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Ruined by My Best Friend’s Dad

A Masked Stranger. A Hidden Obsession


Prologue

I shouldn’t be thinking about her.

Not like this.

Not the way I do—every night, without fail.

But I can’t stop.

Lena Walsh has been staying in my house for exactly thirteen days. My daughter’s best friend. Barely twenty-four. Soft-voiced. Barefoot most of the time. Walking around in little sleep shorts that cling to her thighs like they were stitched by sin itself.

She thinks I don’t notice. That I’m just the quiet, respectable man in the kitchen every morning, sipping black coffee while pretending not to look.

But I do.

God help me, I look.

And now, I’m done pretending.

She doesn’t know the invitation was from me.

The little black envelope slipped into her purse during one of those lazy Sunday afternoons while they were binge-watching shows and eating popcorn.

She doesn’t know the club is mine.

Or that the rules—no names, no faces, no questions—were written for her.

I’ve been patient. Controlled.

Tonight, I stop watching.

Tonight, I take.

And she’ll never know it was me behind the mask.

Unless I decide to tell her.










Chapter 1

She’s wearing red.

Of course she is.

The mask clings to the top half of her face like it was made for her, but it’s the dress that does me in—blood-red, strapless, tight enough to press against the soft curve of her belly. Short enough to make me want to get on my knees and push it up with my teeth.

Lena fucking Walsh.

She steps into the club with hesitant confidence, the way girls do when they want to look brave. She doesn’t see me yet. No one sees me—not really. Not when I’m behind the wall of smoked glass in the upper lounge, watching like a god deciding which soul to take.

But I’ve already chosen.

I press the button.

Downstairs, a soft chime goes off—inaudible to the crowd, but not to her.

The woman in black approaches Lena with a single nod. No words. Just an offered hand.

Lena hesitates. Only for a breath.

Then she follows.

Good girl.

The room is set the way I planned it: low lighting, black silk restraints already looped through the corners of the fainting couch. Candles flickering in iron sconces. Mirror on the far wall so I can watch every single angle of her surrender.

She walks in slowly.

Alone.

Waiting.

She doesn’t know who requested her. That’s the rule.

She doesn’t speak. That’s the second.

She doesn’t need to.

Because the second I step in behind her—masked, silent—she feels me.

I shut the door. Turn the lock.

And I wait.

She doesn’t turn around.

She knows better than that.

Instead, she lowers her gaze. Her breathing quickens.

And when I close the distance, one slow step at a time, she trembles.

I stand behind her—close enough to feel the heat of her skin through the thin fabric.

She still doesn’t speak.

I press my hand to the back of her neck.

And finally—finally—I hear her breath hitch.

Mine.

I guide her forward until she’s standing in front of the mirror.

Then I give my first command, low and rough against her ear.

“Hands on the glass.”

She obeys without a word.

And I smile behind the mask.

This isn’t the first time I’ve imagined her like this.

But it’s the first time I get to make it real.

Her palms press flat against the mirror, arms stretched, back arched just enough that I can see the perfect outline of her ass beneath that slut-red dress.

She doesn’t know she’s giving a show.

Behind the glass, the viewing lounge is quiet. I know the rules.

No talking. No touching. Just watching.

I designed it that way.

Right now, anyone in that darkened room can see her—see the way she’s already shaking, see the tension in her thighs, the rise and fall of her chest.

She has no idea.

And I’m going to ruin her before she ever finds out.

I step closer, pressing the hard line of my cock against the curve of her ass.

She gasps—just a little.

I wrap my hand around the back of her neck, tilting her head so she has no choice but to see herself.

“Look at you,” I murmur.

She does.

Her eyes, wide behind the mask. Her lips parted, flushed. Her body trembling in my hands.

I drag the hem of her dress up, slowly, deliberately, baring inch after inch of those thighs I’ve spent months staring at from across the kitchen table.

No panties.

My cock throbs.

Good girl.

I push the dress to her waist and spread her legs with my foot.

“Keep your hands on the glass,” I growl.

Then I drop to my knees.

She gasps when my mouth finds her.

I don’t start soft.

I lick deep, filthy, greedy—devouring her like I’ve waited too fucking long to be gentle.

Because I have.

I grip her thighs hard, holding her open, tongue flicking over her clit until she moans—loud, desperate, already falling apart.

