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Prologue

Christmas night.

The sky’s black, the snow thick and blowing sideways across the empty county road. I’ve driven this stretch a thousand times, but tonight the world feels muted, like the whole town has gone to sleep without me.

Then I see her.

A lone figure walking along the shoulder, arms wrapped tight around herself, coat hanging open like she left in a hurry. Her steps are unsteady, more shivers than strides. Twenty-two at most. Pale legs flashing between the hem of her skirt and the top of her boots. No hat. No gloves. Just cold breath and stubbornness.

I slow immediately. There’s no way I can leave her out here.

My truck idles in front of her as I roll the window down.

“Hey,” I call out over the wind. “Road’s dangerous tonight. You alright?”

She jumps a little at the sound of my voice, then steps closer. Big eyes. Soft mouth. Snowflakes melting on her lashes. She’s pretty in a fragile sort of way—like she’s been holding herself together all night and is starting to come undone.

“I… I’m sorry,” she says, voice small. “I didn’t think anyone else would be out here.”

“Clearly.” I look her up and down—careful, but not subtle. “You shouldn’t be walking alone in this.”

She looks away, hugging herself tighter.

“I just needed to get away. Everything at home was… a lot.”

I unlock the passenger door.

“Get in. I’ll take you somewhere warm.”

She hesitates only a second before climbing in, teeth chattering as she settles into the seat. She smells like cold wind and vanilla lotion. Her knees touch each other like she’s trying to make herself small.

I turn up the heat.

“You got a place to go?”

She shakes her head. “Not… not tonight.”

I study her for a moment. The shy downward gaze. The tremble in her voice. The way she sneaks glances at me like she’s unsure she should be here—but relieved she is.

“Well,” I say, putting the truck back in gear, “you’re coming home with me then.”

Her breath catches, just a little.

“…Okay.”

She says it softly, but the trust in that single word settles deep in my gut.


Chapter 1

My cabin is dark when we step inside, but it only takes a moment to light the fireplace. Flames catch, shadows flicker, and the room warms with that heavy, comforting glow you only get on winter nights like this.

She stands in the entryway, shivering, fingers fidgeting with the edge of her sleeve. Snow melts down her hair and onto her cheeks. She looks small. Breakable. Like if I exhaled too hard she’d fold.

“Come here,” I tell her, voice low.

She does—slow steps, eyes lowered, breath soft and uneven. I take her coat first; it’s soaked and freezing, and she gasps when the cold fabric peels off her shoulders.

“You’re shaking,” I murmur.

“S-sorry…”

“You don’t apologize for being cold.”

I brush my thumbs over her arms, warming the skin through her thin shirt. She’s trembling under my touch—not just from the weather.

“Lift your arms,” I say.

She obeys instantly.

Her shirt is damp, clinging to her body. When I tug it upward, the wet fabric slides over her curves until it comes free, leaving her chest bare to the firelight.

No bra.

Full, heavy tits that rise and fall with her startled breath.

Nipples tight from the cold and the attention.

She crosses her arms over her chest on reflex—shy, embarrassed.

I take her wrists gently and lower them.

“Let me see you.”

Her lips part, but she doesn’t resist. She stands completely still as I drink in the sight of her. Soft skin. Round, gorgeous breasts that sway slightly as she breathes. She blushes deep, cheeks pink and eyes fluttering down.

“That’s it,” I say, voice rougher than I intend. “Good girl.”

Her thighs press together.

Next, I kneel to unbutton her skirt. Her breath hitches when my fingers brush the inside of her hips. The skirt drops to the floor with a quiet sigh of fabric.

She’s wearing nothing underneath.

I look up at her from my knees.

She looks away, trembling harder now—heat and nerves mixing.

“Step out of it,” I murmur.

She does. Bare feet on the wooden floor. Pale skin glowing warm in the firelight. Completely naked except for the goosebumps rising everywhere my hands haven’t touched yet.

I rise slowly, lifting the thick wool blanket draped over the back of the couch. I wrap it around her shoulders—only after I’ve taken my time enjoying every inch of her.

She lets out a shaky exhale as the warmth settles around her.

“You’re safe here,” I tell her.

She nods faintly.

Then, more quietly:

“…Thank you.”

I guide her to sit on the rug right in front of the fire. She folds into the blanket, looking up at me with wide, unsure eyes—and something deeper, waiting to be given permission.

I sit beside her, close enough that our shoulders brush.

Her breath catches.

Good.

She’s still shivering, even with the blanket draped around her bare shoulders. Not from the cold anymore—not entirely. Her body is warm under the wool, but those tiny tremors running through her… they’re something else. Something deeper.

