
        
            
                
            
        

    
Stuffed by Santa

A filthy brother’s best friend and a bratty virgin Christmas short
Chapter1 

I’d been watching her all night, her bratty smirk playing on those full, pouty lips as she danced around the edges of my control. She was a virgin, but she wasn’t innocent—not by a long shot. Every flutter of her lashes, every deliberate graze of her fingers along the edge of my open Santa coat, was a calculated move. She knew exactly what she was doing, teasing me with her innocence while her eyes promised something far more wicked. The Christmas lights strung around the room twinkled softly, casting a warm, festive glow, but the real heat was between us. The fireplace crackled in the corner, its flames dancing, but it was nothing compared to the fire she was stoking in my veins.

I was dressed to dominate —my red Santa coat hung low on my shoulders, revealing the ripped abs I’d spent years sculpting. My boots were polished, my smirk firmly in place. Tonight, I wasn’t just Santa; I was her worst nightmare and her deepest fantasy rolled into one. She’d always hated to love the way I could push her buttons, and tonight, I was going to push them all.

She stepped closer, her breath hitching as she looked up at me through those long lashes. Her dress was tight, hugging her curves in all the right places, and her hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders. “You’ve been staring all night, Santa,” she purred, her voice dripping with sugar and venom. “You gonna do something about it, or are you just here to deliver coal?”

I didn’t answer right away. Instead, I let my gaze drag down her body, slow and deliberate, savoring the way her chest rose and fell with her quickening breath. She was trembling, just a little, her pussy already wet for me. I could tell by the way she shifted her weight, by the flush creeping up her neck. I grabbed her wrist, pulling her flush against me, her perky breasts pressing into my chest. “You’ve been a very naughty girl,” I growled, my voice low and commanding. “And naughty girls need to be taught a lesson.”

She rolled her eyes, but her body betrayed her. Her nipples hardened against my coat, and her breath caught in her throat. “Oh, I’m naughty, am I?” she challenged, her voice laced with defiance. “What are you gonna do about it, Santa? Spank me? Tie me up? Or are you all talk?”

I spun her around, pressing her against the wall, her ass perfectly positioned for my hand. “Think you can push me, princess?” I murmured, my lips brushing her ear. “Think you can test my dominance?” I didn’t wait for an answer. I slapped her ass hard, the sound echoing in the quiet room. She gasped, her head falling back, her hair brushing my arm. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice defiant but her body yielding. “What are you gonna do about it?”
I gripped her hips, pulling her back against my throbbing cock. She was right there, her heat radiating through the thin fabric of her dress. “I’m gonna ruin you,” I promised, my breath hot against her ear. “I’m gonna fill that tight little pussy of yours so full of my cum, you’ll never forget who you belong to.”

She whimpered, her hands clutching the wall, her body arching into me. “Prove it,” she dared, her bratty tone cracking just enough to show her need.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I ripped her dress down the back, the fabric tearing with a
satisfying sound, exposing her soft, pale skin. She gasped, her body tensing for a moment before she relaxed into my touch. I bent her over the arm of the couch, her ass perfectly rounded and plump, begging for more. I spanked her again, harder this time, her skin flushing red. “Such a good girl,” I praised, my voice dripping with dominance. “Taking it like you’ve always wanted.”

She moaned, her head falling forward, her body quivering. I teased her, running my fingers over her wet pussy, circling her clit, driving her wild. “Please,” she begged, her voice desperate. “I need you.”

I chuckled, dark and dangerous. “Need me to what? Breed you? Claim you? Make you mine?” She nodded frantically, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “Yes. All of it.” 

I didn’t hold back. I gripped her hips, positioning myself at her entrance, and thrust deep, filling her in one slow, deliberate stroke. She cried out, her body tightening around me, her virgin walls gripping like a vice. “Fuck,” I groaned, my voice rough. “You’re so tight. So perfect.”

I pulled out slowly, then slammed back in, harder, faster, pounding into her relentlessly. The couch creaked beneath us, the Christmas lights blurred, and all I could feel was her heat, her tightness, her surrender. She was close, her body trembling on the edge, her cries filling the room. “Cum for me,” I commanded, my voice a growl. “Cum on my cock, princess. Let me feel you fall apart.”

