
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Storm and the Virgin:

A rainy night. A spare key. A girl who thought she was safe 

Chapter1

It’s the thunder that finally gets me moving. Not the first few rolls—they’ve been building for a while—but the one that cracks hard enough to make my windows rattle in their frames. Lights flicker. Go dark. Whole neighborhood goes quiet.

I set the flashlight down on the counter and listen. No hum of the fridge. No AC. Just rain on the roof and that thin electric silence that only happens when everything shuts off at once.

And then I think of her.
Maddie. 

Next door. Twenty-two. Home alone while her folks tour Europe for a month. I watched them load their luggage into the Uber two weeks ago and her dad had the nerve to call across the yard, “Keep an eye on my girl, huh?” like he didn’t realize what kind of man I was asking that of.
Or maybe he did.

Maybe that’s why he asked. 

I grab my coat, shove the key into my back pocket — their spare, the one they gave me back when she was still in high school and I came over to bleed their radiators and change lightbulbs her dad didn’t know how to touch. Not like me.

Rain’s steady by the time I step onto the porch. It beads on my skin, crawls down the back of my neck. Her house is all dark except for the glow of candles in one upstairs window—her room.

She didn’t call. Didn’t text. Maybe she’s fine.
But I don’t care.
I step through her gate, pull the key out, and let myself in.
No knock. I never planned to. 

The living room’s still and warm, faint cinnamon from the candle burning on the table. The flicker of it throws long shadows on the wall. I move slow. Quiet. No need to call out. The stairs don’t creak when I take them one at a time, hand brushing the rail.

When I reach her door, it’s cracked just an inch.
I push it open.
And there she is. 

Curled in the middle of the bed like a thing trying to stay small. Pillows all around her, blanket pulled halfway up, one pale leg sticking out. She’s got her phone in one hand, a candle on the nightstand, and the softest goddamn look on her face—eyelashes fluttering every time the thunder rolls.

She doesn’t see me yet. She’s in a little tank top, no bra, straps thin and slipped off one shoulder. The blanket’s low enough I can see her ribs shift when she breathes, the little shiver that runs through her when lightning flashes.

I step closer.
The floor creaks.
Her head turns fast, eyes wide, mouth parted. No scream. Just a sharp inhale.
“Shhh,” I murmur, hand up. “It’s me.” 

“Mr. Calloway?” Her voice is so soft it’s barely there. She pushes herself up on her elbows, blinking like she’s still not sure.

“You alright?” I ask, already knowing the answer. She looks like a lamb stuck in the middle of a storm. “The power’s out.”
“I know. I saw your light. Thought I’d check in.” 

She nods, then glances down like she just realized what she’s wearing. Pulls the blanket up instinctively—not fast, not flirtatious. Just modest.

Good.
“I didn’t hear the door.”
“I’ve still got the spare key.”
“You didn’t knock…” 

“No,” I say. “I didn’t.” She presses her lips together. Doesn’t argue. Doesn’t ask me to leave.

The rain picks up. Thunder rolls again—closer, louder. She flinches.
I take another step in. Her breath catches.
“I’m gonna sit,” I say, low. “That okay?”
She nods. Just a little. 

I ease myself down on the edge of the bed, close enough to see the goosebumps on her arm. Close enough to smell her skin. Clean. Warm. She pulls her knees up under the blanket, curls into herself again.

“Scared of storms?” I ask.
She shrugs. “Just… hate being alone in the dark.” She’s not anymore.
Another flash of lightning lit the room, just for a second—long enough to catch the way she trembled. 

Not just a flinch. Her whole body jumped, like the thunder reached straight into her chest and rattled her bones. Her eyes went glassy. Not crying, but close. Just trying to be brave in the dark.

And I couldn’t watch it from the edge of the bed anymore. 

I stood up slow, watching her the whole time. Then slid my coat off and let it drop to the floor. My boots followed. She didn’t say a word—just stared, breath shallow, blanket clutched to her chest.

Then I bent down and lifted the edge of her comforter, stepped one leg in, then the other, and slid in next to her, fully clothed, warm and big under the same covers. Her eyes widened. She didn’t back away.

Didn’t speak.
Didn’t move.
She just watched me—like her breath would shatter if she let it go too fast. 

I reached for her slow, cupped the back of her neck first, then slid my arm around her waist and pulled her in.

Her body went still for a second.
Then melted. 

So fucking soft. I tucked her in close, chest to her back, both arms wrapping around her middle. She was shaking all over. I kissed the back of her head.

“Shhh. It’s alright,” I murmured, low against her temple. “You’re okay, baby girl. I’ve got you.” 

She let out this tiny, broken sound —more breath than voice—and curled tighter into me, hands gripping my forearm like she needed something to hold onto.

Another crack of thunder boomed outside.
She jerked, breath catching.
I held her tighter. 

“You’re safe,” I said, slower now, closer to her ear. “No one’s gonna touch you. Not while I’m here. Not a damn thing.”
She made this sound—almost a whimper—and buried her face in the pillow, her whole body pressed into mine now, her thighs tucked up, ass nestled right against my hips.

I couldn’t help the way my hand slid lower.
Not far. Just over her stomach, warm and trembling, fingers splayed. 

