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Prologue

The cabin door clicked shut behind us, and that was the moment I realized how badly her mother had set us both up.

The suite wasn’t just small—it was romantic. One bed, white sheets tucked crisp, little petals scattered across the pillows like the staff thought this was a honeymoon trip. A bottle of champagne chilled in an ice bucket. Soft music humming from a speaker hidden in the ceiling.

I dropped my bag by the wall and glanced at her.

Chloe. Twenty-two, fresh out of college, long legs in cutoff shorts, a crop top that showed a sliver of her stomach every time she shifted. She’d inherited some of her mother’s beauty but carried it in a younger, bouncier, more dangerous way.

She was already staring at the bed.

“One bed,” she said, half a laugh, half nervous. “That’s… awkward.”

I smirked, shrugging off my jacket. “It’s just a bed, Chloe. We’re adults. We’ll manage.”

But I could feel the tension hanging between us, thicker than the humid salt air pressing through the balcony doors. She wasn’t a little kid anymore, and she knew it. She knew exactly what she looked like standing there, biting her lip, pretending not to glance at me out of the corner of her eye.

I sat down on the edge of the bed, leaning back on my palms. “Unless you’d rather take the floor?”

She rolled her eyes, but her smile gave her away. “Guess we’re sharing.”

She slid her suitcase onto the bed and bent to unzip it. I shouldn’t have looked, but I did—the way her shorts rode up, tight against her ass, the pale skin of her thighs catching the cabin light.

I adjusted myself, clearing my throat. “Better hope you don’t hog the covers. I’m not much of a blanket sharer.”

“Good to know,” she shot back, playful.

I lay back, hands behind my head, watching her pretend to fuss with her clothes, pretending not to notice how close the bed forced us, how small the room felt with just the two of us in it.

This was going to be one hell of a cruise.


Chapter 1

Chloe slid the glass door open and stepped outside, the sea breeze rushing in as the curtains fluttered behind her. She was barefoot now, in tiny cotton shorts and a loose tank top that hung just low enough for me to catch the shape of her without trying.

I followed her out, leaning on the balcony rail beside her. The ship hummed beneath us, the ocean stretching out black and endless.

“Crazy, huh?” she said softly, eyes on the waves. “Just water forever.”

“Mhm.” My eyes weren’t on the water.

She leaned forward on the rail, arms folded, hair spilling down her back. It was too easy. Too damn easy.

I stepped behind her, close enough that my chest brushed her shoulder. My hand slid down her side, smooth, unhurried, settling on the curve of her hip.

She stiffened. “Uh… what are you doing?”

I let out a low laugh, pressing my thumb against her waistband. “Touching you.”

Her head whipped toward me, eyes wide. “You—you can’t just—”

“Can’t what?” I cut in, calm, steady. My palm slid lower, cupping her ass through the thin cotton shorts. I gave it a squeeze, slow, deliberate. “You’re here with me. One bed. One room. What did you think was gonna happen?”

Her mouth opened, closed. No words came out.

I leaned in closer, lips brushing her ear. “What—you didn’t know?”

I kept my hand there, casual as anything, like I was just resting it, like the whole thing was obvious. The sea wind blew hard, but all I could feel was her trembling under my hand.

Her breath hitched when I didn’t move my hand away. I squeezed harder, grinding my palm against her ass until she squirmed against the railing.

“Stop—” she whispered, but there wasn’t any force behind it.

I leaned in, voice low, lazy. “No. This is mine now.”

Before she could spit out another protest, I slid my hand under her shorts, under the thin fabric of her panties, and cupped her bare heat. She gasped—sharp, shocked—but she didn’t pull away.

“Fuck—what are you—”

“Exactly what you think,” I murmured against her ear, rubbing slow circles, already feeling how wet she was getting for me. “You’re here with me, Chloe. You’re mine to use. Any time. Any way I want.”

She pushed at my wrist weakly, but her body betrayed her, grinding back against my hand even as her words stumbled. “You—you can’t—my mom—”

I chuckled, slipping two fingers inside her with no warning, burying them to the knuckle. Her knees buckled against the rail, a strangled sound ripping out of her throat.

“Your mom’s not here.” My other hand tangled in her hair, yanking her head back so she was forced to look out at the ocean. “You are. And this…” I pumped my fingers deep, curling them until she whimpered, “…is mine now. Got it?”

Her nails scraped against the railing, her whole body shuddering under me.

I unzipped my shorts with my free hand, pressing the thick head of my cock against her soaked entrance, pushing the fabric of her panties aside. She gasped again, tried to twist her head toward me, but I just held her hair tighter.

“Don’t look at me. Look at the ocean. That’s your view while I fuck you.”

And then I shoved inside her, one brutal stroke, claiming her fully, completely. She screamed into the night air, and I ground my hips against her ass, bottoming out deep.

“This is how it’s gonna be,” I growled against her neck. “Every night. Every morning. Anytime I feel like it. You’re mine, Chloe. Understand?”

The ship rocked beneath us, the wind whipped around us, and all I could hear was her broken little moans as I started to fuck her against the railing, the ocean spread out like a dark stage for the dirtiest play either of us had ever been in.

Her nails clawed at the railing, knuckles white as I drove into her from behind, hips slamming hard against her ass. The sound was obscene out here—skin on skin, her breathless whimpers cutting through the ocean wind.

“Fuck,” I groaned, burying myself deeper, “so tight. You been saving this pussy for me, huh?”

“N-no—” she gasped, shaking her head, but her voice cracked.

“Don’t lie.” I yanked her hair back harder, forcing her to arch for me, shoving my cock even deeper. “You’re soaking. You’re gripping me like you’ve been waiting for this. Like you needed it.”

She whimpered, eyes squeezed shut, thighs trembling.

“That’s it,” I growled, rutting into her, each thrust harder than the last. “Take it. This is what you’re here for. Not a vacation. Not fun in the sun. You’re here to keep my cock wet. Anytime I want.”

Her mouth opened, but only a choked moan spilled out.

“You hear me, Chloe?” My hand smacked against her ass, sharp, making her jolt. “You’re mine now. Every night on this cruise, I’m gonna use this little pussy until you can’t walk straight.”

Her body clenched around me at that, betraying her, milking me deeper. I laughed darkly against her ear.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you? You like knowing your mom’s boyfriend is gonna fuck you raw, fill you up, make you my little breeding toy.”

She shook her head, trembling, but her voice cracked when she tried to argue. “You—y-you can’t—”

“I already am,” I cut her off, slamming into her harder, until her tits were bouncing against the railing. “Gonna cum in you, Chloe. Not pulling out. Ever. You think I’m gonna waste this perfect little cunt? Not a chance.”

Her moans came louder now, raw and broken, carried out over the dark waves.

I pressed my mouth against her ear, growling low and filthy. “Say it. Say you’re mine.”

She shook, desperate, voice catching. “I-I’m—”

“Louder,” I snarled, driving my cock into her so hard the railing rattled. “Say it, or I’ll keep you out here all night until half this ship hears you scream.”

Her voice cracked open, sobbing the words. “I’m yours!”

“Damn right.” My grip tightened in her hair, my cock pounding deep, claiming her the way I’d promised. “Mine to fuck, mine to fill, mine to breed.”

I slammed into her faster, harder, the balcony shaking with it, her body quivering against me, until all I could think about was spilling myself inside her, sealing the deal.