She screamed, her body convulsing, her pussy clenching around me as she shattered. I didn’t stop, holding her still, my thrusts relentless, my own release building. “I’m gonna fill you up,” I warned, my voice hoarse. “I’m gonna breed you so good, you’ll never forget this night.”

I pulled her back against me, her hair falling over her shoulder, her body still shaking from her orgasm. I thrust deep one last time, holding it, my cum exploding inside her, hot and thick, claiming her as mine. She whimpered, her head falling back, her body lax in my arms. “Merry 
Christmas, princess,” I whispered, my voice soft but commanding. “You’re mine now.”
She smirked, her eyes half-lidded, her breath still uneven. “Prove it,” she challenged, her bratty tone returning, but there was a softness there now, a surrender. I leaned down, capturing her lips in a bruising kiss, my hand tangling in her hair. “Oh, I will,” I promised, my voice a vow. “Again. And again. And again.”

The fireplace crackled, the Christmas lights glowed, and I knew this was just the beginning. She was mine to ruin, mine to claim, and I wouldn’t stop until she was begging for more.

Chapter2
I didn’t think. I just moved. 

I rolled over to her, the sheets whispering against my skin, and captured her mouth with mine. It wasn’t the gentle, post-coital kiss one might expect. It was raw, hungry, a claiming. A promise of more. My tongue slid against hers, tasting the unique flavor that was purely her, and a low, guttural sound rumbled in my chest.

She laughed against my lips, a breathy,
exhilarated sound that vibrated through me. She was revelling in this. In the intensity, the suddenness, the sheer animal need I couldn’t— and wouldn’t—hide.

Then, she did it. She broke the kiss with a playful smirk and rolled away, presenting me with the smooth, tempting curve of her back. A test. A challenge disguised as retreat. My pulse
hammered in my veins. She was pushing, seeing how far I would go, how much heat she could stoke in me.

Not far enough. Not nearly. 

The game was on. “Come here,” I commanded, my voice a low rasp that barely sounded like my own.

She glanced over her shoulder, her eyes glittering with mischief. “Or what?” she teased, inching further toward the edge of the bed.

That did it. That tiny, defiant question snapped the last fragile thread of my control. A surge of pure, dominant energy flooded me, hot and demanding. I moved with a speed that made her gasp, my hand snaking out to circle her throat. Not to hurt. Never to hurt. But to hold. To possess.

I pulled her back to me, her body molding against my chest for a heartbeat before I shifted my weight, rolling us both until I had her pinned against the headboard. The solid wood was cool against her back, a stark contrast to the feverish heat of our skin. My body covered hers, pressing her into the wall, and I felt all of her. Every delicate rib, the frantic flutter of her heart against my chest, the soft give of her stomach against my renewed, aching hardness.

Her laughter was gone, replaced by sharp, shallow breaths. Her eyes were wide, but not with fear. With anticipation. With pure, unfiltered desire.

“You were saying?” I murmured, my lips brushing the shell of her ear. She just shuddered, a full-body tremor that told me everything I needed to know.

I kept one hand firmly beside her head, caging her in, while the other began a slow, possessive journey down her body. Over the frantic pulse in her throat, down the sensitive valley between her breasts, across the quivering plane of her stomach. She was utterly pliant, her head falling back against the wall, her eyes fluttering closed. Mine. The word echoed through my entire being.

“Kneel,” I ordered, my voice leaving no room for debate. 

Without a moment’s hesitation, she slid down the wall to her knees on the carpet before me. The sight was almost enough to undo me right there— her, looking up at me with dark, willing eyes, her lips slightly parted. But I saw the flicker of uncertainty there, too. The hesitation of inexperience.

I reached down, tracing her lower lip with my thumb. “I want to feel your mouth on me.” 

A subtle tension tightened her shoulders. She didn’t pull away, but a small, reluctant shake of her head answered me. No. She wasn’t ready. The trust from moments ago was there, but this was a new frontier.