“You’re alright,” I whispered again. “Just breathe, baby girl. You don’t have to do anything. Just let me hold you.”

She nodded. I felt it against my chin.
Good girl. 

I kissed her head again. Slower this time. Then let my hand roam just a little—stroking her hip through the blanket, fingers curling gently, never rushing. She didn’t stop me.

Didn’t say a word.
Just stayed there, breathing me in like I was the only thing keeping the dark from swallowing her whole.
She didn’t stop shaking. 

Even tucked in against me, even wrapped in both arms like a bundle of nerves and heat and softness, she kept trembling, just under the surface. Like her body wanted to settle but didn’t know how. Like she didn’t trust it yet.

I slid my hand over her belly again, slower this time. My palm warm, fingers spreading wide to cover more of her. Her tank top had ridden up just enough for skin. Bare, smooth, tight with tension.

I rubbed soft circles there. She exhaled.
Not a word, just this sweet little sound of release, like she’d finally let one breath go.
“There you go,” I whispered, voice brushing her ear. “That’s it, baby girl.” 

She pressed back into me without even meaning to. Her hips nudged mine under the blanket and stayed there. Fit just right.

I kissed her temple, barely a graze. 

“Such a good girl,” I murmured. “So quiet. So sweet. You didn’t even call for help, did you? Just stayed here all alone, scared in the dark.”

Her head nodded a fraction. The movement so slight I might’ve missed it if I wasn’t already breathing her in. “Didn’t have to,” I said, dragging my hand lower again. Not far. Just slow strokes over her belly. “You knew I’d come.”

She didn’t respond. But her breathing changed. Shallower. Slower. A tension in her thighs now—faint, but there.

“You feel good in my arms,” I told her, words rasping low in my throat. “Like you were meant to be right here. Curled up against me. Warm and soft. Look at you, baby girl…”

My fingers brushed the hem of her panties. She twitched.
But didn’t move away.
Didn’t speak. 

I kept it slow. Gentle. I dragged the edge of the fabric down just an inch, exposing more of her hip. My thumb traced the skin there, lazy little circles.

“You don’t have to say anything,” I murmured. “You’re doing so good. Just lay here and let me take care of you. Let me make you feel safe.”

Another breath caught in her chest. She turned her face just slightly, cheek pressing back into my jaw.
I nosed into her hair, scent of her shampoo mixing with candle smoke and rain through the cracked window. 

“You’re shaking less now,” I said. “You feel that? Your body knows. It trusts me. Knows I won’t let anything touch you.”

My hand glided over her again, over the curve of her waist, down her hip, grazing the top of her thigh now. Still outside the blanket. Still just touches.
“You’ve needed this for a long time, haven’t you?” I whispered. “Someone to hold you like this. Talk to you like this. Make you feel like you matter.”

She let out this tiny, hitched sigh—barely there, but full of weight.
And then she pressed her thighs together, tight.
I smiled.
“There she is,” I said. “My sweet girl. You don’t even realize what you’re doing, do you?”
My hand came back to her stomach, firmer now. Holding her there, cradled against me. 

“Just let me keep touching you. Just like this. You don’t have to think. Just feel.”
I let the blanket slide a little, exposing more of her thighs to the candlelight. My fingers followed.

Still slow.
Still gentle.
But hungrier now.
Her thighs squeezed tighter. 

That sweet, instinctive tension —nervous and wanting at the same time. She was still quiet, still pressed tight to me like I was her shield from the storm, but her body was speaking clearer than her lips ever could.

And fuck, I was listening. 

“Don’t be scared,” I murmured, my voice low and slow against her ear. “You’re doing so good, baby girl. Just keep breathing. Let me feel you.”
My hand slid down again, fingertips grazing the inside of her thigh now, warm and trembling under the blanket. I kept the rhythm steady—soft, slow strokes, back and forth—coaxing, not rushing. She tensed a little more, breath catching.

“You’re not used to this, are you,” I whispered. Not a question.
She froze.
Her silence said everything. 

I moved in closer behind her, hips flush against the curve of her ass, my chest pressed to her back, breath hot at her neck.

“That’s alright. You don’t have to be. I’ve got you. I’ll take care of everything.”
I slid my hand higher, fingers hooking the edge of her panties.

She shifted, just a little—like her body wasn’t sure whether to pull away or arch into it.
I didn’t give her the choice. 

“You ever had a man touch you like this?” I asked, voice thick in her ear, my fingers now inside the waistband. I was slow. God, I was careful. But I wasn’t stopping.

She shook her head. The smallest nod side to side. 

I groaned, soft but full of heat, my cock straining hard behind the zipper, pressed right up against the curve of her. Still outside. Still clothed. But pulsing.

“Didn’t think so,” I murmured. “Goddamn. No wonder you’re shaking.”
Her panties slid down her thigh, inch by inch, and I guided her onto her back, gentle as I could, never leaving her body. My hand braced her hip, the other sliding the blanket down just far enough to see the softness of her thighs, the slight rise of her belly, that tank top clinging to the curve of her chest.

She was biting her lip now. Eyes wide. Scared—but not of me.
Scared because this was the first time.
I bent over her, kissed her cheek, her jaw, her temple. 

“You’re my good girl, aren’t you?” I whispered. “Letting me touch you like this. Letting me show you what it feels like to be wanted.”

