
        
            
                
            
        

    
Staying with his Mom’s Best Friend

He knew he should stay away. But he couldn’t resist temptation.
Chapter1 

In the quiet, moonlit neighborhood, I found myself standing before the grand house, a silhouette against the starry canvas. The street was silent, save for the distant hoot of an owl. I took a deep breath, my heart pounding like a drum in my chest. Not from nerves, though. No, it was the thrill of the unexpected, the
anticipation of what was to come.
I had never been one to follow the beaten path, and tonight was no exception. I was here, at my mother's best friend's house, unannounced, uninvited. But hey, when she told me about her new place, all alone, I couldn't just let her be scared, could I? I mean, it was my duty as a gentleman to ensure her safety. And if that meant moving in uninvited, so be it.
I climbed the steps to the porch, my boots echoing in the still night. The house was dark, but a faint glow from the living room suggested she was still awake. I grinned, imagining her curled up on the couch, a book in her hands, her eyes wide with fear as she heard the soft knock at the door.
I raised my hand, rapping my knuckles against the wood. "Hello?" I called out, my voice casual, confident. "Anyone home?"
I heard a muffled gasp from inside, followed by the soft patter of footsteps. I could picture her, her heart pounding, her eyes darting to the door, wondering who could be on the other side at this hour.
"Who's there?" Her voice was soft, hesitant. I could almost see her, her hand on the doorknob, her body tense, ready to run if she had to. I leaned in closer, my voice dropping to a low rumble. "It's me, sweetheart. Your friendly neighborhood knight in shining armor." There was a pause, then I heard the lock click open. The door creaked slowly, revealing a face that was both surprised and relieved. She was just as I remembered, her eyes wide, her cheeks flushed, her hair a mess of curls.
"Eli?" She whispered, her voice barely audible. "What are you doing here?"
I flashed her a grin, my eyes crinkling at the corners. "Well, I heard you were all alone in this big, scary house. And you know me, I couldn't let you be frightened, now could I?"
She rolled her eyes, but I could see the smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. "You shouldn't be here, Eli. My husband-"
"Is always away on business," I finished for her, my voice taking on a mocking tone. "Yeah, yeah, I know. But he's not here now, is he? And you need someone to keep you company."
She sighed, her shoulders slumping. "You can't just move in, Eli."
I chuckled, stepping into the house and closing the door behind me. "Who said anything about moving in?" I asked, my voice innocence personified. "I just thought I'd stay for a little while. Keep you company. Make sure you're not scared."
She looked at me, her eyes searching mine. I could see the war going on inside her head. She knew she should say no, that this was wrong, that her husband wouldn't approve. But she was scared, and I was here, offering her a lifeline. I stepped closer, my voice dropping to a low murmur. "What do you say, sweetheart? Want to give me a chance to be your hero?"
She hesitated, her eyes flicking between mine. Then, she sighed, her shoulders slumping. "Fine," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "But just for tonight."
I grinned, victorious. "That's all I ask," I said, my voice charming. "Now, how about you show me to my room?"
As she led me up the stairs, I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction. This was going to be fun. I could already feel the possessive, protective instincts stirring within me. She was mine to protect, mine to care for. And I was going to enjoy every minute of it.

