
        
            
                
            
        

    
Stretching Him

Opening Him Part 2

by

Jenni Ambrose


Three weeks had passed since the night Mia first slid the slim black dildo into Alex and watched him come apart beneath her. Three weeks of stolen moments: her fingers in the shower, two becoming three while he braced against the tile; her tongue teasing his rim while he tried to cook dinner; the way he now woke hard and aching, hips already rocking into empty air, searching for the pressure only she could give him. Three weeks of her voice in his ear, low and wicked: “Your ass is mine now, baby. I’m only getting started.”

Tonight the late-autumn air had been sharp against their cheeks as they walked home from the park, scarves loose, hands linked. She had been merciless the entire time, murmuring against his ear while pretending to watch the streetlights flicker on.

“I’ve been reading forums,” she’d said casually, as though discussing the weather. “Women who train their men’s holes for months. They lock them up, keep them denied, and by the end the boys are begging to be fucked, begging to feel anything inside them. They say the hunger gets so bad they can’t think straight. I wonder how much you’d beg, Alex… if I kept this cock untouched and only ever filled your ass.”

He had stumbled over nothing, cock already straining against his jeans, and she had laughed softly, squeezing his hand like the sweetest girlfriend in the world while promising the filthiest future.

Now the front door clicked shut behind them and the teasing stopped being subtle.

Mia kicked off her boots, turned, and pounced.

Alex’s back hit the hallway wall with a soft thud, her mouth on his, hungry and claiming. She ground her hips against the rigid line in his jeans, rolling slowly and deliberately so he could feel how wet she already was through her leggings.

“Look at you,” she whispered, nipping his lower lip. “One little walk, a few dirty words, and you’re leaking for me. You’re already addicted to the idea of something in that greedy little hole, aren’t you?”

Heat flooded his face, but his cock jerked hard against her thigh. There was no hiding it. Shame and desire had become the same drug. She dragged him by the hand into the living room, pushed him down onto the rug, and straddled his lap. The grind was merciless now, her pussy sliding over the bulge of his jeans while she cradled his jaw and forced him to meet her eyes.

“I decided something,” she said, voice velvet and steel. “I’m going to keep you desperate. I’m going to train you properly. And tonight we start with something that stays inside you longer than fingers.”

Alex’s breath stuttered. Mia reached between them, palming his cock through the denim, feeling the wet spot already blooming there. “Already soaking for me,” she crooned. “Such a needy boy. Strip. Hands and knees. Now.”

He obeyed before the rational part of his brain caught up, clothes hitting the floor in a hurried pile. The rug was soft under his palms and knees; the air cool on his heated skin. Mia disappeared for only a moment, returning with the familiar bottle of lube and something hidden behind her back.

She knelt behind him, running both hands over his back, his ass, spreading him open like she owned every inch, because she did.

“Relax, sweetheart,” she murmured, drizzling lube in a slow, warm stream down his crack. One finger circled, then slipped inside with humiliating ease. A second followed almost immediately, scissoring, stretching. The third made him drop to his elbows with a broken moan, hips rocking back without permission, chasing the fullness.

“That’s it,” she praised, voice dripping with dark honey. “Fuck yourself on my fingers. Look how eagerly your ass swallows them now. Three weeks ago you were nervous about one. Now you’re a proper little anal slut for me.”

He whimpered, pushing back harder, the pleasure coiling low and bright.

She let him ride her hand for a cruelly short time, until his thighs shook and his cock dripped a steady string of precum onto the rug, then withdrew completely. Alex whined at the sudden emptiness, forehead pressed to the floor.

“Shh.” Something cool and blunt pressed against his rim, wider than her fingers, smooth silicone. A plug. Medium, thick at the widest point, with a flared base she knew would sit snug between his cheeks.

“Breathe out,” she ordered softly.

He did, and she pushed.

The stretch burned beautifully, his ring forced open around the bulb, wider, wider, until his breath caught on a sob of pleasure-pain, and then it popped past the ridge and seated deep inside him with a slick, obscene sound. The base nestled perfectly against him, the neck narrow enough that his body closed greedily around it, holding it in place. Instantly the plug pressed firm and constant against his prostate, a dull, throbbing pressure that made his cock bounce and leak helplessly.

“Oh fuck,” he gasped, hips jerking forward, then back, trying to adjust to the overwhelming fullness.

Mia’s hand stroked down his spine like he was a prized pet. “There we go. Stuffed full. Exactly where you belong.”