I lean closer, fingers brushing her thigh beneath the blanket.

“You’re still shaking,” I murmur.

She swallows, eyes dropping. “I… I can’t help it.”

“I know.”

My hand slides higher, feeling her tense, then soften. “You need more than a blanket. You need to be warmed from the inside out.”

Her breath catches in her throat.

She knows exactly what I mean, but she can barely even look at me—she just nods once, small and trembling.

“Stand up,” I tell her.

She rises slowly, the blanket falling open just enough for the firelight to catch the curves of her breasts, the soft line of her stomach, the trembling of her thighs. She’s breathtaking—nervous, vulnerable, offering herself without saying a word.

I take her hand and guide her to straddle my lap as I sit back against the couch. Her knees sink into the rug on either side of me. Her skin is warm now, flushed, but she’s still shaking.

I grip her hips and pull her closer.

“You trust me?”

Her voice is barely a whisper.

“…Yes.”

“Good girl.”

I free myself—thick, hard, already aching for her—and the moment she feels me brush against her, her whole body jolts with a soft, helpless sound.

She tries to hide her face in her hair, but I take her chin gently and make her look at me.

“I’m going to warm you,” I tell her. “All the way through.”

She inhales sharply, nodding once.

I guide her down—slow, steady pressure, her slick heat opening around me inch by inch. Her nails dig into my shoulders as her breath stutters.

“Breathe,” I murmur against her throat.

She does—and the next moment, I pull her fully onto my cock.

She gasps.

Not loud—she’s too shy for that—but sharp, shocked, overwhelmed. Her body clenches tight around me, trembling hard as she settles in my lap, impaled on every inch.

“That’s it,” I growl softly. “Let me in. Let me warm you.”

Her head falls to my shoulder, her body melting against mine as the shivers slowly fade—replaced by something hotter, deeper, pulsing around me.

I hold her still for a moment, letting her feel it—feel all of it—warming her from the inside just like I promised.

She settles on my lap, her whole body wrapped around my cock, trembling softly in that fragile way that makes me want to hold her tighter and ruin her slower. Her breath is warm against my neck, her thighs quivering against my hips.

“Easy,” I murmur, hands firm on her waist. “You’re doing perfect.”

She whimpers—quiet, shy, barely there. Her fingers grip my shoulders like she’s afraid she’ll float away if she doesn’t hold on.

I tighten my hands around her hips.

“Now let me move you.”

I start small. Barely a motion, just enough to make her feel the drag of me inside her. A slow circle of her hips against mine, her slick warmth clenching around every shift.

She gasps into my collarbone.

“Oh—oh my god…”

“Feel that?” I guide her again, slower, deeper, letting her body sink down the slightest bit more each time. “That’s me warming you. From the inside.”

A broken little breath escapes her. “I… I feel it…”

“Good.” My thumbs stroke the soft curve of her hips. “I want you to feel all of it.”

I roll her hips in a tighter circle, and the movement makes her tits brush my chest, full and heavy and bouncing softly with each glide. Her nipples graze my skin, and she whimpers again—helpless, surprised at how sensitive she is.

Her hands slip from my shoulders to the back of my neck, clinging.

She’s melting.

Exactly how I want her.

“Look at me,” I tell her.

She lifts her head slowly, eyes wide and glossy with heat. God, she looks wrecked already—and I’ve barely started.

“That’s my girl,” I whisper. “Taking me slow. Taking every inch.”

Her lips part, her breath trembling against my mouth.

“D-does this… does this help the shaking?”

I smile, pulling her hips down until she’s filled to the very bottom. Her eyes roll, her breath stutters.

“Yes,” I murmur. “This is how you get warm.”

I grind her again—agonizingly slow.

Deep enough that she feels the pressure bloom inside her.

Soft enough that she never forgets who is guiding her.

Her forehead drops to mine.

“Please don’t stop…”

“Oh, I’m not stopping.” I wrap an arm around her back, keeping her close. “I’m going to hold you right here. Make you move on me until your whole body forgets how to be cold.”

A tiny cry slips out of her even as she nods, opening herself against me, letting me steer her hips in another long, deep circle.

Her warmth tightens around me, throbbing.

She’s starting to lose herself.

Good.

Her body is getting warmer by the minute—soft skin flushed, breath unsteady, those little tremors no longer from the cold but from need. Her hips follow the motion I guide for her, slow circles that drag her tight heat up and down my cock.

She’s trying so hard to keep quiet.

Trying so hard to stay composed.

I feel the moment she starts to lose that control.

Her thighs tighten around me.