Her hips buck.

I slap her ass once—sharp, just enough to make her yelp and hold still.

Behind the glass, I know what they’re seeing.

Her legs shaking. Her eyes rolling. My masked face buried between her thighs like she’s the only fucking meal I’ve ever wanted.

She grinds back against my mouth. Whimpers.

“Please,” she breathes.

I slide two fingers inside her, curling them just right.

And when I suck her clit again, hard—

She comes.

Loud.

Uncontrolled.

Messy.

Perfect.

I rise behind her as she collapses against the mirror, breath fogging the glass.

I lean in close, my voice low in her ear.

“You want more, sweetheart?”

She nods. Desperate. Barely standing.

I smile.

“Then bend over for me.”

She bends without hesitation.

Arms still stretched against the mirror, her back arching instinctively, ass tilted up for me like she was born to be taken like this.

She doesn’t know I’ve imagined this exact position more times than I can count—her bent over, waiting for whatever I decide to give her. Or take.

I run my hand over the curve of her ass, slow, deliberate.

Then I bring it down. Hard.

She gasps, the sound punched out of her.

Another slap—louder this time.

Her hips jerk, but her hands stay on the mirror. Good fucking girl.

Behind the glass, they can see everything now. Her ass flushed, thighs trembling, wetness dripping down her inner thigh.

I slap her again. Then soothe. Then slap.

Until she’s making these breathy, broken little sounds like she doesn’t know whether she wants to sob or come again.

I crouch behind her, drag my tongue across one cheek, then lower.

Lower.

She flinches when I part her.

Not from fear. From anticipation.

She’s already slick, swollen, sensitive.

And when I press my thumb to that tight, untouched hole—

She whimpers.

“You ever been played with here?” I growl, breath hot against her skin.

She doesn’t answer.

So I slap her ass again. Sharper.

“Answer me.”

She stutters. “N-no.”

My cock twitches.

“Then I’ll go slow.”

I spit. Rub it in with two fingers. Let her feel how wet I’m making her. How soft I can be.

Then I lean in.

And I taste her.

Right. There.

She gasps like I’ve electrocuted her. Her knees buckle.

I press her hips to keep her steady as I lick up and down—long, possessive strokes, circling her rim with my tongue until she moans like a girl who’s being unmade.

Because she is.

She’s never had this.

Never been opened like this.

Never been watched like this.

My hand slides between her legs and finds her clit again, already throbbing.

“You want more?” I murmur.

She nods, breathless.

I suck her swollen rim once, hard enough to make her cry out—then I slide a finger inside.

Slow.

Tight.

Fucking perfect.

She shudders against the glass.

And when I add a second finger—still working her clit—her body locks.

She’s going to come again.

She doesn’t even know how exposed she is.

How owned.

How mine.

She’s panting now—body trembling, thighs slick, ass red and glowing.

I don’t rush.

I pull my fingers out, just long enough to slap her again, low and sharp across that flushed skin.

She cries out, and fuck, I love the sound of it. Her moans, her gasps, the way she rocks back against me like her body knows what’s coming.

I grip her hips. Line myself up.

No teasing.

I push in with a slow, brutal drag of cock—one long, thick stroke that makes her choke on a breath and bury her face against the mirror.

She’s tight. So fucking wet. So hot I have to bite down a groan as her walls squeeze me like they don’t want to let go.

“Fuck, Lena…” I whisper, forgetting for a second that I’m not supposed to say her name.

She doesn’t notice.

She’s too far gone.

I give her a second to breathe.

Then I start to move.

Long, deep thrusts that rock her into the glass with every snap of my hips. Her reflection blurs in the mirror, lips parted, eyes glazed, hands sliding from the condensation.

But she keeps them there.

Good fucking girl.

I reach around and find her clit again—still swollen, twitching under my touch.

And with my other hand?

I press two fingers back to that untouched hole.

Her whole body shudders.

She tries to pull away, just an inch.

I slam into her harder.

She moans—high and desperate.

“You’re going to take both,” I growl.

She nods. Barely a breath.

“Say it.”

“I— I’ll take both…”

I smile.

And I push.

One finger slips in, slow, stretching her while I fuck her deep and unrelenting. Her pussy clenches around me as she cries out, her back arching, her body caught between too much and not enough.

