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Chapter 1

The highway ran straight like a scar through the desert. Heat shimmered up off the blacktop in liquid waves, distant mountains jagged like broken teeth under the sky. My bike thundered beneath me, all steel and growl, engine heat soaking into my thighs, the wind slamming against my chest like a lover trying to keep me from leaving.

Then I saw her.

She stood alone just past the mile marker, thumb out, hair whipped sideways by the wind. No hat, no shade, just the full damn sun glaring down on that soft pale skin like it wanted to eat her. She had a backpack slumped at her feet, one strap busted. Cropped white tee stretched tight over a round pair of tits that didn’t belong this far from town. Denim shorts cut so high I could see where the insides of her thighs didn’t catch any sun. Bare legs, dusty sneakers, knees a little red like she’d been kneeling somewhere too long.

She looked like a mirage. Or bait.

I downshifted. Engine howled, rear wheel spat gravel as I swung around and pulled off onto the shoulder twenty yards ahead of her. Glanced in my mirror. She hesitated—just for a second—then bent to grab her bag. I watched the way she moved. Cautious, but not scared. Soft curves, skin like cream, face pinked from heat. Something about her screamed sweetness even in the grit. Like she hadn’t figured out the world bites back yet.

She walked up slow, one hand shading her eyes. “Hey,” she said, breathless from the heat and the run. Her voice was soft. Pretty. “Are you—uh—going west?”

I didn’t answer right away. Took a long look at her instead. Face like something out of a trucker’s wet dream—big blue eyes, heart-shaped mouth, a little smudge of dust on her cheek. Young. Real young. Couldn’t be more than twenty-two, twenty-three tops. I could smell the vanilla lotion she must’ve slathered on this morning, now cooked warm under the sun and layered with sweat.

“Yeah,” I said. Voice came out lower than I meant it to. “I’m goin’ west.”

She smiled like a thank-you, like I’d just saved her from being left behind by the world. Didn’t know yet what she’d just stepped into. That smile made something low in me growl.

“Can I get a ride?” she asked, like she had any idea what that really meant.

I leaned on one boot, dragged a slow look down her legs again, then up. Didn’t bother hiding it. “Where to?”

She shrugged, cheeks going pinker. “Wherever you’re going’s fine. I just—I just need out of here.”

I didn’t ask questions. Didn’t care if she’d run from a boyfriend, a bad family, a flat tire. She was out here, alone, in that outfit, with lips like that. And I had a seat behind me and a pair of thighs that needed squeezing.

“You ride before?” I asked.

She shook her head, brushing hair behind one ear. “No, but I’m a quick learner.”

“Yeah,” I said, already imagining how those thighs’d fit around me. “Bet you are.”

Her brows twitched. Not fear—just curiosity. Maybe something else. Interest, if I wasn’t hallucinating.

I thumbed the kill switch, let the rumble die down. Stood up, boots crunching grit as I swung a leg over. Held out the spare helmet. “Hop on.”

She hesitated, looking at the bike like it might buck under her. Then took the helmet with both hands and slipped it on, crooked and a little clumsy. Cute as hell. I watched the stretch of her stomach when she lifted her arms, a little patch of sweat soaked through the shirt just under her tits.

She climbed up, legs sliding around me. Pressed close like she didn’t know how else to hold on. Her arms slipped around my middle, barely touching. Fuck that.

I reached back, grabbed her wrists, and pulled her in tight, until her chest pressed to my spine and her thighs bracketed my hips snug. She gasped against my neck. That soft little sound went straight to my cock.

“You hang on like that, bunny,” I said. “Or I’ll lose you on the first bump.”

“Bunny?” she asked, almost laughing.

“You got another name?”

“Emma,” she breathed, just loud enough to carry over the engine.

Emma. Of course it was.

I gunned the throttle. The bike roared to life, her grip tightening around me like instinct. We peeled out, dust kicking behind us, the heat and grit and scent of her wrapped around me like a fucking noose. She stayed close, every bump in the road grinding her tighter against my back, those thighs clenching like they wanted something else between ‘em.

I didn’t say a word for the first few miles. Just drove. Fast. Let the road eat up the silence while I imagined what she’d look like with my hand buried in that golden hair, her knees spread over motel sheets, lips parted, eyes wide.

She smelled too sweet for this world. Too soft for a man like me.

But I was already thinking how long I could keep her.

And how I’d make her pay for the ride.

The sun had sunk halfway toward the horizon by the time I pulled off onto a cracked shoulder outside a nowhere town. Maybe two thousand people if you counted the strays and the dead. One gas station, a boarded-up diner, a motel with flickering red neon that read “OTEL” because the M had given up.

