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Prologue

That day was disgustingly hot. I mean sweat pooling-under-your-balls hot. The kind of summer heat that made every girl at the pool peel off their cover-up like it was made of lava, and every guy pretend they weren’t staring. But I didn’t need to pretend. I only had eyes for one.

Mrs. Alden.

Laura.

She wasn’t just my mom’s best friend. She was my first crush, my first fantasy, and the first reason I ever figured out how to clear my browser history.

She lived next door for as long as I could remember. In her forties now, married to some completely unthreatening corporate guy who always offered me beers like he thought I was twelve and needed to be “initiated.” Sweet guy. Harmless. Too harmless for the woman he had.

Laura was soft where the girls my age were sharp, sun-kissed curves wrapped in a blue one-piece that hugged her like it wanted to be peeled off. Dark hair tied up, a few strands sticking to her damp neck, and those big, wide, trusting eyes behind oversized sunglasses. She smiled at everyone. She smiled at me. Like I was just her friend’s son. Just the kid who helped mow her lawn sometimes. Not a man who’d been dreaming of pinning her to the grass behind her garden wall and tasting every single inch of her.

I was floating on a pool float, sunglasses on, watching her from under the brim like I wasn’t, when it happened.

She was laughing, perched on the edge of the pool with her feet in, drinking something with ice in it and a paper umbrella—of course she had one of those. Then her husband called out to her from the grill. She twisted too fast, slipped, and went under.

The splash wasn’t big. Barely a sound. But my brain jolted into action like it had been waiting for the excuse. I was off the float before anyone else even stood up, diving clean, pulling her up before the bubbles had time to slow.

She was limp.

Limp and beautiful.

I dragged her onto the hot concrete, tilted her head back, checking her chest for movement—and yeah, fuck me, her tits rose and fell slow, barely. But not enough.

Gasps echoed around the pool. I heard someone say “Is she breathing?” and then, “Is he doing CPR?”

Yeah. I was.

Sort of.

I dropped to my knees, cupped her cheeks, leaned in. My lips pressed to hers and I gave her the gentlest breath I could manage, drawing it out, watching her chest rise under that suit.

Didn’t stop at one.

“Easy,” I murmured, for the crowd, fingers on her neck like I was checking her pulse, even though I didn’t need to. I was staring at her lips. “I’ve got her.”

My next breath into her was longer. Slower. I let it linger.

Someone clapped.

“She’s so lucky you were here!” That was my mom. I recognized the pride in her voice, clueless. “Did you take a class or something?”

“Red Cross cert, three years,” I said easily, even though I hadn’t touched a CPR dummy since tenth grade health class. Didn’t matter. They all nodded. Believed it. Why wouldn’t they?

Her husband knelt beside me. “Should we call an ambulance?”

“She’s breathing,” I said firmly, eyes locked on Laura’s still-damp lashes. “Too much movement now could make it worse.”

She stirred then. Lips parted, a soft exhale brushing against my cheek.

I leaned down again.

Another breath.

A real one, this time. More than breath.

My lips stayed on hers. I made it look like rescue.

She tasted like sweet wine and panic.

“Just one more,” I said low, more for her than anyone else.

She blinked up at me, confused, dazed. “What…?”

“You swallowed water,” I said, smoothing her hair back, slow. “You’re okay now. Just need a few more breaths. I’ve got you.”

“Give her space,” someone called, but her husband held up a hand.

“He knows what he’s doing.”

And damn right I did.

I gave her another one. Slower. This time I let my tongue just brush her lower lip. Not enough for anyone else to notice, but enough she felt it. Her fingers twitched.

“Perfect response,” I said aloud, for the group. “See that hand movement? She’s getting oxygenated again.”

My hand rested just below her collarbone. No one questioned me.

She was blushing now. Flushed from heat, or embarrassment, or the feel of my mouth on hers. Her voice trembled.

“I’m… fine, I think…”

“You will be,” I murmured, letting my lips ghost against hers one more time. “But I need to stay close. All night, ideally. Just to make sure there’s no fluid in the lungs.”

And just like that, I was assigned to her side. A hero.

She sat up slowly, still woozy, towel around her shoulders, drink forgotten. Her husband handed me a beer with a grin.

“Keep breathing for her, doc.”

I smiled, locking eyes with her. “Oh, I will.”


Chapter 1

The sun was bleeding out behind the trees, the sky streaked in pink and orange, the pool water turning that shimmering, dusky blue. Everything had shifted. Music played low on someone’s Bluetooth speaker, the grill hissed in the background, and the adults were all a few drinks past buzzed, mellow and laughing. Everyone had decided I was some kind of lifeguard prodigy. People clapped me on the shoulder. Called me “hero.” Offered me burgers, tequila, anything I wanted.

But all I wanted was Laura.

She was curled in a pool lounger now, legs tucked under her, still wrapped in a towel, her hair damp and messy and gorgeous. That blue suit clung tighter now that it was mostly dry. Her cheeks were still flushed, and she kept touching her lips like she couldn’t quite forget how I’d kissed her there. Again and again. For her safety.

She hadn’t looked me in the eye since.

I was pretending not to watch. Sitting a few feet away, sipping something someone handed me, laughing along with whatever story my mom was telling, when it happened.

A sharp little cough.

Not much. Just one.

But it was him—her husband—who reacted first.

“Oh, babe, you okay?” He looked over, concerned, already stepping toward her. She waved him off, shook her head.

“I’m fine, just—caught something in my throat—”

But then she coughed again.

And the second time, it sounded wetter. That rough, bubbling edge that made everyone pause.

“Hey!” he called suddenly, scanning the group. “Hey, where’s—where’s my guy?” He spotted me and smiled with total relief. “Can you check her again?”

I was already moving.

I set my drink down, dropped to a knee beside her chair like it was natural. My hands found her wrist, her cheek, warm skin under my fingertips, just an excuse to touch her. Her eyes widened, confused, but she didn’t pull away.

“She’s okay,” I said, eyes on her, low voice just for her. “But I should check. Could be residual water in the lungs. Dry drowning can set in hours later.”

Her breath caught. And then another cough.

“She shouldn’t be upright,” I said louder, for the others, already slipping my arm behind her back. “Gravity’s not her friend right now. We need her flat.”

“No, really, I—” she started to protest, but her husband was already helping me ease her down, laying her out across the long pool lounger, towel slipping off one shoulder, damp fabric clinging like a second skin.

She stared up at me. “Is that—real? That dry drowning thing?”

I leaned close. Let my hand settle on her belly like I was monitoring her breathing, fingers splayed wide.

“Very real,” I said. “Hard to detect, too. Most people never realize the danger until it’s too late. But don’t worry. I’ve got you.”

“She’s in good hands,” her husband said proudly, sipping from a Solo cup, nodding. “Damn good hands.”

Everyone laughed. She didn’t.

I bent low over her, close enough to feel her breath tremble.

“You’re okay,” I murmured again, lips brushing her cheek as I angled down. “But I need to give you another round. Better safe than sorry, right?”

She whispered, “They’re all watching—”

“Exactly.” I smiled against her lips. “So you have to let me save you again.”

I sealed my mouth to hers.

Soft. Deliberate. The illusion of rescue. My tongue barely touched the seam of her lips, coaxing her open like I was coaxing breath. She gasped against me, and I swallowed it, my hand pressing light and firm to her stomach like I was checking for movement.

Her husband was right there. Everyone was. But no one saw it for what it was.

“She’s relaxing,” I said as I pulled back slightly. “Good. Body needs to relax to heal.”

She looked dazed again. Her lashes fluttered.

I bent down for another.

This one lingered longer.

I kissed her like I had a right to. Like I’d been doing it forever. Her lips parted under mine, trembling, and this time when my tongue dipped inside her mouth, she didn’t stop me. Barely breathed.

“Perfect,” I whispered against her. “Exactly what we want. Slow. Steady. Just a little more.”

My hand moved—upward now. The edge of the towel, brushing back slightly so I could watch her chest rise and fall. Her nipples were hard through the thin fabric, the air cooling fast as the sun went down.

I caught her eye.

Her lips were parted, eyes huge, chest rising a little too fast.

She wasn’t coughing anymore.

Didn’t matter.

“I think I’ll stay nearby,” I said aloud, smoothing her hair like I was tucking her in, fingers trailing down her neck, her collarbone. “Just in case. Might be a long night.”

“She’s in good hands,” her husband repeated with a chuckle, walking back toward the grill. “Better than the ER.”

She grabbed my wrist suddenly. Not tight. But there.

I looked down at her, smile slow. “Need another breath?”

Her cheeks burned. Her voice barely came. “Not here…”

“Don’t worry.” I leaned down, let my breath tickle her ear. “I’ll come find you later.”


Chapter 2

The sky was full-on indigo now. Twinkle lights were strung around the patio rail, the grill smoked gently in the corner, and half the adults had kicked off their sandals, drinks in hand, sun-drunk and relaxed. Music pulsed low, some synthy ’80s throwback humming under the laughter. The air was thick with bug spray, charcoal, and the sweet, stubborn scent of chlorine.

And there she was.

Laura.

Sitting cross-legged now on a patio cushion, talking to some other neighbor lady about schools or politics or god knows what, smiling with that same soft-lipped daze she’d been wearing ever since I first put my mouth on hers.

Which I did again.

I didn’t wait. Didn’t ask. Just walked up and knelt beside her mid-conversation.

The other woman blinked at me, surprised.

Laura turned, and I saw it in her eyes—the confusion, the tiny glimmer of panic—and before she could even speak, I cupped her cheek and leaned in.

My lips pressed to hers, slow and sure.

She gasped into my mouth, and I took that too. Made it look careful, professional, exactly how a good boy scout hero would breathe life back into a delicate, recovering woman.

Then I pulled away and said, loud enough for everyone, “Just making sure.”

The other woman nodded, impressed. “That’s just amazing. Like, totally selfless.”

Laura blinked. Swallowed.

I smiled. “Vitals still a little quick. But stabilizing.”

I stood and walked away like it was nothing.

And ten minutes later, I did it again.

She was standing now, at the edge of the pool with a drink in hand, talking to my mom. She laughed at something, then covered her mouth—probably just reacting to her own joke—but someone caught it.

“She coughed!” someone said. “Hey, hero boy—she coughed!”

“Got it,” I said, already moving, beer still in hand. I stepped in behind her, slid my free hand along her side, leaned close and kissed her neck like I was checking her temperature.

She froze.

I turned her gently by the shoulders and kissed her full on the mouth. Slower this time. A good three-second mouth-to-mouth. She didn’t even try to pull away.

“Still slightly tight in the chest,” I murmured as I pulled back. “But nothing to panic over. I’ve got her.”

My mom grinned. “How lucky are we, right? You’re going to make someone an amazing doctor someday.”

I winked. “Still figuring out my specialties.”

And walked away again.

By the fourth time, she’d stopped even trying to act surprised.

I found her half-reclined on a deck chair, sipping slowly from a glass of sangria, head tilted back, her expression faraway. Her suit was almost dry now, but it hugged her more than ever. She had her legs crossed high and loose, and one strap had slipped off her shoulder, freckles scattered across smooth skin like sugar. She didn’t cough. Didn’t move.

I came anyway.

Knelt beside her, murmured, “Still feeling clear?”

She opened her eyes. “You don’t need to—”

I kissed her.

This one, I let linger.

Her breath hitched. Her fingers clutched the edge of the cushion. I tasted the wine on her tongue, her pulse in her throat. My hand settled lightly on her chest again, just above her heart.

“She’s flushed,” I said softly, more to the group than to her. “But not fevered. That’s good.”

Her husband laughed across the deck. “God, man, I swear you should charge for this. You’ve been checking her every fifteen minutes.”

I grinned and gave Laura one more peck, soft and slow, before standing. “Can’t take any chances. Lungs can fool you.”

She sat there frozen for a while after that, drink forgotten. She didn’t speak to anyone. She barely moved. But her eyes were everywhere I went.

Every time I turned around, she was watching me.

And then—finally—it was her.

I was alone on the back edge of the deck, near the big oak tree that threw heavy shadows over the lawn. I’d just taken another drink when I heard the soft creak of sandals on the wood. She stopped just behind me.

“Hey,” she said, low. Hesitant.

I turned.

She was flushed. Barefoot now. The towel was gone, her hair dry, falling loose around her shoulders. She looked younger. Less composed. Less “neighbor mom” and more woman who couldn’t decide if she was terrified or… something else.