Her breathing hits a stuttered rhythm.

She clutches my shoulders as if the world is tilting.

I guide her hips again—deep, slow, perfect.

She chokes out a sound, barely audible. “I… I can’t—”

“Yes,” I murmur against her ear, gripping her waist. “You can. You will. Let it happen.”

She shakes her head weakly, cheeks burning. “It’s too much…”

I lift her slightly, then pull her down onto me again—slow, deliberate, all the way to the bottom.

Her breath breaks.

Her whole body tightens around me, fluttering, gripping, trying to take more even as she trembles.

“That’s it,” I whisper. “You feel how deep you are? How full?”

She nods helplessly, forehead pressed to my neck, her lips trembling against my skin.

“You’re going to cum,” I tell her, voice soft but unyielding. “Right here. On my cock.”

A tiny, desperate whimper escapes her—her last attempt to hold herself together.

I roll her hips once more, deep and slow.

Her back arches. Her nails dig into me. Her breath freezes—then shatters.

She cums.

Quietly, beautifully, trying so hard not to make a sound as her body clenches and pulses around me. Her thighs quiver violently, her stomach tightens, and every soft squeeze of her pussy pulls me deeper into that trembling warmth.

She hides her face in my shoulder, muffling the little cries she can’t fight anymore.

I hold her still, one hand on her back, the other firm on her hip, keeping her seated on every inch of me as her orgasm ripples through her.

“There you go,” I murmur, stroking her spine. “Good girl. Let it all out.”

Her breath stutters against my skin, her body slowly melting, unwinding, sinking into my chest. The shaking stops—replaced by a warm, limp softness as she collapses fully into my arms.

When she finally exhales, it’s a tiny, broken sigh of relief.

I kiss the side of her forehead.

“Warm now?”

She nods weakly, still panting.

“…Yes.”

But she’s not done.

And neither am I.


Chapter 2

She’s still trembling in my lap—soft, warm, exhausted from the way she came apart on me. Her breath feathers against my throat, uneven and sweet. Her body is limp in my arms, every muscle melted from the slow, deep grind that pushed her over the edge.

And she’s still wrapped around my cock.

Still tight.

Still throbbing faintly from the aftershocks.

She tries to shift, just a tiny movement of her hips—instinctive, searching for comfort.

My hands tighten on her waist.

“Don’t,” I murmur against her ear. “You stay right where you are.”

She gasps softly, freezing.

“…Okay.”

Her submission is so gentle, so naturally given, it makes my chest ache.

I tilt her face up with a finger under her chin. Her eyes are heavy-lidded, unfocused, still swimming from the orgasm.

“Look at me.”

She does—barely, blinking up at me through long lashes, lips parted as if she’s not sure what comes next.

I kiss her.

Slow, deep, claiming.

Her breath stumbles, then melts into mine. She kisses back shyly, almost unsure she’s allowed to—but when I slide my tongue past her lips, she whimpers softly and opens for me, pliant and trembling.

The movement presses her hips down a little, and my cock pulses inside her.

She gasps into my mouth.

I hold her firmly in place.

“You feel that?” I whisper against her lips.

She nods, cheeks flushed, breath shaky.

“I-it’s so much…”

“Good,” I murmur. “You’re going to sit on me like this for a while.”

Her fingers curl weakly against my shoulders.

“You’re… you’re still inside me…”

“I’m going to stay inside you,” I correct her, tightening my grip on her hips. “Until I decide to move. Until I decide you’re warm enough.”

A helpless sound escapes her—tiny, needy, obedient.

She’s so shy she can barely handle the idea, but she doesn’t try to lift herself. She stays seated on me exactly as I told her to, her body soft and open, her breath coming in sweet, shaky little bursts.

I kiss her again—slow, savoring the way she trembles when my tongue meets hers.

Her chest presses against mine, her big, soft tits flattening slightly against my skin with each unsteady inhale.

I slide one hand up her back, into her hair, holding her mouth to mine as I whisper between kisses:

“That’s it… good girl… stay full for me…”

Her thighs quiver around my hips, but she doesn’t move away—not even a fraction.

She’s surrendering to the warmth, to me, to everything she’s feeling but can’t put into words.

I rest my forehead against hers, my breath heavy.

“When I’m ready to take what I want from you,” I tell her quietly, “you’ll feel every second of it.”

Her lips part.

“…Yes.”

She says it so softly, so willingly, that I feel her clench around me again.

And I smile.

She’s warm now.

But I’m nowhere near done.

Her pussy clings to me with every tiny movement—still sensitive, still swollen from her orgasm. She’s resting against my chest, trusting, soft, pliant.