Chapter2 

The house was silent, the only sound the distant hoot of an owl and the soft ticking of the clock downstairs. The moon hung low in the sky, casting long, dancing shadows through the open curtains. I lay in my bed, my eyes wide open, staring at the ceiling. I had been lying here for hours, my mind racing, my body tense with anticipation.
I had seen the way she looked at me, the way her eyes followed me as I moved around the house. She thought she was being subtle, but I could see the hunger in her gaze, the longing. She wanted me, and I was going to give her what she wanted.
I threw back the covers, my heart pounding in my chest. I was already hard, my cock straining against the fabric of my boxers. I stripped them off, my breath coming in short gasps. I was doing this, I was really doing this. I was going to climb into bed with her, naked, and see where the night took us.
I crept out of my room, my bare feet silent on the wooden floor. Her door was slightly ajar, a soft glow from the moon spilling into the hallway. I pushed it open, my heart in my throat. She was asleep, her body curled up under the covers, her hair a mess of curls on the pillow. She looked so innocent, so vulnerable. But I knew better. I knew the fire that burned within her, the passion that simmered just beneath the surface.
I slipped into the room, closing the door softly behind me. I could feel the heat of her body, the soft rise and fall of her chest. I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding in my chest. This was wrong, I knew it was. But I didn't care. I wanted her, and I was going to take her. I slipped into the bed beside her, my body pressing against hers. I could feel the softness of her skin, the way her body molded to mine. She stirred slightly, her eyes fluttering open. For a moment, she just stared at me, her eyes wide with shock. Then, she opened her mouth to scream.
But I was ready for her. I pressed my hand over her mouth, my body pinning hers to the bed. "Shh," I whispered, my voice a low rumble. "It's just me, sweetheart. I'm not going to hurt you." She struggled for a moment, her body tense, her eyes wide with fear. But I could see the moment she recognized me, the moment she realized it was me in her bed. Her body relaxed, her eyes filling with a different kind of heat.
"What are you doing here?" She whispered, her voice barely audible. I could feel her breath against my hand, the way her chest rose and fell. I grinned, my hand moving from her mouth to her cheek. I could feel the softness of her skin, the way her pulse fluttered against my
fingertips. "I couldn't sleep," I said, my voice playful. "I thought I'd come keep you company." She rolled her eyes, but I could see the smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. "You shouldn't be here, Eli," she said, her voice soft. "This is wrong."
I chuckled, my hand moving to her hip, pulling her closer. "Who said anything about being right?" I asked, my voice a low murmur. "Sometimes, wrong feels so good."
I could see the indecision in her eyes, the struggle. She knew she should push me away, should tell me to leave. But she didn't. She just lay there, her body pressed against mine, her eyes searching mine.

In the soft glow of the moonlight, I felt her body relax against mine, her muscles unwinding like a spring being slowly released. Her breath hitched, then steadied, her eyes fluttering closed as she sank into the warmth of our embrace. I could feel her heart pounding against her ribs, her blood rushing through her veins, her body coming alive under my touch.
I smiled, my hand cupping her cheek, my thumb brushing against her soft skin. "That's it, sweetheart," I murmured, my voice a low rumble. "Just relax. You're safe with me." She whimpered softly, her body melting into mine, her curves molding to the hard lines of my body. I could feel the heat of her, the softness of her skin, the way her body responded to my touch. I could feel the desire simmering within her, the hunger that matched my own.
I leaned in, my lips finding hers in the darkness. She stiffened for a moment, then melted into the kiss, her mouth opening to mine, her tongue tentatively touching mine. I groaned, my hand sliding into her hair, my fingers tangling in the soft curls. I deepened the kiss, my mouth claiming hers, my tongue exploring the
sweetness of her mouth.
She moaned softly, her body arching against mine, her hands clutching at my shoulders. I could feel the need in her, the hunger, the desire. I pulled back, my breath coming in short gasps, my heart pounding in my chest. I could see the confusion in her eyes, the question. Why had I stopped?
I smiled, my hand moving to her hip, my fingers tracing the curve of her body. "Shh," I 
whispered, my voice soothing. "We've got all night, sweetheart. There's no rush."
She bit her lip, her eyes searching mine. I could see the struggle within her, the battle between her desires and her conscience. I leaned in, my lips brushing against her ear. "You're doing so good, sweetheart," I murmured, my voice a low rumble. "You're being such a good girl for me." She shivered, her body pressing against mine, her breath coming in short gasps. I could see the pleasure in her eyes, the way her pupils dilated, the way her lips parted. I kissed her again, my hands roaming over her body, tracing the curves, the lines, the softness. I could feel her melting into my touch, her body responding to mine, her desire growing with each passing moment.
But I held back, my touch light, my kisses soft. I was teasing her, tantalizing her, building her desire, her hunger. I wanted her to want me, to need me, to crave my touch. I wanted her to beg for me, to plead for me, to surrender to me. I pulled back, my hands stilling on her body. She looked at me, her eyes filled with desire, her body tense with anticipation. I smiled, my thumb brushing against her lip. "Good girl," I whispered, my voice a low rumble. "You're doing so well."
She whimpered, her body pressing against mine, her eyes never leaving mine. I could see the hunger in her gaze, the need, the desire. I knew she wanted more, needed more. But I also knew she was enjoying the anticipation, the buildup, the slow burn.