“You okay?” I asked, stepping closer.

She looked down, then up again. “I didn’t cough.”

I let the silence hang.

“No,” I said finally. “You didn’t.”

“I just…” She bit her lip. “I don’t know if it’s safe to—”

I moved in.

Close enough that her breath caught.

“It’s safer if I stay close,” I murmured. “You still look flushed.”

“That’s—just the wine.”

“Still.” I reached for her cheek again. “Better check.”

She didn’t stop me this time.

Didn’t say a word.

And when I kissed her this time—no audience, no excuse—she kissed me back.

Not a peck. Not a reflex.

A slow, open-mouthed yes.

Her hands came up, clutching the front of my shirt. Her lips parted, soft and hot and breathy, and I felt the tension melt out of her body as I stepped into her space fully, crowding her against the deck railing.

The railing behind her creaked as she leaned back against it, her breath shallow, eyes locked on mine like she still couldn’t believe what was happening—or maybe couldn’t believe she hadn’t run away yet.

I stepped in again, hips brushing hers.

My hands found her waist, slid around to the small of her back, fingertips splaying just beneath the curve of that damp suit. She sucked in a breath, and when I leaned in to kiss her again, she didn’t just let me—she arched into it, opened for it.

This time, there was no pretending.

No breath rescue.

Just her mouth on mine, warm and hungry and tasting of sangria and surrender. Her hands clutched my shoulders, digging in like she was afraid to fall—but she already had, and I was the one catching her.

Then I bent, hands firm behind her thighs, and lifted her clean off the deck.

She gasped, thighs tightening instinctively around my hips, arms around my neck. Her eyes went wide. “Oh my God—what are you—”

“You shouldn’t be standing,” I murmured, walking her backward until her ass hit the flat of the railing, propping her there like a prize on display. “Elevation’s important for circulation.”

“Someone’s going to see—” she whispered.

Someone already had.

Laughter drifted from the patio. A group around the fire pit turned. One of the women nudged her husband and pointed.

“I think he’s doing it again,” she slurred, grinning. “He’s just so dedicated.”

“Man’s a saint,” someone else muttered. “Wouldn’t catch me with my mouth on anyone that long, unless she was paying.”

Laura heard them. Her whole face flushed, and she buried her face in my neck.

I felt her embarrassment, but also the tremble that wasn’t entirely shame. It was thrill.

“They’re watching—” she hissed again.

“And they love it,” I said, dragging my lips along her jaw, down to her throat, voice low and confident. “No one’s stopping us. Look.”

She turned her head just enough to peek. To see them all watching us from the patio, glassy-eyed and swaying, chuckling like they were seeing the world’s gentlest miracle.

A neighbor clinked glasses with Laura’s husband.

“Man, you lucked out. She could’ve drowned.”

He laughed. “She’s in the best hands. I trust him completely.”

I kissed her neck, tongue warm against her pulse, feeling the hitch in her breath. Her thighs squeezed tighter around me.

“You see?” I murmured against her ear. “You’re their miracle.”

She whimpered. Actually whimpered.

I palmed her hips, rocking her forward just slightly, letting her feel the heat behind my shorts, the hard outline pressing through my swim trunks into the damp seam of her suit. She gasped, tried to shift back, but I held her steady, firm hands pulling her forward again, grinding slow.

“W-what are you—”

“Circulation,” I whispered. “Has to be full-body.”

“Oh my God…” Her head dropped back. “This is so wrong—”

“It’s perfect,” I breathed into her ear. “Look at them. They want this. They want you to feel safe.”

She did look.

One of the older women on the patio raised her glass toward us, swaying, smiling. “Tell her to breathe, sweetheart!”

“I will,” I called back, eyes on Laura. “Don’t worry.”

Another press of my hips.

Another moan, this one quieter, caught at the back of her throat. Her hands fisted in my hair. Her swimsuit was damp from the pool, but the heat building between us now had nothing to do with the water.

I kissed her again.

Deep. Commanding. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, her hips shifting with mine now—rocking, just slightly, back and forth, a hidden rhythm no one could quite see, not from the patio. But they saw enough. Enough to cheer.

“Woo! Get it, CPR guy!”

“Breathe for her again!”

“Damn, he should be doing seminars!”

Laura shuddered.

I kissed the corner of her mouth, whispering, “One more breath, sweetheart.”

She let me.

Her lips parted, hungry now, letting my tongue tangle with hers, and when I slid my hand under her thigh, pressing it higher, guiding her hips forward until the hard line of me was grinding right between her legs, she let out the quietest, brokenest little sound.

And no one noticed.

Because I was still “saving” her.

Her husband raised a beer toward me. “If she starts coughing again in the night, just shout. Or don’t—hell, you’ve got this.”

I grinned and kissed her harder.

She was shaking now, her hands clenched in my hair, moaning soft into my mouth. One tiny rub of pressure where my cock met her through those thin layers of cloth and she twitched like I’d shocked her. Eyes wide. Mouth open.

“You want to come like this?” I whispered. “Right here? On the edge of a party, with everyone cheering you on?”

She whimpered, breathless, eyes pleading. “I can’t…”

But her hips moved. Again.

Once more.

“I’ll keep breathing for you,” I said.

And kissed her again.

Her thighs were trembling around my hips.

Every breath she took was shallow now, more whimper than air. Her arms were looped tight around my neck, pulling me in, holding on like she needed the strength. Her lips had gone parted, pink, shiny from kissing, her gaze unfocused.

Every shift of my hips—slow, grinding, precise—dragged a gasp out of her, and I could feel the slick heat soaking through her suit now, right where she was pressed against the thick, insistent bulge in my trunks. I ground upward again, careful, measured, letting her ride that pressure exactly where she needed it.

“Shh,” I murmured, lips brushing hers. “Just breathe.”

“I can’t,” she whispered, barely audible. “It’s—God—it’s too—”

“Let go,” I said. “No one sees. They think I’m helping.”

They did, too. A whole crowd of sunburned adults buzzed on beer and barbecue, watching from just far enough away not to realize what they were actually seeing. My hands cradling her hips. Her legs wrapped around me. Our mouths locked again and again. To them, it was just more heroic CPR. More tender, attentive rescue. A boy doing his civic duty.

Even her husband had disappeared into the house to grab more drinks, oblivious.

But Laura knew.

Laura’s hips bucked forward, desperate now. Her fingers were in my hair, fisting tight, and her breath came in soft, high-pitched gasps, one after the next. I kept moving against her, subtle but relentless, the base of my cock dragging right against the drenched spot at the crotch of her suit.

Her head dropped to my shoulder.

Then I felt it.

That moment of snap-tight tension—her whole body tensing up around me, breath caught mid-gasp—followed by the tiniest cry, muffled into my neck.

“Ah—ahhh—oh…”

It spilled out of her all at once. The quiet, helpless sound of her coming.

I kept kissing her, slower now. Gentler. Her body went soft in my arms, shivering. Her nails scraped lightly down my back, her forehead pressed to my cheek, mouth open against my skin.

The tremors didn’t stop. Her hips twitched once, twice, riding out the aftershocks in silence.

From the patio, someone cheered again. Another drink raised. Another oblivious chuckle from a friend.

“She looks so much better now,” someone said.

“She does,” another agreed. “Color’s back in her cheeks.”

I held her close, hand cupping the back of her head. Whispered into her ear, “You’re safe. I’ve got you.”

She nodded faintly, eyes wet and distant, body sagging into mine like her bones had turned to water.

“She okay?” a voice called.

“She just needs to lie down,” I said, already shifting my grip, one arm curling under her knees, the other around her back. She gave the faintest noise of surprise as I lifted her effortlessly off the railing, cradling her against my chest.

The crowd parted like I was carrying royalty.

“Take her inside,” someone said. “Let her rest.”

“She’s lucky,” a woman slurred, watching us pass. “If I almost drowned, I’d want someone like him watching over me.”

I didn’t answer. Just smiled.

Laura didn’t protest. Her eyes were on my chest, her hands clutching the fabric of my shirt, quiet and pliant as I carried her up the back steps and into the house.

The screen door clicked shut behind us, sealing the two of us away from the noise, the laughter, the bright backyard haze. Inside, it was dim and quiet. Cooler. Only the hum of the A/C and distant music through the walls.

I didn’t head for the guest room.

I took her straight upstairs.

She was light in my arms. Not weightless—she had the solid, warm heft of a woman in full bloom—but soft, pliant, her limbs loose with exhaustion or afterglow or both. Her cheek rested against my collarbone, and her hand curled in the fabric of my shirt like she couldn’t quite let go. Her scent lingered between us—chlorine, sunscreen, and the faint, sticky trace of her orgasm.

The house swallowed us. Cool, quiet, dim compared to the heat outside.

I moved easily up the stairs, my grip secure, her breath feathering against my neck.

And halfway up, there he was.

Her husband.

He came out of the hallway just as I hit the landing, carrying two fresh beers, his cheeks flushed from sun and booze. His eyes went wide for a second—then softened.

“Oh, shit. Is she okay?”

“She’s fine,” I said, voice steady, calm, professional. “Just worn out. The adrenaline dump hit her hard. All that water earlier? Catches up with the system fast. Safer to keep her horizontal, make sure she doesn’t spike a reaction.”

He nodded quickly. “Damn. Yeah. Thanks again, man. You’ve been incredible today.”

Laura made a small noise in my arms—half protest, half… nothing at all. She was quiet again just as fast. Her eyes barely open, lips parted.

Her husband looked down at her, brow creased.

“Do you think—uh, I mean—should we be waking her up every couple hours, or…?”

“I wouldn’t risk disrupting her rest,” I said smoothly. “She needs deep sleep. But I’ll stay close. Monitor her breathing. Any sign of a second wave, I’ll catch it.”

“You’re staying?” he asked, hopeful.

“If that’s okay,” I said.

“Of course, of course.” He nodded eagerly. “Honestly, I’d feel better if you did. We’ve got the guest room downstairs—”

“Actually,” I interrupted gently, shifting her slightly in my arms, “I think it might be best if I stay with her. Same room. Just for tonight.”

His eyes widened. “Oh—yeah? Really?”

“Some complications can happen quietly,” I said. “Shallow breathing. Swallowing issues. Most people don’t catch it until it’s too late.”

“Shit.”

“I wouldn’t sleep if I wasn’t near her,” I added, voice low. “Not with the risk.”

He looked between us.

And then nodded. “Okay. You’re right. Makes sense. I’ll take the guest room.”

I smiled. “Appreciate it.”

“No—seriously, thank you. You’re the reason she’s okay right now.”

“I’ll keep her that way.”

He gave one last glance at her—already half-asleep in my arms—and backed down the stairs, handing me the beers. “You need anything, just shout.”

“I’ve got everything I need,” I said, already turning down the hall.

Her room was at the end, door already half-open, lights low. I nudged it open with my foot and stepped inside.

She stirred as I laid her down gently on the bed, eyes fluttering open, dazed and confused. Her voice was barely a whisper.

“What… what did you say to him?”

I smiled, brushing a damp strand of hair from her cheek.

“I told him I’d keep you breathing.”

She swallowed hard, eyes wide. “He said yes?”

“Didn’t even blink.”

Her lips parted. “You’re sleeping here?”

I leaned in, mouth brushing hers.

“I’m not sleeping.”

And then I kissed her. Full. Deep. Slow.

And her hands came up to pull me down with her.


Chapter 3

  Laura lay still on the bed where I’d placed her, eyes wide now, not dazed anymore. Awake. Aware. Legs still slightly parted where I’d set her down, arms resting limp at her sides. She hadn’t moved, but she was watching me—lips parted, chest rising faster than rest should allow.

I stood at the edge of the bed and looked down at her for a long, still moment.

She swallowed.

Then—“You said you weren’t going to sleep.”

“I’m not.” I reached down and set the beers on the nightstand. “I’m going to watch you breathe.”

Her lips parted.

“You’ve been through a shock,” I murmured, kneeling on the mattress beside her. “Your system’s not stable. You need to be monitored. Touched. Kept warm.”

“Touched,” she whispered.

I nodded slowly. “Blood flow’s important.”

She let me guide her back against the pillows without resistance, one hand already brushing the loose strap of her swimsuit down her arm.

“You’re safe,” I told her, voice soft, deliberate. “I’ve got you.”

She shivered as I moved my hands down her shoulders, fingers pushing the other strap off too. The fabric slipped down, and her breasts spilled out—round, flushed, the nipples already tight from air and nerves and everything we hadn’t said.