Her voice was breaking, high and desperate, every word tumbling out ragged between moans.

“I’m yours—oh god—I’m yours!”

“Good girl,” I growled, dragging her head back by her hair until she was arched like an offering, chest heaving, my cock buried so deep inside her it felt like I’d never get out. “That’s what I wanted to hear. That’s my girl.”

She gasped, clinging to the railing as my thrusts grew brutal, relentless, my hips slamming into her ass with wet, obscene smacks. The sound of her pussy sucking me in was louder than the waves crashing below.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” I snarled against her neck. “Tight little pussy made just for me. Gripping me like you don’t ever want to let go.”

Her thighs shook, her body trying to twist, to hold me deeper, and I laughed low in her ear. “You love it. Don’t even try to fight it. You love being used. You love knowing you’re never getting this cock out of your life now.”

She whimpered something incoherent, but her cunt clenched so hard around me it dragged the words out of me in a growl.

“Yeah… that’s it, baby. That’s mine. My perfect little hole. Fucking dripping for me. I’m gonna fill you up. Every time. You’re not leaving this cruise without my cum in you, without my seed dripping down your thighs.”

Her nails scraped against the metal railing, her head thrown back, her cries echoing into the night.

“Take it, Chloe,” I snarled, pounding into her harder, faster, chasing that final edge. “Take all of it. Take your owner’s cum like a good little slut.”

And then I shoved deep—hard, final—balls pressed tight to her ass as I erupted inside her, filling her with hot, endless pulses. I groaned into her hair, every spurt driving deeper, owning her from the inside out.

“Fuck yes…” My voice was low, rough with release, lips brushing her ear. “That’s it. That’s my good girl. Take it all. Every drop. You feel that? That’s mine. You’re mine.”

Her body sagged against the railing, trembling, panting, my cock still buried deep as I held her there, grinding slow just to make sure she knew there was no escape.

I kissed her neck once, biting it after. “Get used to it. Because this is how it’s gonna be. Every. Single. Time.”

She was still shaking when I pulled her off the balcony railing, her legs wobbly as I guided her inside. Cum was already trickling down the inside of her thigh, glistening under the cabin light.

“Easy,” I muttered, though there was no softness in it. I half-dragged, half-led her to the bed, letting her collapse onto the white sheets. The little flower petals scattered across the pillows stuck to her damp skin as she rolled onto her back, dazed, still trying to catch her breath.

I stripped my shirt off, kicked out of my shorts, and climbed over her, pressing my weight down just enough to remind her there was no escape. My cock, still slick and hard, dragged across her belly.

Her eyes widened when she felt it, and her voice was a broken whisper. “You… you just came in me—”

“Yeah.” I smirked, brushing a strand of hair from her flushed face. “And I’m gonna do it again.”

Her lips parted like she wanted to protest, but before the words could form, I slid between her legs, pushed her thighs open, and shoved myself right back inside her.

She gasped, back arching, eyes wide. “Oh my god—”

“Shh.” I covered her mouth with my hand, grinding in deep, my cock spreading her again, pushing my cum deeper inside her. “You think I’m stopping just because I finished once? Not a chance. This is what you’re here for, Chloe. To be full of me. Always.”

Her muffled moans vibrated against my palm as I started thrusting again, slow but unrelenting, savoring the slick mess I’d already made of her.

I leaned close, whispering against her ear. “Get used to it. Because this isn’t just at night. It isn’t just when you’re awake. You’re mine twenty-four-seven. If I want you at two in the morning while you’re sleeping, I’ll take you. If I want you in the middle of the day, while you’re eating, while you’re showering, while you’re trying to rest—guess what? I’ll be inside you. Always.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, a helpless sound spilling out from under my hand.

“That’s right,” I murmured, thrusting harder now, the bedframe creaking with the force of it. “No breaks. No asking. No choices. You’re my hole now. My toy. My cumdump. Whenever I want, however I want. Twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. Understand?”

Her voice was faint, muffled under my palm, but I pressed harder, forcing the words out of her.

“Understand?”

She broke, sobbing the sound against my hand. I pulled it away just long enough for her to whisper, cracked and breathless: “I… understand.”

“Good girl.” I kissed her temple, tender for just a second before driving into her harder, making her cry out again. “That’s my girl. That’s what I like to hear. Always ready for me. Always mine.”

I fucked her slower then, long strokes, keeping her full, refusing to let her rest. Every shift of my hips ground me deeper, as if I could carve my claim into her body from the inside out.

Her hands clawed at my back, half trying to push me off, half pulling me closer. I caught them both, pinned them above her head with one hand, and kept thrusting steady, relentless.

“You feel that?” I growled, pressing my forehead to hers, cock buried so deep inside her it felt like I was touching her heartbeat. “That’s forever. My cock, my cum, my rules. You don’t get to turn this off. Not tonight. Not tomorrow. Not ever.”

She whimpered, shuddering under me, and I kissed her open mouth—filthy, claiming, rough. “Good girl,” I whispered again against her lips. “Keep me inside you. Sleep with me in you. Wake up with me in you. You’re mine.”

And I stayed there, grinding in deep, refusing to pull out, making sure she knew she wasn’t getting a single second of freedom—not even in her own bed.


Chapter 2

The cabin was quiet but for the hum of the ship and the soft rush of waves outside. Chloe had gone still beneath me, her breaths evening out, lashes fluttering against flushed cheeks. Out cold.

But I didn’t stop.

I was still buried in her, cock nestled deep inside that slick heat, keeping her stretched and full. My cum leaked around the base of me, soaking the sheets, but I didn’t care. This bed wasn’t white and clean anymore—it was mine, and so was she.

I shifted my hips, slow, deliberate. Her body stirred beneath me, a soft sigh spilling from her lips, but she didn’t wake. Her pussy clenched instinctively around me, like it knew who owned it even in her sleep.

“Good girl,” I whispered, brushing my lips over her hairline, breathing her in. “Even in your dreams, you hold me tight. Even asleep, you’re mine.”

I kept moving, gentle but relentless, long strokes in and out, watching the way her lips parted, the little helpless sounds she made without knowing. Her body gave me everything, even unconscious—wet, tight, clenching just right.

I bent down, kissed her slack mouth, tasted the faint salt of sweat. She didn’t stir, just sighed again, hips rolling faintly like her body was begging without her even knowing.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I muttered against her lips, pushing deep and grinding there, making her pussy flutter in her sleep. “Doesn’t matter if you’re awake. Doesn’t matter if you’re tired. You belong to me twenty-four-seven. You’re my toy. My fuckdoll. My little cumdump. And I’m never letting you forget it.”

I stroked faster now, careful not to wake her, chasing my own high against the warm, unconscious grip of her body.

“Gonna fill you again,” I growled low, teeth grazing her jaw. “Gonna keep filling you until your body learns mine. Until you’re dripping me every time you walk. Until you’re carrying me.”

Her face twitched in some small dream, and she let out a soft, broken moan that made me lose it.

I slammed deep, grinding into her, and let myself go—spurting inside her again, hot and thick, so much it leaked around my cock and down onto the sheets. I groaned into her skin, burying my face against her neck, shoving every drop into her sleeping body.

And when it was done, I stayed there, cock still twitching inside her, my weight pressing her into the mattress.

I kissed her temple, whispered into her hair like a vow. “You’ll never sleep alone again. Not as long as I’m here. I’ll always be inside you.”