I kissed her again, one last time, my mouth claiming hers, my tongue exploring the
sweetness of her mouth. Then, I pulled back, my hands moving to her hips, my fingers tangling in the soft fabric of her nightgown. "It's time to go to sleep, sweetheart," I murmured, my voice soft.
She looked at me, her eyes filled with confusion, with disappointment. "But... but I thought... I thought you wanted..." she stammered, her voice soft.
I smiled, my thumb brushing against her cheek. "I do, sweetheart," I said, my voice a low rumble. "More than you know. But I also want you to be well-rested. I want you ready for tomorrow, for what I have planned."
She bit her lip, her eyes searching mine. I could see the curiosity in her gaze, the question. What did I have planned? I just smiled, my hands pulling her closer, my body wrapping around hers. "Sleep now, sweetheart," I whispered, my voice soothing. "Tomorrow will be here before you know it."
She sighed, her body relaxing against mine, her eyes fluttering closed. I held her, my hands tracing patterns on her back, my body keeping her warm. I could feel her breath evening out, her body relaxing, her mind drifting off to sleep. I held her like that for a long time, my mind racing, my body tense with anticipation. Tomorrow was going to be a big day, a day of discoveries, of pleasures, of desires fulfilled. But for now, I just held her, my body wrapped around hers, my heart beating in time with hers. As she drifted off to sleep, I leaned in, my lips brushing against her ear. "Goodnight,
sweetheart," I whispered, my voice a low rumble. "Sweet dreams."

In the quiet of the night, with her body warm and pliant in my arms, I couldn't resist the temptation any longer. I had held back, had teased and tantalized, but now, I needed more. I needed to taste her, to touch her, to make her mine.
I started at her neck, my lips brushing against her soft skin, my tongue tracing the line of her jaw. She stirred slightly, her breath hitching in her throat, but she didn't wake. I smiled, my hands moving to her shoulders, pushing the fabric of her nightgown down, baring her breasts to the cool air.
They were perfect, round and full, her nipples already hard, begging for my touch. I leaned down, my mouth finding one, my tongue tracing the hard peak. She moaned softly, her body arching against mine, but she didn't wake. I sucked her nipple into my mouth, my teeth grazing the sensitive flesh, my hands kneading her soft breasts.
I moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention, the same love. I could feel her body responding, her breath coming in short gasps, her hips moving restlessly against mine. I smiled, my hands moving down her body, pushing her nightgown up, baring her to me. She was wet, her panties damp with her desire. I ran my fingers along her slit, feeling the heat, the wetness. She moaned, her body pressing against my hand, her hips moving in time with my touch. I slipped a finger inside her, feeling her tighten around me, her body responding to my touch.
I added another finger, my thumb finding her clit, rubbing in soft circles. She was close, I could feel it, her body tensing, her breath coming in short gasps. I leaned in, my lips finding her ear, my voice a low rumble. "That's it, sweetheart," I whispered. "Come for me. Let me feel you come around my fingers."
She moaned, her body arching, her hips pressing against my hand. I could feel her tighten around my fingers, her body shuddering as she came, her breath coming in short gasps. I kept moving, kept rubbing, kept whispering dirty words in her ear. "That's it, sweetheart. You're mine now. I'm going to breed you, claim you, make you my little slut. You're going to wake up every morning with my cum inside you, my baby growing in your belly."
She moaned, her body responding to my words, her hips moving in time with my touch. I could feel her coming again, her body tightening, her breath coming in short gasps. I kept moving, kept rubbing, kept whispering. "That's it, sweetheart. You're mine now. All mine. You're my little breeding slut, my little fuck toy. You're going to do everything I say, aren't you? You're going to be my good girl, my little slut, my little whore."
She moaned, her body shuddering as she came again, her body pressing against mine, her breath coming in short gasps. I kept moving, kept rubbing, kept whispering, my body tense with desire, my cock hard and aching. But I held back, my body keeping her warm, my hands keeping her safe.
I pulled my fingers out of her, my hands moving to her hips, pulling her against me. I could feel her body relaxing, her breath evening out, her mind drifting back to sleep. I held her like that, my body wrapped around hers, my heart beating in time with hers.