Fine. We’d do this my way.
In one swift motion, I bent and gathered her into my arms, her surprised yelp muffled against my neck. I carried her the few steps back to the bed and laid her down, not with gentleness, but with a focused intent that left her breathless. I loomed over her, caging her head between my arms.

“If you won’t take,” I growled, the words hot against her skin, “then you’ll receive.” 

I didn’t wait for a reply. I kissed my way down her trembling body, a relentless march
downward. When my mouth found her center, she cried out, her hips arching off the bed. She was already so sensitive, so wet for me again. I worshiped her with my tongue, licking and sucking with a crazed intensity, showing her what it meant to be utterly consumed. I drove her higher and higher, my hands holding her hips firm, not letting her escape the building tsunami of sensation.
Her cries turned into incoherent pleas, her fingers tangling in my hair, not to push me away, but to hold me closer. I felt her body tighten, a coiled spring of pleasure, and then I pushed her over the edge with a final, firm stroke of my tongue.

Her climax rocked through her, a silent,
shattering scream on her lips as her back bowed off the mattress. Wave after wave of pleasure seized her, and I didn’t let up, drawing out every last shuddering spasm until she was a boneless, gasping mess beneath me.

I moved back up her body, watching her. Her eyes were glazed, tears of overwhelmed ecstasy beading at the corners. The reluctance was gone, burned away in the crucible of her orgasm. Replaced by something new. Something raw and trusting and needy.

She looked at me, her chest still heaving, and without a word, she slid from the bed. She knelt on the floor again, her posture different now. Submissive. Eager. She looked up, her eyes shining with her unshed tears.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “Let me… I want to try. For you.” 

The raw need in her voice was my undoing. I stood before her, and she didn’t hesitate. Her small, unsure hands found me, and she leaned forward, her warm breath ghosting over my skin before her lips tentatively closed around me.

It was clumsy at first, unskilled. But the want behind it, the sheer determination to please, was the most erotic thing I’d ever experienced. I guided her gently, my hand in her hair, not pushing, just showing her the rhythm. “Just like that,” I groaned. “Yes.”

She learned fast, her initial nerves transforming into a hungry curiosity. She took me deeper, her tongue exploring, learning what made me gasp and what made my knees weaken. She was no longer just following orders; she was savoring me, her moans vibrating through my core. She was lost in it, becoming my perfect, submissive lover, devoted to my pleasure. The sight of her, on her knees, tears streaking her beautiful cheeks as she pleasured me, was a vision I knew would be seared into my memory forever.

The pressure built, a familiar, coiling heat In my gut. My breath came in ragged gasps, my fingers tightening ever so slightly in her hair. “I’m close,” I warned her, my voice strangled.

Instead of pulling away, she doubled down, taking me deeper until I felt the very back of her throat. Her eyes, blurred with tears, met mine, pleading. Begging. The silent message was clearer than any words.

Don’t stop. 

The dam broke. My release crashed over me, racking my entire body with uncontrollable spasms. I cried out, a raw, primal sound, as I poured myself into her waiting mouth. She took it all, her throat working, a soft, continuous moan of her own pleasure echoing around me.

When I was spent, utterly empty, she finally pulled back, swallowing slowly. A single, perfect tear traced a path down her cheek. She looked up at me, her lips slick and swollen, her eyes filled with a wondrous, dazed awe.

A soft, shuddering sigh escaped her. “Again,” she whispered, her voice wrecked, raw with a need that mirrored my own. “Please, I need to feel you again,” she begged, awakening something so primal in me I just know I can’t refuse.

Chapter3 

The taste of my own release on her lips is a dark, possessive thrill. Her whispered plea hangs in the air, a fragile thing. Again. It echoes the relentless drumming of my own heartbeat, the blood already surging back, filling me with a fresh, demanding hardness against her thigh. The respite was a illusion. This hunger is a living thing inside me, and it is far from sated.