She moved around to lie in front of him on the rug, peeling off her hoodie and leggings in one fluid motion until she was gloriously naked, skin flushed, nipples tight. She spread her thighs wide, feet planted, and threaded fingers through his hair.

“Eat me,” she commanded. “Make me come as many times as I want while that plug owns your ass. And while you do, I’m going to tell you exactly what you are now.”

Alex dived in like a man starved. His tongue found her clit immediately, lapping, circling, sucking, while she rolled her hips up to meet him. The plug shifted with every tiny movement, grinding against his prostate, making his untouched cock drip in a steady stream.

Mia’s first orgasm built fast. “That’s it, tongue-fuck me, good boy,” she moaned, grinding against his face. “You love this, don’t you? Love licking my pussy while your ass is stuffed full like a desperate slut. You’re going to learn to come just from this, from being plugged and humiliated and used.”

She came hard, thighs clamping around his head like a vice, her slick heat grinding against his tongue as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her taste flooded his mouth, salty-sweet, intoxicating, her juices coating his lips and chin as she shuddered below him. He didn’t stop; he couldn’t, driven by her moans and the way her fingers twisted in his hair, holding him in place. She pulled his face into her through the aftershocks, then demanded more, her hips rolling with renewed urgency. The second climax built slower, her body tensing, breath hitching as his tongue flicked relentlessly over her swollen clit, sucking gently before plunging inside her again. “Yes, right there,” she gasped, her voice breaking. When it hit, it was deeper, a full-body tremor that left her thighs quivering, her pussy pulsing against his mouth in rhythmic contractions.

She lifted him back slightly, giving him a moment to breathe, but only a moment. “Again,” she commanded, pulling him in once more, her hands gripping his hair harder as she chased the third. This one was more raw, her movements more desperate. “Imagine when it’s not a plug in your ass,” she gasped, fingers tight in his hair, pulling hard enough to sting. “When it’s my strap-on, bigger every time, thicker, longer, until your hole is so ruined you can’t sit without feeling me. Until you can’t get hard without something stretching you open, without my cock owning you from the inside. I’ll train you to crave it, plugs all day, my fingers at night, toys so big you’ll feel them for hours. You’ll be my perfect anal-addicted toy, cumming like a girl, shaking and crying and begging for more, your useless cock leaking just from the thought of me using your ass.”

Her words were a dark promise, each one sinking into him like a brand. The constant pressure of the plug against his prostate, combined with her taste on his tongue and the humiliation of her vision for him, had him trembling on the edge, tears of frustrated pleasure pricking his eyes. His cock throbbed painfully, untouched, precum dripping in a steady stream onto the rug, his balls tight and aching from weeks of her teasing games.

Finally, she pushed him back gently, her thighs slick as she sat up, her chest heaving, eyes dark with satisfaction and hunger. She slid down his body, her hands trailing over his sweat-slick skin, pausing to pinch his nipples hard enough to make him gasp. “Look at you,” she murmured, her voice a mix of praise and mockery. “So desperate, so ready to be my little anal slut. You’ve earned this… for now.” Her slick fingers, still wet from her own orgasms and his precum, wrapped around his aching cock, her grip firm and perfect, warm and unyielding. She stroked once, slow and deliberate, her thumb circling the sensitive head, smearing the precum down his shaft. Alex’s hips jerked, a hoarse moan tearing from his throat. A second stroke, faster, her fingers tightening just enough to make him see stars.

She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear as she pumped him with agonizing precision. “I’m going to use this hole every way I want,” she whispered, her voice dripping with intent. “I’ll fuck you in every room of this apartment, in the car, outdoors in the woods. I’ll make you wear plugs to work, vibrating when I text you, keeping you on edge all day. I’ll stretch you with bigger toys, train you to take my fist, feel you clench around my wrist while you sob and thank me. You’ll be my perfect anal whore, addicted to being filled, ruined for anything else. And when you cum, it’ll be because I allow it, because I’m pounding your prostate into submission.”