Then I closed my eyes, still buried in her, holding her limp body against me, and let the ship rock us both into the dark.

I woke before she did, the cabin still dim, curtains swaying with the ocean breeze. The sheets were a mess—damp, wrinkled, streaked with dried cum. She was curled against me, hair tangled, lips parted in soft sleep, breathing deep.

And I was still inside her.

My cock was half-hard when I stirred, but that didn’t last long. Just the feel of her soft, unconscious body clenching faintly around me had me swelling again, stretching her in her sleep.

I smirked, brushing my hand down her thigh, lifting it to hook over my hip. She murmured something unintelligible, barely stirring, and I slid deeper, grinding slow, savoring the way her cunt clutched me even now.

“Morning, baby,” I whispered against her hair, though I knew she wasn’t awake to hear it. My hips rolled forward, lazy thrusts, filling her over and over. “You don’t need to wake up for this. You don’t need to do anything at all. Just lie there and take it. That’s all you’re for now.”

Her lips parted, a soft whimper spilling out as I fucked her at a steady pace, deep and unhurried. The sound made my cock throb, made me push harder.

“That’s it,” I muttered, kissing her shoulder, nipping the skin. “My perfect little toy. My personal hole. Don’t even need your eyes open to serve me.”

She shifted faintly, body pressing closer in her half-sleep, and I groaned low, grabbing her ass and pulling her tighter against me.

“You feel that? That’s your job now. Keeping me inside you. Twenty-four-seven. Doesn’t matter if you’re asleep, doesn’t matter if you’re awake. You’re mine to use, Chloe. You knew that the second you walked on this ship with me.”

I thrust deeper, grinding against her cervix, burying myself until her body twitched in its sleep.

“Fuck,” I groaned, teeth gritted, forehead pressed to her neck. “Gonna cum in you again. Right now. While you’re dreaming. Gonna pump you so full you’ll be leaking all day.”

My pace picked up, sharper, needier, using her limp body as I chased the edge. She moaned in her sleep, soft, helpless, like her body understood even if her mind didn’t.

“That’s it,” I snarled into her ear. “Take it, baby. Take your man’s cum like a good girl, even in your dreams. You belong to me.”

And then I shoved deep, groaning hard as I spilled inside her again, thick pulses flooding her, filling her to the brim. I held her there, grinding slow, making sure every drop stayed in.

I kissed the back of her neck, panting against her skin. “Good girl,” I whispered into her hair. “Didn’t even need to wake up to serve me. That’s perfect.”

I stayed buried, cock twitching, holding her against me like a lock and key. She didn’t stir. She just kept breathing, soft and steady, my cum dripping inside her.

Exactly how I wanted her.

The cabin filled with soft movement as she finally stirred awake, blinking groggily. Her hair was a mess, her skin flushed, her thighs sticking together from everything I’d pumped into her.

She didn’t meet my eyes. Didn’t say a word. Just pulled herself carefully out from under my arm, wincing a little as she slid off the bed.

I watched her from the pillows, smirking. She padded across the room on bare feet, tugging her shirt down, and slipped into the bathroom. The sound of the shower starting up filled the cabin.

Like hell she thought she was going to wash me off.

I gave her a head start, then swung my legs out of bed and followed, not bothering to cover myself. When I pushed open the bathroom door, steam billowed out, fogging the mirror.

She was under the spray, head tipped back, eyes closed, rinsing her hair. For a moment, she looked almost peaceful—until I stepped in.

Her eyes flew open when I slid the glass door back and stepped into the shower with her, water running hot over both of us.

“W-what are you—”

I didn’t let her finish. I grabbed her hips, spun her, and pressed her front against the fogged glass. My cock was hard again already, sliding along the slick crease of her ass.

“You thought you could wash me out?” I murmured against her ear, grinding against her. “Not a chance, baby. You don’t get clean. You stay full. Always.”

She whimpered, palms flat against the wet glass as I shoved her legs apart with my knee. I lined up and pushed into her in one hard stroke, burying myself to the hilt, my cum from last night and this morning still slick inside her.

“Fuck…” I groaned, holding her hips tight, pressing her flat against the glass. “Perfect. Look at you. My little hole, dripping my seed, still stretching open for me like you can’t get enough.”

She gasped, forehead pressed to the foggy glass, water cascading down her back. “Y-you can’t—”

I thrust hard, making her voice crack into a moan. “I can. I am. Anytime I want. You’re mine, Chloe. This body isn’t yours anymore. It’s mine.”

The glass rattled with every sharp thrust, her breath fogging it up, her hands slipping as she tried to hold on.

“That’s it,” I growled, pounding into her harder. “Let me hear those little noises. Let me hear my girl. Doesn’t matter if it’s the bed, the shower, the balcony—you’re mine to use everywhere.”

Her body squeezed around me, fluttering tight, and I grinned darkly, kissing her wet shoulder. “You like it. You love being my dirty little fuckdoll, don’t you? Love knowing I’ll never let you go clean. Love knowing you’re mine, twenty-four-seven.”

I slammed deeper, grinding until her tits smushed against the glass, and groaned into her neck. “Say it, baby. Say you’re my hole. Say you’re mine.”

Her breath came in ragged gasps, fogging the glass in front of her, the water pouring down her back in hot rivulets as I drove into her. Every thrust made her tits flatten against the slick pane, her palms slipping as she tried to brace herself.

“You feel that?” I growled, gripping her hips tight, dragging her back onto me. “That’s your job now—staying open for me. Keeping me inside you. Doesn’t matter if it’s the bed or the shower. Doesn’t matter if you’re ready. Doesn’t matter if you’re awake. I fuck you when I want.”

Her head shook weakly, a soft sound catching in her throat, but her pussy clenched around me like it agreed.

“Fuck yeah…” I groaned, pounding harder, rutting into her so deep the glass rattled in its frame. “So tight. So good. You’re made for this cock, Chloe. You were wasted on those college boys—you needed a real man to stretch you, to fill you, to breed you.”

Her cry was half-moan, half-protest, but her body betrayed her, grinding back against me, clenching like she didn’t want me to stop.

“That’s it,” I snarled, fucking her harder, water splashing everywhere. “Take it. Take your man’s cock like a good girl. You’re mine, Chloe. My girl. My toy. My hole.”

Her forehead pressed to the foggy glass, her breath stuttering, and I leaned over her, my chest slick against her wet back, growling in her ear.

“You think this shower can wash me out? No, baby. You’re never clean again. Not as long as I’m here. I’ll keep you full every day until your body only knows me. Until you’re dripping me with every step you take.”

She whimpered, trembling, her cunt fluttering hard around me—and that was it.

“Fuck—” I groaned, slamming deep one last time, burying myself to the hilt as I exploded inside her, pumping her full again, hot and endless, my cum mixing with the water and everything from the night before.

I ground into her, keeping her pinned, making sure she took every drop. My hand tangled in her wet hair, pulling her head back so I could bite her neck.

“That’s it, baby,” I panted, still pulsing inside her. “Good girl. Keep me in. Keep me full. You’re mine twenty-four-seven, and you’ll never wash me off. Ever.”

The water ran down our bodies, warm and endless, but all I could feel was her cunt milking me, locked around me, as I stayed buried inside her, refusing to let go.