I let the bike coast to a low growl, pulled in beside a payphone that probably hadn’t worked since the ’90s. Emma shifted behind me, her thighs sticking to mine, helmet tapping lightly against my back as I slowed. When the engine died, all that was left was the chirp of cicadas, the soft scuff of her boots hitting the ground as she dismounted.

She took the helmet off, shook out her hair. It stuck to the back of her neck, damp with sweat, strands clinging to that soft skin I hadn’t touched yet. She looked dazed, a little windblown, a little pink around the edges. Her shirt had pulled up during the ride—belly bare, a pale slice of skin catching the last of the sun.

I lit a cigarette, watched her with it hanging from the corner of my mouth. Didn’t speak until she looked at me.

She smiled again, small this time, like she wasn’t sure if she was supposed to. “Where are we?”

“Someplace small enough no one asks questions.” I dragged in smoke, let it curl out slow through my nose. “There’s a bus stop two streets over. Runs east, west. You could head back to whatever you ran from. Or forward, see where it gets you.”

Her eyes lingered on mine. Blue. Wide. Tired but not beaten. Not yet.

She looked toward the town, squinting like she was trying to see her choices in the blur of sun and dust. Then she turned back to me. “What about you?”

I didn’t move. Just let the words settle between us like heat rising off the pavement.

“I’m heading west,” I said. “I don’t stop unless I need fuel or a fuck.”

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t even blink. That sweet little mouth just twitched at the corners like maybe she understood more than she let on.

“So if I keep riding with you…”

“You pay.”

She swallowed. Barely. Her eyes dipped—just once—to my belt, then back up.

I stepped closer, flicked the cigarette into the dirt.

“You pay,” I said again, quieter this time, rougher. “With that pretty mouth. With those soft little thighs you keep squeezing against me. With every inch of that sweet body you’ve been pressin’ up on me since you got on.”

Her lips parted. No words. Just breath. Her pupils dilated, chest rising just a bit faster than before.

“I won’t ask again, Emma,” I said. “This is the stop where you get off if you want clean.”

I let the silence stretch. The wind caught the hem of her shirt, lifted it just enough to show the curve of her stomach. Her hands fidgeted with the frayed strap of her backpack, but she didn’t look away.

Then she said it.

“I don’t want clean.”

Jesus.

That softness, that voice—she didn’t need to scream to make a man fall to his knees. She just looked up, cheeks flushed, lips parted, and gave herself over with four little words.

I grabbed her chin, tilted her face up to me, thumb brushing that sweet mouth.

“You sure?”

She nodded once. Whispered, “Yes,” like it hurt not to.

I kissed her then.

Didn’t wait, didn’t ask again. Just leaned down and took her mouth like I owned it. She gasped, and I swallowed it, hands sliding to her waist, yanking her close. She tasted like heat and dust and something clean beneath all that—something good. My tongue slid into her mouth, slow and deep, dragging a whimper from her throat.

Her fingers curled into my shirt, tugging me closer. I palmed the back of her neck and kissed her harder, rougher. Let her feel the heat pressed thick against the front of my jeans.

When I pulled back, she was flushed and breathless, lips wet, eyes unfocused.

“There’s a room at that motel,” I said. “You’re gonna take off those little shorts, crawl onto the bed, and spread your legs for your first ride payment. That work for you, bunny?”

She nodded again. “Yes.”

That was all I needed.

I grabbed her hand and led her across the parking lot, boots crunching gravel, heart pounding like the engine still roared.

Tonight, she’d pay.

And I’d make sure she liked owing me.

The motel smelled like mildew and trucker sweat. The kind of place that rents by the hour but pretends it doesn’t. Flickering red sign buzzed behind us as I pushed the door open with my shoulder, Emma tight against my side, her hand still tucked in mine like she didn’t know if she should run or beg.

The room was nothing. One queen bed with a dark, scratchy coverlet. Two lamps, one working. A chipped dresser with a bolted-down TV from another decade. The air was hot, stale, conditioner wheezing in the corner like it didn’t want to live. But I wasn’t here for comfort. I was here for her.

I turned the lock behind us. Let it click slow. She stood in the middle of the room like she didn’t know where to be—backpack still slung over one shoulder, shirt twisted from the wind, hair wild and tangled from the ride.

I tossed the key on the dresser. My jacket hit the chair next, then I turned and looked at her. Not with patience. With purpose.

“Take off your shoes.”

She blinked, then dropped her gaze and obeyed. Bent over slow, fingers shaky on the laces. Sneakers hit the floor with soft thuds. I watched every motion. The way her calves flexed, the sweet little peek of skin where her thighs kissed, how her breath hitched when she felt me watching.