The words, combined with her hand and the plug still milking him from within, pushed him past the brink. The orgasm didn’t just hit, it consumed him. It started deep in his core, his prostate spasming violently around the plug, a white-hot pulse that radiated outward in relentless waves. His entire body seized, muscles locking as the first rope of cum erupted, thick and forceful, shooting high to splatter across her breasts in a heavy arc. Another followed instantly, then another, each one wrenched from him by the plug’s unyielding pressure and her expert strokes. His hips bucked wildly, ass clenching in desperate, rhythmic surges, the plug amplifying every pulse until it felt like his soul was being milked out through his cock. Cum painted her stomach, her thighs, the rug beneath them, more than he thought possible after weeks of denial, thick ropes turning to long, shuddering spurts, then to slow, heavy dribbles that left him gasping. His vision blurred, tears streaming down his temples, his cries raw and broken as the orgasm stretched on, a full-body cataclysm that left every nerve alight, his toes curling, his fingers digging into the rug, his prostate still pulsing long after the last drop fell.

Mia gathered him close afterward, both of them sticky and spent, the plug still firmly seated inside him, a constant reminder of her claim. She curled against his side, her fingers tracing lazy, possessive patterns through the mess on his chest, her lips brushing his ear. “That was just the beginning,” she whispered, her voice soft but laced with promise. “I have so much more planned for this greedy little hole of yours. I can’t wait to stretch your virgin ass even further, baby… until you’re gaping for me, until you’re begging for my fist, until the only thing you know how to be is mine.”

“Keep it in until morning,” she whispered against his temple, kissing the sweat from his skin. “This is only the first night of many. By the time I’m done, you’ll live for the feeling of being filled.”

And Alex, drifting in the haze of afterglow and the dull, perfect ache inside him, already knew she was right.


Several days had drifted by in a haze of lingering sensations since Mia had first pressed that medium-sized butt plug into Alex's ass, seating it deep and watching him writhe with the constant, unyielding pressure against his prostate. The memory clung to him like a second skin, the way it had filled him so completely, shifting with every movement as he knelt on the rug, his tongue buried between her thighs, bringing her to orgasm after orgasm while she whispered filthy promises into the air. The days following had been filled with subtle escalations: her hand slipping under his waistband during movie nights to check if he was hard from mere anticipation, or her texts at work with photos of new toys she'd browsed online, captioned with teasing questions like, "Think you can take this next?" Alex found himself constantly aroused, his thoughts drifting to the stretch, the fullness, the way submission to her made him feel alive in ways he'd never imagined.

On that particular Thursday afternoon, the mailbox yielded an unexpected gift. Mia had been lounging on the couch, scrolling through her phone, when the delivery notification pinged. She sprang up with a grin, slipping out to retrieve the package from the front step. It was a plain brown box, unassuming in size but with a certain density that made it feel significant as she carried it back inside. "Special delivery," she announced, setting it on the coffee table with a thud that echoed slightly. Alex, who had been in the kitchen grabbing a snack, wandered over, curiosity piqued. The label was from an online retailer he recognized from her late-night shopping sprees, the kind that specialized in intimate accessories, with promises of discretion and high-quality materials.

"What's this?" he asked, reaching out to lift it. The weight surprised him; it was heavier than he'd anticipated, solid and unyielding, as if whatever was inside was made of dense silicone or perhaps even glass or metal. His mind raced through possibilities: a larger plug? Vibrating toys? Or something more elaborate, like a harness or restraints? The unknown stirred a familiar mix in his gut, fear of the intensity it might bring, excitement at the promise of new depths of pleasure under her command. His cock twitched involuntarily at the thought, and he set the box down carefully, trying to play it cool. "Feels heavy. What could be in there that's got that much weight?"

Mia leaned against the table, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she traced a finger along the sealed edge. "Oh, something very fun. Especially for you, my eager little explorer." She didn't open it, instead letting the anticipation build like a slow burn. "But you'll have to wait until tonight to find out. I want you thinking about it all day, wondering how it's going to feel when I use it on that tight ass of yours." Her voice dropped to a whisper, laced with that dominant edge that always made him weak. She stepped closer, her hand brushing his arm, sending shivers through him. "Imagine it, Alex. Something heavy, something big, stretching you wider than before. Making you beg." The teasing words hung in the air, and he felt his face flush, the weight of the box now symbolic of the weight of her expectations, her plans. The rest of the afternoon crawled by, his work from home interrupted by flashes of imagination, her wielding whatever was inside, him on his knees, surrendering completely. The scare of the unknown mingled with the thrill, leaving him half-hard and distracted until evening.