Time to make her move for me.

I slide my hands under her thighs, lifting her just an inch—just enough that she feels the slow drag of my cock inside her.

She gasps, fingers scrambling against my shoulders.

“Oh—wait—”

“No,” I murmur, guiding her hips downward again. “You don’t wait for anything right now. You move when I move you.”

Her breath shivers out of her.

“…okay…”

I lift her again—slow.

Down—slower.

Her pussy tightens around me with every inch, every deliberate stretch. She’s already shaking again, and I haven’t even given her real thrusts yet.

“That’s it,” I whisper, keeping my eyes on her face. “Take me. Let your body learn it.”

She’s overwhelmed—beautifully so. Her tits bounce softly each time I raise her, nipples brushing my chest. Her breath comes in tiny, helpless gasps she’s trying so hard to swallow.

When I lower her fully onto me again, she almost crumples.

“I can feel everything,” she whispers, dazed.

“You’re meant to.”

I hold her there, buried deep inside her. “You’re meant to feel exactly what I’m giving you.”

She makes a tiny noise—barely a sound at all, but full of something hot and frightened and needy.

I kiss her again, slow and deep, swallowing her soft whimpers as I guide her hips in another grinding circle.

Then, breathlessly, she murmurs—

“I… I’m not on birth control…”

She freezes the second the words are out.

Her body goes still.

Her eyes go wide.

Her lips part like she wishes she could pull the confession back into her mouth.

I keep her pinned on my cock.

“Say that again,” I murmur.

Her cheeks flush deep, trembling under my hands.

“I’m… I’m not on anything,” she whispers. “I didn’t think I’d… I didn’t plan—”

I pull her down hard onto me, and she gasps—loud this time.

“You should’ve told me earlier,” I say softly into her ear. “Because now I’m too deep to stop.”

Her breath breaks.

“Please—”

“Do you feel how far inside you I am?”

I thrust up once—slow, devastating. “How full you are?”

She nods frantically, eyes unfocused.

“I—I can’t think—”

“Good.”

I grip her hips, holding her exactly where I want her.

“Because I’m going to finish in you.”

Her whole body jolts—shock, fear, arousal all tangled.

“I’ll fill you,” I whisper, dragging my teeth along her neck. “Every drop. Right here in front of the fire.”

She’s panting—tiny, terrified, turned-on sounds she can’t hide.

“You shouldn’t,” she breathes.

She doesn’t pull away.

“I know,” I say, lifting her one last time—

and pulling her down hard, burying myself to the very base.

“But I’m going to.”

My hands tighten on her hips.

I thrust once—deep.

Twice—deeper.

Her pussy clamps around me, helpless and hot and wanting.

A broken moan slips from her throat.

My breath catches—

and I cum.

Hard.

Deep.

Pulse after pulse spilling straight into her unprotected heat.

She gasps at the feeling—eyes wide, lips parted, her whole body shuddering as she realizes she’s taking all of it, every thick surge filling her deeper and deeper.

“Oh my god,” she whispers, dazed, overwhelmed.

“It’s… it’s so warm…”

I hold her down on me until the last pulse subsides, until she’s completely claimed inside and out.

Then I kiss her jaw, slow and possessive.

“You’re warmed now,” I murmur.

“Inside exactly where it counts.”

She melts against me, whimpering softly, still full of me in every sense of the word.


Chapter 3

She’s slumped against my chest, completely spent, still trembling from the way I came inside her. Her pussy is soft and tight around me, pulsing faintly from the aftershocks. She’s flushed, dazed, breath warm against my throat.

And she’s still full of my cum.

I wrap both arms around her and pull her closer, my cock still buried deep in her unprotected heat.

“Don’t move,” I murmur into her hair. “You’re keeping all of that inside you.”

She makes a tiny, helpless sound—half-whimper, half-sigh.

“…okay…”

Her voice is weak, pliant. She’s giving herself to this, even if she doesn’t know how to say it.

I stroke down her back slowly, possessively, feeling her soften even more.

“You feel full?” I ask.

She nods into my chest.

“So… so full…”

“Good.”

My hand slides lower, cupping the curve of her ass, keeping her pinned exactly where I want her. “That’s how you’re supposed to feel after being bred.”

Her whole body jolts.

She looks up at me with wide, hazy eyes—shocked, shy, aroused all at once.

“I… I didn’t mean to… I didn’t think you would—”

“I know.”

My thumb strokes her hip, calming her. “You didn’t expect me to finish inside you.”

She swallows, cheeks burning.