Then the second finger.

Tighter. Wetter. So fucking filthy.

I give her a second to breathe.

Then I start to move.

Long, deep thrusts that rock her into the glass with every snap of my hips. Her reflection blurs in the mirror, lips parted, eyes glazed, hands sliding from the condensation.

But she keeps them there.

Good fucking girl.

I reach around and find her clit again—still swollen, twitching under my touch.

And with my other hand?

I press two fingers back to that untouched hole.

Her whole body shudders.

She tries to pull away, just an inch.

I slam into her harder.

She moans—high and desperate.

“You’re going to take both,” I growl.

She nods. Barely a breath.

“Say it.”

“I— I’ll take both…”

I smile.

And I push.

One finger slips in, slow, stretching her while I fuck her deep and unrelenting. Her pussy clenches around me as she cries out, her back arching, her body caught between too much and not enough.

Then the second finger.

Tighter. Wetter. So fucking filthy.

She’s shaking against the mirror, barely breathing, her pussy dripping and raw, her tight little hole still fluttering around my fingers like it doesn’t want to let go.

But I’m not fucking done.

Not even close.

I grab her by the waist and spin her around, rough enough to make her gasp. Her back hits the mirror with a wet slap, her arms limp at her sides, legs spread and wobbling, eyes glassy behind the mask.

She looks wrecked.

Beautiful.

Exactly the way I wanted her.

I cup her throat with one hand and squeeze—just enough to make her gasp again. Then I reach between us and yank her dress down, baring her tits to the cold air and my hungry mouth.

Perfect. Fucking. Tits.

Tight little nipples already peaked, begging to be sucked.

So I do.

I bite.

I lick.

I suck one deep into my mouth and let my teeth graze, just enough to make her jolt—then switch to the other. She arches into me, hands grabbing for my shoulders, trying to find something to hold onto.

There’s nothing.

She’s mine now.

I slide one hand down her belly, back between her legs, and rub my cum into her slick folds—messy, hot, obscene.

“Feel that?” I growl against her breast. “That’s mine.”

She whimpers. Nods.

I take her nipple between my teeth and pull.

Then release.

“You’re going to come again,” I murmur. “Right here, with your back to the glass. Let them watch your tits bounce when you fall apart.”

Her eyes widen.

She still doesn’t know what that mirror really is.

That anyone could be behind it.

Watching her. Wanting her.

But only I get to touch.

Only I get to break her.

And I’m going to do it all over again.

She’s moaning now, soft and broken, caught somewhere between shock and surrender.

Exactly where I want her.

I curl my hands under her thighs and lift her—easy, like she weighs nothing. She gasps, arms instinctively wrapping around my shoulders, legs trembling as they lock around my waist.

Her back slams against the mirror.

And I slide back inside her in one deep, punishing thrust.

She cries out.

Loud. Raw. Barely a word.

I fuck her against the glass, hips snapping up into her, using the strength in my arms to hold her exactly where I want her. Her tits bounce with every thrust, nipples swollen, smeared with my spit.

I watch her in the reflection.

The way her mouth falls open.

The way her eyes roll back.

The way her skin flushes from her chest up to her cheeks.

And behind that mirror?

I know they’re watching.

Seeing what I’ve already claimed.

My cock throbs harder at the thought. Her walls squeeze me tight, soaked and slick, fluttering like she doesn’t know how to take more but needs it anyway.

I bite her shoulder, then move my hand up to grab a fistful of her breast—hard, rough, squeezing until she whimpers and arches into my palm.

“You like being watched, sweetheart?” I growl against her throat. “You like being my little fucktoy while strangers watch you come?”

“I— I don’t—”

I thrust up, hard, slamming her against the mirror.

She screams.

“You don’t what?”

She claws at my shoulders. Her legs tighten. Her pussy clamps down like a fucking vice.

“I don’t—know—I—can’t—”

“Too much?” I bite her earlobe. “Or not enough?”

Her breath stutters. “Please—please—”

I pound into her, cock deep, unforgiving, keeping her pressed between my body and the glass like she’s nothing but a thing to use.

A warm, perfect hole to fuck.

My good, obedient toy.

She’s sobbing now, wet and desperate and close again.

So I squeeze her tit harder, roll her nipple between my fingers until she’s writhing in my arms.