I pushed her onto her back, her body moving with my touch, her mind still lost in the fog of sleep. I climbed on top of her, my body pressing hers into the mattress. I could feel her breasts against my chest, her legs wrapping around my hips, her body responding to mine even in her sleep.
I reached between us, my hand wrapping around my cock, feeling the hardness, the need. I started to stroke, my hand moving up and down, my body tense with desire. I could feel the pleasure building, my breath coming in short gasps, my hips moving in time with my hand. I leaned down, my lips finding hers, my tongue exploring her mouth. She moaned, her body arching against mine, her hips moving restlessly. I could feel the heat of her, the wetness, her body responding to mine even in her sleep. I kept stroking, my hand moving faster, my body tensing. I could feel the pleasure building, my breath coming in short gasps, my hips moving in time with my hand. I was close, so close. I could feel it, the pressure building, the need, the desire.
I pulled back, my hand moving faster, my body tensing. I could feel it, the pleasure, the release, the explosion. I groaned, my body shuddering, my cock pulsing in my hand. I came, my cum shooting out, coating her body, marking her as mine.
I looked down at her, her body covered in my cum, her chest heaving, her eyes still closed. She was beautiful, her body flushed, her lips parted, her hair a mess of curls on the pillow. I leaned down, my lips finding hers, my tongue tracing the softness of her mouth.
I pulled back, my finger scooping up some of the cum and, then my hand moved between her legs, my fingers finding her pussy, feeling the heat, the wetness. I slipped a finger inside her, feeling her tighten around me, her body responding to my touch as I pushed my cum into her. I added another finger, my thumb finding her clit, rubbing in soft circles.
I leaned in, my lips finding her ear, my voice a low rumble. "That's it, sweetheart," I whispered. "This is what you get for being such a good girl. This is what happens when you let me in your bed. This is what happens when you let me mark you as mine."
She moaned, her body arching, her hips moving in time with my touch. I could feel her coming, her body tightening, her breath coming in short gasps. I kept moving, kept rubbing, kept whispering. "That's it, sweetheart. Come for me. Let me feel you come around my fingers. Let me feel your body take my cum, let me feel you become mine."
She came, her body shuddering, her breath coming in short gasps. I kept moving, kept rubbing, kept whispering. I could feel her body relaxing, her breath evening out, her mind drifting back to sleep. I pulled my fingers out of her, my hands moving to her hips, pulling her against me.
I looked down at her, her body covered in my cum, her chest heaving, her eyes still closed. She was mine now, marked, claimed, bred. I leaned in, my lips brushing against her ear. "Goodnight, sweetheart," I whispered, my voice soft. "Sweet dreams. Tomorrow, we'll start all over again." And with that, I closed my eyes, my body relaxing, my mind finally quiet. Tomorrow was going to be a big day, and I needed my rest. But for now, I just held her, my body wrapped around hers, my heart beating in time with hers. She was mine now, and I was never letting her go.

Chapter3 

I woke to the soft rustle of sheets, the creak of the bed frame. My eyes fluttered open to find her, my sweet little captive, trying to sneak out of bed. Her feet were already on the floor, her body tensed, ready to make a run for it. Not on my watch.
"Where do you think you're going?" I growled, my hand shooting out, wrapping around her wrist. She gasped, her body jerking to a halt, her eyes wide with surprise. She tried to pull away, but I held firm, my grip tightening.
"I... I have to go," she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. "I have things to do, people to see."
I scoffed, pulling her back towards the bed. "You have things to do with me," I said, my voice firm. "You don't get to leave this bed without my permission."
Before she could respond, I brought my hand down hard on her ass, the sound of the slap echoing through the room. She gasped, her body tensing, her ass clenching. I could feel the heat of her, the way her body responded to my touch. I spanked her again, and again, each slap punctuated by her soft moans, her pleas for me to stop.
But I didn't stop. I couldn't. I was too far gone, too consumed by the need to claim her, to mark her as mine. I spanked her until her ass was red, until she was begging for me to stop, to touch her, to fuck her. Then, I pulled her back onto the bed, my body covering hers, my mouth finding hers in a hungry kiss.
When I finally pulled back, she was breathless, her body trembling with need. "You're not going anywhere," I said, my voice a low rumble. "Not until you've given me my good morning kiss." She looked at me, her eyes filled with confusion, with desire. "What... what do you mean?" She whispered, her voice soft.
I smiled, my hand moving to her chin, my fingers tilting her head back. "You're mine now," I said, my voice firm. "And you don't leave this bed without giving me what's mine."
And with that, I leaned in, my mouth claiming hers, my tongue exploring the sweetness of her mouth. She moaned, her body pressing against mine, her hips moving restlessly.