Chapter 3

By the time we left the cabin, she was walking gingerly. I watched her try to hide it—head up, lips pressed together, shorts pulled down just a little lower than yesterday. But I could see it in the sway of her hips, in the way she clenched her thighs with every step.

Good. Let her feel me with every move.

The breakfast hall was already bustling, full of families, couples, kids running between tables. Bright daylight, clinking silverware, the smell of bacon and coffee. The most normal setting in the world.

Which made it perfect.

We found a little two-top table by the window, overlooking the ocean. She slid into the chair across from me, fiddling with her napkin, not quite able to meet my eyes.

I leaned back, casual, sipping my coffee like any other man on vacation. Then I set the cup down, leaned forward just enough for my words to cut through the noise around us.

“Can you feel me?”

Her eyes flicked up, startled, cheeks flushing instantly.

“I asked you a question,” I said, keeping my tone even, like I was asking if she wanted orange juice. “Can you feel me inside you right now?”

Her thighs squeezed together under the table. She whispered, “Stop—”

I smirked. “That’s a yes.”

I picked up a fork, speared a piece of melon, and pointed it toward her. “Open.”

She glanced around nervously, then parted her lips. I slid the bite into her mouth slow, watching her lips close around the fork. My cock stirred just from the sight.

“Good girl.” I set the fork down, leaning back again. “You look so innocent sitting here. No one would guess you’re stuffed full of my cum. That your pussy’s still leaking me while you’re trying to eat breakfast.”

Her eyes darted down to the table, face flaming.

“Careful,” I murmured. “Keep your legs pressed too tight and you’ll push it right out. Everyone will see the mess you’re making.”

She shifted in her chair, panicked, trying to stay still. I chuckled softly.

“That’s it. Sit nice. Pretend you’re just a normal girl having breakfast with her mom’s boyfriend. No one here has a clue that you’re my little fucktoy now. That you spent the whole night with my cock in you. That I used you in the shower before we came down here.”

She gripped her fork tight, knuckles white.

I leaned in again, voice dropping to a growl. “And when we’re done here, I’m bending you over the vanity in the cabin and filling you again. Over and over. You’ll waddle back down here tomorrow and nobody will know you’re my cumdump. My personal toy. Mine.”

Her chest rose and fell quick, like she was trying not to breathe too loud. I smiled, slow, satisfied, picking up my coffee again.

“Eat up, Chloe,” I said, calm as anything. “You’re gonna need the energy.”

The sun was already high when we made it to the deck. The pool was crowded—kids splashing, tourists stretched out on loungers with fruity drinks in hand, music thumping faint from overhead speakers. It was the safest, most ordinary spot on the ship.

Which made it the dirtiest playground for me.

I let Chloe walk ahead, watched her climb the pool steps in her bikini. Cute little bottoms that barely covered her ass, the kind college boys probably drooled over. I smirked. They’d never guess how wrecked that body already was. How raw and stuffed she still felt from my cock.

I followed her in, wading through the warm water until I was right behind her. She shot me a nervous glance over her shoulder. I just smiled, easy, relaxed, like any guy enjoying the cruise.

“C’mere,” I said, settling onto the submerged bench at the pool’s edge. She hesitated. I patted my thigh. “Sit.”

Her lips parted, about to protest—but there were families everywhere, people splashing, laughing, oblivious. She couldn’t make a scene. Not here.

So she lowered herself gingerly, settling onto my lap. Right over my cock.

I grabbed her hips and pulled her down harder, grinding her against me. She stiffened when she felt it, eyes wide, hands braced on the pool’s edge.

“Relax,” I murmured, lips brushing her wet shoulder. “Just look like you’re sitting with me.”

I shifted my hips under her, sliding my cock beneath her, letting the water do the rest. Her nails dug into the tiles, her thighs trembling against mine.

“Good girl,” I whispered, guiding her body with small, lazy lifts of my hips. “No one here has a clue. They’re drinking, swimming, splashing around… while you’re stuffed with my cock under the water.”

She let out a sharp breath, biting her lip hard to stay silent.

“Feel that?” I pressed in deeper, grinding slow, deliberate. “That’s your job, Chloe. Sitting here looking innocent while I use you. Smiling like a good girl while I pump my cum into you in the middle of a fucking pool.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, shaking her head faintly. I nipped at her ear, voice low, taunting.

“You want someone to notice? Want some dad across the pool to see the way you’re squirming on my lap? To know you’re your mom’s boyfriend’s personal toy? Hm?”

Her body clenched around me at that, betraying her. I chuckled dark, keeping the rhythm slow and steady.

“That’s it. Grip me nice. Pretend you’re just sitting. Pretend you’re not being bred in public while everyone around us has no idea.”

She swallowed hard, shifting faintly in my lap, and I tightened my grip on her hips.

“You belong to me everywhere, Chloe. Cabin, shower, balcony, breakfast, now here. I’ll use you anytime, anywhere. Even in the middle of a crowd. And no one will ever know but you.”

Chloe’s body was stiff on my lap, her thighs clamped tight against mine, every muscle trembling as I rocked her back and forth under the water. Her nails dug into the tiles at the pool’s edge, white-knuckled, like holding on could save her.

No one paid us any attention. Families laughed, kids splashed, waiters carried trays of colorful drinks past our loungers. To them, we were just another couple sitting close.

To me, she was nothing but my wet little fucktoy, keeping my cock buried while the whole ship carried on around us.

“Good girl,” I murmured against her ear, hands firm on her hips as I guided her up and down, slow and steady. “Nice and quiet. Look how well you take it, baby. No one here has a clue you’re getting bred in public.”

She let out a soft sound, biting her lip to smother it, her body clenching hard around me. I chuckled low, grinding in deeper, slow circles that made her whimper.

“That’s it. Hold it in. Just keep smiling. You don’t want anyone to know you’re dripping on my lap, do you?”

Her head shook faintly, damp hair clinging to her cheeks.

I kissed her shoulder, dragged my teeth over her skin. “Doesn’t matter. They’ll know soon enough. You’re gonna cum for me right here. Can’t hold it back when I’m this deep.”

Her whole body twitched when I thrust harder, sharp and deep, water rippling around us. Her breath hitched, hips jerking helplessly against me.

“Yeah,” I growled, tightening my grip until her hips bruised under my fingers. “That’s it, Chloe. Cum for me. Cum on daddy’s cock in the middle of a fucking pool. Let all these strangers watch you lose it.”

Her muffled cry broke loose, her pussy squeezing me so tight it dragged me straight over the edge with her. I slammed her down hard, bottoming out, grinding against her ass as I erupted inside her, pulse after pulse spilling deep, flooding her under the water.

“Fuck…” I groaned into her wet skin, keeping her pinned on my lap. “Take it. Take it all, baby. Good girl. My good little cumdump. Sitting pretty while I breed you in front of everyone.”

The water washed over us, hiding everything, but I knew. She knew. She was sitting there, stuffed full, my seed mixing with the pool around us, while a hundred people laughed and swam inches away.

I kissed her temple, casual, like nothing had happened. “Stay here,” I whispered, still buried in her. “Don’t move. We’re not done.”

Chloe twitched on my lap, her thighs trembling under the water, every muscle begging to move. But I held her steady, one arm slung lazily around her waist, the picture of a relaxed boyfriend lounging at the pool with his girl.

No one looking would guess she was sitting on my cock, stuffed full of cum, still dripping me into the water.