“Come for me,” I whisper. “Come with my cock deep inside you. Let them all watch.”

She does.

With a shattering cry, her body seizes. Her cunt spasms around me, pulsing and hot and so fucking perfect it drags me right over the edge.

I slam deep. Hold. Grind.

And empty myself inside her again.

Marking her. Claiming her.

Ruining her.

She collapses in my arms, boneless, trembling.

I don’t let her go.

I’m not finished.

She’s still in my arms, trembling, boneless from that second orgasm—my cock still buried inside her, still twitching with the last pulses of release.

But I’m not done.

Not when I’ve waited years to have her like this.

And not when I’ve built this room for exactly one reason—to break her properly.

I pull out slow, savoring the way she gasps and clenches, still so fucking sensitive.

“On your knees,” I growl.

She drops, messy and wrecked, legs shaking as she sinks to the floor like she’s forgotten how to stand.

I grab her chin. Make her look up at me.

“You think that was everything?” I ask, low and rough.

She shakes her head.

Smart girl.

I brush her hair off her face, still catching her breath, her tits heaving with each inhale.

Then I reach for the remote on the wall.

With a soft mechanical click, a panel slides open across the room—hidden behind what she thought was just another mirrored wall.

Her eyes go wide.

The swing lowers from the ceiling—black leather straps, padded cuffs, steel frame, all gleaming under the low light.

She doesn’t even try to speak.

I walk over and test the tension—perfect—and then turn back to her.

“Crawl.”

She does.

Good fucking girl.

I lift her into the swing with no effort, arms under her thighs, and secure the padded cuffs around her ankles first. Legs spread wide, feet up and open. Her arms come next—above her head, wrists buckled in with just enough slack to let her twist and strain, but not enough to get away.

Not that she would.

The leather cradles her back and ass, suspending her in air—completely at my mercy.

Exposed.

Dripping.

Still flushed and panting.

I drag my hands over her body—her tits, her belly, her swollen cunt—just watching her squirm under my touch.

“Look at you,” I murmur. “Tied up like a pretty little doll. Holes open. Used. Still twitching.”

She whimpers. Tries to close her legs.

I slap her thigh, hard enough to leave a mark.

She flinches. Stays open.

I lean down between her legs, tongue teasing her entrance, licking up the mess I left inside her.

She moans, jerks in the straps, overwhelmed and already unraveling.

And I haven’t even brought out the toys yet.

She whimpers as I lick up her thighs, her cunt still swollen and flushed, wet with a mix of her come and mine. Every touch makes her twitch, flinch, try to twist away.

She’s too sensitive.

Exactly where I want her.

I stand and walk to the side cabinet, fingers selecting the toy I had in mind since the moment I saw her step into this room.

Small.

Sleek.

Cruel.

A bullet vibrator, remote-controlled, with a custom intensity scale that goes higher than she’ll expect.

I hold it up in front of her face.

“Know what this is?”

She nods slowly, eyes wide, lip trembling.

I trail it down between her breasts, over her belly, down to her inner thigh.

“But you don’t know what I’m going to do with it,” I whisper.

She swallows.

And when I press it right to her clit, low and steady, she jerks hard in the swing—legs shaking against the restraints, mouth open in a silent moan.

Her whole body tenses.

One touch. One setting.

And she’s already too close.

I circle her clit with the tip, slow, steady, precise.

Her breathing fractures. Her hips roll, helplessly. Her wrists twist in the cuffs above her head, like she’s trying to get away and grind closer at the same time.

She’s already right there.

She thinks I’m going to let her come.

I don’t.

I pull it away.

She cries out, the sound breaking in the middle like she’s just been dropped from a cliff.

“No,” she gasps. “Please—please—”

I shush her. Tap her clit once with the edge of the toy.

She whimpers.

“This isn’t for you to decide,” I murmur. “You come when I say. Not before.”

Then I press the toy back in place.

Higher setting.

Her body locks. Her eyes roll back. Her breath turns to desperate gasps, soft cries, hips trying to rock, to chase friction she’s not allowed to have.

I watch every second of it.

Her thighs quiver. Her nipples tighten.

She’s right there again.

And I take it away.

She makes this broken little sobbing noise in her throat—frustrated, desperate, ruined.

“Please,” she whines. “Please—I can’t— I need—”

I grip her chin and force her to meet my eyes.