My hand slid between her thighs.
Hot. So fucking warm. 

My fingers found her soft little slit and she gasped, whole body twitching as I eased one down the length of her, slow, through the slickness already there. She was wet—so wet. Virgin or not, her body was ready.

Her hips bucked, just a twitch, a reflex.
“Oh, baby,” I growled, my fingers curling into her thigh. “You didn’t even know, did you?” 

I dragged my fingertips back up, parting her just slightly, feeling the way she clenched under every touch.

“You’ve been aching for this and didn’t even know what it was. Poor thing. All alone, no one to show you. But I’m here now. I’ll teach you.”

Her hand gripped my forearm—tight—but not to stop me.
Just something to hold onto. 

I kissed the corner of her mouth. She turned her face up to me like she needed it. I gave her another. And another. Slow. Possessive.

My fingers slid down again, slipping through her folds, slick and pulsing around me. 

“I’m gonna make you feel everything you’ve been missing,” I whispered. “Gonna take my time with you. Stretch you open slow, make you moan for me, make you come all over my fingers before I even think about what comes next.”

She whimpered then.
Lips parting. Breath shivering.
“Shhh. That’s it. Let me in, baby girl.” And I slid one finger inside her.
Tight. So fucking tight I had to grit my teeth.
She arched up, gasped, clutching me like she didn’t know if it hurt or felt good. Probably both.
Her body squeezed me like it wanted more but didn’t know how to ask. 

“You feel that?” I growled, dragging my mouth down to her neck. “That’s my finger inside your tight little pussy. First thing to ever stretch you there.”

She nodded frantically, eyes wide, lips parted, breath stuck in her throat.
I kissed her jaw again, voice rough against her skin. “And it won’t be the last.” 

She clenched around me like her body wasn’t ready to let go of anything. Hot, soaked, and tight—so fucking tight I could barely get my finger past the first knuckle without her hips jolting. She gasped, then whimpered, hand digging into my forearm, holding it like she’d fall if she didn’t.

“Easy, baby girl,” I whispered, voice rough with restraint. “You’re okay. You’re doing perfect.” 

I kissed her again —her cheek, her jaw, just behind her ear where her skin was warmest. Her breathing stuttered, chest rising quick under the thin fabric of her tank top, nipples hard and straining against it.

“You feel that stretch?” I murmured. “That’s your little pussy learning what it’s like to be touched right. First time’s always like this—tight, deep, overwhelming.”

She let out this tiny, broken noise —ahh—breathless and sweet. Her legs shifted wider on instinct. Her hips rolled just a little, trying to get away or trying to get more—maybe both.
I didn’t let her escape. My free hand braced her hip, thumb stroking soft, firm lines against her skin to ground her. My finger stayed deep inside, still, pulsing, letting her adjust. Letting her realize she could take it.

“You’ve never even touched yourself like this, have you?” I whispered against her neck, grazing my teeth over her skin.

She shook her head, breath hitched.
“Fuck,” I groaned into her throat. “You were made for this. For me.” 

Her hips rocked again —smaller this time. Slower. Like her body wanted more now that the first shock had passed. She was opening up for me. I could feel it in every little twitch.

I started moving. Just a slow curl of my finger inside her, dragging along that sensitive front wall. Her back arched, mouth parting in a silent moan.

“That’s it. Just like that. Let me work you open.” 

I kissed her again, deeper this time —her mouth turning up to meet mine without hesitation. She tasted like heat and lightning, soft lips parting for me. She let me claim it, tongue slow, breath shaky.

Then my finger slipped out, and I pressed two together.
She tensed.
Her whole body stiffened. 

I paused. Just kissed her jaw. Let my voice drop into her ear like a secret.
“You want more, baby girl?” I murmured. “You want to be stretched for real?”

She didn’t speak. Just clutched my wrist tighter.
I pressed both fingers in. 

She gasped —head falling back, thighs tightening around my hand. Her pussy clamped down so hard I had to slow down just to fit. But I didn’t stop. Just kept easing deeper, knuckle by knuckle, until both were inside her.

“There you go,” I breathed, voice gone ragged. “God, you’re taking it so good. You’re so fuckin’ tight, baby. This pussy’s never had anything like this, has it?”

She shook her head, tears shining in the corners of her eyes—but not pain. Just sensation. 

Overwhelmed. My fingers started to move, slow pumps, shallow at first, watching the way her face changed with every inch. Her mouth stayed open, breath coming in short little gasps, hands fisting in the blanket.

“You’re perfect,” I whispered. “Perfect little virgin cunt. You feel what I’m doing to you? That’s me teaching your body how to come.”

Her legs started to tremble. 

I pressed my palm against her mound, angled just right, and started curling my fingers harder, deeper. Finding that spot inside her that made her breath stutter, her toes curl. Her hips jerked and she choked on a moan.

“Oh fuck, that’s it,” I growled. “Right there. You feel that?”
She cried out—nghhh—head turning, breathless, lost. 

I didn’t stop. “You’re close, baby girl. Let go for me. Come on my fingers. Just for me.”

She shook her head, barely able to speak, body trembling all over. 

“You can,” I whispered. “Let it happen. I’ve got you. I’m not going anywhere. Just feel it, baby. You don’t have to hold back.”