I leaned back against the tile ledge, exhaling like I was enjoying the sun. “Don’t move,” I murmured against her wet hair. “You stay right here. Nice and still. Let everyone see how sweet you look while you’re full of me.”

Her fingers clutched at the pool’s edge, knuckles white. Her body tried to shift, tried to ease off me, but I yanked her hips back down, grinding her deeper.

She let out a strangled little sound, quickly biting her lip.

“Shhh,” I warned, lips brushing her ear. “Quiet, baby. Unless you want half this pool watching you get used.”

She whimpered, trying to sit perfectly still now, cheeks flaming, every nerve in her body betraying her.

“That’s it,” I smirked, moving my hips slow under the water, just enough to keep her squirming. “Keep my cock inside. Pretend nothing’s happening. Drink it in—sunshine, laughter, families all around—while you’re my little cumdump, dripping into the pool like the dirty girl you are.”

A waiter passed nearby, setting a tray of cocktails on the ledge beside us. Chloe froze, her whole body going rigid. I kept her pinned, smiling at the waiter like nothing at all was wrong.

“Thanks, man,” I said, grabbing a drink, sipping it easy.

When he left, I leaned down, whispering dark against her ear. “See? They have no idea. You could scream right now, and no one would notice. You’re just my girl, sitting pretty on my lap, leaking my seed in front of the whole world.”

She shuddered, her pussy clenching around me so tight I groaned low.

“Fuck…” I murmured, rocking my hips subtly again, just enough for her to feel it. “You love this. You love being my little secret. My filthy girl, smiling in public while she’s being used.”

I tilted her chin up, made her look at me while my cock twitched inside her. “You’re mine, Chloe. You don’t even get breaks in public. You don’t get breaks anywhere. You’re mine every second.”

Her lips trembled, eyes glassy, but she didn’t dare make a sound. Just sat there, trembling, taking me.

And I sat back, cock buried deep, sipping my drink like it was the most normal thing in the world.


Chapter 4

By the time night fell, the ship had quieted. Music drifted faint from the upper decks, laughter carrying down the hallways, but in our cabin it was just me, Chloe, and the dim glow of the lamp.

I sat back in the chair by the small table, glass of whiskey in my hand, watching her fidget by the bed. She was still sore from the day—I could see it in the way she shifted, thighs pressed tight, shoulders tense.

Perfect.

I set my glass down, reached for the little speaker on the dresser, and flipped it on. A low, steady beat filled the room—slow, heavy, the kind of rhythm that demanded hips to move.

Her eyes darted to mine. “What are you—”

“Strip,” I said, voice calm, commanding. “And give me a dance.”

Her mouth fell open, lips trembling. “W-what?”

I leaned back further, spreading my legs, letting her see the hard line already pushing against my shorts. “You heard me. Music’s on. Clothes off. I want a show.”

She hesitated, shifting her weight, hands clutching the hem of her shirt. I raised a brow, my tone sharp but lazy.

“Don’t make me repeat myself, Chloe. You’re mine now. Every inch of you. If I want to watch you strip and grind on my lap like a little whore, that’s what you’ll do.”

Her cheeks flamed, but slowly, with trembling fingers, she lifted the shirt over her head, tossing it aside. Her bra followed, small and lacy, making my cock twitch at the sight. She hooked her thumbs in her shorts, hesitating again.

“Eyes on me,” I ordered.

She met my gaze, and I smirked as she slid the shorts and panties down her legs, standing bare before me in the soft light, the music pulsing low around us.

“Good girl,” I murmured, gesturing to the empty space in front of me. “Now move.”

The first sway of her hips was hesitant, awkward. But the beat caught her, the slow grind of her thighs rubbing together, the arch of her back as she rolled her body. I drank in every second, watching her pretend she wasn’t dripping, watching her squirm under the weight of my stare.

“Closer,” I said, curling my fingers. She stepped forward, swaying just inches away from me now, bare skin gleaming with a nervous sheen.

I leaned in, voice dark. “On my lap.”

She straddled me, shaky, her bare cunt brushing against my cock through the fabric of my shorts. I groaned low, grabbing her hips, guiding her.

“Yeah… that’s it. Grind for me. Use that little body to keep me entertained.”

She whimpered, moving against me in rhythm with the music, her bare slit dragging over the hard ridge beneath the fabric. Her tits bounced, her breath stuttered, and I tilted my head back, enjoying the view.

“Look at you,” I muttered, one hand squeezing her ass, the other sliding up to grip her hair. “Mom’s little girl, giving me a private dance. Grinding like a fucking slut on my lap.”

Her eyes squeezed shut, shame flushing across her face. I yanked her hair, forcing her head back, forcing her eyes open.

“Don’t you dare hide. Look at me while you ride. This is who you are now. My girl. My toy. My entertainment.”

The song’s bass thudded low, her hips rolling in time with it, her pussy soaking through my shorts. My cock strained against the fabric, desperate to be inside her again, but I held off, savoring every second of her shame, her obedience, her trembling body moving just for me.

“Good girl,” I whispered, lips grazing her ear. “That’s my perfect little slut. Keep dancing. Don’t stop ‘til I say.”

Chloe’s hips rolled against me in time with the music, her bare pussy dragging over the thick line of my cock through my shorts. Every grind left a wet patch spreading wider across the fabric.

She looked wrecked already—cheeks flushed, lips parted, tits bouncing as she tried to keep up the rhythm.

“Goddamn…” I muttered, gripping her ass with both hands, guiding her movements harder. “Look at you. Grinding on me like a needy little slut. You love this, don’t you? Dancing for me, soaking my shorts.”

Her breath hitched, her eyes darting away.

“Answer me.” I yanked her hair, forcing her gaze back on mine.

“I—” Her voice cracked, barely a whisper. “I… don’t know—”

“Wrong answer.” I snarled, reaching down, shoving my shorts and boxers down just enough to free my cock. It sprang up, thick and slick with her mess, slapping against her soaked slit.

Her gasp was sharp, but I didn’t give her a chance to speak. I grabbed her hips and slammed her down, burying myself inside her in one brutal stroke.

“Fuck!” I groaned, head falling back, the music pounding low around us. “That’s what I wanted. Feel that, Chloe? That’s where you belong. On my cock, riding me like my personal whore.”

She cried out, hands clutching at my shoulders, her body trembling as I held her down on me, balls-deep, grinding her hips against mine.

“Move,” I growled.

Her hips jerked awkwardly at first, then fell into the rhythm, bouncing on me in time with the bass. Her tits bounced, her nails dug into me, and I grinned, watching her ride me like she was made for it.

“That’s it,” I snarled, slapping her ass hard, making her jolt. “Ride to the beat. Show me how much of a slut you really are. Faster.”

She obeyed, bouncing quicker, her pussy clenching around me, wet and filthy as the music drove her hips.

“Good girl,” I groaned, yanking her hair to kiss her throat, biting hard. “My little dancer. My toy. You’re mine, Chloe. You’ll dance, you’ll strip, you’ll ride, you’ll do whatever the fuck I say.”

Her moans grew louder, her body jerking with every thrust as I started driving up into her, meeting her movements, pounding her to the rhythm until the chair rattled under us.

“Fuck, yes,” I snarled, slamming her down harder. “Cum for me. Cum on daddy’s cock while you dance. Show me who owns you.”

