going, her legs splayed open wide around my waist like surrender dressed in sweat and lust and something that cuts deeper.

I kiss her again—this time slow, tongue stroking hers, lips moving like a promise.

“You feel that?” I whisper against her mouth. “That’s how deep I am. That’s how full you are.”

She moans, quiet, breath caught.

“This isn’t fast,” I say, rolling my hips again, so deep she arches. “This isn’t rough. This is me owning you. Slow. Soft. Forever.”

Her fingers tangle in my hair, nails dragging gently against my scalp, and her eyes lock on mine like she’s drowning and I’m the only breath she’s got left.

“I want you to feel this in the morning,” I tell her, voice wrecked. “Not just your body. Your soul.”

Another thrust. Deeper now. Her breath stutters.

I reach between us, hand slipping down, thumb circling her clit again. Soft. Rhythmic. Torture.

“I could stay in you all night,” I murmur. “Just like this. Keep you open. Keep you mine. You like that?”

Her nod’s barely there. Her lips tremble.

“You gonna cum again, baby?” I ask. “You gonna milk me again while I whisper all the filthy things I’m gonna do to you tomorrow?”

“Yes,” she breathes. “Fuck—yes—”

“Say it,” I growl, rolling my hips in slow, brutal rhythm. “Tell me who you belong to.”

“You,” she gasps. “Knox—fuck, I belong to you—”

Her orgasm rolls over her like a stormcloud tearing loose. She trembles, chokes on a moan, her body tightening around me with soft, pulsing waves.

I don’t stop. I don’t speed up.

I just keep grinding.

Slow. Deep. Bruising in a way no one will ever see.

Because this is what I came for.

This is what I’m keeping.

Her breathing steadies under me, slow and deep, sweat drying between us. The sheets are a mess. Her thighs slick, trembling, the inside of her still warm and wet around me, pulsing now and then like her body doesn’t know we’ve stopped. Like it doesn’t want to let me go.

I stay there.

Not moving.

Not pulling out.

Just… with her.

Her arms circle my back, lazy now, not clutching, just contact. Her fingers trace the curve of my spine, the shallow dip at my waist, slow, mindless patterns like she’s memorizing me one inch at a time.

I tilt my head, press my mouth to her hair. She smells like sex and salt and that vanilla-citrus thing that haunts my fucking dreams.

“Hey,” she whispers after a while. Her voice is quiet. Clean of all the bite. Just her. “You okay?”

I nod into her shoulder. “Yeah.”

She shifts under me just enough to breathe deeper, her hips giving a slow roll that makes my cock twitch again, still inside her, still held so tight.

“You’re still in me,” she murmurs.

“Didn’t want to leave,” I say.

Her fingers tighten slightly against my back. “Don’t.”

Silence.

Then her voice again, soft as sin.

“If you wake up in the middle of the night, and you’re hard again…”

I freeze. My breath catches.

She turns her head, lips brushing my ear.

“You don’t have to ask. You can use me.”

Fuck.

She says it like it’s nothing. Like it’s everything.

“You sure?” I rasp.

“I wouldn’t say it if I wasn’t,” she breathes. “I like the way you feel. I like being full. I want to wake up sore.”

I groan low, press deeper just to feel her flex around me again. Not even fucking—just presence.

“I won’t stop wanting you,” I whisper. “Not tomorrow. Not next week.”

“Good,” she whispers. “Don’t.”

I kiss her shoulder, her neck, her jaw. Then I settle in, arms tight around her, hips snug, cock still inside her, cradled in heat.

She closes her eyes.

And we fall asleep like that.

Connected.

Claimed.

And completely fucking gone.


Chapter 2

The first thing I feel is the pressure. Heavy. Thick. Her heat wrapped around me like a memory I never want to end. I shift, slow. Not out of courtesy. Out of need. Because if I move too fast I’ll explode. She’s that tight, even now. Even hours later.

Still asleep.

Still warm.

Still mine.

Her ass presses against my hips, just a little, her leg slung over mine like an invitation carved from sleep. The blanket’s half-off us, her tank top twisted up around her ribs, body bare and open, skin glowing pale in the early light.

I press in.

Barely.

Her pussy clenches.

My breath hitches.

I wrap my arm around her waist, pull her close, flush to me. My other hand pushes the hair off her neck, lips brushing behind her ear, but I don’t wake her. I won’t. She told me I didn’t have to.