Her thighs clamped down around my wrist. Her body arched, mouth wide—and then she shattered.
Came hard. 

Her whole body seized around me, pussy spasming tight around my fingers, thighs shaking, whimpering through it like she didn’t know how to breathe. I kept working her, drawing it out, curling deep, slow pressure until she was wrung out and gasping, flushed head to toe.

Then I eased out, kissed her sweat-damp temple, and held her close while her heart thudded wild against my chest.

“You did so good,” I whispered, voice hoarse with hunger. “So fuckin’ good for me.”
She was still shaking, but now it was aftershocks, not fear.
Her hand moved over my wrist.
Not to stop me. Just to keep me there. 

Chapter2

She was still gasping. 

That sweet, broken kind of breathing that only comes after your first real orgasm—body flushed, lips parted, soaked and trembling, not quite believing what just happened. Her thighs twitched every few seconds. Her chest heaved. The room was hot with candlelight and rain, thunder low and distant now, like it had spent itself the same time she did.

I pulled my fingers from her slowly, gliding them up over her inner thigh, watching the way she shivered again when I passed too close to the edge. She whimpered, soft and wrecked.

“Sensitive now, huh?” I murmured, pressing a kiss to her jaw. “That’s alright. You can take more.” 

She turned her face toward me, eyes glassy and wide, mouth slack. I kissed her, slow and deep, tasting her little sigh as she melted under me again.
Then I shifted, pulled back, and dragged the blanket down farther—off her hips, her belly, her thighs.

“Open for me, baby girl,” I said softly.
She didn’t hesitate. 

She spread her legs, slow and shy, laying bare the mess I’d made of her. Her pussy was swollen, slick, glistening in the flicker of the candle, thighs damp with it. She blushed when I looked—tried to close them again just an inch.

I gripped her knees.
“No,” I said gently. “Keep them open. Let me look at you.”
She did. 

Good girl. I knelt between her legs, still fully dressed. The heat between us was almost unbearable—my cock straining against my jeans, aching to be inside her. But I wasn’t going to fuck her yet. Not tonight. Not like that.

She wasn’t ready.
But she’d feel me.
“Eyes on me,” I told her, voice rough now. “You watch what I do.”
She nodded, wide-eyed. 

I unzipped my jeans slow, the sound loud in the stillness. Her eyes followed the movement. She swallowed hard.

I pulled myself out, thick and heavy, cock flushed and leaking at the tip. Her lips parted when she saw it. I watched her expression change—fear and awe and curiosity all tangled up in one.

“You feel how big I am against your ass?” I said, stroking once, slow. “That’s me, baby. This cock’s gonna stretch you one day. But not yet.”

She whimpered, thighs twitching. 

“Tonight,” I said, lowering myself down, bracing one hand on the mattress beside her, “you’re just gonna feel what it’s like to be claimed.”

I pressed forward, not to her entrance, but between her thighs—hot, slick skin parting as I pushed between them, sliding my cock through the mess I’d made of her. Her pussy lips wrapped around the sides of my shaft, wet and soft, not inside but so goddamn close I could feel the heat of her clench every time she twitched.

She moaned, high and needy, her hands clutching the sheets.
“Feel that?” I growled, grinding slow between her legs. “That’s me. That’s what you did to me. Look how soaked you are, baby girl. I’m sliding through it like your little cunt’s begging for it.”

She cried out—quiet, raw—and tilted her hips up, trying to give me more.
I pinned them down.
“Nuh-uh. You stay still. Let me do it.” 

I rocked my hips, dragging my cock back and forth through her folds, every pass gliding right over her clit, swollen and overworked. She gasped, body jerking, eyes wide.

“Too much?” I asked, not slowing down. 

She shook her head —but it looked more like a plea than an answer.
I did it again. And again. Each slow grind making her moan, her thighs clench, her back arch.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I said, voice thick. “You’re gonna come again just like this. Not even inside you yet. Just my cock rubbing your sweet little virgin pussy until you come all over it.”

Her hands reached for me, clung to my arms, fingers digging in like she was trying to ground herself.
I leaned in, lips brushing her ear. 

“You’re mine now, baby girl,” I whispered. “No one else gets to touch you. No one else sees this. You give that sweet little body to me.”

She sobbed then. Not from pain. Not fear. 

Just overwhelmed. And when my cock dragged over her clit again, slow and firm, her whole body jerked—and she came, hard, right there between my thighs. Crying out, legs shaking, nails biting into my skin.

I groaned, hips stuttering against her.
Held back. Barely.
I pressed my forehead to hers, breathing ragged.
“You feel that?” I whispered, voice like gravel. “Next time… I’ll be inside you.” 

Her body was still trembling under me —legs slick, twitching, pussy flushed and throbbing from the second orgasm I’d wrung out of her with nothing but slow, deep pressure and the weight of my cock gliding through her folds. She was ruined. Breathless. Beautiful.

But I wasn’t done. Not even close. 

I slid back, dragging the head of my cock one last time through her soaked slit, watching her twitch, her thighs trying to close around me.

“Shhh,” I murmured. “I know, baby girl. You’re all sensitive now, aren’t you.” 