“Good,” I said. Stepped closer. Let her feel the weight of me even without touching her. “Now the shirt.”

She looked up. Just for a second. Eyes caught on mine, wide and a little nervous, but not scared. Not anymore.

“You said yes,” I reminded her. Voice low. Gravel thick in my throat. “You stay, you pay. Or you can walk barefoot out that door.”

Her hands moved. Slow, but sure. She grabbed the hem of her shirt and lifted. The fabric peeled up over her belly, ribs, those perfect tits hugged tight in a thin, pale blue bra. It wasn’t fancy. Just cotton. Soft. Sweet. Like her.

She let the shirt drop to the floor. Stood there with her arms at her sides, chest rising fast, nipples already poking through the fabric. She wasn’t faking anything. She was warm and nervous and ready, body humming in front of me like a wire strung too tight.

I reached out, cupped her cheek. Let my thumb brush that flushed skin. She leaned into it like instinct.

“You ever done anything like this before?”

She shook her head. “No.”

“You scared?”

Pause. Then: “No.”

I smiled. Sharp. “You should be.”

I stepped around her. Took my time. Let her feel the heat of my body circle behind her. Her back was smooth, freckled across the shoulders, the strap of her bra crooked. I hooked a finger under it and tugged, made her gasp.

“Shorts.”

She didn’t ask again. Just popped the button, slid the zipper down with trembling fingers. The denim clung to her hips like it didn’t want to let go. But she shimmied them down anyway, cheeks flushed deep. No pockets. No belt. Just tight, frayed denim and a pair of thin white panties underneath that clung to the swell of her ass.

The shorts puddled at her ankles. She stepped out of them, bare legs shifting, thighs pressed like she felt cold even in the heat. She stood there in her underwear and bra, half-naked in a motel room with a stranger she met on the side of the highway.

I stepped in behind her.

Didn’t touch yet. Just hovered. Close enough for her to feel the heat of me, the rough breath against the back of her neck. She swayed.

I let my hands settle on her hips, fingers digging in just enough to make her skin give.

“You ever feel a man look at you and know what he’s thinking?” I murmured into her ear.

She nodded slow.

“I’m thinking how pretty you’re gonna sound when I get my mouth on you.”

She made a little sound—half breath, half noise. I didn’t give her time to think about it. My hands slid up. Palms rough against her ribs, slow and steady, until my thumbs pressed beneath the edge of her bra.

She arched.

“Soft,” I whispered, rolling her gently back into me. My cock thick and aching behind the denim, pressed hard between her cheeks. “You like being soft for me, bunny?”

“Yes,” she breathed.

I slid my hand over her stomach, slow, flat, fingers dipping beneath the waistband of those little white panties.

But I didn’t go farther. Not yet.

Instead, I pulled away.

She made a noise, a tiny little sound of protest, hips shifting back toward me like she needed that touch now.

I walked to the bed. Sat down on the edge. Spread my knees and looked at her.

“Come here.”

She padded over, steps silent, every inch of her trembling but not stopping. Stood between my knees, breath shallow, hair a mess. I reached up, fingers brushing the sides of her panties.

“Take these off.”

She hooked her thumbs in the waistband and slid them down. Slow. Let them fall to her ankles. Stepped out. Now she was bare from the waist down. Legs together, knees knocking just a little, that soft pink little cunt glistening like she was already wet for me.

I leaned in, close enough for her to feel the heat of my mouth near her belly.

“You smell like you’re ready to beg.”

“I—” she started.

I pressed my mouth to the inside of her thigh. Just above the knee. Just enough to make her knees wobble. Then higher. Another kiss. Another. She gasped.

“You’re not on your knees yet,” I said.

She dropped. Slow. Shaky. Knees to the carpet, hands on my thighs. She looked up at me like worship. Mouth open, lips pink and plush, so close to my belt I could feel the heat of her breath.

I cupped her chin again, ran my thumb along her bottom lip. She kissed it, tongue darting out, shy and filthy all at once.

I stood.

“On the bed, bunny. I want you on your back. Legs open. Show me what I’m getting for my gas money.”

She climbed up. Small hands gripping the ugly motel blanket. She lay back like she’d done this in dreams—body shaking, legs parting slow, arms curling in like she didn’t know what to do with them.

I stepped closer, towering over her from the foot of the bed. Her pussy glistened, swollen and flushed, a sweet little mess already, untouched.

I didn’t climb up yet.

I just stood there.

Looked.

Owned her with my eyes first.

She whimpered.