I capture her mouth again, my kiss devouring the word, swallowing her desperate sigh. This isn’t about tenderness. It’s about claiming. My tongue invades, a conquering force, and she meets it with a newfound hunger of her own, her hands sliding up my back, her nails digging faint crescents into my skin. Yes. Fight me. Want me.

She breaks for air, her chest heaving, a wild light in her eyes. “You’re insatiable,” she breathes, a challenge and a compliment woven together. “And you love it,” I growl, my hands already moving, gripping her hips. In one fluid, powerful motion, I flip her onto her stomach. She gasps, the sound muffled by the rumpled sheets. I don’t give her a second to adjust. I kneel behind her, pulling her hips up until she’s on her knees, her perfect, round ass presented to me, an offering I am more than ready to accept.

My hands roam over the smooth curves, squeezing, kneading the firm flesh. I lean down, tracing the line of her spine with my tongue, and she shudders violently. “Please,” she whimpers, pushing her hips back against me, seeking friction, seeking me.

I give it to her. I guide myself to her entrance, slick and ready from before, and with one driving thrust, I’m buried deep inside her heat. A choked cry is torn from her throat, a sound of pure, unadulterated sensation. I hold there for a heartbeat, savoring the clenching, velvet warmth that threatens to undo me instantly. So tight. So perfect.

Then I begin to move. My grip on her hips is iron, holding her in place as I set a brutal, punishing rhythm. Our bodies crash together, the sound a wet, primal slap that fills the room, syncopated by our ragged breathing and her sharp, keening cries. I watch myself plunge into her, over and over, the visual as intoxicating as the feeling. Her back arches, her fingers clawing at the sheets for purchase. She is completely open, completely vulnerable, completely mine.

The pleasure Is a white-hot coil in my gut, winding tighter and tighter with every thrust. The base of my spine tingles, a warning of the impending storm. I’m close, so dangerously close to losing myself in her. Not yet. The thought is a command. This isn’t just about my release; it’s about ours. It’s about the control.

With a guttural groan, I pull out completely. The shocked, bereft sound she makes is almost painful. She collapses forward onto her elbows, her whole body trembling with denial. “No… why did you stop?” she sobs, trying to push back against me, to find the fullness she’s suddenly missing.

I easily hold her still, my hand splayed on the small of her back. “I didn’t stop,” I say, my voice rough with the effort of holding back. “I’m deciding what happens next.”

“Please,” she begs, twisting her head to look at me over her shoulder. Her eyes are glazed, desperate. “I need you. Please, just fuck me. I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” The word hangs between us, heavy with promise. I trail a single finger down the sweat-slicked groove of her spine, over the tight furl of her asshole. She flinches, a sudden tension seizing her entire body. The playful challenger is gone, replaced by genuine trepidation.
“Wait… not there,” she whispers, a note of panic edging her voice.

I lean over her, my chest pressing against her back, my mouth close to her ear. “You said anything,” I murmur, my voice low and hypnotic. “You begged for me. You want to feel me? This is feeling me. All of me. Everywhere.” I press the pad of my thumb gently against the tight ring of muscle. She gasps, a sharp intake of air.

“I… I don’t know,” she breathes, her uncertainty a palpable thing. 

“I do,” I say, my tone leaving no room for argument. I reach for the small bottle on the nightstand, the familiar cool glass a stark contrast to the feverish heat of the room. The click of the cap is obscenely loud. I squeeze a generous amount of the clear gel onto my fingers, warming it for a moment.

She watches me, her eyes wide, her body still tense with apprehension. “It’s going to hurt.” “No,” I promise, my voice dropping to a whisper. “It’s going to ruin you for anything else. It’s going to be the most intense, overwhelming feeling you’ve ever known. But only if you trust me.” I meet her gaze, holding it. “Do you trust me?”

She searches my face, her breath coming in quick, shallow pants. The fear is there, but beneath it, I see the same raw curiosity, the same desperate need to please, the same hunger for sensation that she showed me with her mouth. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, she gives a single, shaky nod. “Yes.”

That one word of consent is all I need. All I needed. 