“But I did,” I continue, steady, warm. “And I wanted you to take it.”

Her breath catches—quiet, sharp.

I shift my hips slightly, feeling my softening cock still deep inside her. She shivers at the sensation, thighs tightening on instinct.

A small warmth seeps around me.

Just a drop—her body trying to let go.

I grip her hips instantly.

“No,” I whisper. “Don’t spill.”

She whimpers softly. “I… I can’t hold all of it…”

“You can.”

My voice is gentle, but absolute. “And you will.”

I lift her slowly—just an inch, just enough to feel the wetness gather.

A thick bead threatens to escape.

She gasps, mortified. “I’m sorry—”

I press her back down onto my lap, onto my cock, sealing her shut again.

Her head falls to my shoulder, breath shaking.

“That’s it,” I praise softly. “Keep it inside. Keep every drop where I put it.”

She melts, clinging to me.

For a long moment, I just hold her—her body warm and trembling, her breasts pressed to my chest, her pussy throbbing faintly around the load she’s keeping for me.

Eventually, I lift her hips again—slow, controlled—knowing exactly what will happen.

This time a little more leaks out, sliding hotly down between us.

She gasps, mortified, face burning. “I’m sorry! I can’t—”

I hush her with a kiss to her jaw.

“Shh. I didn’t say you can’t leak,” I murmur. “I said you can’t lose it.”

I slide two fingers between her thighs, catching the warmth dripping from her. She shivers as I guide it back up—back into her.

She moans—quiet, desperate.

“That’s my girl,” I whisper.

“Not wasting a single drop.”

When my fingers slip inside her, pushing my cum deeper, she whimpers and clings to my shoulders.

Her body opens beautifully for it—obedient, needy, receptive.

I kiss her neck, slow and claiming.

“You’re going to stay full for me,” I tell her, voice low against her skin. “And when I’m ready, I’ll fill you again.”

Her breath stutters.

“…again?”

“Oh yes.”

I curl my fingers inside her, making her gasp.

“Breeding you isn’t something I do once.”

Her whole body melts—soft, trembling, completely undone.

And we’re only just getting started.

She’s still warm on my lap, still full of my cum, her breath trembling against my throat. Her body is soft now—loose, pliant, open in a way that only happens after a woman has been filled and held.

But the moment I lift her chin and kiss her again—slow, claiming, unhurried—her thighs tighten around my hips.

She’s ready.

Her body wants more even before she realizes it.

I slide my hands under her thighs and stand, lifting her easily. She clings to me as I carry her across the room, her pussy squeezing around the warmth inside her with each step.

I set her down gently on the rug again, right in front of the fire.

“Lie back.”

She obeys instantly, shy and breathless, legs falling open without her meaning to. The firelight paints her skin gold, her breasts rising and falling fast with anticipation.

I kneel between her thighs and run my hands along her hips—slow, purposeful.

“Bring your knees up,” I say quietly. “All the way.”

She hesitates, cheeks flushing, but she lifts her legs.

I take over, guiding her—pushing her thighs up, up, folding her nearly in half until her knees are near her ears and her pussy is spread completely open for me.

She makes a tiny sound—half embarrassment, half want.

“You’re beautiful like this,” I tell her, settling her into the position.

“Wide open. Ready to be filled again.”

Her breath catches.

“I’ve never… no one’s ever put me like this—”

“I know,” I murmur, leaning over her. “That’s why you’re trembling.”

Her legs quiver in my hands.

I press the head of my cock against her—sliding through the slick mess of my first release still coating her. When I push forward, slowly, she gasps, eyes fluttering shut.

“Oh—god—”

“Feel me?”

I push deeper, inch by inch, until I’m inside her entirely again—thick, slow, filling her in a way she’s never had before.

She nods frantically, nails scraping the rug.

“I feel… everything…”

“That’s the point.”

With her folded up like this—legs over her head—she’s tighter, deeper, perfectly positioned to take every deliberate thrust.

I hold her ankles with one hand, pinning her open.

Then I begin.

Slow.

Deep.

Her body stretching around me each time I sink forward.

She moans, soft and desperate, her voice cracking with every movement.

Her breasts bounce with each slow thrust, nipples hardened, body offered up completely.

I lower my mouth to her ear.

“This position,” I whisper, thrusting deeper, “is for breeding.”

She whimpers, thighs shaking in my grip.

“It lets me get farther inside you,” I continue, pushing until she gasps, overwhelmed.

“Right where my cum already is.”

She cries out softly—shy, helpless, turned on beyond belief.

I thrust again—slow, heavy, pressing her hips into the rug.

Her eyes roll.