I started to unbuckle my belt.

The belt dropped first. The buckle hit the floor with a hard clink, loud in the hush between us. Emma flinched like she’d been struck by the sound, but her eyes didn’t leave me. Wide, glassy, soft. That flushed chest rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths, like she didn’t know if I was going to kiss her or devour her whole.

I kept my jeans on. For now. Let the tension curl and stretch between us. She lay there on the bed, bare from the waist down, knees bent and parted, legs trembling just enough to make my cock throb under the denim. That sweet little cunt between her thighs was pink and slick, already wet enough to catch the light, lips parted in that shy invitation, untouched and begging for it.

“You ever had a man’s hands on you?” I asked, voice low, roughened with want.

She shook her head, lip caught between her teeth. “Not like this.”

“You ever come?”

She hesitated. Then whispered, “Not with someone else.”

Jesus Christ.

I stepped closer, one knee on the mattress, then the other. Crawled over her slow, watching her squirm under me, like her body couldn’t decide whether to run or pull me in. She tried to cover herself, one arm curling instinctively across her belly, but I caught her wrist and pinned it to the mattress beside her head.

“None of that,” I said. “I want to see all of you.”

Her breath hitched. That throat worked hard around nothing.

I let the other hand drift down. Skimmed along the curve of her waist, across her hipbone, traced the line between stomach and thigh. She squirmed again, thighs shifting, and when my fingers slid inward—just a brush along her folds—she gasped.

“Already soaked,” I murmured. “You don’t even know what you’re aching for, do you, bunny?”

She shook her head.

I stroked her, slow, fingers slicked with her wetness. She arched, hips twitching toward the touch, soft sounds slipping from her lips like she couldn’t help herself. I circled her clit once. Light. Barely there.

She moaned. Short and high, thighs clenching.

I drew it out.

Teased her with my fingertips, lazy and slow, never giving her what she wanted. I kept my mouth near her ear, close enough to breathe against her while I played between her thighs like I had all night to watch her fall apart.

Her breath turned ragged. Her hips started to chase the rhythm, lifting, tilting, grinding against my hand like her body couldn’t stay still. I slid one finger lower, between those slick, tight folds, just brushing her entrance. She jerked.

“I haven’t…” she whispered.

I stilled.

“Tell me.”

“I—I haven’t…” her voice was breathless, body shivering under my touch, “I’ve never had anything inside.”

Fuck.

That made me growl low in my throat.

“You’re a virgin,” I said. Not a question.

She nodded, eyes closing like it hurt to admit it.

I leaned down, pressed my mouth to her throat, kissed her hard enough to feel her pulse jump. My hand stayed between her legs, fingers still resting against that soaked little slit.

“You’re giving that to me?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “But not yet. I—I want to, but…”

“But you need more first.”

She nodded again, frantic, hips grinding into my hand like her body didn’t care about what her mouth said. She was already begging, just too sweet to know it yet.

I smiled against her skin.

“Then I’ll play with you, bunny,” I murmured. “Until you’re ready to take all of me.”

She whimpered.

I slipped one finger in slow—slow—just barely the tip. Tight heat clenched around me, soaked and trembling. She gasped, thighs jerking, back arching off the bed. I didn’t push further. Just teased that edge, just enough to make her feel it, just enough to let her know what was coming.

“Feels so good,” she moaned, voice cracked, eyes glazed over.

I fucked her with just that fingertip, slow strokes in and out, her slickness coating me, her whimpers turning to gasps, then soft cries. I circled her clit with my thumb, never stopping, keeping the rhythm maddening.

“I need—” she started.

“You need more?” I asked, voice dark, patient, hungry.

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Please, please—”

I slipped my finger deeper.

She nearly screamed.

Tight heat clenched down around me like her body was trying to keep me in. I curled it, just once, hit a spot that made her whole body lock up. Her eyes went wide. She moaned my name. Didn’t even know she knew it.

I fucked her with that one finger, slow and deliberate. My thumb never left her clit. She was panting now, legs wide and shaking, fingers tangled in the sheets.

“You want more?” I growled against her ear. “You want my fingers inside you, stretching that sweet little cunt open?”

“Yes—yes—please—I want—I can’t—”

“You wanna come, bunny?”

She nodded hard, gasping. “Please let me—please—I’m so close—”

I pressed a second finger in.

Her body snapped.

She cried out, loud and real, cunt clenching tight around me, thighs shaking as the orgasm ripped through her like she’d never felt anything like it before. Her back arched off the bed, toes curling, fingers clutching the sheets like she was falling and didn’t want to hit the ground.