Her head fell back, a ragged cry tearing out of her throat as her pussy spasmed around me, milking me deep. The sight of her losing it on my lap broke me—I grabbed her ass and slammed her down, grinding hard as I erupted inside her, filling her again, hot and heavy.

“Take it,” I growled against her lips, spilling into her. “Take your man’s cum like the good little slut you are. Ride it. Milk me. That’s it.”

I kept her moving until the last beat faded, her body limp and shaking against me, my cock still pulsing inside her, keeping her stuffed.

I kissed her ear, low and rough. “Best show I’ve ever had.”

Chloe slumped against me, her body trembling, still impaled on my cock. The music had faded, but the echo of the bass was still in her hips, the way she twitched every time my cock gave a lazy throb inside her.

I smirked, brushing her damp hair back, kissing her cheek almost sweetly. “Good girl. Hell of a performance.”

She let out a shaky breath, nodding faintly against my shoulder, still trying to catch herself.

I slapped her ass, sharp enough to make her jolt. “But you’re not done yet.”

Her head lifted slowly, eyes bleary with exhaustion. “W-what?”

I grinned, sliding my hands down her sides to her hips. “Look at the mess you made. You think I’m walking around with my cock dripping cum because you can’t hold it?”

She blinked at me, confused, and I leaned in close, voice low and dark. “On your knees, Chloe. Clean me up.”

Her eyes widened, lips parting like she might argue—but I didn’t give her a chance. I lifted her off me, my cock sliding out with a wet, obscene sound, cum already oozing down her thighs. I gripped the back of her neck, guiding her down between my legs.

“Open that pretty mouth.”

She hesitated, cheeks flaming, but my cock brushed her lips and instinct took over—she opened. I shoved in, thick and still messy with both of us, groaning at the wet heat of her tongue.

“Fuck, that’s it,” I growled, hand tight in her hair, guiding her up and down my length. “Clean every drop. That’s your job. You don’t get to wash yourself—you clean me. Always.”

She gagged softly as I hit the back of her throat, tears pricking her eyes, but her tongue swirled, dutiful, swallowing the mix of cum and slick coating my cock.

“Good girl,” I murmured, stroking her cheek with my thumb, a twisted mockery of affection. “On your knees, tits out, mouth full of cock. That’s where you belong.”

I pulled her off just enough to make her gasp for air, strings of spit and cum dripping down her chin, before pushing back in. “That’s right, baby. Drink it down. Keep me clean. You’re my little maid now, too—serving me with that filthy mouth.”

Her eyes watered, her jaw working, but she obeyed, licking, sucking, swallowing until I gleamed wet and spotless in the lamplight.

I tugged her head back, my cock resting against her tongue, her face messy and red, eyes wide up at me.

“Perfect.” I smirked down at her, voice calm, casual. “Every night, every morning, every time I use you—you’ll clean me up after. With this mouth. Got it?”

She swallowed hard around me, a faint, broken nod.

I slapped her cheek lightly, cock still resting heavy on her tongue. “Say it.”

Her voice cracked, muffled, but obedient: “Y-yes… I’ll clean you.”

“Good girl.” I shoved back in deep, groaning at the feel of her throat. “That’s what I like to hear.”

Chloe wiped at her chin with the back of her hand, trembling from the blowjob I’d forced on her, but I didn’t let her rise. I hooked two fingers under her chin, lifting her gaze to mine.

“You think you’re done?” I asked softly, almost amused. “No, baby. You’re not done until I say.”

I stood, towering over her, my cock still hard, wet from her mouth. I grabbed her arm and hauled her up, tossing her onto the bed like she weighed nothing. She landed on her back, hair spilling across the pillow, legs falling open on instinct.

I climbed over her, pressing my cock between her slick folds. She gasped, weakly shaking her head, but I didn’t even slow down—I shoved into her in one smooth stroke, burying myself to the hilt.

Her cry broke the air, raw and helpless, her body twitching under mine.

“Shhh,” I murmured, brushing her hair back, kissing her forehead like it was tenderness. “That’s not a protest. That’s your body remembering what it’s for.”

I settled in deep, grinding just enough to make her whimper. Then I stilled, cock throbbing inside her, stretching her wide.

“You’re gonna keep me warm tonight, Chloe,” I whispered against her ear. “You’re not sleeping alone. Not ever again. You’re my little cockwarmer, twenty-four-seven.”

She whimpered again, turning her face into the pillow. I gripped her jaw, forcing her head back toward me.

“Look at me.”

Her wide eyes met mine, glassy, exhausted, but open.

“That’s it,” I said, calm and firm. “You’ll stay stuffed all night. My cock stays in your pussy until the sun comes up. If I wake up and feel you’ve slipped off me?” I smirked, voice dropping darker. “You won’t like what happens.”

Her lips trembled, but she whispered, “O-okay…”

“Not okay.” I thrust once, sharp, making her squeal. “Say it.”

Her voice cracked, but the words came: “I’ll… keep you warm.”

“Good girl.” I kissed her temple, holding her tight against me. “That’s my hole. That’s my toy. That’s my Chloe.”

I stayed there, buried deep, hips pressed flush to hers, my cock throbbing steady inside her. Every tiny twitch of her cunt stroked me, reminding us both who she belonged to.

She lay there trembling, but slowly, her body sagged under mine, exhaustion dragging her down. Her breathing evened, soft and helpless, while I kept myself locked in her heat.

I whispered into her hair as her eyes slipped closed. “Sleep, baby. You’re mine even in your dreams. And when you wake, I’ll still be right here inside you.”

And I closed my eyes too, perfectly content—because I had her exactly where I wanted her: stuffed, owned, kept warm all night.


Chapter 5

The first thing I felt when I stirred was heat. Tight, wet heat wrapped around me, squeezing lazy pulses along my cock.

Then I realized—I hadn’t moved. I hadn’t pulled out. I’d fallen asleep buried in Chloe’s cunt, and she was still wrapped around me, snug and warm, like she was made for it.

Perfect.

I cracked an eye open, the cabin dim with early light leaking past the curtains. Chloe was awake.

She lay stiff beneath me, her eyes wide, staring at the ceiling, her lips parted in shallow breaths. Her thighs squeezed faintly, like she wasn’t sure if she wanted to push me out or keep me in.

I smirked, kissed her cheek. “Morning, baby.”

Her head jerked, shocked. “You—you’re still—”

“Inside you?” I murmured, giving a lazy grind that made her gasp. “Yeah. Where else would I be?”

Her lips trembled. “Y-you stayed all night—”

“Of course I did.” I brushed her hair back, kissed her temple like it was the most normal thing in the world. “You’re my cockwarmer now. My little sleeve. You don’t think I’d waste a second of this tight little hole, do you?”

Before she could stammer out a reply, I shifted my hips and started thrusting, slow and deep, dragging my cock through the slick mess I’d kept inside her all night.

Her moan cracked, raw from sleep, her hands clutching at the sheets.

“Fuck yeah…” I groaned, rutting into her lazy and steady, savoring every stroke. “Pussy’s even tighter in the morning. Feels like you’re clinging to me. Like your body knows who owns it now.”

Her eyes squeezed shut, shaking her head, but her cunt betrayed her, fluttering tight around me.

“Don’t fight it,” I whispered against her ear, my cock bottoming out, grinding slow circles deep inside her. “You’re mine the second you wake up. Before breakfast, before brushing your teeth, before anything. My cock goes first.”