My breath hitched in my throat.

God, I’d thought about this moment a thousand times—hands on the mower, sweat down my back, thinking about those tits while she brought me lemonade and smiled like she didn’t know.

But now?

I wasn’t fantasizing.

I leaned down and kissed the curve of one, slow and reverent, then licked a slow line to her nipple, circling it with my tongue until she gasped and arched off the bed.

“I shouldn’t be letting you—” she started, but I cut her off with a kiss to her mouth, deeper this time. Her protest melted instantly.

“You already did,” I murmured against her lips. “And you’re going to let me keep going. Aren’t you.”

She hesitated only a second.

Then—“Yes.”

That was all I needed.

I kissed down her chest again, sucking her nipple into my mouth and drawing a long moan from her throat, hands roaming now—palm sliding over her ribs, down her soft belly, until I reached the edge of her suit where it clung to her hips like wet silk.

I hooked my fingers under the waistband.

“Lift for me,” I said, quiet command.

She did. Wordless. Legs raising, hips tilting as I slid it down, inch by inch, past the curve of her thighs. The suit peeled off like second skin, damp and clinging, leaving her bare beneath me.

She blushed fiercely, trying to cross her legs.

I stopped her with one hand.

“You want me to help you breathe?” I asked. “Then you don’t get to hide.”

Her thighs eased open again, slow, trembling. Her whole body flushed now, breath catching as I looked down at the wet, swollen heat between her legs. She was glistening.

I leaned in, settled between her thighs, and ran my tongue up her slit—slow, deliberate.

She cried out.

“Still tight in the chest,” I said, licking again, teasing her clit with the softest flick.

“P-please—” she whimpered, arching.

“Shhh. Breathe.”

I sucked her clit into my mouth gently, feeling her legs twitch around my shoulders. Her hands found my hair again, tugging, and I let her grind against my face, let her moan without shame, because who was going to hear her?

Her husband was two doors down, smiling and buzzed in the guest room, probably already half-asleep.

And I was here, with his wife open beneath me, legs spread, panting, as I ate her like I’d waited years for the chance.

Because I had.

Her hips bucked. Her voice broke. Her body writhed beneath my mouth.

Then I slid two fingers inside her—slow, curling, pressing just right—and her moans turned frantic.

“Can’t—can’t—oh my god—”

“You can,” I growled, licking harder. “Let go. I’m watching everything. You’re safe.”

Her whole body went rigid.

And then she shattered.

She came on my mouth with a cry, thighs clenching tight, her hips jerking helplessly against my tongue. Her hands were in my hair, yanking hard, her voice spilling broken nonsense—whimpers, my name, gasped little pleas as I licked her through every wave.

When she finally went still, I kissed her thigh, then her belly, working my way up her trembling body.

She looked wrecked.

Flushed. Breathing hard. Hair a mess. Eyes glassy.

And beautiful.

I kissed her mouth again.

Then whispered, “You’re still a little flushed.”

Her body shivered beneath mine.

“I’m not done.”

  Her thighs were still trembling when I kissed her again.

Mouth to mouth—no more pretending it was CPR, no more audience to fool. Just her, bare under me, body soft and hot and wrecked, lips swollen from kissing and gasping and whispering things she wouldn’t have dared say an hour ago.

I tasted her moan in my mouth when I pressed in closer, her legs parting instinctively. She was flushed and dazed, eyes half-lidded, hair fanned across her pillow like she’d just woken from the kind of dream she couldn’t explain. My body was tight with want, straining against the swim trunks, cock aching where it had been trapped against her for too long already.

She reached down blindly, fingers brushing my waistband, and when I tugged them down, her breath hitched again—eyes flicking lower, then away. Still shy. Still trying to pretend this wasn’t happening, even with my cock heavy and hard between us, brushing her soaked, bare heat.

“Breathe,” I said, low.

She looked back at me, lips parting, chest rising.

And I pushed in.

The first inch made her gasp, tight and slick around me. Her hands grabbed for my shoulders, then the sheets, then back to me again, unsure where to hold, unsure how to take it. Her legs wrapped around me without meaning to, her hips lifting to meet the slow, inch-by-inch push of my cock until I bottomed out inside her.

“Fuck—” I whispered, forehead pressed to hers. “You feel so good. So fucking good.”

She moaned, high and helpless. “This is so wrong—”

“No,” I growled, pulling back and thrusting in again, slow but deep. “This is perfect. This is what your body needed.”

She cried out softly, hands scrabbling at my back as I set a rhythm—slow strokes, hips grinding into her, rolling against that swollen spot inside her that made her eyes roll back.

“No one’s ever—” she whispered, but didn’t finish.

I didn’t need her to.

I could feel it.

The way her cunt clenched around me. The way she panted, every breath caught between need and disbelief.

Her husband trusted me.

Trusted me to keep her safe. To keep her breathing.

And I was doing exactly that.

I thrust harder now, dragging my cock nearly all the way out before slamming back in, watching her breasts bounce, watching her fingers dig into the sheets like she was trying to anchor herself.

“You gonna come again?” I asked, voice ragged. “You gonna do it with me inside you?”

She whimpered. Nodded. “Yes—oh God—yes—”

I took her hips in both hands and drove into her harder, deeper, the bed creaking beneath us. Every sound she made lit me up—high moans, breathy pleas, the soft desperate slap of skin on skin.

Her body went taut again, her back arched, thighs quivering—

And then she broke.

Came with a cry, legs clenching tight around me, cunt squeezing like it didn’t want to let go. Her moans turned breathless, open-mouthed sobs as I fucked her through it, relentless now, chasing my own edge.

She was still pulsing around me when I let go, cock buried deep, spilling inside her with a low, shuddering groan. Her name barely made it past my teeth as I came, hips jerking, fingers bruising her thighs.

We stayed like that for a long moment.

Sweat-slick. Pressed together. Her body limp under mine.

Then I kissed her again. Slower now. Reverent.

“You’re breathing perfectly,” I murmured, brushing her hair back.

She blinked up at me, stunned. Glowing.

“You… you really think I’m okay?”

I smiled. “We’ll keep monitoring.”

I wasn’t done.

And neither was she.


Chapter 4

The room was still and dark, the only light the faint blue spill from the hallway nightlight filtering under the door. Somewhere downstairs, the air conditioner hummed its low, constant drone. The sheets were warm and tangled around us, her scent soaked into every inch—skin, sweat, something sweeter still between her thighs. She was curled on her side, one arm tucked under the pillow, lips parted, breathing soft and even.

Too soft.

I turned my head on the pillow beside her, watching the gentle rise and fall of her back. She was bare. Beautiful. Hair mussed around her shoulders, thigh thrown over mine in sleep, like her body hadn’t gotten the message that this was supposed to be temporary. My arm was still around her waist.

I watched her for a full minute.

Then leaned in, brushing her shoulder with my lips. “Hey…”

No response.

“Laura,” I whispered against her ear, breath hot. “I need to check your breathing.”

She stirred slightly, shifting closer. Her cheek pressed against my chest.

Still no answer.

I kissed her temple.

“Laura,” I murmured again, lower now, lips drifting along her cheekbone. “Wake up. I need your mouth.”

She made a faint sound—something between a hum and a sigh—and turned toward me in her sleep.

I kissed her.

Not hard. Not deep. Just enough for my lips to press to hers, coaxing. Parting them. Her breath hitched, unconscious or half-dreaming, her mouth soft and warm under mine.

Then her eyes fluttered open.

Confused.

Blinking in the dark.

“What…?”

“Breath check,” I whispered against her lips. “Had to make sure you were still responding.”

She stared at me, dazed. “…Are you serious?”

“You might’ve dipped shallow.” I kissed her again, longer now. “Can’t take that risk.”

Her hand found my chest slowly, fingertips trailing down to where the sheet had slipped low around my hips. Her voice was scratchy, sleep-thick. “You woke me up to kiss me?”

I smiled. “No. I woke you up to make sure you were alive. The kissing’s just part of the treatment plan.”

She laughed softly, breath catching, body stretching against mine under the covers.

“You’re ridiculous,” she whispered.

“You’re flushed,” I countered, lips brushing her jaw now, trailing lower. “And a little clammy. Could be residual stress. You might need another deep-breathing cycle.”

She gave a breathless little snort. “You mean I might need to come again.”

“Exactly.” I kissed down the side of her neck, hand already sliding beneath the sheets, palm coasting over her stomach. “And I need to guide your breath. Keep you grounded.”

“You’re unbelievable.”

“Your husband believes me,” I said into her skin, right before taking her nipple into my mouth, sucking slow, making her arch.

She moaned.

Soft. Barely a breath. Her thighs already shifting, spreading.

And her breath?

Still perfect.

But I planned to make it catch again.

She was pliant in the dark, skin warm and flushed beneath the sheets, breath catching every time my hand moved lower. My mouth lingered on her breast, lips wrapped around her nipple, sucking slowly as she twisted beneath me. But her eyes stayed on me. Wide. Sleep-dazed. Trusting.

Still half dreaming.

Still completely mine.

I kissed back up her chest, tasting sweat, heat, memory. My hand slid under her other breast, cupping it fully, fingers splayed wide, and lifted it toward her own mouth.

She blinked. “What are you—?”

“Shh,” I whispered. “It’s good for calming.”

Her lips parted.

“Self-soothing,” I murmured, nudging her nipple against her lower lip, my voice low and full of false authority. “A nursing reflex. Soothes the nervous system. Real research.”

She stared at me like she knew I was full of shit. Then—slowly, unsure—she let her tongue flick out and tasted herself.

My cock twitched hard against her thigh.

“That’s it,” I whispered, watching as her lips closed over her own nipple. “Breathe through it. Good girl.”

She sucked gently, tentatively at first. Her eyes fluttered closed again.

“Mmhm,” I murmured, thumb stroking the curve of her tit, helping her hold it in place. “Just like that. You’re doing so good. Keep going.”

The motion of her mouth, the soft wet sounds, her cheeks hollowing as she suckled herself—it had me losing control fast. She whimpered around it, hips shifting under the sheet, instinct kicking in. Her own nipple grew harder in her mouth, wet with her spit.

“You feel better already, don’t you?” I whispered. “Less tight. Less scared.”

She nodded slowly. Kept sucking.

I leaned down, tongue dragging up her stomach, hand already moving between her thighs again, finding her soaked and ready.

“You just needed a little mouth-to-mouth,” I said, voice hoarse. “And a little mouth-to-tit.”

Her moan vibrated through her own breast.

God, she looked perfect like this. Obedient. Bare. Splayed open for me, tongue lapping at her own body because I told her it would help.

And fuck, it did help.

She was calmer.

But her breath was starting to hitch again.

And I knew exactly how to treat that next.

She let go of her nipple with a soft, wet pop, lips glistening, chest rising in shallow, fluttering gasps. Her mouth hung open, her whole body flushed, like even that had wrung something out of her. Her eyes locked on mine, hazy with heat, pupils wide in the dark.

“You’re breathing better,” I murmured. “But you’re not fully open yet.”

She blinked, dazed. “Open…?”

“For your lungs,” I said, brushing her hair back, coaxing her to move. “We need expansion. Elevation. Let gravity help. It’s medical.”

She let me pull her forward.

I lay back against the pillows and brought her with me, hands guiding her thighs to straddle me. She sank onto my lap, bare skin to bare skin, warm and slick where she settled against my cock. Her legs folded open wide across my hips, knees pressed into the mattress. I watched her swallow when she felt how hard I still was—felt it resting thick between her folds, pulsing against her, aching to be inside.

Her voice was barely there. “You want me to…?”

I nodded slowly.

“Ride me,” I said. “Bounce a little. Open your chest. Let those lungs work.”

She let out a trembling breath—but she reached between us anyway. Lined me up. The head of my cock brushed her entrance and she gasped, hips already twitching before she even started to take me in.

“Slow,” I said, gripping her hips. “Take all of it.”

She sank down.

It was unreal—tight, hot, soaked from everything we’d already done. I slid into her inch by inch, her body giving way in slow surrender until her ass met my thighs and she was seated fully on my cock, shuddering. Her tits rose and fell, full and flushed, still slick from her own mouth.

She braced her hands on my chest.

“Oh my god…”

“That’s it,” I whispered, bucking slightly to feel her twitch. “Now bounce. Breathe through it.”

She started to move—slow, unsteady at first, hips rising then dropping, small wet sounds filling the dark as she rocked on me, her eyes flicking down to where we were joined, her thighs tensing.