I kept going. Slow, steady, dragging it out. Made her ride it until she was sobbing with pleasure, until her body went limp under me, thighs still twitching around my wrist.

I pulled my fingers free. Slick, dripping. She whimpered at the loss.

I licked them clean.

She watched.

Didn’t look away.

Still panting, eyes dazed, lips trembling.

“You taste like something I could ruin,” I said.

She moaned, soft and broken.

“You’re not done paying, bunny,” I whispered, crawling up over her, mouth near hers again. “That was just the down payment.”

She was still trembling when I pulled the covers down. Her thighs shivered where the air touched them, but her skin burned—slick with sweat and the aftermath of what I’d pulled out of her. She blinked up at me, all wide blue eyes and flushed cheeks, lips still parted like she was afraid to breathe too deep.

I didn’t speak. Words would’ve shattered the moment.

I knelt between her legs, pushed her thighs wider. The inside of her right leg bore a blooming red handprint where I’d held her down. Her cunt glistened, open and dripping, folds flushed dark and slick from the orgasm I’d wrung out of her with my fingers. She twitched when I touched the inside of her knee, hips shifting like her body didn’t know if it wanted more or needed to run.

But she didn’t close her legs.

She didn’t stop me.

Her mouth worked silently for a second before she found her voice. “Are you gonna…?”

My thumb brushed her lower belly. “You ready, bunny?”

She looked down between us, her breath catching when her eyes landed on the bulge still trapped behind my zipper.

“I don’t know if it’ll fit,” she whispered.

I laughed once—low, dark. “It will.”

I leaned in, kissed her mouth slow, let her taste herself on my tongue. She kissed back, soft and desperate, like she was trying to prove something she didn’t have words for. Her fingers curled into my shoulders. She didn’t shake from fear. She shook from need.

When I pulled back, I undid my jeans. Slow.

She watched every motion.

I shoved them down, freed my cock, thick and already leaking. Her eyes widened. That nervous bite came back to her lip.

I pressed my palm flat to her stomach. “You trust me?”

She nodded. But then whispered, “Will it hurt?”

“A little,” I said. “At first. But you’ll like it when I’m in you. I’ll make sure of it.”

Her breath hitched. Legs tensed. But she didn’t back away. That sweet cunt was soaked, still pulsing faintly. She was ready. Not just in body. In choice.

I braced over her, one hand guiding myself down, the head of my cock brushing her slit. She gasped. Just that touch made her jolt.

“Relax,” I murmured. “Let me in.”

I rubbed the head against her folds, coating myself in her slick. Up and down, slow, teasing her clit, spreading her open. Her hips tilted, trying to chase me, trying to draw me in.

I found her entrance.

Tight. Wet. Quivering.

I pushed. Just the tip.

Her breath broke into a whine.

I stopped.

“Breathe, Emma.”

She did. One ragged inhale. One soft exhale. I watched her face the whole time. That fragile mix of fear and want. That perfect edge where innocence started to crack under the weight of what she was giving me.

I pressed in deeper.

Her lips parted in a silent gasp. Her hands clutched the sheets beside her head.

“Good girl,” I whispered, voice a gravel rasp. “You’re taking me. Just like that.”

She whimpered.

Her walls gripped me tight—too tight. Like her body was trying to lock me out even while it pulled me in. I rocked my hips slowly, just a fraction, easing forward inch by inch. Her eyes watered.

“Hurts,” she breathed.

“I know. I’ve got you.”

I kissed her cheek. Her throat. Her jaw.

I pushed deeper.

She sucked in air through her teeth, thighs tense around my waist, cunt clenching down so hard I saw stars. I stopped again. Let her body adjust.

“You okay?” I asked.

She nodded, breathless. “Don’t stop.”

She didn’t say it. But I saw it.

She wanted to be owned.

I pressed forward again, hips slow and steady, stretching her open on my cock for the first time. Inch by inch. Until I was halfway in, buried in virgin heat that had never been touched, never been fucked, never been claimed.

She cried out—a small, shocked sound—half pain, half surprise.

Her back arched, hands fisting the blanket. I stilled. Let her feel the weight of me, the heat, the fullness.

Her cunt fluttered around me, trying to decide if it could take me.

“Emma,” I said, voice right against her mouth. “You’re fuckin’ perfect. You were made for this.”

She nodded, tears slipping down her temples. Not from regret. From feeling too much.

She gasped, “I want… I want all of it.”

I groaned, deep in my chest.

“You’re gonna get all of it, bunny,” I said, “but first, your body’s gotta learn how to take me.”

I didn’t thrust. Not yet.

I just stayed there.