She nodded, dazed, eyes glassy with whatever headspace she was falling into. Her hands curled weakly in the sheets, her lips parted, soft little gasps still slipping out of her mouth.

I wrapped a hand around the base of my cock, slow, squeezing tight. It was soaked with her—her slick smeared down the length, glistening in the candlelight. My own precome beading thick at the tip. The sight of her under me like that, thighs spread, face flushed and helpless—it was a miracle I hadn’t come already.

But not yet. Not like that.
I leaned over her, voice low in her ear, fingers stroking down the side of her face.
“You wanna be good for me one more time, baby girl?” I asked.
She turned toward the sound of my voice, blinking up at me, still catching her breath.
“Yes…” she whispered. Barely. 

I smiled. Kissed her once, slow and soft. Then pulled back, dragging my cock over her belly so she could feel it again—thick, hot, pulsing against her skin.

“Good girl,” I said. “Then show me that mouth.” She blinked, confused at first. 

I gripped her chin gently, turned her face up to mine. “You feel that mess all over my cock? That’s you, baby. You’re dripping down my shaft. You gonna help clean it up?”

She flushed deep—so red it crept down her throat—but she nodded. Eyes wide. 

I sat back on my heels, still between her thighs, and guided her up slowly. Her body was sluggish, trembling, but she rose anyway, coming up onto her elbows, then sitting upright, knees folded under her.

Her eyes dropped to my cock. Her lips parted.
She’d never done this before either. 

That only made it sweeter. I brought my hand to the back of her head, fingers threading into her hair. Not rough. Not yet. Just possessive. Steady.

“Stick out your tongue,” I said.
She obeyed—slowly, shyly. 

I leaned forward, dragged the head of my cock across it—slow, heavy, thick with slick. Her taste and mine. She moaned when it hit her tongue, a shaky little sound that made me groan low in my throat.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Taste yourself, baby girl.”
I eased forward a little more, rubbing it across her lips, letting her get used to the weight, the size, the heat of it.
“Open wider,” I said, and when she did, I slid the tip past her lips.
Not deep. Just the head, slow, giving her time to adjust.
She wrapped her lips around it—tight, tentative.
“Oh fuck,” I growled, hips twitching forward. “Look at you…”
Her eyes flicked up to mine—unsure but trying. Brave.
“Good girl,” I whispered, brushing hair out of her face. “You’re making Daddy so proud right now.”
She whined around me, the sound vibrating down my length, and I hissed through my teeth. 

I started to guide her. One hand tight in her hair, the other stroking her cheek. Her mouth was hot, wet, unsure—but willing. She sucked gently, eyes wide, letting me move her head in shallow bobs over the tip, her spit mixing with the mess already there.
“You feel that?” I rasped, watching her lips stretch around me. “That’s how you worship cock, baby girl. Just like that. Fuckin’ perfect.”

Her eyes fluttered. Her tongue licked along the underside as I pulled back, and I groaned again—louder this time.

“Shit. You’re gonna learn fast, aren’t you?” 

She made a little sound of agreement, lips still wrapped around the tip, tongue still teasing. It was messy already—spit clinging to her chin, her thighs still slick and trembling.

I pulled her back gently, kissed her mouth even though she was wet with me. 

“You did so good,” I whispered, forehead pressed to hers. “So fucking good. 
She looked up at me, lips kiss-swollen, chin slick, eyes heavy-lidded and soft. Her cheeks were still flushed, her thighs trembling from everything I’d just wrung out of her, and her chest rose in little shallow breaths like her body hadn’t caught up yet.

I brushed my thumb across her mouth, slow, wiping the mess away.
She leaned into it. 

I kissed her again, gentle this time. Slow and warm, the way she needed after something that raw. Her mouth parted under mine, open and trusting, like she’d already forgotten to be shy. My cock still throbbed between us, aching hard against my zipper, but I didn’t care. Not yet.

Tonight was about her.
“Come here,” I murmured, easing her back down onto the bed.
She didn’t resist. 

Just curled into me like it was the most natural thing in the world. Like this was what her body had been waiting for—someone to hold her after, to stay, to make the world feel small and safe again.

I pulled the blanket up over us and lay behind her, chest to her back, legs tangled with hers, my arm draped heavy over her waist. My cock nestled into the cleft of her ass, thick and insistent, but I made no move to take more. Just held her there, kept her close.

Her breath steadied.
“You did so good for me,” I murmured into her hair. “So fucking good, baby girl.”
She made a small sound, soft and sleepy. Her hand found mine under the blanket and held it tight.
“Didn’t know it would feel like that,” she whispered. I smiled, pressed a kiss to her temple.
“You never forget your first time coming like that,” I said. “And next time? It’ll be even better.”
Her body tensed for half a second—then relaxed again, like she liked the promise in it.
I rocked against her, barely a grind, just enough for her to feel me still there. 

“You felt how ready you were for me,” I whispered. “The way you opened up, took my fingers like your little cunt had been waiting its whole life for it.”

She whimpered again, squirmed back against me just a little, her ass brushing the hard line of my cock.
I groaned softly, biting back the urge to flip her and take her now.
But I didn’t.
She wasn’t ready.
And I wasn’t going to fuck this up by rushing.
“Sleep now,” I said, stroking her hip slowly. “I’ll still be here in the morning.”
She shifted again, smaller now, breathing out against the pillow like she was letting the last bit of fear go.
The storm was dying outside. The wind quieter. Rain steady but soft now. Just background.
In the silence, I felt her body melt fully into mine. 