She whimpered, broken, and I picked up the pace, hips slapping against her ass, filling the cabin with the wet smack of ownership.

“Good girl,” I growled, gripping her jaw to keep her eyes open. “That’s my Chloe. Wakes up full of cock, takes it like my little slut. You’ll never start a day without me breeding you again. Never.”

Her voice cracked, helpless. “Y-you’re gonna—”

“Cum in you?” I snarled, thrusting harder, sharper, until the bedframe rattled. “Fuck yes I am. That’s all this pussy is for now. Keeping me hard, keeping me drained, keeping me fed.”

Her whole body tensed, her moan muffled against the pillow as she started to shake under me, cumming around my cock, spasming tight. The squeeze ripped me open—I slammed in deep, grinding hard as I erupted inside her, spilling load after load into her raw, trembling body.

“Fuck…” I groaned, pressing my forehead to hers, still pumping her full. “That’s it, baby. That’s my morning routine. Waking up inside you. Filling you before the day even starts.”

I stayed buried, panting against her lips, grinding slow to keep her stuffed.

“Get used to it, Chloe,” I whispered. “This is forever.”


Chapter 6

The sheets were hot, damp, twisted around us. I lay back against the headboard, Chloe straddling me, my cock still buried inside her from the moment we woke.

She looked ruined already—hair messy, lips swollen, her body marked with red where I’d bitten her, her thighs trembling from being stretched around me for so long.

And those tits.

Big, soft, perfect handfuls that bounced every time her hips rolled the slightest bit. I let one hand rest on her hip, guiding her lazy grind, while the other squeezed one breast, kneading it like it belonged to me.

“Goddamn, baby,” I muttered, thumb brushing over her hard nipple. “Look at these. Big fucking tits, wasted on some college brat jerking off in a dorm room. You think I’m letting these go to waste? No. These are mine now.”

She whimpered, her hands pressed against my chest, trying to steady herself as I cupped both tits together, squeezing them hard, letting them spill between my fingers.

“Fuck, yeah…” I groaned, leaning forward to take a nipple in my mouth. I sucked hard, rolling my tongue, biting just enough to make her squeal. Her cunt clenched tight around me, milking my cock, and I grinned against her skin.

“You feel that?” I growled, switching to the other nipple, sucking until it was wet and swollen. “Your pussy gets tighter every time I suck your tits. Like your body knows it’s mine. Like it loves being owned.”

Her voice cracked, broken. “P-please—”

“Please what?” I latched back onto her, tugging with my teeth, my hands mauling her tits until she gasped. “Please keep sucking them? Please keep filling you? Please keep making you mine?”

Her nails dug into my shoulders, her head falling back, her moans spilling loud now as I kissed, bit, and sucked every inch of her chest.

I pulled back, spit glistening across her nipples, her tits heaving under my hands. My cock twitched inside her, throbbing at the sight.

“You’re perfect, Chloe,” I murmured, squeezing her tits together, slapping them lightly until they jiggled. “My little cockwarmer with the best tits on this ship. You’ll ride me every morning, let me play with these every night, and you’ll never belong to anyone else again.”

I leaned in, burying my face between them, groaning as I fucked up into her, hard and slow, her tits bouncing against my cheeks.

“Yeah,” I growled, teeth scraping her skin. “That’s it. Bounce those tits for me. Milk my cock with your pussy while you show me who owns these perfect fucking tits.”

She cried out, body spasming, and I dragged her down harder, burying myself to the hilt as she clenched around me, her chest pressed tight to my mouth.

I moaned against her skin, grinding deep, filling her again as I bit her nipple. “Take it. Take all of it, Chloe. Cum for me. Let your tits bounce while I breed you.”

And she did—shaking, gasping, her tits in my mouth while her pussy fluttered and milked me dry.

I leaned back, panting, my cock still twitching inside her, cum leaking down her thighs. I slapped her tits once, lightly, making them jiggle.

“Best view in the world,” I smirked. “My cock in you, your tits in my mouth. Remember this, baby. This is your life now.”

Chloe collapsed against me, panting, her tits slick from my mouth, her pussy still trembling around my cock. She thought maybe she’d get a break, that I’d let her rest.

Wrong.

I grabbed her hips and lifted her off me, my cock sliding free with a wet pop. She gasped, eyes wide, cum dripping down her thighs as I shoved her onto her knees between mine.

“Open those tits,” I ordered, grabbing them in my hands, squeezing them together, slick with spit and sweat. My cock throbbed heavy in front of her face, already leaking.

Her eyes widened, lips trembling. “W-wait—”

I smirked, pushing the head of my cock between the soft swell of her chest. “You think that pussy’s the only hole I’m using? No, baby. These are mine too.”

I spat straight onto her cleavage, the slick sliding down as I pressed her tits tight around me. “Perfect. Soft little fuckpillows, built just for my cock.”

She whimpered, but her body obeyed, her arms wrapping under her chest, squeezing them tighter as I started sliding through. My cock disappeared between them, slick and hot, the head smearing spit and cum across her chin with every thrust.

“Fuck yeah…” I groaned, rocking into her tits. “Look at that. My cock fucking your chest. You’re good for everything, Chloe. Every hole. Every inch. Pussy, mouth, tits—they’re all mine now.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, cheeks red as my cockhead bumped her chin. I grabbed her hair, yanked her head back, forcing her eyes open.

“Don’t look away. Watch while I use you. Watch me fuck these tits you thought were yours.”

She gasped as I sped up, her breasts jiggling around my shaft, slick sounds filling the cabin.

“You know what’s even better?” I snarled, thrusting harder, precum dripping down her skin. “They’re only gonna get bigger when I breed you. You’ll be swollen, leaking milk for me, your tits bouncing while I fuck your pregnant little body.”

Her eyes went wide, lips parting in shock, but her tits squeezed tighter around me, betraying her.

“Oh, fuck, you like that,” I groaned, rutting faster, smearing all over her chest. “You like knowing I’m gonna put a baby in you. That your perfect tits are just gonna swell bigger, softer, for me to use.”

She whimpered, tears pricking her eyes, but her body obeyed, squeezing me tighter between her tits as my cockhead slid up to her throat.

“That’s it, baby. Milk me with your chest. Show me what those tits are for.”

I slammed through, groaning loud, until the pressure snapped—I shoved deep between her tits, grinding against her throat as I erupted. Thick, hot spurts painted her chest, streaking up her neck, dripping down her collarbones.

“Fuck…” I panted, holding her tits tight around me, pumping every last drop into her cleavage. “Look at you. Covered in my cum. Perfect little breeding toy with perfect tits to fuck.”

I let go of her hair, smirking down at her ruined face, chest sticky and glistening.

“These are mine, Chloe. Just like your pussy. Just like your mouth. And when I knock you up, they’ll belong to me even more.”

Chloe sat back on her heels, her tits glistening with my cum. Thick streaks dripped down between them, smeared across her nipples, a fat bead hanging just above her stomach. She looked wrecked—face red, hair a mess, chest rising and falling fast.

I leaned forward in the chair, smirking, stroking her cheek with two fingers. “Look at the mess I made on you.”

Her eyes dropped, embarrassed, lips trembling as she glanced at the sticky shine covering her skin.

“You’re not leaving it there,” I murmured, pressing my thumb against her lower lip. “Clean it up.”