“Good,” I groaned. “You’re doing so fucking good. Just like that.”

She rode me slow at first, careful, lips parted, soft moans slipping from her mouth as her body adjusted to the stretch. Her tits bounced gently with each movement, and I reached up, cupping both of them, thumbs brushing her nipples until she whimpered and leaned forward, putting more of her weight on my chest.

“You feel that?” I murmured. “That fullness? Every time you drop down?”

She nodded. Couldn’t speak.

“That’s oxygen,” I said, grinding my hips up as she lowered again. “That’s you healing.”

Her rhythm built faster.

She was gasping now, hips rolling, fucking herself on me like she’d passed the point of return. No shame. No hesitation. Just need.

“You’re—so deep—” she moaned, slapping down harder, her thighs trembling.

I took one of her tits in my mouth, sucking hard, and she nearly lost it—threw her head back, spine arching, mouth open wide in a cry that was pure, broken pleasure.

“That’s it,” I growled, hands gripping her ass. “Come for me like that. Let it out.”

She sobbed as she bounced, grinding down again and again, breath hitching, voice climbing—

Then her whole body clenched.

She came hard, collapsing over me, pussy milking my cock in tight spasms, nails digging into my shoulders, voice spilling my name again and again like it was the only word left in her mouth.

I held her there, thrusting up into her as I followed, groaning loud as I filled her, buried deep inside, cock jerking as I poured into her heat.

The bed creaked under us.

Her breath shuddered.

And I wrapped my arms around her, holding her to my chest as she trembled and gasped, still seated on my cock, every inch of her flushed and shaking.

“Still breathing?” I murmured.

She nodded weakly against my neck. “Barely.”

“Then we’re not done.”


Chapter 5

She was still breathing hard, body melting over mine, skin flushed and damp, breasts crushed to my chest. My cock was still buried inside her, still hard, still twitching, her cunt clenching around me in soft aftershocks.

But she hadn’t moved.

I slid my hands up her back, palms smoothing over sweat-slick skin. Her pulse fluttered under my touch.

“Still tight in the chest,” I murmured against her ear. “We need to stretch you out.”

She whimpered softly, breath catching. “I can’t—I just…”

“You can.” I cupped her ass with both hands, squeezing. “I’ve got you.”

She blinked down at me, dazed.

And I guided her gently off my lap, my cock sliding out of her slow and wet and heavy, her body trembling as she knelt over me for a second, like her legs barely worked.

“Up,” I said softly, sitting up with her, helping her stand.

She wobbled. I steadied her.

“Hands on the bed,” I said, voice low. “Bend forward.”

She looked at me over her shoulder, wide-eyed. “What are you doing now?”

“Opening your lungs,” I murmured, stepping behind her. “Deeper breathing comes from a forward fold. Trust me.”

She shivered. But she bent.

She placed her hands on the mattress, legs straight, her bare ass tilted perfectly toward me. Her breasts hung free, full and heavy beneath her, nipples flushed and stiff, her back arched in a trembling stretch that made every inch of her glow under the dim light.

I stepped behind her, guiding my cock back to that soaked, swollen heat. She moaned as I rubbed the head against her folds.

Then pushed in.

Slow. Deep. Relentless.

She cried out—loud, raw, no pretense left—as my cock filled her again from behind, every inch sliding home as I gripped her hips and held her in place.

“That’s it,” I breathed, driving in again, skin slapping hers. “Deeper now. Feel it?”

She nodded, voice breaking. “Y-yes—oh god—”

“Good stretch.” I pulled back and thrust again, harder, dragging a ragged moan from her throat. “This is how we keep you breathing.”

I fucked her in long, smooth strokes, hips smacking her ass, hands gripping her waist tight. Her body rocked forward with every thrust, her back arching, tits swinging, mouth hanging open as she panted.

She moaned louder with every snap of my hips, hair falling into her face as she gripped the sheets.

“Say it,” I growled, pounding into her faster. “Say you need it.”

“I—I need it,” she gasped. “Oh god—I need—you—”

I slammed into her harder.

“Louder.”

“I need it! Please—fuck—I need it, don’t stop—!”

Her voice was high, desperate, cracking on every thrust. Her legs were shaking, knees bending, and I reached forward and palmed her breast from behind, squeezing, tugging her back into me as I fucked her deeper.

“Breath’s perfect now,” I panted, rutting into her. “You’re open. Loose. Just like you’re supposed to be.”

She let out a sob—loud, broken, full of pleasure—and came again, clenching around me, legs nearly giving out. I didn’t stop. I held her in place, fucked her through it, and when I came, it was with a growl, cock buried deep, emptying inside her again until her pussy was messy and dripping.

I leaned over her, kissing her spine, her shoulder, her cheek.

“Breathe,” I whispered, as her body shook under me. “Good girl. That’s it. Let it all out.”

She collapsed forward onto the bed, gasping.

And I stayed inside her, deep and full, until she stilled completely.

She was still bent over the bed, chest to the sheets, breath hitching, hair tangled across her back. My cum was dripping from between her thighs in lazy, wet trails, her legs slick and trembling, skin flushed all the way down to her calves. I’d stayed buried in her for as long as I could—just to let her feel it. Let her know she was filled. Claimed.

But eventually I pulled out, slow and thick and wet, my cock glistening with the slick mess of both of us. I let the tip drag over her pussy one last time before stepping back and watching it drip out of her.

She groaned softly, collapsing onto her side with a tired twist, eyes barely open, mouth parted, dazed.

“You still with me?” I murmured, brushing hair from her face.

She nodded slowly. “I’m so… full.”

I smiled, stroking her hip. “You’re supposed to be.”

Her eyes flicked lower. Saw my cock—hard again already, slick with the creamy mix of her orgasm and my cum. She stared at it for a second, blinking slowly, like she wasn’t sure it was real.

Then she pushed herself up.

Onto her knees.

And without a word, she crawled toward me on the bed—slow, aching, completely bare—until she knelt between my legs.

Her hands came up, fingers curling around the base of my cock, warm and slick.

I watched her, breathing shallow.

“You don’t have to—”

She opened her mouth.

And licked.

A slow, deliberate swipe of her tongue from the base to the tip, collecting every drop of cum, spit, and slick that coated me. My cock twitched in her grip as she licked again, slower, mouth open, tongue flat and soft, cleaning me like it was hers.

“Fuck…” I breathed, fingers curling into her hair.

She closed her lips around the head and sucked—slow, careful, her cheeks hollowing just enough to make my legs tense. Her eyes flicked up, glassy and heavy-lidded, and she moaned faintly around me, like she liked the taste. Like she needed this as much as I did.

“You’re… Jesus, Laura—”

She licked the underside of the head, dragging her tongue under the ridge, her hands moving lower to stroke the base in time with her mouth. Each slow, warm suck pulled a groan from my throat. I was already twitching again, blood pounding, half out of my mind watching her do it.

And the way she looked—naked, tits swaying slightly as she moved, lips shiny with spit and cum, eyes locked on me like she wanted me hollowed out—it nearly made me lose it right there.

“You taste like me,” she whispered between strokes.

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t fucking think.

She licked the head again, then kissed it gently.

Then again.

And again.

“I don’t want it to go to waste,” she murmured.

Then sucked me back into her mouth—deeper now.

And didn’t stop.

Her mouth was heaven—wet, hot, devoted.

She took me deeper, inch by inch, her lips stretching around my cock like she couldn’t get enough, like she wanted every drop left inside me. Her hands cupped my thighs, squeezing gently, tongue working slow spirals under the head, then down the shaft, then back again. And fuck, she was good. Not practiced, not porn-slick—but hungry, instinctive, like she was trying to memorize my taste. She made these tiny, helpless noises as she sucked, half-gasps that vibrated around me, and I could feel her shiver every time I twitched against her tongue.

She was licking us both off me—her slick, my cum—messy and obedient and so fucking beautiful with her mouth full.

But I wanted more.

Not her lips, not her tongue.

I wanted her open again. Spread. Stretched. Owned.

I reached down and curled my fingers into her hair, gently guiding her off me. Her lips let go with a slick pop, a little strand of spit catching on her chin, her eyes wide and glassy with confusion.

“Did I—?”

“Lie back,” I said, already pushing her shoulder.

She fell back onto the mattress with a gasp, hair splayed, legs spilling open as she landed. Her chest rose and fell fast, her lips wet, swollen from sucking, nipples flushed and begging for my mouth again.

I climbed over her.

Caged her beneath me.

“Still dripping,” I murmured, sliding a hand between her legs. Her pussy was slick, messy, heat radiating off her like steam. I pushed two fingers into her and she cried out, hips jerking.

“You still full of me?” I growled.

“Yes—yes—”

“Not enough.”

I gripped her thighs and pulled them higher, pushing her knees toward her chest. She whimpered, breath hitching, and I lined myself up again, cock glistening with her spit. Rubbed the head between her lips, slow and deliberate.

“You don’t get to clean me off before I fill you again.”

She moaned. “Please…”

I thrust in deep.

Harder this time. No slow warm-up, no gentle rhythm. Just a sharp, claiming push that made her body jolt, her fingers dig into the sheets. I fucked her like I needed to mark her all over again—like my cum leaking out of her wasn’t proof enough. Her legs wrapped around my waist, ankles locking behind me, pulling me in deeper with every stroke.

“Oh—ohh fuck—”

“You want to be full?” I grunted, thrusting harder. “I’ll stuff you so full you won’t remember his name.”

Her eyes rolled back. Her mouth dropped open. I kept pounding into her, the bed slamming against the wall now, her tits bouncing with every thrust.

And still—between gasps, between cries—she reached down again.

Reached between us.

And started stroking me while I fucked her.

Slick fingers moving along the base of my cock where it disappeared into her pussy, gathering the slick, the mess, the heat, rubbing us both into my skin. Her hand slid lower, then up, smearing it all over my shaft even while I drove it into her over and over.

“Greedy little mouth,” I growled, watching her. “Still want to suck while I’m inside you?”

“Yes—yes—please—”

I grabbed her hand and brought her fingers to her lips.

She opened.

Sucked them clean.

Her own taste. My cum. Our mess.

She sucked like it was mine all over again.

And I lost it.

Came hard, cock buried to the root, hips jerking as I filled her again, hot spurts flooding her cunt while she moaned through her fingers, swallowing it all. My head dropped to her shoulder, panting, still pulsing inside her.

She licked her fingers slowly. Giggled softly.

“I’m still breathing,” she whispered.

I kissed her hard.

“We’re not done.”


Chapter 6

Her legs were still trembling around me, cunt soaked and flooded, the sheets underneath her a wreck—slick with sweat, with cum, with the scent of everything we’d done and still weren’t finished doing.

I stayed inside her just a little longer, grinding slow and deep, watching her face as her body twitched under mine. Her lips were parted, cheeks flushed, hair stuck to her skin. Her eyes fluttered open just enough to meet mine, dazed and blown out, mouth forming a soft, voiceless question she couldn’t quite say.

I pulled out.

She whimpered—instinctive, disappointed—and her hips chased me, cunt clenching around nothing, so wet and open she looked ruined.

And still not enough.

Not even close.

I slid down between her thighs, and she flinched when I spread her lips again—cum leaking slow and messy from her pussy, her clit still puffy and twitching. My fingers dipped into the wet heat once more, scooping it out, thick and slick. She gasped when I pressed the mix against her hole, too sensitive, too raw.

But I didn’t push back in.

Not there.

Instead, I dragged my cum-slick fingers lower.

To her ass.

Her breath caught.

She didn’t stop me.

I circled her tight little rim, slow and deliberate, slicking it with the mess I’d filled her with, her thighs twitching as I pressed just enough to tease, to make her feel it was coming.

She turned her head toward me, voice hoarse. “Wha—what are you doing?”

“You’re full here,” I said, sliding a fingertip into her pussy, then back out again, coating her deeper. “Too full.”

Her eyes widened. Her breath stuttered.

“But this—” I touched her ass again. “This is empty.”

She stared at me, breathing hard. Her hands clenched the sheets.

“I don’t—no one’s ever—”

“I’ll be gentle,” I murmured, spreading her cheeks as I climbed back over her, lining myself up behind her body. “You’ll love it. I promise.”

She trembled.

And nodded.

I guided her onto her side first, one leg bent, the other stretched out, her ass tilted just right. Then I took the thick, creamy slick from her pussy and stroked it along the head of my cock, coating myself completely. It dripped down, warm and perfect, pooling at her rim.