So I move.

Tiny thrusts, deep and slow, grinding against the curve of her ass, cock thick inside her, wet and dragging, her heat wrapping me like silk. Her body reacts even in sleep—little pulse, soft shift, the barest sigh.

I hold my breath.

Thrust again.

And again.

She moans.

Not awake. Not fully. But her mouth parts, brows twitch, breath quickens. Her hips roll back once—barely—and I lose the last of my restraint.

I start fucking her.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Every inch like a prayer and a sin rolled into one. My cock sinks deep with each press, the slick sound of her body taking me again echoing in the quiet room like proof of what we’ve done. What we’re doing.

“You feel so fucking good,” I whisper into her shoulder, not caring if she hears. “Like you were made for this. For me.”

Her breath catches. Not waking. Just feeling.

I slip my hand between her thighs, find her clit, already sensitive, already wet. I rub lazy circles, just enough to make her hips twitch, to make her squeeze around me harder.

I groan low, bite her shoulder gently, and fuck deeper.

“Fuck, Riley,” I mutter, voice cracking. “You’re letting me do this. Letting me use you—while you sleep, baby. So fucking perfect.”

She lets out a breathy moan in her sleep, hips grinding slow against mine.

I slide my hand up to her throat, not choking, just holding. Claiming. My chest pressed to her back, every inch of me locked to her, inside and out.

“I’m gonna fill you again,” I promise her, rocking harder now, pace quickening. “Gonna cum deep, baby. Gonna wake you up soaked.”

She shivers. Still asleep. Still taking every inch.

And I let go.

My hips stutter. I groan, burying myself to the hilt. Cum floods her, hot and thick, spilling into the tight space between her thighs, no resistance, no protection. Just raw, slick ownership.

I don’t pull out.

Just hold her tighter.

And whisper against her skin.

“You’re mine now.”

She doesn’t stir.

Even after I came inside her. Even after I whispered mine into her hair and held her body locked around my cock like it was the only place I belonged.

She sleeps.

Mouth open. Breathing soft. Cheek pressed to the pillow, lashes fluttering with dreams.

And she’s still wet.

My cum leaks from her, sticky down her thighs, pooling at the base of me, slick and obscene and perfect. I shift back, just enough to watch it glisten in the dawn light—white streaks on flushed skin, the proof of what I’ve done. What I’m about to do again.

Because my cock’s hard. Already. Still.

And she’s still open.

Still mine.

I slide my hands over her hips, thumbs spreading her ass just enough to expose her, to see the mess I’ve made of her pussy, so full and swollen and twitching in her sleep. I line myself up, press the tip to her soaked entrance.

She doesn’t move.

But her body reacts—tightens, a fluttering clench like it wants me again.

I push in.

She sighs. Deep. Slow. Like she’s dreaming of me.

My cock sinks in easy—she’s so wet, so full, the stretch no resistance, just soft heat and slick glide until I’m buried again, all the way, her body molding to me like it missed the pressure.

I groan, low, forehead against her back. I don’t move yet. Just stay inside, feel her walls flutter around me, feel her thighs shift in sleep like she’s trying to hold me deeper without waking.

“Fuck, Riley,” I whisper into her spine, hands gripping her waist. “Still perfect. Still so fucking perfect.”

I rock my hips, slow at first, gentle as breath. My cum spills out around my cock with every movement, pushed out in soft pulses as I slide deeper, thicker, harder. Her body sings to me in silence—moans caught in the twitch of her muscles, the way her back arches ever so slightly when I angle just right.

“You wanted this,” I mutter, biting my lip as I thrust deeper. “Told me I could use you… said I didn’t have to ask.”

She whimpers in her sleep.

I fuck her through it.

One hand drifts to her breast, cupping it, thumb flicking the nipple until it hardens under my touch. My other hand trails down her stomach, fingers finding her clit again, swollen and slick and so sensitive she twitches when I touch it.

Her head turns slightly. A low moan escapes her lips. But she doesn’t wake.

She feels me, though.

I keep going. Fucking her slow, hips rolling into hers with rhythm—deep grind, long drag, soft slap of skin on skin as I take my time. No rush. Just worship.

Every thrust pushes more of me into her. Every grind makes her gasp in her sleep.