My sweet little virgin, soaked and aching and broken open in my arms, falling asleep with my cock still hard against her and no one else in the world knowing how close I’d brought her to the edge of everything she’d ever been afraid to feel.

Chapter3

The storm hadn’t left. 

Morning light barely touched the windows, just a dim, gray wash slipping through the curtains, rain tapping steady against the glass. Thunder rumbled low in the distance again, softer now, but still there. Still close. The whole world felt slow, heavy, wrapped in gray and hush.

And she was still asleep. 

Curled on her side, tucked under the blanket, breathing soft and even. Her tank top had ridden up in the night, just a strip of cotton across her chest now, her hips bare beneath the covers, thighs parted in that sleepy, trusting way only innocence slept in.

She looked undone. 

Still flushed from what I’d done to her hours before. Still swollen between the legs where my fingers had worked her open, where I’d ground my cock against her sweet virgin slit until she came all over me.

I’d stayed hard through the night. 

Pressed up against her back, aching, leaking, but holding back. Letting her sleep. Letting her settle into the heat of it, letting her learn how it felt to be claimed without being taken.

But now…
Now I was awake.
And the rain hadn’t stopped.
And neither had the need. 

I leaned up on one elbow, pushing the blanket down, slow and quiet, uncovering her inch by inch. Her legs shifted slightly. Still asleep. Still soft.
I bent low and kissed the side of her knee.

Then the inside of her thigh.
She twitched. 

I kissed higher. Slower. Open-mouthed now, dragging my tongue along her skin, tasting the ghost of last night still clinging there. My hands eased her thighs apart, and she moaned quietly in her sleep, just a sound of her hips moving, like her body was remembering the rhythm before her mind could catch up.

I pressed a kiss right over the soft, bare mound of her pussy.
She gasped—awake now, sudden, eyes fluttering open.
“Shhh,” I whispered against her skin. “It’s still raining. 

No rush.”
Her hand found my shoulder, fingers curling there. Not pushing. Just holding on.

Her legs parted a little more on their own.
Good girl.
“You’re still soaked,” I murmured, breath hot over her slit. “Still sensitive. You need more, don’t you?”
She whimpered, nodding, head turning against the pillow. Her cheeks were flushed already.
I licked her slowly.
From the bottom of her slit up to her clit, just one firm, wet drag of my tongue that made her whole body jerk.
“Oh—oh,” she gasped, legs trying to close. I gripped her thighs and pinned them wide.
“None of that,” I growled softly. “You let me taste you. You just lay there and take it.” 

I dove back in, tongue lapping at her folds, lips sucking her clit into my mouth, slow and deep. She cried out, thighs trembling, hands fisting the sheets again. Her hips started to lift, chasing the rhythm.

“That’s it,” I murmured into her. “Ride my mouth, baby girl. Let me drink you.” 

She was panting now, squirming, overwhelmed already and I hadn’t even used my fingers yet. Just my tongue, my mouth, relentless, wet and consuming, kissing her like she was something to worship.

“You taste like mine,” I growled, lips slick. “Sweet little virgin cunt soaked for me again.”
She cried out again, louder, eyes squeezed shut, head tossing against the pillow.

I sucked harder, tongued faster. Her hips rolled in helpless rhythm, chasing every stroke. Her thighs tried to clamp around my head but I held her wide, grounded her, gave her no escape from what I was doing to her.

“You gonna come again?” I whispered. “Right on my tongue this time?”
She nodded, wild, desperate, breath hitching hard.
“Say it,” I said, licking her clit slow. “Tell me what you need.”
“I—I wanna come,” she whimpered. “Please, please—”
I growled, dragged her hips closer to my mouth, and sucked her clit hard.
She shattered.
Again. 

Her thighs clamped, her back arched, a loud broken moan spilling out of her as she came hard on my tongue. Her pussy throbbed against my mouth, soaking me, twitching through it like her whole body was made to be undone under me.

I didn’t stop licking until she was squirming from the overstimulation, until her cries turned to breathless sobs and she tried to pull away with shaking thighs.

Only then did I ease back, wipe my mouth on her hip, and crawl up beside her again.
I kissed her forehead, then her mouth, letting her taste herself there.
“You’re mine now, baby girl,” I whispered, my cock grinding against her thigh. “And we’ve got all day.” The rain kept falling.
The storm stayed.
And so did I. 

She was limp beneath me, soft and gasping, her body still trembling from the orgasm I’d just licked out of her sweet, swollen cunt. Her skin was damp with sweat and candlelight, her thighs parted, her belly rising and falling in shallow, broken waves. She looked wrecked already, and I hadn’t even fucked her yet.

But now?
Now I was done holding back. 

I sat up beside her, hand on her hip, and pulled her gently, slowly, onto her stomach. She let me, pliant and trusting, cheek to the pillow, hair wild around her face. Her legs stayed parted just enough.
“Good girl,” I murmured, voice low with heat. “Stay just like that.”