“You don’t need anything except what I give you.”

She nods. Frantic.

I smile.

And I start again.

She’s falling apart.

Eyes glassy. Lips trembling. Whole body flushed and trembling from the slow torture of being brought to the edge—and yanked back down again.

And again.

And again.

I turn the vibrator back on, hold it to her clit just long enough to make her legs shake.

Her hips jerk violently in the swing, trying to grind, trying to take more, but the restraints hold her wide open—helpless and wet and right there.

I wait until she moans—one of those gasping, ragged sounds that means she’s going to come—

And then I pull it away.

She sobs.

Literally sobs.

“Please—please, please—I c-can’t take—”

“You can.” I lean down, mouth right at her nipple, tongue dragging slow across the soft peak.

She shudders. Writhes.

I suck her tit hard, pulling her nipple deep into my mouth, grazing it with teeth until she’s moaning again, high and broken, hips rolling toward me, desperate for anything.

I keep my hand between her legs, trailing fingers up to her ass, slick and soft and already trained from earlier.

“Shhh,” I whisper. “You don’t get to break yet.”

Then I push one finger in—slow and deep.

Her eyes snap wide open.

Her thighs jerk.

Her pussy clenches air.

She’s so close.

I press the vibrator to her clit again, suck her tit, push my finger deeper into that tight, perfect hole

And just when she opens her mouth to scream—

I stop.

Everything.

The toy. My mouth. My hand.

Gone.

She screams anyway. A sound of pure, feral frustration. Her legs fight the restraints, her wrists tug hard overhead, her face twisting in this beautiful, wrecked expression of denial.

“Why,” she sobs. “Why—why won’t you let me—?”

I press my mouth to hers—hard.

No warning.

Just a kiss meant to ruin her.

Teeth, tongue, control. I kiss her like she’s already mine. Like her begging is foreplay. Like I’m the only man who’s ever touched her—and the only one who ever will again.

She kisses me back like she believes it.

Like she’s willing to give me anything, if I’ll just let her come.

And I pull away again.

Her head drops back. “No—no, please—”

Her voice cuts off.

She’s trembling in the swing now—slick, swollen, lips parted, chest heaving, soaked in sweat and slick and need.

I’ve teased her too long.

She’s right on the edge of unraveling. Desperate. And she doesn’t even know my name.

She doesn’t need to.

All she knows is this—my voice, my hands, my cock.

The man who owns her now.

I press the toy to her clit again—lowest setting this time. Just a soft vibration, nothing she can grind against, just enough to remind her who’s in control.

She cries out, breath ragged.

“No, please—please, I can’t—please let me come, I’ll do anything—” Her voice cracks.

I move closer, my mouth brushing her ear.

“Anything?”

She nods wildly. “Yes—yes, I swear—I’ll be good, I’ll do whatever you want—just please, please, please let me come—”

I click the toy off and drop it to the floor.

She whimpers.

I step between her spread legs, cock already hard again, angry and throbbing.

I drag it along her slick folds, smearing her mess and mine across her skin, letting her feel the thickness of it—not pushing in yet, just teasing, just enough to make her legs strain against the cuffs.

“Tell me what you want.”

Her voice is barely a whisper. “You. I want you inside me—please, just fuck me—please, I can’t take any more—”

There it is.

The break.

The fall.

The surrender.

I grab her hips, line up, and slam inside her in one deep, punishing thrust.

She screams.

Back arches, arms jerking against the restraints, pussy clenching me like a vice.

I start to fuck her—hard, deep, relentless—gripping her thighs as she bounces in the swing, tits bouncing with every snap of my hips, mouth open in shocked, shattered pleasure.

She’s babbling now—words I can’t even understand, just breathy, wrecked little please’s and yes’s and oh my god’s.

I thrust deeper. Faster. Fill her with every inch, her body tight and perfect, gripping me like she’s never going to let go.

“You wanted this,” I growl.

She nods, choking on a moan.

“You begged for it.”

“Yes—yes—oh my god—”

I reach between us and rub her clit—brutal and fast—and she explodes.

Her body locks. Her scream rips through the room as she comes hard, cunt squeezing me, back arching in the swing, thighs trembling as the orgasm crashes through her like a fucking tidal wave.

I keep fucking her through it.

Don’t let up.