“You’re so fucking good like this,” I breathe, mouth at her neck. “So sweet. Letting me fill you again. You don’t even know how many times I’m gonna do this before morning.”

Her pussy clamps down like she heard me.

And I lose control.

I fuck her harder. Still quiet. Still deep. But relentless. Thrust after thrust, grinding until her whole body moves with mine, the bed rocking gently beneath us, her skin damp again, her breath hitching in sleep like she’s on the edge of a dream that’s bleeding into reality.

I rub her clit harder, fingers slick with everything we’ve done.

“Cum again,” I whisper, voice cracked and begging. “Even asleep, baby. Give me that. Let me feel it.”

And she does.

Her whole body shudders, tightens, clenches around me like a wave crashing in slow motion, her thighs squeezing, breath choking out in a soft whimper of my name—

“Knox…”

I explode inside her again, hips slamming flush, cum spilling hot and deep, pulse after pulse into a body already soaked with mine, claiming her again.

And still—

She sleeps.

And I stay.

Still hard.

Still inside her.

Still fucking gone.

She’s still asleep.

Even after I came inside her twice. Even after I fucked her slow and deep and felt her clench around me like she was dreaming of me with her whole goddamn body.

She’s draped across the bed, half on her stomach now, cheek against the pillow, lips parted. And I’m still inside her, cock slowly softening, but not gone. Not done.

Because my hands are on her now—here.

Her tits.

God, her tits.

Pressed soft against the bed, but I drag her up just a little, pull her back into me, her chest lifting enough for my hands to slide under, palms full. Perfect weight, perfect heat. I knead slow, squeeze, let her nipples roll between thumb and finger. She twitches. Breath catches. Not awake.

But her body feels me.

I lean down, lips brushing the curve of her shoulder.

“You want to be filled everywhere, don’t you,” I murmur. “Not just your pussy.”

I pinch her nipples gently, roll them slow. Her breath stutters.

“You want me to breed you. Want to feel my cum leaking from your cunt, from your womb, while your tits get big and sore and heavy…”

I groan, cock twitching again inside her, because the image burns behind my eyes like a fever I never knew I had.

I shift, angle her so her back presses to my chest, her ass snug against me, and I slide my hands up from her waist, under her shirt—what’s left of it—fingers finding her breasts again.

So soft. So full. So mine.

I rub her nipples with slow circles of my thumbs, feel them harden, feel her hips shift instinctively.

“You’d be beautiful,” I whisper into her neck. “Swollen with me. Belly round, tits leaking, nipples always hard… I’d keep you full. Always. Keep you dripping from both ends.”

I kiss her throat. Tongue flicking over the pulse there.

“I’d wake you up like this every day. Slide into you while you’re still sleeping. Fill your pussy. Milk your tits. Watch your body change with me inside it.”

She moans.

Not awake.

Just responding.

I tweak her nipples harder. She arches.

“I’d suck these every night,” I whisper, tongue dragging across her shoulder. “Every drop. Every sweet drop while you cum on my cock, bred and used and so fucking loved you forget anything else.”

Her body tightens around me again. Even soft, even spent, she’s still so sensitive, so ready.

And fuck me, so am I.

I stay there, hands full of her breasts, her back against my chest, cock still buried inside her dripping pussy, and I breathe her in.

Not fucking now.

Just worshipping.

Because this? This is more than want.

This is mine.

Her breath shifts first. Subtle. Chest rising deeper, body stretching instinctively like she’s caught between dreams. My hands are already on her hips, guiding her back, the slow roll of my cock inside her like I never stopped, like I never left.

I haven’t.

I never do.

She moans—soft, confused, the sound caught in her throat like she’s unsure if it’s real.

It is.

I thrust again.

Slow. Deep. Grinding up into her with a groan I bury in the curve of her neck.

Her legs twitch. Her back arches slightly. Not running. Not protesting.

Just waking.

“You’re still inside,” she breathes, voice cracked and low.

I don’t stop.

“I never left,” I murmur against her ear. “You said I didn’t have to.”

She shudders.

“You’re hard again,” she whispers, eyelids fluttering but not opening.

“You’re wet again,” I growl. “So fucking ready for me.”

I grab her waist tighter, pull her into me with more force. Her pussy’s already soft, stretched, dripping with everything I’ve given her—but she still clamps down when I thrust deeper. Like her body’s not done. Like it never will be.

She gasps. Not fear. Not even surprise.