I leaned over her, kissed the back of her neck, then her shoulder. My hand slid down her spine, warm and steady, then over the curve of her ass. I gripped it— firm, possessive—and squeezed. She gasped, hips twitching.

“Been waiting to do this since I saw you in that little tank top,” I whispered. “Since you curled up scared and let me hold you like you already belonged to me.”

I rolled my hips against her, my cock heavy and hard again, sliding along the slick crease of her ass.
“You feel that, baby girl?” I breathed against her ear. “That’s what’s going inside you.”
She whimpered. I gripped her waist tighter. 

“I’m gonna stretch that virgin pussy around my cock,” I growled, dragging myself down, pressing the tip between her thighs. “Right now. While the storm’s still going. While it’s just you and me and no one else in the world.”

She shuddered under me. 

I slid one knee between hers, nudging them farther apart. She gave way without resistance—her body already remembering how to obey.

“Gonna fuck you just like this,” I murmured, positioning myself behind her, hand guiding my cock to her soaked little slit. “Gonna put it in from behind and watch you take every inch.”

I dragged the head through her folds—wet and swollen and trembling. She gasped. 

And then I pressed forward. She tensed. Stiffened. Whimpered loud and high when the tip breached her.

So fucking tight. 

She was gripping me already —hot and trembling, her slick little entrance stretching wide around the head of my cock.

“Shhh, I got you,” I breathed, leaning over her back, one hand pinning her hips down while I pushed deeper. “Just breathe. You can take it. You’re doing perfect.”

She gasped again, fists curling in the sheets, face buried in the pillow. I slowed down just enough to let her adjust, inch by inch, feeling every tight clench of her body trying to keep me out—and every slick tremor of her pussy giving in.

“That’s it,” I groaned. “Take it. Take all of me, baby girl. Let me in.”
And then she did. 

I sank all the way, bottoming out inside her with a broken, snarled groan that shook out of my chest. Her body clamped around me like it was made for it—tight, trembling, milking me before I’d even moved.

“Fuck, you feel that?” I hissed against her ear. “That’s your first cock, baby. The one that splits you open. The one your body’s gonna remember forever.”

She cried out again, hips arching back instinctively, her body overwhelmed, but not fighting it. 

“God, you’re so fucking tight,” I growled, dragging my hips back, then pushing in again—slow, deep, possessive. “So wet. So ready. You’re taking me like a good little girl.”

I set a rhythm then.
Not rough. Not yet.
Just steady, grinding thrusts, deep and filling, her soft little gasps under me as she clenched around every inch. 

“You know what this means now, don’t you?” I whispered, voice darker, hand gripping her hips harder. “You let me fuck you raw… you let me fill your pussy like this…”

I bent low, lips brushing her ear.
“Then I’m gonna put a baby in you.”
She gasped—sharp and high, trembling harder under me. 

I didn’t stop. “Yeah, you like that? You like knowing your first time’s gonna take? That this cock’s gonna breed you right here in your daddy’s house?”

She whimpered—moaned—sounded like she was falling apart all over again. 

“Gonna pump you full, baby girl,” I groaned, fucking her deeper now, my balls slapping softly against her soaked cunt. “Gonna fill you up so deep you’ll be dripping me for hours.”

Her thighs trembled —then clamped around me as she started to come again, body spasming under mine, crying out into the pillow as I kept thrusting, deep and relentless, claiming her completely.

“That’s it,” I snarled, losing control. “Come on my cock. Milk it. Show me what that pussy was made for.” 

She sobbed —raw and broken—and I felt her tighten even more, clenching down like she wanted to pull the come out of me.
And I gave it to her.

With one final thrust, I buried myself to the hilt and came, groaning against her back, filling her up with thick, hot spurts that had me twitching deep inside her, body shaking, hips locked against her ass.

I stayed there.
Buried. 

Breathing heavy, hand gripping her hair, my seed pouring into the tight, swollen little cunt I’d just claimed for good.

“Fuck…” I growled, grinding once more, still hard inside her. “You’re mine now, baby girl. You hear me?”

She nodded, weak, spent, gasping for air. “I’m your daddy now. I just bred you,” I whispered. “And I’m not stopping until I’ve done it right.”

She was still trembling beneath me, her body soft and boneless, thighs slack from the orgasm I’d just dragged out of her—again. Her cunt, stretched and flooded, was clenching weakly around me as I stayed buried inside her, twitching through the last aftershocks of my release. My cock throbbed deep in her tight, virgin heat, and I could already feel my come leaking around the seal of her pussy.

But I wasn’t done.
Not even close. 

I pulled back slowly —dragging every thick, soaked inch out of her—and she whimpered as my cock slid free with a wet sound, a messy squelch that made her shudder all over again.

Her legs stayed spread, limp. 

And then I saw it. My come, thick and white, dripping from her swollen little cunt, sliding down the soft curve of her ass and pooling on the sheets.

“Fuck,” I breathed, sitting back on my heels behind her. “Look at that…” 

I gripped her hips and spread her wider, watching more of it spill out—watching her body twitch like it still didn’t know how to hold all of it.

“You’re leaking,” I said, voice thick. “Wasting it.”
She let out a soft little sound—embarrassed, overwhelmed—but she didn’t try to close her legs.
Good girl. 