I flipped her over gently, my hands moving to her hips, pulling her towards me. She gasped, her body tensing, her eyes wide with surprise. "What... what are you doing?" She stammered, her voice soft.
I smiled, my hands moving to her nightgown, pulling it up and over her head, baring her to me. "I'm taking care of you, sweetheart," I said, my voice soft, my hands moving to her ass, rubbing the soft flesh. "I was a little rough earlier, and I want to make it better."
She moaned, her body relaxing against mine, her hips moving restlessly. I could feel the heat of her, the way her body responded to my touch. I leaned down, my mouth finding her ass, my tongue tracing the soft flesh. She gasped, her body tensing, her hands clutching at the sheets. "Eli... what are you doing?" She whispered, her voice filled with confusion, with desire. I looked up at her, my eyes meeting hers. "I'm worshipping you, sweetheart," I said, my voice a low rumble. "Every inch of you."
And with that, I leaned in, my mouth finding her ass again, my tongue exploring the soft flesh, my teeth nibbling, my lips kissing. I could feel her body tensing, her hips moving, her moans filling the room. I moved lower, my tongue finding her hole, my mouth claiming her, my tongue exploring her.
She moaned, her body arching, her hips moving in time with my touch. I could feel her coming, her body tensing, her breath coming in short gasps. I kept moving, kept licking, kept kissing, kept exploring, my hands moving to her hips, holding her in place, my mouth claiming her, my tongue exploring her.
When she finally came down, her body relaxing, her breath evening out, I pulled back, my hands moving to her hips, pulling her against me. "Better?" I asked, my voice soft, my lips brushing against her ear.
She nodded, her body melting against mine, her eyes filled with desire, with satisfaction. "Yes," she whispered, her voice soft. "So much better." I smiled, my hands moving to her hair, tangling in the soft curls. "Good," I said, my voice a low rumble. "Because I'm not done with you yet."

I turned her around, my hands gripping her shoulders, pushing her down onto the bed. She gasped, her eyes wide with surprise, her body tensing. But I didn't give her time to react, to protest. I was already moving, straddling her chest, my cock hard and ready.
"Open your mouth, sweetheart," I said, my voice a low growl. She hesitated for a moment, then obeyed, her lips parting, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.
"Good girl," I whispered, my hands moving to her head, my fingers tangling in her hair. And then, I pushed my cock into her mouth, my hips moving gently, my body tensing as I felt the heat, the wetness.
She gagged at first, her body tensing, her hands clutching at my thighs. But I didn't stop, didn't pull back. I just kept moving, my hips moving gently, my cock sliding in and out of her mouth, my eyes never leaving hers.
I could feel the pleasure building, my breath coming in short gasps, my body tensing. I could feel her relaxing, her body melting into my touch, her mouth opening wider, taking more of me. I could feel her tongue, her lips, her throat, all working to please me, to make me come. I groaned, my hips moving faster, my body tensing. I could feel it, the pleasure, the release, the explosion. I came, my cock pulsing in her mouth, my cum shooting out, coating her tongue, her throat, her lips.
When I finally pulled back, she was gasping, her body trembling, her eyes filled with desire, with satisfaction. "That's one way to say good morning," she whispered, her voice soft, her lips curling into a smile.
I chuckled, my hands moving to her hips, pulling her against me. "That's not all I have planned for you, sweetheart," I said, my voice a low rumble. "But for now, I think it's time for breakfast."