Don’t give her a second to breathe.

And when I feel her start to come again—barely a heartbeat later—I grind deep, hips locked, and spill inside her.

My cock twitches.

Pulses.

Fills her.

She shakes in the straps, tears slipping down her cheeks, body limp and used and completely mine.

I don’t pull out.

I don’t move.

I just hold her there.

Still tied.

Still spread.

Still stuffed full of cock and come and ruin.

She’s limp in the swing—sweat-slick skin, chest rising and falling in ragged gasps, thighs still trembling from the last brutal wave of pleasure.

Her cunt is wrecked.

Red, swollen, dripping with the mess I just filled her with.

I stay inside her for a long moment, savoring the way her body still tries to clench, like it doesn’t want to let me go.

But it has to.

Because I’m not done.

I slide out slow.

She whimpers.

A hot, slick trail of my cum follows, dripping down her folds, smeared across her inner thighs. She’s soaked. Used. Marked.

I walk around to the front of the swing, unbuckle one wrist, then the other. Her arms fall limply to her sides, like she can’t hold them up anymore.

Good.

I fist her hair, tilt her head back.

Her eyes flutter open—barely. Her lips are parted, cheeks flushed, breathing shallow.

She looks fucking perfect.

“On your knees,” I order, voice like gravel.

She blinks, dazed. Tries to sit up.

I yank her hair, just enough to make her obey faster.

She drops to the floor.

Weak. Wrecked.

Obedient.

I stand in front of her, cock still wet with her slick and my cum—thick and glistening, flushed dark with lingering need.

I stroke it once. Slow. Just to watch her eyes follow the movement.

“You’re going to clean it.”

She swallows. Nods. Her lips tremble.

But she opens her mouth.

Good girl.

I press the tip to her tongue. Let her taste the mix of us—salty, musky, filthy.

She moans. Sucks me in deeper.

Slow at first.

Then greedy.

Like she’s starving for it. Like she’s not just obeying—she wants it.

I fuck her mouth shallow and steady, hand in her hair, watching her lips stretch around my cock while she works her tongue over the mess I left her.

Her own taste.

My release.

She moans louder.

Her eyes flutter shut like this is a second kind of submission. One she didn’t expect to crave.

And fuck, does she crave it.

I push deeper.

She gags—just once—and I pull back, let her breathe, let her swallow around the tip.

Then push in again.

Slow.

Dominant.

Claiming.

“Look at me,” I growl.

She opens her eyes.

Wrecked.

Ruined.

Worshipping.

And I know—I’ve got her now.

I’m not just the masked stranger who fucked her.

I’m the man she’ll be thinking about every time she closes her eyes.

Her mouth is soaked.

Her lips, slick and red, stretched wide around my cock as she sucks, slow and deep, like she’s been trained to do this—but she hasn’t.

Not yet.

And she’s getting messy now—saliva pooling at the corners of her mouth, tongue working under the head as I rock into her with lazy, possessive strokes.

She looks so fucking good on her knees.

But I want more.

I pull out, her lips clinging, her moan sharp and needy when she’s suddenly empty.

“Hands on the floor,” I growl.

She obeys instantly—palms flat, knees spread, hair falling across her face. Her ass lifts without needing to be told.

Instinct.

She’s learning.

I kneel behind her, grab her hips, and shove back inside her soaked, swollen pussy with one hard thrust.

She cries out—hoarse and raw—but she pushes back against me.

Good girl.

I fuck her on the floor like she’s nothing but mine to use. Hard, fast, deep—no buildup, no mercy, just the wet sound of cock in cunt, her whimpers getting higher with every brutal thrust.

She’s so slick I can feel myself sliding deeper than before.

So warm, so tight, still pulsing from everything I’ve done to her.

Still open from being stretched, sucked, filled.

And she takes every inch of it.

I slap her ass once. Then again. Then grip it with both hands, spreading her wide so I can watch myself disappear inside her.

Her pussy clenches.

She moans.

I lean forward and spit on her hole, watching it twitch, watching her arch into it like she wants more.

I rub it in with my thumb, press just enough to make her tremble, to remind her she’s not done—not even close.

“You like this,” I growl, fucking her harder. “You like being used. Tied up. Stuffed full. Treated like a fucking toy.”

She chokes on a sound that might be a sob—or a moan.