Just need.

“You gonna stop me?” I murmur into her hair, hips rocking harder, the bed creaking again.

She shakes her head, small and slow. “Don’t you dare.”

That’s all I need.

I slam in harder.

She groans, loud this time, fists the sheets. Her body wakes faster than her voice—thighs tightening, hips rolling to meet every thrust.

I reach up, hand tangling in her hair, pull her head back so I can kiss her throat, lick the sweat there.

“Good girl,” I breathe. “Take it. Take all of it.”

She moans my name.

Knox.

Like it’s hers to speak.

And I lose every fucking ounce of control.

I grab her wrists, pull her arms behind her back, hold them there with one hand while I fuck her deeper, harder, claiming her with every wet slap of skin, every ragged breath between curses.

“You like waking up like this?” I snarl, voice hot against her ear. “Stuffed full, used before you could even open your eyes?”

She whimpers. “Yes—fuck, yes—”

“You’re mine now,” I growl. “Mine to wake up with. Mine to fuck. Mine to fill. Say it.”

“Yours,” she moans, back arching, body shaking. “I’m yours—”

I let go of her wrists, grab her hips, and pound into her so deep she screams into the mattress, her whole body clenching in a sudden, brutal orgasm that drags me with her.

I explode inside her again, hips locking, cock pulsing hard, pumping cum into a pussy already flooded, already ruined for anyone else.

And this time—

She’s wide awake.

Eyes open.

And watching me fall apart.


Chapter 3

She’s still catching her breath.

Her thighs are shaking. Her pussy’s drenched—slick, raw, open. My cum slides out of her in thick glistening strands, painting her skin, soaking the sheets.

But my cock’s already hard again.

And she knows.

I shift over her, press her onto her back, slide between her legs, cockhead resting right at her entrance, teasing her swollen folds.

She moans, low. “You’re serious?”

I smirk. “You think I came three times just to stop now?”

She tries to glare, but her body betrays her—hips already lifting, trying to take me back in.

“I should be sore,” she says.

“You are sore,” I growl, dragging my cock through her wetness. “But you want it anyway.”

She gasps when I nudge in just the tip. Her hands fly to my shoulders, gripping hard.

“You’re gonna stretch me open again,” she whispers.

“You’re already open, Riley.” I slide in a little deeper. “Wide. Wet. Fucking bred.”

She whimpers.

“You feel that?” I grind my hips. “That’s me still leaking out of you.”

I thrust an inch deeper. She moans—louder.

“You said I could use you in your sleep,” I whisper, voice like gravel. “But now you’re awake. You’re gonna take this one conscious, baby.”

I sink deeper—halfway now—and her back arches, fingers clawing at my arms.

“I’m not pulling out,” I snarl. “I’m not stopping. You’re gonna feel every drop.”

Her lips tremble.

“Say it,” I demand, pulling out, dragging the head of my cock against her clit before slamming back in halfway again. “Say what you are.”

She gasps. “I’m—fuck—yours.”

I slam in deeper. She cries out.

“Say the rest.”

“I’m your—fuck—your cumdump,” she chokes. “Breed me—fill me again—”

I slide out almost all the way.

Then hold.

“Not yet,” I murmur, voice dangerous. “Not until you’re begging. Not until your body knows what it’s for.”

She stares up at me, wrecked, open, needing it more than breath.

And I slam all the way in.

I bottom out inside her—one brutal, slow thrust that pushes every last inch deep, our hips flush, her legs shaking around my waist. Her head falls back, mouth open, eyes wide and unfocused like she can’t even breathe.

And I don’t move.

Not yet.

Just let her feel it—my cock pulsing inside her, swollen with heat and hunger and one last need to fucking claim.

“Yeah,” I growl, voice thick, lips at her ear. “You feel that? That stretch? That weight? That’s me, Riley. All of me.”

She whimpers, breath caught in her throat, nails digging into my arms like she’s hanging on for dear life.

“You’re not just letting me fuck you,” I whisper, biting her earlobe. “You’re letting me own you. Use you. Fill you up like it’s the only thing you were made for.”

“I want it,” she gasps. “Want to be filled again—need it—”

I pull out halfway, slow drag, her pussy clutching at me, soaking wet and begging. Then slam back in hard enough to make her cry out, head snapping forward, body jerking under mine.