“Good girl,” I praise her, and the tension in her shoulders melts a little at the words. I coat myself thoroughly with the slick lubricant, the cool sensation a sharp contrast to my burning skin. Then I bring my slick fingers back to her, circling the tightly-clenched entrance with a gentle, persistent pressure.

She jumps at the foreign sensation, a small cry escaping her lips. “Just breathe,” I instruct, my voice a calming murmur against her skin. “Relax for me. Let me in.”

I work one finger slowly, carefully, past the initial resistance. She is so tight, so incredibly tight, and the gasp she lets out is one of pure shock. I still, letting her adjust, letting her body get used to the unfamiliar intrusion. Her inner muscles flutter around my finger, a chaotic, nervous rhythm.

“Okay?” I ask, my voice gruff.
“It’s… strange,” she admits, her voice trembling. “Full.” 

I begin to move my finger in a slow, shallow rhythm, adding a second finger soon after, stretching her with infinite patience. Her whimpers are changing, the edge of pain fading, replaced by a dawning, bewildered sensation. Her hips give a tentative, involuntary push back against my hand.

“Oh…” The sound is a revelation. 

“See?” I murmur, withdrawing my fingers. “Your body knows what it wants.” I position myself at her entrance, the broad head of my cock pressing against that incredible tightness. I look down at her, at the beautiful, vulnerable curve of her back, at the way her hands are fisted in the sheets. “This is it,” I tell her, my voice thick with desire. “This is me taking all of you.”

I push forward, just an inch. 

The single inch of penetration is an earthquake. Her whole body seizes, a high, sharp cry ripped from her throat. It isn’t pain. Not exactly. It’s a shock of fullness, of an invasion so profound it steals the air from her lungs. I hold perfectly still, my own muscles screaming with the effort, my forehead resting between her shoulder blades. “Breathe,” I command, my voice a strained rasp. “Just breathe through it. Let your body accept me.”

She lets out a shuddering gasp, her inner muscles clenching violently around that unbearable inch of me. It’s an impossible tightness, a silken, fiery vise that threatens to shatter my control before I’ve even begun.

“It’s too much,” she whimpers, her voice trembling. “You’re too… big.” 

“You can take it,” I murmur, pressing a kiss to her sweatdamp skin. “You’re doing so well. So perfect for me.” The praise works its magic. I feel a subtle yielding in her body, a conscious effort to relax. I reward her by pushing forward another fraction, a slow, inexorable advance into uncharted heat.

Her moan is long and broken. “Oh god…” 

“That’s it,” I encourage her, my hands smoothing over her trembling hips. “Take it. All of it.” I sink deeper, millimetre by agonizing millimetre, until I am finally, fully sheathed inside her. We are both panting, frozen in this impossible union. She is so tight it’s almost painful, a perfect,
constricting glove of sensation that has me seeing stars. I feel every frantic beat of her heart around me.

I give her a moment, letting the initial shock melt into something else. I rock my hips, the tiniest, most subtle movement imaginable.

Her reaction Is instantaneous. A guttural, “Fuck…” is torn from her, her head dropping between her shoulders. The tension is morphing, the sharp edge of overwhelm blunting, replaced by a dazed, bewildered pleasure.

I draw back slowly, the drag against that incredible tightness making us both groan, then push back in. Again. And again. A slow, deep, piston-like rhythm that is as much about claiming as it is about worship. Her initial cries soften into continuous, low moans. Her hands, once fisted white in the sheets, relax. She pushes back against me, meeting my thrusts with a clumsy, eager rhythm of her own.

“Yes,” she sighs, the word full of wonder. “Like that.” 

Her acceptance is the spark to my kindling. The careful control I’ve been exercising snaps. My thrusts become harder. Faster. The slow, deep possession transforms into a relentless, driving pace. The wet, slapping sound of our bodies fills the room, a brutal music conducted by our ragged breaths.

I lean over her, covering her back with my chest, one arm wrapping around her waist to hold her tight against me. My other hand slides into her hair, fisting it gently but firmly, pulling her head back so I can whisper directly into her ear. “You feel that?” I growl, my voice raw. “That’s me. All of me. Fucking this perfect, tight little ass. You’re mine here. Nowhere is more mine.”