“Say it.”

“I—I like it,” she gasps.

“Tell me you want to be filled again.”

“I do,” she whimpers. “Please—I want it—inside—again—”

I reach down, rub her clit fast and rough while I fuck her even harder—my cock hammering into her soaked, ruined cunt, hips slapping against her ass, hand still teasing her other hole, pushing her closer and closer—

And when she comes again—screaming, broken, shaking so hard her arms nearly collapse—

I grab her hips and slam deep.

And I come again, deep inside her, spilling everything I have into her raw, wrecked, begging body.

She’s still on the floor, cum-slick and shaking, her pussy used, her ass stretched, her body trembling from being taken so many times, in so many ways.

And she’s still not done.

Neither am I.

I haul her up into my arms—not gently, not sweetly. She gasps, clings to my shoulders, her body limp but needy, eyes fluttering as I press her back to the floor and climb on top of her.

Face to face now.

No more hiding.

She looks up at me with swollen lips, flushed skin, her eyes glassy behind the mask—but she doesn’t pull away. She doesn’t flinch.

She opens her legs for me.

Again.

And I slide inside her with one slow, devastating thrust.

She moans—louder, deeper this time. Her hands grab at my shoulders, nails dragging down my back, her body arching up to meet mine like she can’t not take it.

Skin to skin.

Cock deep.

Her breasts press against my chest. Her breath ghosts across my throat. Her legs lock around me, hips rolling up to take me even deeper.

I fuck her slow at first.

Deliberate.

Watching every twitch of her face as I grind against her clit with every thrust.

“You love it,” I whisper. “You love being ruined like this.”

She nods frantically. “Yes—yes—please don’t stop—please—”

I slam in harder. Rougher. Hands gripping her wrists and pinning them to the floor beside her head.

“You want to come again?”

She sobs. “Yes—please—I’ll do anything, I’ll be anything—just let me come for you—”

I kiss her.

Hard. Possessive. Deep.

Then I lift my hips, fuck her harder—slapping into her soaked, messy cunt with brutal rhythm, her whole body jerking beneath mine.

She’s gone.

Writhing. Begging.

So fucking close.

Her back arches.

Her breath catches.

Her pussy starts to clench hard, and I know she’s right there—

So I say it.

Right in her ear.

“Come for me.”

She screams—shaking, spasming around me, legs locked, mouth open, completely wrecked.

And just as she comes—just as her body falls apart under mine—

I rip off the mask.

She blinks up at me through the blur of orgasm, eyes wide, dazed—confused—

And then terrified.

“Graham,” she breathes.

My name.

On her lips.

Realization hits her like a slap.

I don’t stop fucking her.

I grip her jaw, tilt her face toward mine, eyes locked.

“You’re mine now, Lena,” I growl. “And I’m never letting you go.”

She’s shaking underneath me.

Trembling.

Wrecked.

Her legs are still locked around my waist, her cunt soaked and stretched and filled with the second load I’ve pumped into her tonight. I’m still inside her—deep, warm, tight—and I’m not moving.

Not yet.

Because she knows now.

Her eyes are locked on mine, wide and wild and stunned. Her lips still parted, breath shallow, skin flushed from the orgasm I just ripped out of her.

And she can’t look away.

Good.

She shouldn’t.

Because this is the moment it becomes real.

No more mask.

No more guessing.

She knows who’s been using her, breaking her, whispering filth into her ear while she begged to come.

Me.

Her best friend’s father.

Graham fucking West.

I watch her face as it hits—the truth. The fear, the realization, the way her thighs twitch around my waist even now, like her body’s still trying to figure out if this was a mistake or a fantasy come true.

It wasn’t a mistake.

It was mine.

She was mine before she even knew it.

“Say it,” I murmur, voice low, thick, possessive.

She doesn’t move. Doesn’t speak.

So I thrust once—slow, deep, a cruel reminder that I’m still buried inside her. That she’s still full of me.

Her whole body jerks. A soft moan escapes her lips.

I grip her jaw, thumb brushing over her chin, forcing her to meet my eyes.

“Say it.”

Her voice cracks.

“…Yours.”

God, yes.

I crush my mouth to hers, kiss her like I’m sealing it—like the word just branded her from the inside out.

Because it did.

She’s not going back to who she was before tonight.