Her eyes widened, head jerking. “W-what?”

I chuckled, shaking my head slowly. “You heard me. Use that dirty little mouth. Lick it off. Taste what your tits are for.”

She froze, trembling. I slid my fingers down, scooped a streak of cum from her cleavage, and pressed it against her lips. “Open.”

She hesitated a second too long, so I shoved my thumb between her lips, groaning as she choked on the taste. “There you go. Good girl. Get used to it. That’s what you’ll be swallowing every day.”

Her eyes watered as I pulled my thumb free, strings of spit and cum trailing. She licked her lips without meaning to, and I laughed darkly.

“Now the rest,” I ordered, grabbing her tits, squeezing them together until the cum squished up between them. “Show me that tongue. Clean yourself like the little slut you are.”

Slowly, shame burning in her eyes, she bent her head and dragged her tongue across the top of one breast, licking up a sticky streak.

“Fuck, yeah…” I groaned, stroking myself back to hardness just watching her. “Keep going. Get every drop. Don’t waste me.”

She licked along the curve of her tit, scooping up the mess with her tongue, her face wet with spit and cum. Then she bent lower, sucking a bead straight off her nipple, whimpering as she swallowed.

“Good girl,” I growled, grabbing her hair to hold her still while she cleaned herself, her tongue darting over her cleavage, gathering every streak. “That’s it. Lap it up. Swallow me down. You’ll do this every time I paint these tits—you’ll drink me like it’s breakfast.”

She coughed softly, throat working as she swallowed again, her tits slick but clean now, her mouth shiny with the last of my mess.

I tilted her chin up, smirking down at her ruined face. “Perfect. My dirty little cummaid. My fucktoy. My cockwarmer. You’ll clean me, you’ll clean yourself, you’ll swallow whatever I give you.”

I dragged her face to my cock, pressing it against her lips. “And you’ll say thank you.”

Her whisper was cracked, broken, but obedient: “Th-thank you…”

“Good girl.” I shoved my cock back between her lips, groaning as her tongue welcomed me. “Now keep me hard. I’m not close to done.”


Chapter 7

The last night of the cruise. The ship rocked gently beneath us, music from some deck party echoing faint and distant, but in our cabin it was just the two of us.

And Chloe.

She was on all fours on the bed, hair a tangled mess, skin marked up from a week of my hands, teeth, and cock. Her pussy glistened, swollen and needy, her thighs trembling as she looked back over her shoulder at me.

Not with fear anymore. Not with hesitation.

With hunger.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice cracked, desperate. “Please… fuck me.”

I smirked, stroking my cock, watching her squirm at the sight. “What’s that? A week ago you were whining, telling me I couldn’t. And now look at you.”

She whined, arching her back, pushing her ass toward me. “I need it. I need you inside me. Please…”

I climbed onto the bed behind her, slapping her ass once, hard, just to hear her gasp. My cockhead pressed against her soaked slit, teasing.

“You’ve had me every night. Every morning. Half the afternoons. And you’re still begging?”

“Yes,” she choked out, rocking back against me. “I can’t stop—I need you. Please, fill me.”

Fuck, hearing her say it—hearing the desperation in her voice—made my cock twitch hard. I grabbed her hips and shoved forward in one brutal stroke, bottoming out inside her.

She cried out, face pressed into the sheets, ass shaking as I started pounding her raw.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I growled, fucking her hard, my hips slapping against her ass. “My girl. My toy. My perfect little cumdump. Begging for my cock now. Begging me to breed you.”

“Yes!” she screamed, voice muffled against the pillow. “Please—please breed me—fill me—don’t ever stop—”

Her pussy clenched so tight around me I groaned, slamming in deeper, faster, sweat dripping down my back as I wrecked her one last time.

“You want my cum?” I snarled, yanking her hair back so she had to look at me, my cock hammering into her. “Say it. Tell me what you’re begging for.”

“I want your cum!” she sobbed, tears streaking her face, drool on her chin. “I want you to fill me daddy,—I want you to knock me up—I’m yours, I’m yours, I’m yours!”

“Fuck, yes,” I growled, hips slamming faster, the bed rattling under us. “That’s my girl. My perfect breeding toy. Gonna pump you so full this cruise won’t be the only thing you remember. You’ll walk off this ship dripping me. Carrying me.”

Her moans went high, broken, her whole body shaking as she came, squirting wet against my thighs, her cunt milking me with greedy spasms.

That was it. I slammed deep, burying myself as far as I could go, and exploded inside her, groaning loud, spilling load after load into her begging pussy.

“Take it,” I snarled, holding her tight, grinding in until every drop was buried inside. “Take all of it, baby. My cum. My seed. My claim. You’re mine.”

Her body collapsed under me, trembling, but I didn’t pull out. I stayed there, buried deep, panting against her neck.

“You’ll never be the same, Chloe,” I whispered, kissing her ear, my cock still throbbing inside her. “Doesn’t matter where we go after this cruise. You’ll always beg for me now.”

And the sweetest part? She nodded, eyes closed, whispering back, “Always.”

The room was dark now, the ship rocking steady as it pushed toward port. Chloe lay limp beneath me, her skin damp with sweat, her tits still flushed from the mauling I’d given them, her pussy swollen and dripping around my cock.

She thought it was the end. The last night, the last fuck.

But I wasn’t done.

I stayed buried inside her, grinding lazy circles, just enough to make her twitch and whimper. My hand slid up her chest, cupping one soft breast, my thumb rolling over her nipple until it peaked again.

“You think this ends when we dock tomorrow?” I murmured against her ear.

Her breath hitched, her lashes fluttering. “I… I don’t know—”

I chuckled, low and rough, thrusting once, deep enough to make her gasp. “Wrong answer, baby. This doesn’t end. Not when the cruise is over. Not when we’re back home. Not ever.”

She whimpered, turning her face into the pillow. I grabbed her jaw, forcing her to look at me.

“You’re mine now. My cockwarmer. My little toy. You’ll spread for me anytime I say. Doesn’t matter if it’s midnight, morning, your mom’s in the other room—you’re mine, twenty-four-seven.”

Her lips trembled, her eyes wide, but she whispered, “Yes…”

“Say it.” I slammed into her again, sharp, making her cry out.

“I’m yours,” she gasped. “Always. I’ll—I’ll do whatever you want.”

“Good girl.” I kissed her mouth, rough, biting her lip until she moaned. “Because I’m not letting you go. I’ll fuck you on your mom’s couch if I feel like it. I’ll bend you over in her kitchen while she’s out. I’ll fill you in your old bedroom while she’s in the shower. You belong to me now, Chloe, and I don’t give a fuck who knows it.”

Her eyes glazed, her pussy fluttering hard around me at the words.

“That’s right,” I growled, fucking her harder, claiming her one last time. “I’m your first thought in the morning, your last thought at night, and the cock you’ll carry with you forever. This cruise didn’t change me, baby. It changed you.”

Her voice broke, high and desperate. “Please—don’t stop—don’t ever stop—”

“I won’t,” I snarled, grinding deep, filling her raw again, spilling hot cum into her ruined cunt. “Not on this ship. Not at home. Not ever. You’re mine, Chloe. Forever.”

I stayed inside her, holding her tight, breathing her in while the ship cut through the waves, knowing I’d already taken everything from her—and she’d never, ever want it back.
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