By nightfall, they'd settled into their routine: dinner cleared away, lights dimmed, the TV humming with a thriller series they'd been bingeing. Alex lounged on the couch in comfortable sweatpants and a loose t-shirt, trying to focus on the plot twists unfolding on screen, but his mind kept drifting to the box, now tucked away in the bedroom. Mia sat beside him, her legs curled under her, seemingly engrossed, but he caught her glancing at him with that knowing smile. Midway through an episode, she stretched languidly and stood. "Be right back," she murmured, disappearing down the hall. Minutes stretched, five, then ten, and Alex fidgeted, the anticipation coiling tighter in his chest. When she finally reappeared in the doorway, the sight of her stole his breath, transforming the room into a stage for her dominance.

She'd changed into something straight out of his deepest fantasies: a black lace lingerie set that hugged her curves like a second skin. The bra was sheer, the fabric translucent enough to reveal the hard peaks of her nipples, pushing her breasts up in a tantalizing display. A matching garter belt cinched her waist, connected to thigh-high stockings that accentuated the smooth length of her legs, ending in black heels that clicked softly on the floor as she approached. But it was the harness that commanded attention, a sturdy black leather contraption strapped securely around her hips, buckling at the sides with an air of finality. From the front protruded the strap-on dildo, the contents of the box revealed in all its menacing glory. It was larger than the slim toy she'd used before, a thick, veined silicone cock about seven inches long and impressively girthy, realistic in shape with a slight upward curve designed for maximum prostate stimulation. It swayed heavily with each step she took, the weight he'd felt in the box now evident in its solid presence, gleaming under the living room lights from a fresh coat of lube she'd apparently applied.

Alex's eyes widened, his mouth parting in a mix of awe and apprehension. The size looked intimidating, promising a stretch that would push his limits, and yet his cock responded immediately, hardening in his sweatpants as he stared. Mia noticed, of course, her lips curving into a wicked smile as she sauntered closer, stopping just in front of him, hands on her hips to let the strap-on jut forward prominently. "Well, well," she purred, her voice low and teasing, dripping with amusement. "Look at that tent in your pants. Getting rock hard just from the sight of my big cock? You're such a pathetic little ass whore, aren't you? Can't even hide how much you want it, your body betrays you every time." The light humiliation washed over him like a wave, stinging in the best way, making his erection throb painfully against the fabric. He shifted, embarrassed but undeniably turned on, the words amplifying the rush of submission.

She reached down, tracing a finger along the outline of his hardness through his pants, her touch feather-light and torturous. "Mmm, feel that? Leaking already, I bet. All because you know what's coming. Tonight, baby, I'm going to take your anal virginity for real, with this fat cock pounding your tight little hole into total submission. I'm going to stretch you wide, fill you deep, and make you cum harder than you've ever cum before. You'll be screaming my name, begging for more, completely broken and owned." Her words painted vivid pictures, her tone commanding and seductive, leaving no room for doubt. Alex swallowed hard, his pulse racing, the anticipation a delicious torment.

Mia took full control then, her demeanor shifting to pure dominance. She pointed to the floor with one manicured finger. "Strip for me. Everything off. Then get on the floor, naked, on your hands and knees. Ass up, ready for me. Don't make me wait." The order sent a thrill through him, and he obeyed without hesitation, peeling off his t-shirt and sweatpants, his boxers following until he stood bare, his cock standing rigid and dripping. He lowered himself to the carpet, the soft fibers tickling his knees and palms as he assumed the position, ass presented vulnerably, heart pounding in his ears.

She knelt behind him gracefully, the click of her heels muffled as she settled. The lube bottle opened with a familiar pop, and she warmed a dollop between her fingers, the scent of it filling the air, clean, slightly sweet. "Let's get you ready," she murmured, her free hand spreading his cheeks slowly but firmly. Her first finger circled his entrance teasingly, tracing the puckered ring without penetrating, building the tension. "So eager," she commented, her voice laced with mockery. "Twitching already, like your hole is begging for it. Pathetic how much you need this." Finally, she pushed in, the single finger sliding smooth and deep, curling to brush his prostate lightly. Alex gasped, the sensation familiar yet electric, pleasure sparking through him.

She thrust slowly, in and out, letting him feel every inch. "One finger, and you're already hard as steel, dripping precum like a faucet. Look at that, your cock hasn't been touched, but you're leaking all over the carpet just from having your ass played with. What a desperate slut you are." The humiliation deepened the arousal, his body betraying him with every drop that fell. She added a second finger, the stretch building, spreading them to open him further, her movements deliberate and unhurried. "Feel that burn? That's your hole getting ready for my cock. But you're loving it, aren't you? Getting wetter by the second, no hands needed."