She whimpered when I touched it again—this time with the head of my cock.

“Relax,” I breathed, kissing her neck. “You trust me.”

Her voice shook. “Yes…”

I pressed forward.

Her breath hitched—not pain, just the stretch, the tight resistance giving way little by little as I pushed into her ass, inch by slow, thick inch. Her body clenched hard, her fists white-knuckled in the sheets.

“Breathe,” I whispered. “Let me in.”

She did.

She let me.

I groaned low, cock sliding deeper into her tightest heat, slicked perfectly from everything she’d already taken. Her ass hugged me like a fist, trembling around every push, and when I bottomed out, hips flush to hers, she gasped—high, broken, shocked.

“Too much?” I whispered against her shoulder.

She shook her head fast. “No—I just—fuck—it feels so full—”

“Good girl.”

I pulled back, slow, then pushed in again—more confident now, more control. Her ass took me beautifully, little shudders wracking her body every time I thrust, small helpless moans pouring from her mouth.

Her hand slid between her thighs again.

She started rubbing her clit.

“Fuck, look at you,” I growled, gripping her hips. “Taking it in both holes like you were meant to.”

She sobbed. Nodded.

“Please—don’t stop—”

I fucked her deeper now, the rhythm building, her body rocking with every thrust, the slap of skin on skin loud in the silence of the room. Her cunt was still leaking. Her ass was stuffed. Her thighs shaking uncontrollably.

And then she screamed.

Came again, hand buried between her legs, body convulsing as my cock drove into her ass, her voice ragged, full of shock and pleasure she couldn’t process.

Her hole clamped around me like it wanted to take everything.

And I gave it.

I grunted, slammed deep, and spilled inside her with a growl, filling her a second time—hot, thick, every twitch of my cock pressing more into her until she was dripping from both holes, breathless and limp under me.

I pulled her close, my cock still buried in her ass, and kissed her temple.

“Breathing’s perfect now.”

She moaned softly. “I can’t move…”

“You won’t have to.”

She was still whimpering.

Still twitching with every little shift of my cock inside her ass, her body so full it couldn’t decide whether to melt or break apart. My arms were wrapped around her from behind, one palm cupping a breast lazily while the other traced along her belly, lower, fingers teasing through the soaked mess at the seam of her thighs.

She was leaking everywhere.

From her pussy, my cum. From her ass, more of the same. Her skin was glazed in it, sticky and hot. Her breath stuttered and caught with every drag of my fingers through the slick, her hips jerking weakly each time I even brushed her clit.

“Breathe,” I murmured against her ear. “You’re still okay.”

“I… I can’t believe you…”

“You let me.”

She moaned. Turned her face toward me.

And whispered, “I want more.”

I froze. Cock twitching, still buried deep in her ass. “More?”

She nodded. Face flushed. Voice raw and quiet. “You… you said you’d keep me breathing. I can’t stop. It’s like I need it.”

I pulled out of her ass slow—wet, thick, her rim twitching and trying to close around me as I left her empty. She whimpered at the loss. Immediately reached between her legs to feel the mess, the emptiness, the space where she’d been stretched and filled.

“Get on your knees,” I said, already moving.

She obeyed.

Slowly. Shakily. She rolled to her stomach and pushed up, legs wide, hair a damp mess around her face, cheeks flushed, body glistening under the low light. She got into position, back arched, face down, ass high—still leaking, twitching, needy.

“Which hole?” I asked, stroking myself as I knelt behind her, wet and still hard, cum smeared across the shaft. “Tell me where you want me.”

She looked back over her shoulder, dazed and obedient.

“I… I don’t know…”

“Yes, you do.”

I slid a finger between her legs and into her pussy. She moaned, hips jerking. Then I dragged that same finger up to her ass, circled her rim again—slick, red, stretched from taking me so deep.

“Which one?” I asked again, leaning forward. “Say it.”

She breathed hard, eyes closing.

“Pussy,” she whispered. “I want it in my pussy.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to feel it,” she gasped. “I want to feel you leaking out of me while you fuck it back in.”

I growled.

Grabbed her hips.

And shoved into her cunt with a single, wet thrust that made her scream into the mattress.

Her pussy took me like it had missed me, clenching around my cock so tight I almost came again on the spot. She was soaked, the slide loud and messy, our combined cum squelching around every thrust as I bottomed out over and over.

“I should’ve made you beg sooner,” I grunted, fucking her faster now, hips slapping her ass. “Listen to that mess. You needed this more than breathing.”

“I—I did—” she sobbed. “Please don’t stop, don’t stop—”

I reached down and spanked her ass—hard. She yelped, then moaned louder. I did it again.

“You want to come like this?” I growled. “Like a good girl, stuffed full, used, dripping?”

“Yes—please—fuck me—please—”

Her whole body shook.

And then she was coming again—clenching hard around me, gasping into the sheets, moaning through it while I pounded into her like I owned her. Cum poured out of her in thick, wet drips, coating my balls, running down her thighs.

I chased it.

Fucked her through it.

And when I came, it was brutal—deep, hard, hips jerking as I filled her again, cock twitching inside her soaked cunt until she was drowning in it.

I collapsed over her, still inside, both of us a mess of sweat and slick and heat.

She was sobbing softly, breathless, twitching under me.

“I can’t breathe,” she whispered.

I kissed her neck.

“Yes, you can.”

She was limp beneath me.

Her arms folded under the pillow, cheek pressed to the sheets, her hair wet and stuck to her face in messy, dark strands. Her thighs twitched occasionally, a muscle fluttering in her calf, a breath catching in her throat. Her body was still reacting—even if her mind had gone somewhere quiet. Not unconscious. Just… overwhelmed. Soft.

Still so full.

I stayed inside her. Buried deep in that slick, messy heat, my cock softening slowly in the warm cradle of her pussy, where my cum was already seeping back out around me. I didn’t want to pull out. Not now. Not yet. She’d asked to be full. Begged for it.

And she was.

I shifted slowly, careful not to slip free, guiding both of us down onto our sides, my arms around her waist as I nestled in close behind her. Her body molded to mine like it remembered exactly where I’d been all night. My hand spread across her stomach. I could still feel her breathing—shallow and uneven, but softening.

“Still here,” I murmured against her neck, kissing gently.

She made a sound—just a little exhale. Nothing more.

I kissed her shoulder, her spine, the damp patch between her shoulder blades. Her skin was still hot. Still flushed.

My lips ghosted up to her ear.

“Breathe for me.”

She did.

I pressed my mouth to hers from behind, coaxing her lips open in a slow, drowsy kiss. Just breath shared—no hunger now, no pressure. Just the warm pass of air between us, lips parting, tongues brushing, her body relaxing more with each soft inhale, each sigh.

“You’re okay,” I whispered.

She shifted just slightly, a soft moan slipping into my mouth.

“You’re safe.”

Her hand reached back blindly, fingers brushing my thigh. She wasn’t even awake, not really. But she was reaching for me. Holding me inside her. Wanting me close.

I kissed her again.

Not a breath check this time.

Just because I wanted to.

And she kissed me back.

Barely there. A whisper of lips.

Then her breathing deepened.

Steady.

Slow.

Her body melted fully against me, every muscle unwinding, until she was pliant and warm and heavy in my arms, her breath brushing my chest in slow little exhalations.

I stayed there. Still inside her.

Holding her.

Breathing for her when she forgot to.

And eventually, I slept too.

Still full.

Still hardening again.

Still hers.


Chapter 7

It was early.

Dim gray light filtered through the curtains, barely enough to cast a shape across the floor. Everything smelled like skin and sweat and spent sex. The sheets were still twisted around us, damp in places, kicked halfway to the foot of the bed. The air was cool, but her body was warm—hot, even—against mine, soft and slack in sleep.

And my cock was already hard again.

Still inside her.

I hadn’t pulled out. Not all night.

She’d fallen asleep full—wet, dripping, sore—and I’d stayed there, my arm curled around her waist, chest to her back, my mouth near her ear. We’d slipped under together. Still joined. Still tangled.

Now I shifted, slow and careful, pressing my hips forward.

Her pussy clenched faintly, reflexively, like her body recognized me. Welcomed me. She whimpered in her sleep, low and breathy.

But her breath had changed.

Quieter.

Shallower.

I pressed my mouth to her shoulder. “Laura.”

She didn’t stir.

I rocked forward again. My cock glided deeper, swollen and stiff inside her heat, still slick from everything we’d spilled together.

Her lips parted with a faint gasp.

Still asleep.

Still too quiet.

I kissed the curve of her neck. “Hey… hey. I think you’re slipping.”

She stirred this time, just barely, a soft noise escaping her throat. Her thighs shifted.

I pushed again, hips rolling slow. My cock nudged her deeper, the resistance barely there—her body already used to me, open from the night before.

“You weren’t breathing right,” I murmured against her skin. “Had to act fast.”

She exhaled, long and shivering. “Wha…?”

“I’ve got you,” I said, kissing behind her ear. “You needed stimulation. Movement. Oxygen flow.”

Her hips jerked slightly.

“You’re inside me,” she whispered.

“You’re still full,” I corrected, hand sliding up her belly to her chest, cupping one heavy breast. “But you were going slack. Couldn’t risk letting your body close up.”

She moaned quietly. “I was sleeping…”

“And stopping.” I pressed in deeper, grinding slow. “You want me to stop breathing for you?”

Her answer was a soft cry, her legs sliding open again, body arching instinctively. I was moving inside her now—slow, careful strokes, hips flush to her ass, my hand stroking her nipple until it stiffened between my fingers.

“Feel that?” I breathed. “That stretch? That pressure? It’s circulation. You’re already stabilizing.”

Her fingers gripped the sheets. “God… I’m so—full still—”

“Good,” I whispered, nuzzling into her hair. “You’re supposed to stay full. The pressure keeps you open. It’s all working.”

I began to fuck her in earnest now—slow and deep, long strokes that filled her to the hilt, her pussy sucking me in like she’d never let me go. She moaned into the pillow, breath speeding up, her hips rocking back to meet mine.

“You don’t even need to be awake,” I murmured. “You just need to stay alive.”

She was panting now, sweat breaking again on her back, her legs trembling.

“I can’t—” she gasped.

“Yes, you can.”

I slid my hand between her thighs, found her clit again, circled it slowly while I thrust. Her whole body jumped. Then again. Then she came, gasping into the mattress, pussy clenching around me hard as her voice broke in a half-sob.

And I came with her.

Cock pulsing, buried deep, filling her all over again until the mess was hot and thick and leaking everywhere.

She slumped forward into the bed.

And I kissed her shoulder, stroking her belly as I stayed inside.

“Breathing’s better now,” I whispered. “You’re welcome.”

She was still gasping into the sheets, her body spent and twitching, slick thighs trembling against mine. My cock stayed inside her—deep, thick, pulsing slow after the last release. Her cunt was too full now, stuffed beyond what her body was meant to hold. I could feel it trickling out around my length already, the warmth leaking onto the sheets beneath us. Her breathing had steadied.

And I wasn’t moving.

I just held her there, soft kisses along her spine, one hand stroking her ribs, the other resting over her heart like I was reading her pulse through touch alone. Her chest rose under my palm, breath shallow but rhythmic again, chest sticky with sweat. I smiled against her skin.

She was okay.

And then—

Knock.

We both froze.

A soft knock at the bedroom door. Slow. Hesitant.

Then his voice.

“Laura?”

Her body seized under me, back arching, breath catching mid-gasp.

I pressed my hand down gently over her mouth before she could even think of making a sound.

She whimpered behind my fingers.

“Laura, you okay?” her husband called through the door, voice thick with sleep. “I was gonna bring coffee up…”

I could hear the mug clink against the wood. He was close.

My cock twitched inside her—still hard, still so fucking deep. Her pussy clenched around me instinctively, and she let out the faintest cry against my hand, muffled, breathy.

I leaned down and kissed her neck, my lips barely brushing the damp skin.

“Don’t move,” I whispered. “Don’t even breathe.”

She nodded frantically, wide-eyed, pulse pounding under my hand.

“You up?” her husband asked again, knocking twice more. “I didn’t want to wake you if you’re still resting. But I’ve got your favorite.”

She was shaking now. Her hips tried to shift, but I held her still, my cock still inside, stretching her, holding her open around every inch of me. The pressure made her whimper again, but I didn’t let her speak.

I rocked my hips.

Just once.

A deep, slow, silent thrust.

She gasped against my palm—loud enough that I felt it more than heard it.