Deep inside her. Throbbing. Letting her body stretch, mold, memorize me.

Letting her know she was no one else’s anymore.

Her legs wrapped around my waist. Not tight. Tentative. Unsure. She didn’t know what to do with herself—her hands fluttered against my shoulders, then the sheets, then my back, like her body was searching for something solid while mine filled her inch by aching inch.

I was halfway in.

Halfway and already stretching her open, slow and deep and relentless.

Her pussy gripped me like a vice, heat and slick wrapped so tight around my cock it felt like her body was trying to fight it—like she wasn’t built to take something this thick. But she wanted it. She wanted all of it. Her eyes were shining, lips parted, chest rising and falling with ragged gasps.

I kissed her throat. Her collarbone. Tasted sweat and heat and that soft pulse under her skin. My hand found hers, fingers lacing together beside her head on the mattress.

“Still with me, bunny?” I asked.

She nodded, barely. “Feels… so full.”

“You are,” I murmured. “You’re stretched around me like a glove, baby. First cock in this sweet pussy. And it’s not gonna be the last time I’m inside you.”

A little moan slipped from her lips. It was raw. Helpless. Her thighs flexed, hips tilting just enough to take me a little deeper. She gasped again.

I braced above her, one hand pressed into the mattress near her head, the other still holding hers tight. Then, with a slow grind of my hips, I sank deeper.

She cried out—small, shocked, but not afraid. Her head tipped back, back arching off the bed, mouth open. I watched her take me. Watched the disbelief and the stretch and the pleasure all roll across her face in waves.

I kept going. Bare inch by inch. Let her feel every line, every ridge, every thick throb of me sliding into her untouched heat.

“You’re doing so good,” I whispered, lowering my mouth to hers. “Taking me like a good girl.”

She whimpered, her eyes fluttering open. They found mine—and locked.

That was it.

That second.

Wide-eyed, wet, filled to the brim, mine.

I started to move.

Slow. Deep. Full strokes. Barely pulling out before pushing back in, letting her feel every part of it. Her breath hitched with each motion. Her fingers gripped mine tighter. Her free hand reached up, touched my face like she didn’t believe this was real.

“Oh—oh my god,” she gasped.

“That’s right,” I groaned, teeth clenched. “Feel me, bunny. I’m inside you. All the way.”

She moaned louder this time, hips twitching, clit brushing against my skin with every roll of my body into hers. I didn’t go fast. I didn’t want fast. I wanted her to feel it. To know what it was to be taken. To be stretched wide and slow and filled up until she didn’t remember anything but my name.

I pulled back, just to the tip, then slid back in with a firm, slow grind.

She cried out, helpless.

“You like that?” I growled. “You like having me all the way inside?”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Yes—oh god—it feels…”

“Say it.”

“So good,” she whimpered. “So full—I feel so full—”

I thrust again. A little harder. Her mouth dropped open in a silent cry. Her back arched.

“You’re tight as fuck,” I groaned, jaw clenched. “Squeezing me like your body doesn’t want me to leave.”

“I don’t,” she gasped. “I don’t want you to—”

“You’re gonna come around me,” I said. “You’re gonna soak my cock like it’s the only thing your pussy ever needed.”

She choked on a sob, overwhelmed, eyes wet, thighs shaking.

I leaned down, kissed the corner of her mouth, slow and possessive.

“You’re doing so good, Emma. So fucking good. I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.”

She looked up at me, vulnerable, breathless, wrecked.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered.

“Not a chance.”

I thrust deeper.

She cried out.

This time, there was no hesitation.

Her body opened for me, wrapped around me like she’d been made for this. Her legs locked around my hips, her nails dug into my shoulders. Her pussy fluttered around my cock with every slow grind, every breathless moan, every desperate clutch of her body trying to take more.

“You’re mine now,” I whispered against her mouth. “You gave this to me. You’re never taking it back.”

“Yes,” she sobbed. “Yes, I’m yours—please—keep going—I need—”

I gave her another stroke. Deep. Bottomed out. Stayed there.

She came apart.

No scream. Just a soft, breathless cry. Her whole body went rigid, cunt clenching down on me so tight I couldn’t move. She shook, legs trembling, lips parted in a moan that broke at the edges. Her eyes rolled back just a little. Her pussy soaked me, slick and pulsing, wringing every inch of me like her body didn’t want to let go.

I held still. Let her ride it.

Watched her fall apart under me.

Felt her give me everything.

She was still pulsing around me—tight and soaked, clenching in soft, fluttering waves that rolled up my cock like her cunt didn’t know how to let go. Her breath came in broken, whimpering pants, mouth slack, eyes unfocused. Her legs had fallen open, boneless around my hips, but I didn’t move yet.