A third finger joined, the girth more challenging, pushing his ring wider, the fullness making him moan low in his throat. Mia pumped them rhythmically, twisting occasionally to heighten the sensation, her other hand gripping his hip for leverage. "Dripping like crazy now," she teased, her tone delighted. "All from three fingers in your greedy ass. Imagine what the fourth will do." She eased it in slowly, the stretch intense, his body adjusting with a mix of ache and ecstasy. Four fingers filled him profoundly, thrusting deeper, pressing insistently on his prostate. Alex panted, hips rocking back subtly, chasing the pleasure despite the humiliation. "See? You're fucking yourself on my fingers, untouched cock bobbing and leaking. Such a good little boy whore, getting off on ass play alone."

The preparation seemed endless, her fingers exploring every angle, stretching him meticulously while her words wove a web of degradation that only heightened his need. Finally, she withdrew, the emptiness leaving him whining softly. She lubed the strap-on anew, the slick sounds obscene in the quiet room. "Now for the main event," she said, positioning herself behind him, the tip of the dildo nudging his entrance. It felt broad, unyielding, a promise of transformation.

"Breathe out for me," she instructed, her voice soft but commanding. As he complied, she pressed forward, the head stretching his ring wide, the burn sharp and intense as it breached him. Inch by inch, she advanced, the veined shaft gliding against his inner walls, filling him more completely than fingers ever could. For Alex, the sensations were a symphony of overload: the girth pressing everywhere, expanding his channel, the length delving deep, pressuring his prostate with each slow push. It was invasive, intimate, a feeling of being utterly claimed, his body yielding to the silicone cock as it reshaped him from within. Thoughts tumbled, the vulnerability of being penetrated like this, the way it made him feel small and owned, the pleasure building like a storm as the curve hit that sensitive spot, sending sparks up his spine. Precum dripped steadily, his cock throbbing untouched, the humiliation of his arousal adding layers to the ecstasy.

Mia watched transfixed, her hands on his hips as the dildo disappeared into him bit by bit. The sight was mesmerizing: his ass parting around the thick shaft, the silicone vanishing into the tight, pink ring, his cheeks trembling slightly with the effort. "God, look at how your hole is swallowing my cock," she breathed, her voice husky with arousal. "Inch after inch, stretching wide for me. You're taking it so well, like you were born for this. My little anal virgin, getting deflowered by my big strap-on. Pathetic how much you love it, your cock might just explode with cum without a touch if I keep this up."

She hilted fully, her hips flush against his ass, the base of the harness grinding against her clit, drawing a soft moan from her. She paused, letting him adjust to the fullness, rocking gently to stir the sensations. "Feel that? Buried balls-deep in your tight hole. You're stuffed full, aren't you? Like a proper fucktoy." The humiliation flowed as she began to thrust, slow at first, building rhythm. "Begging for it with every twitch. You're my slut now, taking cock in your ass like a girl."

Her pace quickened, thrusts growing firmer, the slap of her hips against him echoing. Alex moaned, pushing back to meet her, the prostate stimulation creating a deep, relentless pressure. Mia's hands gripped tighter, pounding harder, the dildo slamming in and out with full force. "Take it, you whore," she growled, slapping his ass sharply. "I'm ruining this hole, pounding it fast and hard until you're gaped and begging. You're my anal bitch, cumming from being fucked like the slut you are."

The intensity built, her hips snapping with relentless speed, the curve of the dildo hammering his prostate. Suddenly, she pulled out entirely, the sudden emptiness making him gasp. "Fuck, look at that gape," she admired, spreading his cheeks wide to see the stretched hole, open and fluttering, pink and slick. "Beautiful. So wrecked from my huge cock."

She flipped him onto his back with surprising strength, his legs falling open wide, thighs trembling, eyes locking onto hers in a haze of raw, animal lust. She lined up the head of her monstrous strap-on with his loosened hole and drove it back to full depth with one brutal, deliberate thrust. The air punched out of his lungs in a ragged cry as the silicone cock speared him to the hilt, the curved head slamming directly into his swollen prostate. The new angle was merciless, deeper than before, stretching him impossibly wide, every veined inch dragging against hypersensitive walls.

Mia leaned over him, lingerie-clad breasts swaying with each punishing snap of her hips, sweat glistening on her collarbones, green eyes blazing with possession. She watched his face like she was memorizing every twitch, every gasp, every tear that threatened to spill. Only then, only when she saw him completely undone, did her hand finally descend.