“Babe?” the voice outside softened. “Everything okay in there?”

I pulled her tighter against me, cock buried to the hilt, grinding once, deliberate.

She squealed behind my hand, legs jerking.

I pressed harder to her mouth. “Shh…”

“Sorry,” her husband said finally. “I’ll just leave this out here.”

A pause.

Then his footsteps backed away down the hall, the soft clink of a mug setting down just outside the door.

We both stayed frozen for a full minute.

Then I let my hand slide away from her lips.

She didn’t speak. Just panted into the mattress, face flushed, sweat shining at her temples.

“You were perfect,” I murmured, fucking her again slowly. “So quiet. So obedient. He didn’t even know.”

She sobbed once, her body bucking involuntarily, breath ragged.

“You’re dripping,” I whispered into her ear. “You like being full with him outside the door, don’t you.”

She nodded. Moaned. “Please… again—”

And I gave her more.


Chapter 8

The shirt was too big on her.

My shirt—gray, soft, worn thin from a hundred washes. It hung just barely past her hips, sleeves bunched near her elbows, collar loose and slipping off one shoulder. That was it. Nothing else. No panties, no bra. Her skin still glowed faintly, raw from friction, slick from sweat. Her thighs still trembled when she stood.

And she hadn’t been allowed to clean up.

I made sure of it.

I watched her legs slide slick down the inside as we came down the stairs, her pussy still stuffed full of my cum, every step coaxing more of it to drip out. Her face burned, head down, hair hiding her expression—but I saw how she bit her lip when it happened. Saw the goosebumps rise on her thighs. Saw the flush on her chest that hadn’t faded since I filled her the last time.

Her husband was already in the kitchen, flipping pancakes, whistling to himself like the world hadn’t shifted on its axis.

“Morning, you two,” he called, glancing over his shoulder with a bright smile. “Didn’t mean to interrupt earlier. Just wanted to make sure she was still doing okay.”

“She’s breathing fine,” I said, smiling as I stepped in behind her, my hand sliding around her waist. “Little hiccup overnight, but I kept her stable.”

Laura let out a soft breath. Her thighs pressed together involuntarily.

“That’s a relief,” he said, setting a plate on the table. “You’re a godsend, seriously. Whatever you need while you’re here—just say the word.”

I kissed her cheek. Then the corner of her mouth. My hand was already sliding lower, resting against the bare curve of her hip under the hem of the shirt. I let my fingers brush the slick trail on her inner thigh.

She shuddered.

“I’ll keep monitoring,” I said. “Just in case anything lingers. We had to use some aggressive methods. Drainage, breathwork. Pressure stimulation.”

Her husband didn’t even flinch.

“Whatever it takes,” he said, pouring coffee. “Honestly, I’ve never seen her sleep so soundly. She looks ten years younger this morning.”

“I feel…” she started, voice shaking.

“Don’t strain it,” I murmured against her skin. “Let me check you first.”

She froze.

I kissed her.

Full, slow, deep.

Right there, in the kitchen.

My hand slid under the hem of the shirt, cupping her bare ass, holding her in place as my tongue swept into her mouth. She whimpered faintly against my lips, knees wobbling. My fingers grazed the slick mess still leaking from her—warm and thick and undeniable.

Her husband glanced over, saw the kiss, and smiled.

“Still doing breath checks, huh?”

“Body responds best to regular intervals,” I said, pulling back from her lips. “She tightens up without them.”

“She always did get tense under pressure,” he said, grabbing syrup.

I guided her to sit, one hand still under her shirt, supporting her as she lowered herself into the chair. Her ass made contact with the cool wood seat, and she flinched hard—legs squeezing closed again. I leaned down behind her and kissed her neck slowly, murmuring into her ear:

“You’re leaking on the chair.”

She made a tiny sound in her throat.

I straightened, turned toward the table, and took my seat beside her like nothing had happened.

He sat across from us, flipping pancakes onto plates. “So,” he said, looking between us. “Plans today?”

I glanced at her. She couldn’t speak.

I kissed her again. Shorter this time. But deep. Just to “check.”

“She’ll need more rest. We’ll stay close. I’ll make sure she keeps breathing.”

Her husband nodded approvingly.

“Perfect.”

She tried to keep still.

She really did.

But the moment she sat down, legs bare, ass flushed red from what I’d done to her all night, my cum already wetting the chair under her—the effort of keeping her composure started unraveling fast. She shifted once, just slightly, and I saw her thighs tense. Heard the faint, slick sound of another slow trickle escaping her pussy. Her cheeks went red. Her breath caught.

I didn’t say a word.

Just reached under the table.

My palm slid onto her bare thigh, warm and slow. She flinched, her fork pausing halfway to her mouth. Her husband was talking about something across from us, completely unaware—eggs, maybe. Or someone’s deck renovation. The background buzz of a man who trusted everyone in the room.

My fingers drifted higher.

She swallowed hard.

Pushed a bite of pancake into her mouth, but her lips didn’t quite close around it. I watched syrup drip down her chin. I leaned over casually and wiped it away with my thumb.

“You’re getting messy,” I whispered against her ear.

My hand slipped between her legs.

She choked softly on her breath. Her knees started to close—but I pushed them open again, slow and steady, under the tablecloth. My fingertips found the heat between her thighs, and fuck, she was soaked again. Not just wet from what I left inside her, but slick from her own need. She tried to shift away, but there was nowhere to go—cornered in the chair, body laid bare under nothing but my old shirt, no panties, no protection from how much she wanted to be used.

My fingers slid along her slit.

Her fork clinked against the plate.

Her husband didn’t even blink.

“You okay, babe?” he asked, sipping his coffee.

She nodded a little too fast. “Uh-huh. Just—burnt my tongue. Syrup’s hotter than I thought.”

He laughed. “That’s a first. Usually it’s you complaining it’s cold. Want me to grab the AC down a notch?”

“She’s warming up fine,” I said smoothly, two fingers teasing just inside her pussy now, feeling her clench. I brought them out, soaked, dripping with our mess.

She watched, wide-eyed, cheeks flushed, lips parted.

Then I brought my hand up.

And fed her with it.

Fingers glistening, I pressed them to her mouth slowly, my other hand brushing her hair behind her ear. Her eyes flicked to her husband—then back to me. She didn’t open her mouth right away.

So I leaned in and kissed her cheek.

“Breathe,” I murmured.

And she did.

Her lips parted.

I slid both fingers into her mouth.

She sucked them instinctively, tongue swirling, cleaning them with soft little noises no one else could hear. Her mouth closed tight around them, lips wet and perfect, and I watched her eyes flutter as she swallowed.

Her husband glanced up from his plate. “You two really are close, huh?”

I smiled.

“She needs a lot of monitoring.”

He chuckled. “Good thing she’s got you. I’m gonna head out to pick up that lumber—gotta get the new trim done this weekend before it rains.”

She froze.

I looked at her.

Then slowly dragged my fingers from her mouth with a wet pop.

“We’ll be here,” I said. “I’ll keep her safe.”

She bit her lip.

I slid my hand back under the table.

The door shut with a soft clunk.

Then the deadbolt.

Then silence.

Outside, her husband’s car started, rumbled to life, and rolled down the driveway with that familiar gravel crunch. The moment the sound faded—no more footsteps, no more idle conversation or friendly glances across the table—I leaned closer to her.

She was still chewing. Slowly. Carefully. Pancake and syrup on her tongue, hands gripping the fork like she might need to anchor herself.

I slid my hand back under the table.

She twitched.

“You’re leaking all over the chair,” I said quietly, lips brushing her ear. “Still.”

She froze mid-chew.

“I can feel it,” I added, stroking the inside of her thigh. “Every time you breathe too deep, it trickles down. Onto the wood. Onto your calves.”

A whimper caught in her throat. She didn’t swallow yet—just stared at her plate, lashes fluttering.

“You’re going to keep eating,” I said, slipping two fingers through the soaked heat between her legs, dragging up, slow and deliberate, letting the wet sound speak for itself. “And you’re going to come without making a sound.”

She finally swallowed. Then gasped—low, quick, her thighs squeezing closed around my wrist.

“Please—”

“Shhh.”

I licked syrup from my own thumb, then scooped another bite of pancake. Held the fork to her lips.

“Open.”

She obeyed.

As she chewed, I slid my fingers deeper—two knuckles, then three—her pussy clenching around them like she couldn’t help it, slick and hot and so full already she was practically pulsing around the intrusion.

“You’re lucky he trusts me,” I murmured. “Otherwise he might’ve noticed how red your thighs are. How swollen your lips are. How hard your nipples got when you sucked my fingers.”

She moaned faintly. I pushed the sound down with another bite of syrup-drenched breakfast.

“Now,” I said, my hand never slowing, fingers fucking her soft and slow, the pads curling up into her, pressing right where I knew she’d fall apart. “You’re going to come. Right here. Right now.”

Her body trembled. I watched her eyes go glassy, lips parting.

But she didn’t stop eating.

“Keep chewing,” I growled, pressing harder, thumb brushing her clit now, slow little circles under the tablecloth. “Come on. Let me feel it.”

Her hips rocked once. Just once.

Then again.

She clenched the fork so tight it shook in her hand.

She was silent—but her breath. That gave her away. Sharp, shuddering little pants. Chest rising too fast. Mouth chewing slower, slower, until her lips trembled around the bite and her legs started to shake.

“You’re going to soak this chair,” I whispered.

She nodded frantically. Couldn’t speak.

Her whole body seized—quiet, still—but I could feel her come. The flutter around my fingers. The sudden gush. Her heel slipped against the floor, but she caught herself, moaning low into her chest, as if coughing.

I fed her another bite.

She chewed.

Came again—this time so quietly I wouldn’t have known if I wasn’t inside her, feeling it.

“I should make you come again,” I murmured. “Until your mouth can’t chew. Until you’re drooling all over yourself.”

She swallowed. Her voice was raw.

“Please.”


Chapter 9

It was late afternoon, and the kitchen was filled with warm vanilla, butter, and heat that had nothing to do with the oven.

Laura was barefoot on the tile, standing at the counter, flour on her cheek, a mixing bowl balanced in one arm, a wooden spoon in the other. And nothing else but an apron—thin, flour-dusted, tied behind her neck and low at the base of her back. Open everywhere else. Her skin still flushed from earlier, thighs marked with faint red from the kitchen chair, ass bare as sunlight licked the curve of it.

She was baking cookies.

For me.

I’d told her I was hungry.

She’d blushed and whispered that she wanted to “do something sweet” for me, even though her legs were still trembling from being fingered silent at the breakfast table hours earlier, and she hadn’t even dared look her husband in the eye when he came back in from errands.

Now he was gone again—hardware store or beer run, something long enough. And she was alone with me. Bent slightly forward, apron swaying open in back, humming faintly while she stirred.

I stepped in behind her.

She didn’t flinch.

My hands found her hips. My cock, already half-hard, pressed gently to her bare ass. She wiggled, not even thinking about it.

“You’re domestic,” I murmured into her neck.

“You’re spoiled,” she said back, breath catching when I kissed just under her ear.

I trailed one hand up her apron, cupped her breast from behind—no barrier, no bra, just the warmth of her skin, the soft weight of it filling my palm.

She sighed. “I’m trying to measure…”

“I’m checking your temperature,” I whispered. “Might be spiking again.”

“I’m baking.”

“So are your lungs.”

She giggled softly, melting back against me as I kissed down her neck. The smell of cookies, sweat, and sugar was dizzying. Her thighs parted just slightly, unconsciously, as I reached around and slid a hand beneath the apron again—

Then:

Knock.

A polite little tap tap at the back door.

We both froze.

Laura stiffened in my arms, head snapping toward the sound.

Another knock. Followed by the creak of the screen door and a too-familiar voice:

“Hellooo? Just popping in!”

My mom.

Laura’s best friend.

She pushed the door open without waiting for an answer.

“I brought your casserole dish back—hey, sweetie! How are you feeling today?”

Laura let out a strangled little breath. “F-fine! I’m—I’m good!”

I stepped back from her as she turned, cheeks flushed, arms folded high across her chest to shield what the apron didn’t. Her thighs were still glistening faintly.

And the smell of sex was still in the air, under the cookies.

My mother stepped fully into the kitchen, cheerful and oblivious, holding a covered dish. “You look amazing,” she said, eyes flicking to me with a grin. “Guess CPR really works.”

Laura stammered something—“He’s been very attentive”—as I stepped forward casually, brushing flour off my shirt.