She can only whimper in response, a stream of desperate, pleasured sounds. Her body is no longer resisting; it’s accepting, milking me with every driving thrust. The coil of pleasure in my gut winds tighter, a familiar, dangerous pressure building. I can feel my release gathering, a tsunami waiting to crash.

Not yet. 

The thought is a primal command. I want to live in this feeling, in her desperate, willing
submission, forever. I want to edge myself to the point of madness against this impossible tightness. I want to feel her break first.

I change the angle slightly, driving into her with a new, punishing precision. Her cry is sharp, pitched higher with a sensation so intense it borders on pain. “Please…” she sobs, but it’s not a plea for me to stop. It’s a plea for more. For something she can’t even name.

“Please what?” I demand, my rhythm never faltering, each thrust rocking her entire body forward. “Tell me what you need.”

“I don’t know!” she cries out, her voice cracking. “I can’t… it’s too much… don’t stop!” 

Her incoherence is the highest form of praise. She is lost, adrift in a sea of sensation,
completely at the mercy of the pleasure I’m wringing from her body. I pound into her, my world narrowing to the feeling of her incredible heat, the sight of her back arching, the sound of her helpless, overwhelmed moans.

The pressure inside me is a living thing, a beast clawing at the base of my spine, demanding release. I’m so close. So dangerously, exquisitely close. I grit my teeth, sweat dripping from my brow onto her skin, and force myself back from the edge. I slow my pace, not stopping, but drawing out each thrust into a long, slow, mindmelting drag.

She whines, a sound of pure frustration. “No… don’t slow down…” 

“I decide the pace,” I remind her, my voice a low growl. I snap my hips forward hard, making her scream, then resume the slow, torturous rhythm. I am playing her body like an instrument, winding her tighter and tighter. She is restless beneath me, her hips circling, trying to force a faster pace, her anxiety a palpable energy. She doesn’t know when it will end. She doesn’t know if she can take any more. She only knows she never wants it to stop.

The game continues. I bring us both to the very brink over and over again, only to pull back, denying us the fall. Her begging becomes a continuous, broken mantra. “Please, please, I need it, just let go, fuck me, I can’t take it anymore…”
Finally, I see it. The moment she truly shatters. Her whole body goes rigid, not with the tension of resistance, but with the absolute surrender to a pleasure so profound it transcends thought. A silent, open-mouthed scream is etched on her face as a climax unlike any other rips through her, her internal muscles clamping down on me with a force that feels like it might break me in two.

That ultimate, breathtaking squeeze is my undoing. I roar, my own control vaporizing. I grab her hips, my fingers digging into her flesh, and finally, finally let go. I drive into her one last time, burying myself to the hilt as my own release erupts, a seemingly endless torrent of pleasure that empties me completely. Pulse after pulse, I spill deep inside her, my vision whiting out at the edges, my body convulsing with the force of it.

We collapse forward together, a tangled, sweaty, breathless heap on the bed. I remain inside her, both of us shuddering through the aftershocks. For a long time, there is only the sound of our ragged breathing slowly returning to normal.

Slowly, I soften and slip out of her. She makes a small, bereft sound at the loss. I gently roll her onto her side and pull her back against my chest, wrapping my arms around her. She is pliant, boneless, completely spent. I nuzzle into her hair, pressing a soft kiss to her temple.

“Okay?” I murmur, my voice hoarse. 

She simply nods, a faint, contented hum vibrating in her throat. Her eyes are already closed, her breathing deepening into the slow, steady rhythm of sleep. Within moments, she is half out, surrendered to exhaustion.

Chapter4 

The deep, even rhythm of her breathing is a lullaby, but my body refuses the call to sleep. The warmth of her back against my chest, the sweet, musky scent of our lovemaking clinging to her skin—it’s a potent drug. My spent cock, nestled against the curve of her ass, begins to stir, a slow, thickening ache that defies all reason and exhaustion.

Ah, hell. Not again. 