She’s not walking away.

Not from me.

I pull back, just enough to look down at her—ruined, panting, eyes glassy, thighs slick with my cum, her hands weakly resting on my chest like she’s afraid I’ll vanish if she lets go.

I don’t vanish.

I stay inside her.

Because this is where I belong.

Deep inside her.

Wrapped around her.

Owning her.

And when I finally speak again, my voice is soft, dark, and final.

“You’ll never fuck anyone else,” I murmur. “Not after this. Not after me.”

She doesn’t argue.

She just nods.

Because we both know—

She’s mine now.

And I’m never letting her go.
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In Her Sleep: HE CLAIMED HER NIGHT AFTER NIGHT

A darkly obsessive, small-town breeding romance.

She came here to start over.

Quiet land. Quiet house. No one to bother her.

Except me.

From the moment I saw Willa James, I knew she was mine. Sweet little thing- soft-eyed, smelling like sunlight and honey. She didn’t see me. Not at first. But I saw her.

I waited. Watched. Wanted.

And when the lights went out, I took what I needed.

She thought it was just a dream.

She still does.

But her body knows the truth.

The way she moans for me in her sleep. The way her thighs part without thinking. The way her belly’s started to swell.

I’ve been filling her night after night—until she couldn’t take another drop without keeping it.

And now she’s waking up.

She’s not ready for how real I am.

But I’ve never been more sure of anything.

She’s mine.

And I’ll claim her again. In her sleep. In the light. Forever.

—

For readers who love:

primal obsession
somnophilia / sleep play
breeding & pregnancy
possessive heroes who worship one woman only
one-bed, no-escape intensity
small-town heat with a dark twist
feral forever-type love
No cliffhangers. No cheating. Just one dark cowboy, one dripping obsession, and the woman he fills—until she’s full of him in every way.

Bred for Him: A Dark Ranch Romance

He needed help on the ranch.

She needed a place to disappear.

Neither of them expected to find obsession.

Beau Callahan is twice her age, twice as rough, and doesn’t say much—but when Delilah shows up on his land in cutoffs and soft curves, something breaks loose inside him. Something feral. Something possessive.

She came looking for work.

He gives her a bed. A belt. A command.

Stay still.

Open up.

Take everything I give you.

Because Beau doesn’t want a farmhand.

He wants a hole to fill.

And Delilah?

She was made to be bred.

Giving Her What She Needs: A Forbidden Romance of Control and Care 

She’s my college best friend’s mom.

Nineteen years older. Newly divorced.

And for the last four years, I’ve been quietly obsessed with her.

When he asked me to stay with her while he was away, he had no idea what he was really giving me—

Access. Time. A chance to show her what she needs.

She’s anxious. Unsettled. Fractured in ways no one else sees.

But I do.

And I fix it—with my mouth, with my hands, and with the only kind of comfort her body truly responds to.

When she gets overwhelmed, she doesn’t reach for a pill. She drops to her knees and wraps her lips around me.

She sucks to stay sane.

She sucks to breathe.

She sucks because I trained her to.

And now?

She’s mine.

One bed. One routine. One mouth made to soothe.

This isn’t just a romance.

This is what happens when the line between comfort and control blurs, and a man gives the woman he loves exactly what her body craves most.

Perfect for readers who love:

Possessive, obsessive men
Mom’s best friend / age-gap taboo
Oral fixation / pacifier kink
Calm-down D/s dynamics
Fully male POV
No cheating. No breakups. Just soft, filthy obsession

Dreambound: A Forbidden Step Romance

She’s his father’s new wife.

And every night, she sleepwalks.

Naked. Needy. Moaning his name.

Cole knows it’s wrong to watch her.

To crave her.

But when Isabel wanders into his room—her body bare, her dreams unguarded—his restraint shatters.

She doesn’t know she’s reaching for him in the dark.

She doesn’t know she’s calling him.

But her body does.

Now he’s giving her exactly what she wants…

While she sleeps.

And when she finally wakes?

She won’t want him to stop.

Dreambound is a short, scorching-hot forbidden step romance featuring intense sleep play, power exchange, and a younger man who knows exactly what his stepmother needs—even before she does.

This is not sweet.

This is not safe.

But it is everything your darkest fantasies have been waiting for.
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A masked stranger. A forbidden obsession.