My mom squinted. “Is that my apron?”

I shrugged. “She needed one.”

“She definitely needed something,” my mother laughed. “I mean, look at her cheeks! You’re flushed, honey.”

“She’s been overheating,” I said smoothly. “Tried to rest, but her chest kept tightening.”

“Oh, poor thing,” my mom said, moving toward Laura—who immediately stepped behind the counter, apron flaring behind her, only barely hiding the slick between her thighs. “You still letting him check your breathing?”

“Religiously,” I said.

Laura nodded mutely.

“I told you he was a good boy,” my mom smiled. “You know he used to practice CPR on his pillows when he was twelve?”

Laura choked.

I smiled and stepped behind her again, fingers ghosting along the base of her back, just low enough that my mom couldn’t see. She twitched.

“Wanna show her?” I whispered low, just against her ear. “Want me to show her how good I am at keeping you oxygenated?”

She bit her lip.

Hard.

Laura was trembling again.

You couldn’t see it—not from across the kitchen, not from where my mother stood unloading some dish and chattering on about next week’s block party—but I felt it. In the way her shoulder pressed back into my chest, her weight subtly shifting between her bare feet, the tremor in the hand that still clutched the wooden spoon. Her breathing had gone thin, shallow again.

I slid my hands down the sides of her waist, just barely brushing the curve of her ass beneath the apron. She didn’t pull away. Didn’t make a sound.

My mom turned from the counter, smiling, holding a Tupperware of leftover something she never expected us to eat.

“So?” she said, eyes bouncing between us. “You’re not still doing those breath checks, are you?”

“Absolutely,” I said, stepping around to Laura’s front, brushing her hair behind her ear. “She dipped earlier. Her color was off.”

Laura opened her mouth like she might object—but the words didn’t make it. I was already close, one hand on her lower back, lips brushing hers.

My mom chuckled behind me. “Oh my God, you really are. I thought you were kidding.”

“I take my work seriously,” I murmured, and kissed her.

Full. Slow.

Not too deep—not tongue—but just long enough for her lips to soften under mine, for her breath to hitch, for my hand to ghost along the exposed underside of her ass, bare and flushed behind the flared apron. She clutched the counter behind her, knuckles white.

My mom leaned against the fridge with a laugh. “Well, if I had someone that dedicated, maybe I wouldn’t be on blood pressure meds.”

I pulled back just enough to whisper into Laura’s mouth, “Open up. Let them see how good you are at breathing for me.”

She did.

Parted her lips, exhaled into mine like she was still being resuscitated, eyes fluttering closed, helpless.

I deepened it. Just a little. Let my lower lip catch hers.

She swayed toward me.

I caught her.

“Still a little unsteady,” I said when I finally pulled back. “But she’s improving.”

“You’re a miracle worker,” my mom said. “Truly. I don’t think she’s ever looked better.”

Laura coughed. “I, um… it’s all the stretching. And deep… lung engagement.”

“Must be,” my mom said, already moving toward the door. “Alright, I’ll let you two get back to it. Just wanted to drop that off—and, sweetie? If you ever feel faint again, let him help. You’ve clearly got gold on your hands here.”

I kissed Laura’s cheek one more time, hand still on her lower back.

“She’s in the best hands,” I said.

My mom waved as she let herself out, humming some forgotten tune as the screen door creaked shut behind her.

Silence.

Laura sagged against the counter, face burning.

“You kissed me,” she whispered. “In front of her.”

“She thinks I saved your life.”

“You did.” Her voice cracked, barely breath. “And now you’re ruining it.”

“No,” I said, sliding my hand down her thigh, finding her still slick. “I’m keeping it going.”

The door had barely clicked shut before I was on her again.

Laura still stood at the counter, flour-dusted and flushed, apron clinging to her body, chest rising fast, hands still gripping the wooden spoon like it was the only thing anchoring her to earth.

“She said you looked better,” I murmured into her ear, sliding my arms around her from behind. My hands flattened against her stomach, just under the apron tie. “And she’s right. You look full.”

Her breath hitched.

“Please, I—I have to—”

“You have to finish baking,” I said, kissing the back of her neck. “I know. Don’t let me stop you.”

My fingers slipped under the apron, down between her thighs. She was wet again already—still, probably—pussy soft and leaking, thighs sticky with the trace of everything we hadn’t cleaned up. Her body rocked back into my touch.

“But you’re not breathing steady again,” I said, curling two fingers along her slit, slow and lazy. “Not deep enough.”

“I—I’m fine—”

“No, you’re not.” I nudged her feet apart with my own, pressed the head of my cock against her bare entrance. “You’re tense. Shaky. Clenching already.”

“Because you’re—” she gasped as I rubbed the head against her slit again, collecting slick. “Oh God—”

“You can finish the cookies,” I said, slowly pushing forward, spreading her open from behind. “But I’m not pulling out again.”

She let out a helpless, high whimper as I slid in—inch by thick inch—her pussy stretching, twitching, taking me all the way to the hilt until my hips met the backs of her thighs and the apron swayed around us like nothing was happening.

I held still.

Let her feel it.

“Go on,” I said. “Mix.”

Her hands moved on instinct, the wooden spoon scraping the edge of the bowl, shaky strokes, rhythm uneven as I ground into her once, just enough to make her gasp and nearly drop it.

I bent her slightly more over the counter, hands braced beside the mixing bowl, her ass tilted perfectly. I moved slowly inside her—long, deep thrusts that rocked her forward just a little with each one. The spoon trembled in her grip. A soft moan slipped past her lips.

“You’ve got to focus,” I whispered. “Timing’s important. Dough can collapse.”

“I c-can’t—” she whimpered, back arching as I thrust a little harder.

“You will.” I wrapped a hand around her front, found her clit again, circled it while I fucked her. “Come on. Be a good girl. Bake for me.”

She tried.

She really did.

Spoon stirring, hips rocking involuntarily as my cock filled her again and again, the wet sounds unmistakable now in the quiet kitchen. She moaned into her arm, the apron gaping along her sides, tits swaying freely under it, sweat starting to bead at her temples.

And the dough did collapse.

She dropped the spoon.

I grabbed her by the hips and slammed into her harder, her hands flat on the counter now, moaning openly as I fucked her. Her knees buckled once. Then again. I reached up and caught her breast with one hand, kneading it slow, teasing the nipple as I ground into her clit from behind.

“You can’t finish baking like this, can you?” I said, voice rough.

“N-no—oh fuck—”

“Then just come for me.”

And she did.

Collapsed against the counter, sobbing into her arm as her pussy clenched around my cock, coming so hard her whole body shook under the apron. I held her still, fucking her through it, slow and deep, until I filled her again—hot and thick, cum spilling down her thighs as she sagged against the counter, trembling and breathless.

“You’re still warm,” I whispered. “Might need to check you again.”

She just moaned, eyes closed, cheek on the cool tile.

Behind us, the oven beeped.

Cookies were done.

She wasn’t.


Chapter 10

One week later, another Saturday, another backyard party.

Everything looked the same—same string lights, same pool glinting under the sun, same grill sizzling, kids yelling from across the fence. Familiar folding chairs, Solo cups, bowls of half-melted fruit salad. Nothing had changed.

Except everything had.

Laura was standing in the shade by the garden wall, a plastic cup in hand, laughing softly with my mom and one of the neighbors. Hair in a soft updo, sunglasses perched high on her head, the neckline of her sundress low enough to tempt, but not to reveal. She looked relaxed. A perfect, sweet, attentive wife. The kind who knew how to smile at a story, how to compliment a pasta salad, how to talk about school boards and recycling like she wasn’t soaking wet underneath that dress.

And I walked right up to her.

Didn’t hesitate.

Didn’t say a word.

Just slid my arm around her waist, turned her toward me, and kissed her.

A full kiss. My mouth on hers, tongue sweeping in like I owned it—because I did. Her body melted before her brain could catch up. Her hand came up automatically to rest on my chest, a soft, instinctive gasp slipping into my mouth.

She kissed me back.

And no one blinked.

Not even my mother, who smiled mid-sentence and kept talking like this was just part of the new rhythm of things. Like my mouth on her best friend’s wasn’t anything strange.

I pulled away slowly, lips brushing hers. “You were drifting,” I murmured.

She nodded, dazed. “I’m okay now.”

“You weren’t breathing deep enough.”

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“You need another in fifteen.”

“I know.”

I kissed her cheek. Squeezed her hip beneath the thin cotton. Walked away.

Five steps later, I heard my mom’s voice float behind me: “He’s such a good boy.”

Laura giggled.

And twenty minutes later, she was talking to her husband. Sitting on the low wall by the pool, drink in hand, one leg crossed over the other. He was telling some story about work—something boring, something she nodded along to. Her hand rested on his knee like always.

I walked up.

She saw me coming.

Didn’t stop talking.

So I kissed her mid-sentence.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t miss a word. Just opened her mouth for me while still halfway through her reply—lips parting, voice breaking into a breathy little sigh that no one noticed as I stole her breath and gave it back.

Her husband patted my back. “Hey, doc,” he grinned. “She keeping up with the regimen?”

“She’s a star patient,” I said, licking her lip once before stepping back. “Regular intervals. No complaints.”

He raised his cup. “To consistency.”

“To trust,” I answered, and he clinked plastic against mine.

And she? She just blushed and smiled and dripped.

Later, she was helping with drinks at the side table, bent slightly to reach something on the bottom shelf, when I walked behind her again. Slid my hand along her waist, leaned down, kissed her just below her ear.

She shivered.

My mother passed by and smiled. “Don’t let her overexert. She’s not twenty anymore.”

I kissed her again, deeper now. “She doesn’t need to be. She just needs to stay open.”

Laura let out a shaky breath, almost moaned.

No one batted an eye.

And when the sun started to go down, and the lights began to twinkle on, and the music turned low and familiar, she was sitting alone by the garden again. Legs crossed. Dress riding high on her thighs. Cheeks flushed from wine and whatever I’d whispered to her last.

I sat beside her.

Took her cup.

Set it aside.

And pulled her into my lap like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She curled against me, one arm around my shoulders, not even pretending anymore.

I kissed her again.

And again.

And no one said a thing.

She fit into my lap like she belonged there.

Her thighs warm over mine, back curved to rest against my chest, hair brushing my jaw when the breeze moved through it. That sundress was too thin, too short—the kind that pretended at modesty, but rode up every time she shifted. I could see the edge of her ass when she sat, one bare cheek just brushing the rough denim of my jeans.

She’d given up trying to tug it down.

Everyone around us milled and laughed and talked, half-drunk and sun-drowsy, clutching plastic cups and paper plates, pool water still drying on their skin. Laura looked just like them. Tipsy, flushed, relaxed.

But under the hem of her dress, she was soaked.

I knew because she wasn’t wearing anything else.

And she’d been leaking for twenty minutes—since the last kiss. Since I’d whispered that I wasn’t done with her. Since her husband patted my back and walked away to get more beer, completely unaware that his wife had been clenching around nothing the whole time, twitching in silence every time she thought about the way I’d filled her last night.

Now she sat on me, legs draped carelessly, dress hiding nothing.

And I slid my hand under it.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t flinch.

Just opened her legs an inch wider.

I kept my gaze forward—watching the party, sipping from her forgotten cup—while my fingers brushed between her thighs, slow and careful. My palm cupped her heat. Wet. Warm. Fucking dripping.

She turned her face slightly into my neck, hiding the little gasp that came next.

“You’re soaked,” I whispered, pressing one finger against her slit.

“I can’t help it,” she whispered back.

“You’re grinding,” I murmured. “Do you even know you’re doing it?”

She moaned softly. “I need to come.”

“Then do it.”

She gasped.

“I can’t—here—”

“Right here,” I said, slipping two fingers into her pussy slow, deep. “Quietly. For me.”

She buried her face in my neck, arms tightening around me. Her hips twitched once. Twice. She shifted forward—barely anything, just enough to let my fingers move. In. Out. Shallow thrusts while I pressed the heel of my palm up against her clit.

The people around us were close.

Too close.

Laughing, drinking, telling stories.

My mother was six feet away, chatting about recipes. Her husband was god knew where, probably arguing over yard equipment.

And Laura was riding my fingers in my lap, cunt fluttering around every slow curl, slick soaking my jeans. My arm was around her back. My other hand under her dress. No one could see a thing.

But she was coming.

Quietly. Desperately.

Her breath hitched. Her thighs trembled.

I leaned to her ear, breath hot.