But it is again. It’s always again with her. The dominant flame she fanned into an inferno is nothing but banked coals now, but one breath, one thought, and it roars back to life. My arm tightens around her waist, pulling her closer, and I press my lips to the delicate junction of her neck and shoulder. A soft, sleeping sigh escapes her. I kiss her again, this time with more purpose, tasting the salt of her sweat. My hand slides up from her waist to cup her breast, my thumb brushing over a nipple that hardens instantly to a pebble against my palm. Even in sleep, her body knows mine.

She stirs, a slow, languid stretch that presses her rear more firmly against my growing erection. A low groan rumbles in my chest. Her eyes flutter open, hazy with sleep and the lingering echoes of pleasure.

“Mmm?” she murmurs, her voice thick. 

“Shhh,” I whisper against her skin, my lips traveling up the column of her throat. “Just feeling you.”

But it’s more than that. It’s a claiming. A need to mark her all over again, to wash away the sweat and the evidence of our last joining only to make a new, fresher mess. I shift, rolling her onto her back and looming over her. Her eyes are fully open now, watching me with a dazed wonder. I crush my mouth to hers, and this kiss is different from the frantic, post-orgasmic claiming from before. It’s deep, languorous, a slow rediscovery. I taste sleep on her tongue, and something else— the faint, sweet echo of my own release from hours ago. The possessiveness that thought ignites is a wildfire in my blood.

She melts into the kiss, her arms sliding around my neck, her body arching up to meet mine. When I finally break away, we’re both breathless.

“Come on,” I say, my voice gravelly with renewed desire. I slip out of bed and scoop her into my arms before she can protest. She lets out a little yelp of surprise that turns into a soft laugh, her head resting against my shoulder as I carry her through the dim room.

The bathroom lights are harsh, bleaching her skin, but she is no less beautiful. I set her on her feet in the large shower stall and turn on the water, adjusting it until it’s steaming hot. The spray hits us, a sudden downpour that slicks her hair to her head and sends rivulets cascading over her shoulders, her breasts, the delicious curve of her hips.

I reach for a bar of soap, working it into a lather in my hands. “Turn around,” I command softly. 

She obeys, presenting me with her back. I start there, my soapy hands sliding over her shoulders, kneading the muscles, working down the elegant line of her spine. I wash every inch of her, my touch purposeful, worshipful. Over the perfect swell of her ass, down the backs of her thighs, to the delicate soles of her feet. She leans into my touch, her head bowed, a picture of complete submission under the falling water.

I turn her to face me, my hands beginning their journey anew. Over her collarbones, the slopes of her breasts. I take my time soaping her nipples, watching them pucker and tighten under my circling thumbs. Her breath hitches. My hands glide down her stomach, through the dark patch of curls between her legs. I don’t linger, not yet. I soap her thighs, her calves, my touch thorough, almost clinical, and that in itself is its own exquisite torture for us both.

I can feel the tension coiling in her, the 
anticipation. Her eyes are dark pools of want, fixed on mine. Finally, I rinse us both clean, the water sluicing away the suds and the memory of everything that came before. We are a blank slate, steaming and new.

I shut off the water. The sudden silence is deafening, broken only by the drip-drip from the showerhead and our ragged breathing. She stands there, trembling slightly, water beading on her skin.

It Is then that she looks up at me, her expression utterly open, utterly vulnerable. “Take me again,” she whispers, the sound echoing in the tiled room. “Please. I need to feel you.”

My cock, already hard and aching, gives a painful throb at her direct plea. She’s begging for it. Already.

“How?” I ask, my voice low. I need to hear her say it. I need her to own this new, hungry version of herself.

Her gaze drops to my erection, then flickers back to my face, a blush coloring her cheeks. “Let me…,” she begins, her voice gaining a sliver of confidence. “Let me suck you. I want to show you. I want to be better for you.”

The raw honesty In her words, the desire to please, undoes me completely. I lean back against the cool tile wall, the contrast a shock to my heated skin. “Show me,” I command.