I held there. Buried inside.

Thick. Deep.

Filling her like she’d never known what it meant to be used.

“You feel that?” I whispered against her mouth, voice low and thick and close to breaking. “That stretch? That ache between your thighs?”

She nodded, just barely. Her whole body trembled under me. Her lips moved but no sound came out until I pushed forward, slow, a deep grind that made her whimper like a prayer.

“That’s me,” I growled. “That’s my cock. You gave me this pussy, bunny, and now it’s mine. You understand?”

“Yes,” she breathed, voice ragged, high and fragile. “Yours—I’m yours—”

“Say it louder.”

“Yours,” she gasped. “I’m yours. My pussy’s yours.”

That fucking did it.

I started moving again. Slow at first. Deep strokes, dragging the head of my cock against her raw, trembling walls, then slamming back in with punishing weight. Her head tipped back, mouth open, hair spread out in a wild halo on the motel pillow, and all she could do was take it.

Take it like she wanted to be ruined.

Her slick coated me, sweet and sticky and hot, soaking my cock with every thrust. Her body was so tight I had to fight for every inch—but I wanted that fight. I wanted her to feel every second of being conquered. I wanted her to know that no one else would ever fill her this deep again.

“No one’s ever gonna fuck you like this,” I growled, hand wrapping around her throat—not tight, just enough for her to feel it, for the sound of her moans to catch. “No boy. No man. You hear me?”

“I hear you—” she gasped, hips lifting to meet mine. “I feel it—God—I feel it everywhere—”

“Yeah?” I ground into her again, deeper. “You feel me in your belly, baby? You feel how deep I am?”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Too deep—it’s too much—”

“No,” I snapped. “It’s just enough. You were made for this. Made to be stretched wide. Made to be filled. Made to take every inch of me until you can’t walk.”

She let out a strangled sound, tears streaking down her cheeks now—pure sensation, no pain, just too much of it all at once.

Her cunt clenched again. I groaned—deep, raw, feral.

I reached down and pinned her wrists above her head, shoved them hard into the mattress. She gasped, eyes flying open wide, staring up at me like I’d just torn her open—and she liked it.

“I’m gonna finish inside you,” I growled. “You’re gonna feel me come deep in that virgin pussy, and it’s gonna leak out down your thighs while I make you come again.”

“Please,” she whimpered. “Please—do it—don’t pull out—please—”

“Fuck—”

I slammed in harder, faster now, every thrust dragging sweet, wrecked little cries from her mouth. Her body clung to me, tight and wet and perfect. I watched her fall apart all over again—her toes curling, back arching, her cunt spasming around my cock like it knew what was coming.

And then I broke.

I grabbed her hips, buried myself to the hilt, and came.

Thick, hard, groaning deep into her neck as I pulsed inside her, wave after wave, shooting hot and hard into her tight little cunt until I was shaking above her. My body locked, muscles taut, and I didn’t stop moving. Slow thrusts, grinding, pushing it deeper into her until I was sure she’d feel it for days.

Her moan turned into a sob, her body convulsing under me as she came again—smaller, tighter, clenching around my cock and my come and every filthy thing I’d done to her.

I held there, still inside, panting hard against her mouth.

Sweat on our skin. Come between her legs. Her scent—sweet and used—thick in the room.

I kissed her.

Not soft.

Possessive.

Claiming.

And when I pulled back, I looked her straight in the eyes and said, “That was the first time. You’re mine now. Every mile I ride, you’re gonna feel me leaking out of you, rememberin’ who fucked you open.”

She nodded, dazed, face flushed, hair matted to her cheeks.

I slid out slow.

Her pussy stayed open.

Wet. Glowing. Red and stretched and dripping with me.

A perfect, ruined mess.

My mess.


Chapter 2

The room was thick with it—sex, sweat, the hot bloom of come between her thighs. The stink of motel air clung to our skin, but nothing could cover that scent. Her scent. My come inside her. Raw and full and dripping.

I was still catching my breath, jeans half-off, cock still twitching with aftershocks, when she moved.

Slow. Careful.

She tried to slip out from under me—quiet, like maybe I’d sleep through it. Her legs trembled as she rolled to her side, bare thighs smeared slick, her pussy a flushed, red mess leaking every drop I’d given her. She swung her legs over the edge of the bed, one arm reaching for her bag.

No panties.

No shorts.

Just my come sliding down her thighs in slow, messy drips.

And she thought she could walk away?

I moved without a sound.

Grabbed her by the hips.