Chapter4 

I watched her move around the kitchen, her body graceful, her hands sure. She was making breakfast, her hair a mess of curls, her cheeks flushed from the heat of the stove. I could see the tension in her shoulders, the way she kept glancing at me, her eyes filled with nerves, with desire.
I leaned back in my chair, my eyes never leaving hers. "You know, you look good enough to eat," I said, my voice a low rumble. She blushed, her eyes darting away, her hands moving faster. "Stop it," she said, her voice soft, her body tensing. "I'm trying to cook here."
I chuckled, my hands moving to her hips, pulling her back against me. "I know," I said, my voice a low murmur. "And I appreciate it. But I can't help it. You're just so... tempting."
She gasped, her body tensing as my hands moved to her stomach, my fingers splaying out, feeling the soft flesh. I could feel the heat of her, the way her body responded to mine. I moved my hands up, cupping her breasts, my thumbs brushing against her nipples. She moaned, her body arching, her hips moving restlessly. "Eli," she whispered, her voice filled with warning. "The food."
I smiled, my hands moving to her hair, tangling in the soft curls. "Fuck the food," I said, my voice a low growl. "I want you. Now."
And with that, I turned her around, my mouth finding hers in a hungry kiss, my hands moving to her ass, pulling her against me. She moaned, her body melting into mine, her hips moving in time with mine. I could feel the heat of her, the need, the desire. I was going to breed her, mark her as mine, make her my little fuck toy. And she was going to love every minute of it.

I picked her up, her legs wrapping around my waist, her arms tangling around my neck. I carried her to the table, laying her down, my body covering hers. I could feel the hardness of the wood against my knees, the way her body squirmed beneath mine.
I looked down at her, my eyes filled with hunger, with desire. "I'm going to breed you," I said, my voice a low growl. "I'm going to fill you up with my cum, make you my little breeding slut." She whimpered, her body arching, her hips moving restlessly. I could feel the heat of her, the way her body responded to mine. I moved my hands to her nightgown, pulling it up, baring her to me. I could see the wetness between her legs, the way her body ached for me.
I unzipped my pants, my cock hard and ready. I pushed into her, my body tensing as I felt the heat, the wetness. She moaned, her body arching, her hips moving in time with mine. I could feel the pleasure building, my breath coming in short gasps, my body tensing. "Fuck, you feel so good," I growled, my hips moving faster, my body slamming into hers. "You're mine now, you understand? All mine." She whimpered, her body arching, her hips moving in time with mine. I could feel her coming, her body tensing, her breath coming in short gasps. I kept moving, kept slamming into her, my body tensing, my cock pulsing, my cum shooting out, filling her, breeding her.
When I finally pulled back, she was breathless, her body trembling, her eyes filled with satisfaction, with desire. I leaned down, my mouth finding hers, my tongue exploring the sweetness of her mouth. "That's one way to start the day," I whispered, my voice soft. "But I'm not done with you yet. Not by a long shot."

"Come here," I said, my voice a low growl. She stumbled, her body pressing against mine, her eyes filled with confusion, with desire. I led her to the table, my hands moving to her hips, lifting her, laying her down.
She gasped, her body tensing as the cold wood pressed against her back. I smiled, my hands moving to her thighs, pushing them apart, spreading her wide. She whimpered, her body squirming, her eyes filled with embarrassment, with need.
"Eli," she whispered, her voice soft. "What are you doing?"
I looked at her, my eyes filled with hunger, with desire. "I'm going to breed you," I said, my voice a low rumble. "I'm going to fill you up with my cum, make you mine."
She whimpered, her body arching, her hips moving restlessly. I could see the heat in her eyes, the way her body responded to mine. I moved between her legs, my cock hard and ready. I pushed into her, my body tensing as I felt the heat, the wetness.
She moaned, her body arching, her hips moving in time with mine. I moved slowly, my hips moving in long, deep strokes, my body slamming into hers. I could feel the pleasure building, my breath coming in short gasps, my body tensing. "Fuck, you feel so good," I growled, my hips moving slower, my body slamming into hers, my cock pulsing, my cum shooting out, filling her, breeding her. "You're mine now, you
understand? All mine."
She whimpered, her body arching, her hips moving in time with mine. I could feel her coming, her body tensing, her breath coming in short gasps. I kept moving, kept slamming into her, my body tensing, my cock pulsing, my cum shooting out, filling her, breeding her.