She doesn’t hesitate. She drops to her knees on the bathmat, the wet strands of her hair clinging to her thighs. Her hands, small and sure, find me first, stroking my length from base to tip, spreading the beads of water and my own precum. Her touch is no longer clumsy or unsure. It’s confident. Hungry.

Then she leans forward, and her warm breath ghosts over me a second before her lips close around the head. A shudder wracks my entire body. Jesus.

She starts slowly, a deliberate, sensual 
exploration. Her tongue flicks against the sensitive slit, tasting me, before she swirls it around the crown. Her eyes are closed, her brow furrowed in concentration, as if she’s memorizing the feel and taste of me. She takes me deeper, her lips forming a perfect, tight seal as she begins to move.

And she has gotten better. So much better. There’s no hesitation, no tentative testing. She works me with a rhythm that is both innocent and deeply knowing. One of her hands cups my balls, rolling them gently, while the other strokes what her mouth can’t yet take. The sounds she makes—soft, greedy moans that vibrate through my very core—are as erotic as the suction of her perfect mouth.

She looks up at me, her eyes glazed with her own arousal, and the sight of her on her knees, so beautiful and so utterly devoted to my pleasure, is my undoing. My fingers thread into her wet hair, not to guide her, but to feel the connection as my hips give an involuntary thrust.

“That’s it,” I groan, my head falling back against the tile. “Just like that. Take it all.” 

She redoubles her efforts, taking me deeper until I feel the head of my cock nudge the back of her throat. She gags softly, but doesn’t pull back. Instead, she relaxes her throat and swallows, and the convulsive muscle contraction is a white-hot bolt of pleasure that shoots straight to my spine. Hell. I’m not going to last.
The pressure builds, a familiar, coiling tension in my gut. “I’m going to cum,” I warn her, my voice strained.

She just moans around me, the vibration an exquisite torture, and increases her pace, her hand working in tandem with her mouth. She’s not just accepting it; she’s devouring me, pulling my release from me with a desperate hunger.

With a guttural cry, I lose all control. My climax crashes over me, and I empty myself into her waiting mouth in hot, pulsing waves. She takes every drop, swallowing diligently, her throat working around me until I am spent, shuddering and weak-kneed against the wall.

When I finally slip from her lips, she sits back on her heels, panting. A glistening trail of spend escapes the corner of her mouth. She wipes it away with the back of her hand, her eyes never leaving mine, and the raw, wanton look on her face is the most erotic thing I have ever seen. I reach down, hauling her to her feet. “My turn,” I growl, my voice hoarse.

I back her toward the bedroom, my mouth finding hers in a fierce kiss, letting her taste herself on me. I lay her down on the damp sheets, her body gleaming in the low light. I don’t wait. I start at her neck, kissing and licking the water from her skin, tasting the clean, pure scent of her. I worship the hollow of her throat, the elegant line of her collarbone.

My mouth moves lower, capturing a pebbled nipple, sucking it deep, flicking my tongue over the hard peak until she’s crying out, her back arching off the bed. I move to its twin, giving it the same devoted attention. My hands are not idle, roaming over her ribs, her hips, the silken skin of her inner thighs, spreading her open for me.

I continue my descent, kissing a wet trail down her quivering stomach, through her neat thatch of curls. I nuzzle there, breathing in her essential scent, now mixed with the clean smell of soap. She is already wet, her arousal a slick, inviting heat.

I look up her body, meeting her desperate gaze. “You taste like heaven,” I murmur, and then I lower my mouth to her.

My tongue finds her core in one long, flat stroke. She cries out, her hands flying to my hair, fisting the strands. I feast on her, licking and sucking with a focused intensity. I circle her clit with the tip of my tongue, teasing it, before drawing the hardened nub into my mouth and sucking firmly.

“Yes! Right there!” she sobs, her hips lifting off the bed, fucking my face with a desperate rhythm. I slide two fingers inside her, crooking them to find that spot that makes her see stars. When I press against it, her whole body convulses.
“Come for me,” I command, my voice muffled against her thighs and she did, the smell so sweet and satisfying. She collapses, exhausted and I catch her before whispering “Let’s hope your brother doesn’t find out” in her ears.
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