“You’re made for this,” I growl, watching her body take me deeper than before.

“For being held like this. Open like this. Filled like this.”

“I—I can’t— I can’t think—”

“Good.”

I thrust again, harder this time.

She breaks—a long, trembling moan spilling out of her as she arches despite being folded in half. Her legs strain in my grip, her pussy clenching tight around me.

I pin her hips with my free hand, keeping her exactly where I want her.

“You’ll take every thrust,” I tell her, voice low and rough.

“And you’ll keep every drop I give you.”

Her whole body shudders under me.

I’m nowhere near done.

Her legs are still pinned up over her head, thighs trembling in my grip. Her pussy is stretched wide around me, already full of my first release, and every slow thrust pushes it deeper inside her, mixing warmth on warmth.

But now…

now I stop holding back.

I tighten my grip around her ankles and pull her even more open—folded in half, helpless beneath me, her pussy spread perfectly for what I’m about to do.

Her eyes widen, breath catching.

“Wait—wait—”

“No,” I growl softly. “You don’t get to stop this.”

I draw back—slow, deliberate—until she feels the emptiness for a split second…

and then I thrust deep.

Hard.

Unhurried.

A single, devastating stroke that forces a gasp from her throat.

She cries out—quiet, overwhelmed.

“I—it’s so deep—”

“That’s the point,” I murmur, pulling out halfway and slamming back in with the same controlled force.

“This is how you fuck a girl you want to fill.”

Her back arches despite being folded tight, her breasts bouncing with every impact. She’s shaking, breath breaking with every thrust.

“Oh my god—oh my god—”

I grab her hips with my free hand, holding her down so she can’t move, can’t escape how deep I’m inside her.

“You feel that?”

Another slow, heavy thrust.

Her pussy grips me tight, sucking me in.

“Yes—yes—please—”

“You take me beautifully,” I rasp. “Your body opens for me like it knows exactly what it’s for.”

Her face crumples—embarrassed, aroused, overwhelmed.

“Please don’t—don’t say that—”

I lean over her, pushing her legs even higher, folding her tighter beneath me.

“You want the truth?”

I thrust deep—she gasps.

“You’re built for this.”

She whimpers, shaking her head even as her body clenches.

“You’re made to be pinned open,” I continue, thrusting slow and brutal.

“To be bred deep.”

“To be filled until you can’t hold any more.”

A helpless sob catches in her throat—half pleasure, half surrender.

“Your pussy is perfect for it,” I growl, feeling her tighten around me.

“Soft, tight, and greedy.”

“I—I’m not— it’s too much—”

I smile darkly.

“No. It’s exactly enough.”

I start fucking her deeper—slow, pounding strokes that drive her into the rug beneath her. Her body bounces with every thrust, tits shaking, breath breaking.

She’s shaking uncontrollably.

Her nails scrape at the rug, unable to find something to hold onto.

“Don’t you dare run from it,” I whisper, thrusting harder. “Take it.”

Her voice shatters.

“I—I am— I’m taking it—! I can’t stop—”

“Good girl.”

I slam into her—slow, heavy, deep—over and over, each thrust forcing a broken moan out of her lips.

Her pussy tightens—milking me, begging without words.

“You’re close,” I murmur.

“No—”

“Yes you are. Your body’s begging me to finish in you again.”

Her whole body clenches—her eyes widen in shock as she realizes she is, in fact, about to cum again whether she wants to or not.

“No—no I can’t— not again—”

I thrust hard, burying myself to the very base.

“You’re going to,” I growl.

“And I’m going to fill you while you do.”

Her breath catches—frozen—

and then she breaks.

Her orgasm tears through her—silent at first, then a strangled cry as she convulses around my cock, pussy squeezing so tight it steals my breath.

And I give her exactly what she was made for.

I thrust once—deep—

twice—

and my release hits hard.

Hot.

Thick.

Pouring straight into the deepest part of her.

She feels it—her whole body jolts, her legs trembling violently in my grip as she’s forced to take every pulse, every thick surge spilling into her already full cunt.

I don’t stop.

Not until the last drop is inside her.

Her voice is a broken whisper.

“It’s… so much… I can’t hold it…”

I stroke her thigh, still buried in her, still pinning her open.

“Yes you can,” I murmur.

“You’ll hold what I give you.”

Her pussy flutters softly around me, overflowing warmth trapped deep inside by the position I’ve folded her into.

She’s wrecked.

Ruined.

Perfect.

And I’m still hard enough to take her again.

She’s still pinned under me, legs folded high, pussy overflowing with my cum and squeezing around my cock like she’s trying to pull me deeper. Her whole body trembles—soft, ruined, perfect.