Epilogue 

I watched her pace the room, her eyes darting to the door every few seconds, her hands wringing nervously. She was a wreck, her body tense, her eyes filled with fear. I could see the panic rising in her, the way her breath came in short gasps, the way her hands trembled.
"Sweetheart, come here," I said, my voice soft, my hands reaching out for her. She hesitated for a moment, then walked over to me, her body shaking, her eyes filled with tears.
"It's going to be okay," I murmured, my hands moving to her hair, tangling in the soft curls. "He's not going to hurt you. Not while I'm here." She bit her lip, her eyes filled with doubt. "But... what if he finds out?" She whispered, her voice soft. "What if he sees us, sees what we've been doing?"
I smiled, my hands moving to her nightgown, pulling it up, baring her to me. "Then I'll tell him," I said, my voice firm. "I'll tell him that you're mine now, that you belong to me. And there's nothing he can do to stop me."
She gasped, her body tensing, her eyes wide with shock. "Eli... you can't... you can't do that," she stammered, her voice soft.
I chuckled, my hands moving to her tits, cupping them, feeling the soft flesh. "Watch me," I said, my voice low. I pulled her onto my lap, her legs straddling mine, her body pressing against mine. I could feel the heat of her, the way her body responded to mine.
I moved my hands to her hips, pulling her against me, my cock hard and ready. I pushed into her, my body tensing as I felt the heat, the wetness. She moaned, her body arching, her hips moving in time with mine.
"Fuck, you feel so good," I growled, my hips moving slowly, my body slamming into hers, my hands moving to her tits, playing with them, pinching her nipples. I could feel her relaxing, her body melting into mine, her breath coming in soft gasps.
I heard the door open, heard the footsteps in the hall. I looked up, my eyes meeting her
husband's. He stood there, shock written all over his face, his eyes wide with surprise, with anger.
I smiled, my hands moving to her hips, pulling her against me, my cock slamming into her, my body tensing, my cum shooting out, filling her, breeding her. "She's mine now," I said, my voice firm. "And there's nothing you can do to stop me."

I watched her husband's face pale, his eyes wide with shock, anger, and a hint of fear. He stood there, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water, his hands clenching and 
unclenching at his sides. I could see the anger boiling beneath the surface, the way his body tensed, the way his jaw tightened. But I didn't stop. I couldn't. I was too far gone, too consumed by the feel of her body, the way she moved beneath me, the way she moaned, her hips moving in time with mine.
I kept moving, my hips slamming into hers, my cock pulsing, my cum shooting out, filling her, breeding her. I could feel her body tensing, her breath coming in short gasps, her moans filling the room. I looked up, my eyes meeting her husband's, a smirk playing on my lips. "She's mine now," I said, my voice firm. "You can't have her. Not anymore."
He sputtered, his face turning red, his hands clenching into fists. "What... what are you doing here?" He stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. "How... how could you... she's my wife!" I chuckled, my hands moving to her tits, pinching her nipples, making her moan. "Not anymore," I said, my voice low. "She belongs to me now. And there's nothing you can do to stop me."
He took a step forward, his hands clenched, his body tense. "I... I won't let you... I'll call the police, I'll-"
I cut him off, my hips slamming into hers, my cock pulsing, my cum shooting out, filling her, breeding her. "Go ahead," I said, my voice firm. "Call them. Tell them how you found your wife, riding my cock, her body filled with my cum. Tell them how you can't stop me, how you can't take her away from me."
He hesitated, his body tensing, his eyes filled with anger, with fear. He knew he was beaten, knew there was nothing he could do to stop me. I looked down at her, my eyes filled with hunger, with desire. She was mine now, completely, utterly. And I was never going to let her go. I kept moving, my hips slamming into hers, my body tensing, my cum shooting out, filling her, breeding her. I could feel her body tensing, her breath coming in short gasps, her moans filling the room. I looked up at her husband, a smirk playing on my lips. "You can watch if you want," I said, my voice low. "Or you can leave. Either way, she's mine. And there's nothing you can do to stop me."
He stood there for a moment, his body tense, his eyes filled with anger, with defeat. Then, he turned and walked out of the room, his shoulders slumped, his head hung low. I smiled, my hands moving to her hips, pulling her against me, my cock slamming into her, my body tensing, my cum shooting out, filling her, breeding her. She was mine now, completely, utterly. And I was going to make sure she knew it.
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He knew he should stay away. But he couldn’t resist
temptation
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