“You’re mine now.”

She choked on a gasp—softer than a whisper.

“You feel that?” I said, curling my fingers again. “That pressure? That flutter? That’s your body begging me not to stop.”

“Please,” she mouthed.

“You can’t give this to anyone else anymore. Not even him. You can’t.”

She nodded, shaking.

“You’re mine,” I said again, pushing my fingers in deep. “Say it.”

“I’m—” Her voice cracked. “I’m yours.”

And she came.

Silently. Desperately. Her legs jerked, her fingers gripped my shoulders, her whole body twitched once, twice. Then she slumped against me—completely spent, soaking my hand, her pussy fluttering with little aftershocks as I slowly withdrew.

She didn’t speak.

Just breathed.

And I held her there while the party went on around us, stroking her hair like we were just another couple at the barbecue.

They didn’t even notice how tightly she was holding on.

Her husband was the first to walk up—red cup in hand, sunglasses pushed back on his head, smiling like the scene in front of him made sense. It did, now. I’d made sure of that. He looked down at her in my lap like he was admiring a painting that had finally been restored: his wife’s head resting on my shoulder, her flushed face half-buried in my neck, my arm curled snug around her waist like I had every right to hold her that way.

A few others trailed behind him—two of the neighbors, a friend of his from work, and my mother, who was sipping something sweet and probably boozy and already laughing about nothing.

“She finally tuckered out?” her husband asked, looking down at her.

Laura stirred a little but didn’t lift her head.

“Pushed herself too hard earlier,” I said. “She needed to stabilize.”

“Always does too much,” he said fondly. “We tell her to pace herself, but you know her. Can’t sit still unless someone makes her.”

“She’s sitting still now,” I murmured, hand stroking low along her hip, just beneath the hem of the dress. “And she’s going to stay that way.”

He nodded approvingly and turned to look at her again. “Hey, babe—what was that recipe you said you were going to share with Sherri? The one with the lemon and… what was it, coconut?”

Laura opened her mouth, head rising, blinking a little like she was trying to reorient.

But before a single syllable came out—I turned her face to mine and kissed her.

Full.

Deep.

Wet.

She melted instantly. A soft moan into my mouth, her hands fisting the front of my shirt, legs shifting in my lap as she forgot everything—who was watching, who had asked what. Her husband was standing two feet away, eyebrows lifted slightly, but not in confusion. Not even in surprise. Just watching.

“Guess she really can’t speak until you check her lungs,” one of the neighbors joked, chuckling.

“I told you,” my mom added, sipping her drink. “He’s thorough.”

We kept kissing.

Her lips parted wider. Her tongue met mine.

She breathed for me like we were alone.

“I just needed a check,” she whispered into my mouth between passes.

“You always need a check,” I said, pulling her back in, one hand sliding up to hold the base of her neck.

She moaned.

Her husband snorted behind us. “Alright, alright, don’t give us a show. We’ll just grab that recipe later, babe.”

“She won’t remember it now,” I said, not breaking the kiss.

“She never remembers anything after you check her,” my mom quipped.

The group laughed. Joked. The conversation shifted.

They were used to it now.

Laura sat back slightly in my lap, dazed and glazed and blinking at the crowd with her lips red and wet.

“You’re mine,” I whispered against her ear, loud enough only for her. “They all know it. And they love it. You feel that?”

She nodded, dazed.

“They don’t even want you to stop.”

She blinked up at me, lips wet, cheeks burning, breathing shallow and quick—and then she moved.

Not a shy lean-in. Not hesitation.

She climbed into my lap, properly this time. One leg swinging over, straddling me in full view of everyone gathered. Her sundress hiked up her thighs, baring her skin almost to her hips, no panties underneath to hide how slick she still was. The thin cotton clung to her as she settled over me, knees on either side of my thighs, her hands curling around my neck like she’d forgotten what modesty was supposed to look like.

And I hadn’t even touched her.

She kissed me.

Hard.

My mouth opened under hers as she moaned into it, lips parting wide as she pressed herself flush to me, grinding the wet heat of her bare pussy against my jeans in slow, hungry circles.

Her husband and the others were right there.

Five feet away. Mid-conversation.

And she was kissing me like we’d just stumbled into a dark room alone, like she couldn’t wait another second to breathe for me.

The others started laughing again—light, amused, familiar.

“Jesus,” her husband said with a chuckle, “she really needed that one.”

“She’s been off-balance all week,” I said between kisses, my hands on her hips as she rocked against me. “Needed a long, deep reset.”

Laura’s lips tore from mine only long enough to gasp—then she pulled me back in. My mother snorted into her drink, not even bothering to look away.

“Careful,” she joked. “You’ll fog up his glasses.”

“I don’t think he minds,” someone else added.

I didn’t.

Laura was breathing hard now, hips grinding slow and filthy against me as her arms clung to my shoulders. Her mouth moved hungrily on mine, tongue insistent, little gasps escaping her lips between each pass. She wasn’t pretending to be subtle anymore.

She was desperate.

“More,” she whispered into my mouth.

“You’re soaked,” I whispered back.

“I don’t care.”

I kissed her again, harder, angling my hips so the ridge of my cock pressed up between her slick folds through my jeans. She jerked against me, breath stuttering into a whine, her hands gripping the back of my neck now like she couldn’t stand to be apart from my mouth.

One of the neighbors whistled softly. “Okay now. Leave some for the honeymoon.”

My mom rolled her eyes fondly. “Let the girl have her air. You want her passing out again?”

“She’s not passing out,” I murmured between kisses. “She’s training.”

Laura whined into my mouth, hips rolling hard against me, chasing friction she clearly needed.

“You’ll come like this,” I whispered. “Right here, dressed, dry-humping me like you’re in high school.”

“I can’t stop,” she moaned. “Please, please—”

“Don’t,” I said. “They’re watching.”

She did come.

Grinding in my lap, hips stuttering, mouth locked to mine, gasping quiet little sobs into my throat as her pussy clenched around nothing and soaked the front of my jeans. Everyone knew. Everyone looked. Everyone smiled.

She slumped forward against me, breathless, shivering.

“You’re glowing,” her husband said, raising his drink.

“She’s oxygenated,” I corrected.

And everyone nodded in agreement.


Epilogue

The heat had crept down into the grass, the party shifting into that lazy golden hour where everyone moved slower, their laughter softer, drinks refilled with sloshing hands and half-finished stories. Laura still sat in my lap, skin flushed and damp, thighs trembling from what she’d just done in front of everyone. Her dress was rumpled high on her legs, and I knew she was leaking onto me again, hips lax against my jeans, body too sated to remember how to hide.

But her eyes kept drifting to the pool.

Everyone else had taken a dip by now—some already dried off and sun-pink, towels draped over chairs. But Laura hadn’t stepped near the water all day.

And she hadn’t since that first party.

Since the day I saved her.

I kissed the corner of her mouth.

“You keep staring,” I whispered.

She nodded.

“I think it’s time.”

She swallowed hard. “I… I can’t.”

“You can.”

And I stood, lifting her easily from my lap. Her breath caught as I slid one arm behind her thighs, the other under her shoulders, carrying her like something delicate and precious—mine.

A few heads turned.

“Where’re you two going?” her husband called, grinning from the edge of the deck.

“She’s been avoiding the pool,” I said, pausing just long enough for everyone to hear. “Afraid of getting back in since the scare. I think it’s time to help her through it.”

My mom raised her glass. “You are the expert.”

“She trusts me,” I said simply, and walked toward the deep end.

Laura didn’t protest.

Her arms wrapped around my neck. Her legs curled toward my body. I could feel her pulse racing against my chest. Everyone was watching—casual, comfortable, expecting something sweet and simple. A dip. A splash. Maybe a little moment of healing.

They had no idea.

I stepped down into the water slowly, fully clothed, her light in my arms. The warmth of the pool lapped at us as we sank, her dress floating gently, clinging. She shivered.

“You’re okay,” I whispered.

She nodded.

The water reached her thighs. Her waist.

I let her feet touch the floor. Kept my hands on her hips.

She floated up slightly, dress billowing in the water.

“You breathing alright?” I asked.

She shook her head, lip trembling. “I—I don’t know.”

I pulled her in close, pressed my mouth to hers again.

Breathed for her.

She moaned softly, chest rising, lips parting open. My tongue swept in slow and deep, steady. She exhaled. Inhaled. Gasped. I gave her the rhythm. I gave her the air. She sank into me like the pool itself would’ve swallowed her if I hadn’t been holding her up.

“You’re okay,” I whispered again. “You’ve got me now.”

“Please don’t stop.”

“I won’t. Not until you know who you belong to.”

Her arms wrapped around my neck. Her legs lifted from the floor, weightless, floating in my arms. Her dress fanned out behind her like petals. I held her under the surface, just slightly, her face still inches above the water, and kissed her again.

Deeper. Longer.

“She’s doing great,” someone called from the edge. “Look at her go!”

“You’re really good at this,” her husband said, laughing.

“She needs it,” I replied, without looking back.

Laura whimpered into my mouth.

I slid one hand under the water, beneath the dress. Found her again—hot and swollen even submerged. My fingers teased between her legs, slick even in the pool. She bucked against my hand, breath catching, moaning too loudly before I swallowed the sound in another kiss.

“Shhh,” I breathed into her. “You’re okay.”

And she came again, floating in the pool in front of everyone, arms tight around my shoulders, mouth open, breath lost entirely to me.

The water glowed around us, sun low enough now that the pool lights had started to flicker on below the surface—cool, quiet, faint blue shining up through Laura’s floating dress like a spotlight under silk. Her body clung to mine, wet and loose and completely spent, chest rising and falling with each breath I fed her. Her eyes were glassy. Her lips parted. Every inch of her was trembling softly, but not from cold.

And still no one had stopped us.

No one had even blinked.

They were used to it now—the way she curled into my chest, the way I held her so close our breath mingled, the way her gasps never quite lined up with conversation anymore. It had become background music. Something expected. Something ordinary.

I pulled her gently to the pool’s edge, supporting her body with mine, her arms still looped around my shoulders. She blinked, dazed, trying to focus.

“You’re okay,” I murmured.

“I came in the water,” she whispered, horrified and breathless.

“No one noticed,” I lied. “And if they did—they liked it.”

She shivered. Clung tighter.

And that’s when her husband stepped up to the edge of the pool.

Red cup in hand. Flip-flops. A lopsided smile like he was looking at his favorite niece and her prom date. He crouched, resting his elbows on his knees, squinting down at us.

“Hey.”

I nodded.

He gestured toward her. “She okay?”

“She’s doing great.”

Laura didn’t lift her head. Just tightened her arms around me.

“She looks it,” he said. “Seriously.”

“She was nervous at first,” I said. “Residual trauma. Shallow breath patterns. But she’s responding.”

“I can see that,” he said with a grin.

He looked at her then, a little more seriously. She still didn’t move. Her face was pressed into my neck like she couldn’t bear to be seen—not like this. Not after what she’d just done in my arms.

He reached out, touched her hair, gentle.

“You feeling better, babe?”

She nodded slowly.

“She needs consistency,” I said. “She’s opening up more each day, but if we stop, she’ll close up again. Fast.”

He rubbed the back of his neck, sighed.

“I figured.”

“I’m willing to keep treating her,” I added, tone smooth, controlled. “Full time, if that’s what it takes.”

Her husband looked at me. Then at her. And something in him relaxed.

“Would you?” he said. “I mean, if you’re up for it.”

“I want to,” I said. “She needs to stay full. Calm. Oxygenated.”

He smiled again. “I haven’t seen her like this in years. She was always sweet, y’know? But now? She’s soft. Letting go. Laughing more.”

“She’s learning how to breathe again,” I said. “Deep. From the core.”

He nodded. “That’s… God, man. That’s amazing.”

“I’ll keep her open,” I promised. “Every day. Every night.”

“Thank you,” he said quietly.

And then—he stood. Clapped me on the shoulder, still smiling. “I’m gonna grab another beer. You two stay in as long as she needs.”

He turned and walked back toward the others, calling out something about grill duty and marinade. Not even a second glance behind him.

Laura finally moved.

Tilted her face to mine, eyes wide and wet and stunned.

“He just—”

“Gave you to me,” I said. “Completely.”

She swallowed hard. “I didn’t think he’d…”

“He wants you happy,” I said. “And you are.”

She shuddered. “I’m yours.”

“Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she whispered. “Only yours.”

“Good girl.”

I kissed her again.

And this time, she breathed for me.
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