But I’m not done with her.

Not even close.

I release her ankles slowly and let her legs lower, trembling and weak. The moment she relaxes, a little warmth leaks from her swollen pussy.

She gasps—embarrassed, overwhelmed.

“I—I’m spilling—”

“No you’re not.”

I catch the drip with two fingers, push it back inside her, and watch her shiver at the feeling.

“You’re not losing anything,” I murmur. “Not tonight.”

Then I grip her hips firmly and give a low command:

“Turn over. Hands and knees.”

Her breath stutters—

clearly shocked, clearly aroused by how easily I take control.

But she obeys.

She rolls onto her side first, shaky and slow. I guide her with my hands—steady, guiding, firm without forcing. When she gets onto her knees, her arms nearly give out. She’s exhausted, trembling, but she’s trying.

“Good girl,” I praise, smoothing my hand down her back.

Her breath breaks at the words—soft pleasure rippling through her spine.

I slide my other hand between her thighs and feel her pussy—wet, warm, overflowing with my cum.

She whimpers at the touch.

“Spread your knees,” I tell her.

She does, shyly, her body opening for me even though she’s shaking. Her pussy glistens in the firelight, swollen and needy, my cum gathered at her entrance like her body’s begging me to push it deeper again.

I position myself behind her, cock still thick and wet from being inside her. Then I wrap one arm around her waist and pull her back—hard enough that she gasps as her ass presses against me.

“Don’t spill,” I warn.

“I—I’ll try…”

“No.”

I line myself up with her slick entrance.

“You’ll succeed.”

Then I push.

Slow at first—only the head sliding into her soaked heat.

She arches with a sharp, choked cry.

“Oh—oh—please—”

I grab her hips and slide into her deeper, stretching her again, using the cum inside her as slickness. Her pussy tightens around me, desperate, trembling.

When I’m halfway in, I lean over her back, breath warm against her ear.

“You’re so open back here,” I whisper. “Like you’re begging me to take you again.”

She shakes her head—but her body pushes back into me involuntarily.

“No— I’m not— I can’t—”

“Yes,” I growl, pushing the rest of the way inside her.

All the way.

Buried to the hilt.

She lets out a noise she can’t stop—half sob, half moan, all want.

Her arms collapse and she lowers her chest to the rug, ass raised high, presenting herself instinctively.

I hold her hips and keep her steady.

“You see?” I murmur. “Your body knows exactly what it wants.”

I start moving.

Not fast.

Not yet.

Just deep, rolling thrusts that push my cum farther inside her with every stroke. Her pussy clings to me, pulsing around me, pulling me in deeper every time I draw back.

She’s whimpering brokenly.

“I’m so full— I can’t— he’s inside me again—”

“That’s right,” I say, thrusting harder now, hips slapping against her ass.

“Feel what it’s like to be used for exactly what you’re meant for.”

Her knees shake violently, and she collapses forward fully, face pressed to the rug, ass still lifted, open and wet and taking every inch I give her.

I grip her hair gently and lift her head just an inch.

“Keep your back arched,” I command.

“Let me watch you take it.”

She obeys instantly—

and I fuck her harder.

Slow, powerful thrusts that sink into the deepest part of her, claiming her entirely. The sound of her soaked pussy taking me again fills the room, mixing with her soft, desperate cries.

Her whole body quivers under me.

I haven’t finished.

Not even close.

Her body is shaking under me—knees spread, chest pressed to the rug, ass high and open, her soaked pussy wrapped tight around my cock. She’s taking every slow, deep thrust, her breath hitting the floor in broken little gasps.

She’s so close to losing control again.

I can feel it in the way she clings to me, in the way her back arches when I push deep, in the fluttering heat squeezing me from the inside.

But before I give her anything else…

she’s going to ask for it.

I anchor one hand at the small of her back, keeping her arched, and slow my thrusts to a grinding push that makes her whimper every time our hips meet.

She tries to move back into me—instinctive, needy.

I grip her hips to hold her still.

“No,” I say quietly. “You don’t get to fuck yourself on me.”

She freezes—embarrassed, breathless.

“You’ll stay still,” I add, “until you tell me what you want.”

She swallows hard.

“I… I don’t— I can’t—”

“Yes, you can.”

I thrust once—deep enough she gasps, hands clawing at the rug.

Then I stop, keeping her filled to the hilt.

She trembles violently.

Her pussy clenches around me, desperate for movement, desperate for something—but I hold her pinned, open, stuffed full and going nowhere.