I brought two fingers to her slit, gathered the thick mess from her entrance, then pressed it right back in—slow, deliberate, stuffing her full of it again.
She gasped, her hips jerking forward.

“That’s better,” I growled, fucking it in gently, watching her pussy flutter around my fingers. “Can’t let it go to waste. This is mine, baby girl. Every drop.”

I kept pressing it in until she was twitching under my hand again, breath catching, that overstimulated tension winding back into her belly.

Then I pulled my fingers out, slick and coated, and leaned over her back. 

“You ready for more?” I murmured, mouth brushing her ear. “You still stretched open for me, still dripping full of my come… and I’m not even close to finished.”

She nodded, dazed, lips parted.
“Good,” I whispered, and then I flipped her. Slow and steady. 

Rolled her onto her back and laid her out beneath me, her hair splayed on the pillow, her chest rising fast. Her thighs parted without me asking, and her pussy— glistening, swollen, red from use—throbbed as the light caught it. My seed still glistened there, pushed back in but not deep enough. Not yet.

I kissed her mouth, slow and deep, while I lined myself back up. 

“You’re gonna take it again,” I whispered against her lips. “Right now. While your pussy’s still warm and soaked with me.”

I pressed back in. 

She gasped —louder this time—as I slid deep inside her again, her body accepting me easier now, still tight, still hot, but pliant. Willing. Wanting.
“Feel that?” I groaned, rocking my hips. “Feel how easy you take me now, baby girl? That’s what happens when I fuck my come into you. When I breed you like you’re supposed to be bred.”

She whimpered under me, mouth open, eyes fluttering as I started to thrust again—deeper now, harder.
She took it.
All of it. 

I pinned her hands to the bed and fucked her slow and deep, hips grinding low, filling her up again, this time with every inch, every drop of control left bleeding out of me.

“You’re gonna be so full,” I growled. “So fucking full of me by the time I’m done. They’ll be dripping me out of you for days.”

Her legs wrapped around me —barely—just enough to hold me closer.
I kissed her again, tongue sliding against hers, then pulled back and stared down into her flushed, ruined face.

“Next load’s going straight to your womb, baby girl,” I whispered. “And I’m not pulling out.”
And I didn’t.
Her body trembled under mine—fucked open, stretched wide, completely taken. 

I was buried in her again, deeper than before, her slick little cunt squeezing every inch of me like it had learned how to hold me already. She’d taken it all—my cock, my come, the weight of my body pressing her down into the sheets—and now she lay there underneath me, ruined and raw and perfect.

I was still coming. Deep, slow spurts flooding her again, thick and hot and endless. Her eyes were wide, glazed with shock and pleasure and something else— something warm and sweet, like she knew what this meant now. Knew what I’d done to her.

I didn’t pull out.
Not this time.
Not ever, if I had my way. 

I stayed inside her, chest pressed to hers, arms braced on either side of her, hips locked tight. My cock throbbed deep in her soaked, clenching heat. I felt every flutter of her pussy as it tried to milk me for more.

She was breathing hard, lips parted, fingers twitching against my shoulders like she didn’t know if she wanted to cling to me or collapse completely.

I reached down and hooked her leg up over my hip, pushing in even deeper, locking myself into her tight, wet channel. She gasped, her whole body twitching, but I held her there.
“I said I wasn’t pulling out,” I murmured, voice thick in her ear. “I meant it.”

She whimpered. Soft. Needy.
I kissed her mouth—slow, deep, wet. Let her taste my breath. Let her feel the full weight of me on top of her.
Then I kissed her throat, her collarbone, the space between her breasts, murmuring between each one.
“You feel that?” I whispered. “That’s me, baby girl. All of me. Still inside you.” 

I rocked my hips just once —slow and deep—to push my come higher. She gasped again, her legs tightening around me.

“You’re holding me so tight,” I growled. “Like your body doesn’t want to let go. Like your little pussy knows what it’s for now.”
I slid one hand up to her cheek, brushing her damp hair back, then cupped her jaw gently.

“Look at me.”
Her eyes fluttered open, still wide with dazed wonder. 

“You’re mine now,” I said. “You let me fuck you. Breed you. You took my cock raw and begged for more.”

She nodded—barely—just a shy, overwhelmed movement.
I smiled and kissed her again. Then I leaned down and whispered right against her lips.
“You think I’m letting you go now?” She swallowed.
“No,” she whispered.
“Damn right.” 

I ground into her again —still hard, still thick, still deep—and her back arched with another soft, helpless cry.

“You feel how full you are?” I said, dragging one hand down to her lower belly, pressing there gently. “You feel me in here, baby girl?”

She moaned, nodding fast, the flush rising on her throat again. 

“I’m not just gonna knock you up,” I growled. “I’m gonna keep you full. Every night. Every morning. Until this little cunt doesn’t remember anything else.” Her thighs twitched. She clenched around me again.

I kissed her slow, kept her close, my cock buried as deep as it could go.
“You’re mine,” I whispered against her mouth. “And I’m not going anywhere.”
I stayed like that.
Inside her.
Holding her.
Breeding her.
Owning her. And the storm kept going. 

Still wet?

There’s more.
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THE STORM AND THE VIRGIN

A rainy night. A spare key. A girl who thought she
was safe