Her fingers closed around his cock like she owned it, because she did, grip slick with lube and his own precum, tight and perfect. One slow, deliberate stroke from root to crown made his back arch off the floor. A second, faster, twisting at the head, tore a broken moan from his throat. She matched the rhythm of her hand to the rhythm of her hips, fucking him and jerking him in perfect, devastating sync.

“Look at me,” she ordered, voice low and lethal. “Watch who’s making you cum like a desperate little whore.”

Alex forced his eyes open, meeting her gaze, and that was the moment the volcano finally erupted.

It started as a white-hot bloom deep in his core, his prostate spasming violently around the invading cock, clenching, releasing, clenching again in frantic, milking pulses. The pressure detonated outward in a blinding wave, every nerve igniting at once. His entire body seized, hips bucking wildly, a hoarse, guttural shout ripping from his chest as the first rope of cum shot out like a cannon, thick, scalding, splattering across his own chin and lips. Another followed instantly, then another, each one wrenched from him by the relentless hammering inside and the merciless twist of her fist. His ass gripped the dildo in rhythmic, desperate waves, trying to pull it deeper, keep it forever, the internal milking blending with the external strokes until pleasure became a single, endless scream.

Cum painted his chest in heavy stripes, pooled in the hollow of his throat, dripped from his jaw. His legs shook uncontrollably, toes curling so hard they cramped, vision whiting out in pulsing flashes. The orgasm rolled on and on, longer and more violent than any he’d ever known, his prostate still fluttering, still pumping, still forcing more out of him even when he thought he was empty. Tears slipped from the corners of his eyes, not from pain but from sheer, overwhelming intensity, every muscle locked in ecstasy, every breath a sob of her name.

Mia never slowed. She fucked him through it, hand flying over his oversensitive cock, drawing out every last shudder, every final weak spurt, until he was limp and gasping beneath her, utterly wrecked, utterly hers.

Mia slowed but didn't stop, gently fucking his used ass as she leaned down, her tongue lapping up the cum from his skin with gleeful hunger. She savored each lick, moaning at the taste, her thrusts shallow now, prolonging the aftershocks. "Delicious," she purred, cleaning him thoroughly while he trembled beneath her.

Finally, she eased the strap-on free with a slow, deliberate drag that drew one last, shattered whimper from his throat. His hole spasmed, empty and gaping, the cool air kissing the tender, stretched rim as she set the harness aside. Mia lowered herself beside him on the rug, her body warm and sweat-slick against his trembling side, one possessive arm draped across his cum-streaked chest. She nuzzled into the crook of his neck, lips brushing the frantic pulse still hammering there.

“Next time I fuck you,” she whispered, voice husky with afterglow and promise, “it’s going to be outdoors. Somewhere riskier. Maybe the trail at dusk, maybe the backseat of the car in a crowded parking lot. I want you bent over, pants around your ankles, trying so hard to stay quiet while I ruin you and anyone could walk by and see what a shameless, full-blown anal whore you’ve become.”

Her fingers traced lazy circles through the cooling mess on his stomach, scooping up a streak of his release and painting it across his lower lip. He licked it away instinctively, tasting himself, tasting surrender.

“You’re almost there,” she murmured, pressing a soft, almost tender kiss beneath his ear. “Almost my perfect, broken toy. But not quite. There are bigger plugs coming. Longer sessions. A cage that stays on for weeks. One day my fist. One day you’ll cum just from the stretch, just from knowing I own every inch of you.”

Alex’s breath hitched, a fresh shiver rippling through his spent body at the certainty in her voice. Fear and desire braided so tightly he couldn’t tell them apart anymore.

Mia smiled against his skin, feeling the tremor, and pulled him closer, wrapping the blanket from the couch around them both. “Sleep now, love,” she said, voice softening into something almost gentle, though the steel never left it. “Tomorrow we start training you for real. You’ve opened the door, baby. There’s no closing it.”

And as his eyes drifted shut, exhausted and utterly claimed, the last thing he felt was her hand sliding down to cup his tender, well-used ass, one finger resting lightly against his still-sensitive rim. The night was over. Their story had only just begun.


Thank You for Reading!

I hope you enjoyed this story. If you did, please take a moment to leave a quick review on Amazon; it helps other readers find my stories and keeps me writing more for you!

Browse all my books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jenniambrose

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons is coincidental.
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