“You’re gonna take every drop,” I grunt. “Gonna be so fucking full of me you’ll be dripping all day.”

I wrap one hand around her throat—not choking, just there, a presence, a promise. My other hand slides down her belly, fingers splayed.

“You know what this is for,” I whisper, pressing down. “That little soft place right here. That’s where I’m sending it. Every thrust. Every drop. Breeding you.”

She moans, high and broken, hips bucking, eyes rolling back.

“You want to be knocked up?” I grind into her, cock so deep I swear I can feel her heartbeat against my tip. “Want me to stuff you so full it takes?”

“Yes—yes—fuck, yes—” she cries. “Knox—do it—fill me up, breed me—please—”

I start fucking her for real.

No more slow. No more teasing.

Just savage, deep use.

Her tits bounce under me with every thrust, nipples flushed and swollen, her body sliding up the bed from the force of it. I grip her hips and pull her back into every slam, taking her, using her like a hole to pour everything I am into.

“You’re gonna be mine forever,” I snarl. “My cum in your cunt, my kid in your belly, my name on your lips every time you beg me for more.”

“God—Knox—harder—”

“You’re not getting up from this bed dry,” I growl. “You’re getting bred. Used. Marked.”

Her walls clench. Hard. Her body seizes around me like she’s never felt anything that deep, that dirty. She screams as she cums again, her back arching, eyes fluttering, mouth open in a silent cry.

And I don’t stop.

I fuck her through it.

Grind deeper.

Push harder.

Until I feel the heat rising in my spine, balls tight, pressure choking my chest—

And then I cum.

Hard.

Raw.

Violent.

Spurt after spurt flooding her pussy, so much I feel it spilling around me, leaking out with every thrust, coating her insides with my seed.

I don’t pull out.

I just collapse onto her, still twitching inside her, hands on her belly, heart pounding, breath shattered.

“Still want more?” I whisper against her lips.

She nods, fucked out and shaking.

“Good,” I breathe. “Because I’m not done.”

I don’t let her go.

Not when she’s soaked and shaking. Not when my cum’s leaking down her thighs. Not even when her legs give out beneath her and her hands tremble like they’ve forgotten how to hold.

I lift her.

Still inside.

Still deep.

Her arms come around my neck instinctively, her face buried against my throat, breath hot and shallow, body strung out and soaked in sweat. I settle onto the bed, her in my lap, her knees spread wide around my waist, gravity pressing her down onto my cock, the stretch slow and aching.

She gasps, twitching.

“You can’t—” she breathes.

I kiss her jaw. “I am.”

I grind up, just once, and her whole body jolts.

She whimpers.

“Too much?”

She shakes her head, voice gone. “No—just right—”

I rock my hips slow.

No thrusts.

Just a slow, lazy grind, my cock still buried to the root, her pussy stretched and wet and clinging to me like it knows it doesn’t want to let go.

Her face lifts. Eyes dazed. Lips parted.

“You feel it?” I murmur, hands on her waist, guiding her in a rhythm as old as fucking sin.

She nods, silent. Trembling.

“All of it,” I breathe. “Every drop inside you. Every inch of me. You were made to be full.”

I slide one hand down, spread her open where we’re joined. Her folds slick, shiny with slick and cum, my cock glistening with the mess we’ve made.

“Look at us,” I whisper. “Look how ruined you are for anyone else.”

She does.

Sees it.

Moans.

“Say it,” I whisper, voice trembling now, pressed against her throat. “Say what you want.”

“I want to be yours,” she breathes. “Want you to fuck me until I can’t speak. Want to wake up with your cum inside me every morning. Want your hands on my belly when I swell—want your mouth on my tits when they leak—”

“God, Riley—”

I thrust once.

She cries out.

Then again.

Her body shatters.

No scream. No words.

Just a full-body quake, thighs clamping around me, arms strangling my neck, pussy fluttering like it’s sobbing with need, her cunt milking my cock even soaked with seed.

I hold her through it.

Thrust into the orgasm, grind her through it, until she collapses against me, boneless and soaked and broken wide open.

I kiss her mouth, her throat, her breasts.

And I whisper:

“I’m not going anywhere. I’m gonna fuck you full every night until it sticks. I’m gonna keep you swollen and wet and mine. Forever.”

She doesn’t speak.

Just whimpers against my chest.

And I stay buried in her.

Breathing as one
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