“Tell me,” I murmur, leaning over her until my chest brushes her back.

“What do you want from me?”

“I…”

Her voice breaks.

“I don’t know how to say it…”

“Say anything,” I coax, pushing another inch into her, slow enough she feels every ridge, every throb.

“I’ll tell you if it’s the truth or not.”

Her hips twitch.

Her breath stutters.

“I want…”

Her face is burning red.

“…I want you to keep fucking me…”

“That’s not enough.”

I pull out halfway—she cries out—

and slam back in with a single heavy thrust.

She collapses forward, moaning into the rug.

“What else?” I ask.

Her whole body quivers.

“I—I want…”

“Yes?”

I roll my hips slowly, filling her deeper.

“I want your cum,” she whispers.

I grab her hips hard enough to make her gasp.

“Louder.”

She flinches—shy, overwhelmed, but obedient.

“I want your cum,” she repeats, voice trembling. “I want you to finish in me.”

Still too soft.

Still too unsure.

I stop moving entirely.

She whimpers at the sudden stillness, pussy fluttering around me in panic.

“Try again,” I say.

“Tell me what you really want. Don’t make me wait.”

Her fingers curl into the rug.

Her hips shake.

Then, in a choked, desperate cry:

“I want you to cum in me! Please—please cum inside me again— I need it—”

I exhale slowly, satisfied.

“There it is.”

Then I take her.

I pull her hips back and start to fuck her harder—still controlled, still deep, but with purpose now, with heat that grows in my spine and floods down into every thrust.

Her cries turn frantic, soft, rhythmic, matching each time her ass smacks against my hips.

Her pussy grips me like she’s trying to pull me into her womb.

“Say it again,” I growl into her ear, thrusting deep enough she screams.

“Cum in me—!” Her voice cracks. “Please—please fill me— I want it— I want your cum—”

I slam into her.

Once.

Twice.

Her body jerks, losing control completely.

My grip tightens.

“You’re going to get it.”

She sobs—relief, desire, surrender.

I thrust again, hard, burying myself to the base—

And I break.

My release hits her in a hot, thick rush—deep, uncontrollable, pouring into her with a force that makes her legs collapse. She’s wailing softly, wordless, as she feels every pulse fill her, stuffing her already-full pussy until it drips around the seal of my cock.

I keep her pinned while I empty myself inside her.

Every drop.

Every surge.

When I finally slow, she’s shaking uncontrollably, hips twitching, pussy overflowing and still clenching around me.

“I’d say you begged nicely,” I murmur, breath heavy against her neck.

She collapses completely, chest flat to the rug, ass still lifted only because I’m holding her hips up to keep everything inside.

And she’s so full she’s spilling around me.


Epilogue

She’s collapsed beneath me—arms weak, cheek pressed to the rug, ass still raised because I’m holding her hips up. Her pussy is full. Overfull. My cum is packed deep inside her, struggling to stay where I put it.

Her breath trembles with every pulse of her heartbeat.

“Stay just like that,” I murmur, stroking along the curve of her spine. “Let me see you.”

She whimpers softly, obedient, legs trembling as I ease my grip on her hips. Her position doesn’t change—she’s so wrecked she can’t even lower herself.

I pull back slowly.

Very slowly.

She gasps as my cock slides out of her, inch by inch, wet and hot and slick from everything we’ve done.

The moment I leave her completely—

She leaks.

A thick, white spill slips out of her swollen opening, running down the inside of her thighs in a trembling, messy line.

She moans in shock—tiny, breathy, embarrassed.

“Oh… oh my god…”

I kneel behind her, watching every drop fall.

“Look at you,” I murmur.

“So full you can’t even hold it.”

Her fingers curl weakly in the rug.

Another warm spill escapes her—slow and heavy—and this time it drips directly onto the rug.

I catch her hip, steadying her.

“Don’t be shy,” I say softly. “Let it come.”

She sobs out a breath, overwhelmed, humiliated and aroused all at once.

“It’s so much,” she whispers.

“It should be.”

I trail my thumb along the slick mess on her thigh.

“Christmas is about giving, isn’t it?”

She lets out a tiny, helpless laugh—broken, breathless, wrecked.

The fire crackles.

Her body glows in its warmth.

And she’s dripping for me, trembling from everything I’ve done to her.

I lean over her, kiss the small of her back, and whisper against her flushed skin:

“Merry Christmas, sweetheart.”

She shivers—soft, melting, completely undone.

“…Merry Christmas.”

The night settles warm and quiet around us.

And she is still mine, marked inside and out, filled and emptied and filled again.

A perfect gift.

And the night isn’t even over.
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