She gasped—high and startled—hands catching the wall as I yanked her back hard, ass colliding with my thighs, bent over the bed before she could even speak. Her cheek pressed to the mattress, hair wild across her shoulders, back arched perfect, cunt open and dripping.

“Where the fuck do you think you’re going?” I growled, voice ragged and low and still thick with want.

“I was just—I needed to clean up,” she said, breathless, her voice shaking, soft and sweet like she wasn’t just caught dripping my come all over motel carpet.

“You don’t clean up until I say you do,” I snapped, one hand flat between her shoulder blades, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise. “You don’t walk away from this cock until you’ve learned who you belong to.”

“I—I didn’t mean—”

“No, bunny. You meant to run.”

I slapped her ass. Once. Not hard, but sharp enough to make her jolt. She gasped, the sound full of shock and something else—something needy.

“You’re leaking all over the floor,” I said, voice right at her ear. “You feel that? That’s mine. I fucked it into you. I filled you up.”

She moaned.

Low. Shameful. Soaked in heat.

I pushed her legs apart with my knee, her cunt glistening open now, lips puffy and red, streaked with slick and my seed. Her body was still twitching, still so goddamn sensitive—and I could smell her need all over again.

“You think I’m done with you?” I said, pressing the head of my cock against her entrance. Still hot. Still heavy. Already hard again. “You think you walk away after one fuck?”

“I didn’t mean to—” she started again, and I cut her off with a slow, brutal grind of my hips forward. Not in. Just there, pressing.

Her hips bucked, involuntary.

“God—”

“No god here, Emma,” I said, voice like gravel, hand curling in her hair. “Just me. Just the man you begged to come inside you.”

Her thighs clenched. She was shaking. Still slick. Still wet. Still mine.

“I should leave you like this,” I murmured, dragging my cock through her mess, smearing it against her swollen pussy lips, the tip catching on her entrance. “Make you walk to the bathroom, dripping down your legs. Let you look in the mirror and see what I did to you.”

She whimpered.

“But I know you,” I whispered. “You’ll get in there and touch yourself. You’ll want more.”

She didn’t deny it.

I rubbed her again, slow, heavy strokes of my cock between her thighs, not giving her the push inside—just the promise. She bucked again.

“You need it, don’t you?” I said. “Your cunt’s already open for me. Your thighs are shaking.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “I—I need it again.”

“What do you need, bunny?”

“You.”

“Say it.”

“I need your cock,” she moaned, pushing back against me, shame in her voice and heat in her eyes. “Please—I want you inside—I want more—”

I shoved her face into the mattress.

“You’re not going anywhere.”

And then I pushed in.

I didn’t give her time to breathe.

One thrust—deep—right back into that slick, swollen little cunt still stretched from the first time, still wet with the mess I’d fucked into her minutes ago. She cried out, high and raw, fists clenching the bedspread, back arching like I’d shocked her spine. Her whole body jerked with the force of it, hips bouncing back into mine on instinct, like she’d already learned the rhythm her body was made for.

And then I grabbed her hips—hard.

Pulled her back.

Thrust again.

Deep.

Thick.

Brutal.

She screamed.

No words, just sound, just raw noise torn out of her throat like I’d fucked the alphabet right out of her. Her pussy clenched like a fist around me, heat and slick and so fucking tight it felt like her body was begging me not to pull out again.

And I didn’t.

I gave her everything.

Rammed in again. Again. Again. Her hips rocked forward with every slam, knees spreading wider, sweat dripping down the curve of her spine, ass red where I slapped it, thighs trembling under me.

“This is what you needed,” I growled, voice a snarl against the back of her neck, one hand tangled in her hair, the other gripping her hip like I’d tear her in half. “This is why you didn’t run.”

“I—I—” she sobbed, head twisting to look back at me. Her face was flushed, eyes glazed, mouth slack with pleasure.

“You wanted to get bred again, didn’t you?”

Her lips parted.

“I—yes—”

“Say it louder.”

“Yes,” she gasped, sobbing through it. “Please—fuck—please come in me again—I want it—want to feel it—”

“You liked leaking down your thighs?” I grunted, slamming into her so hard she collapsed flat onto her belly, legs splayed, arms useless. I stayed on top of her, pinned her to the mattress, cock pistoning in and out of her ruined cunt.

“Yes—yes—I liked it—need it again—please—”

“You’re gonna come for me, then I’m gonna fill you up again. Stuff you so full you won’t know where you end and I begin.”

She wailed.

Her whole body spasmed, and her pussy clenched down so tight it nearly made me fucking collapse. I grabbed her shoulders, fucked her through it, fast and hard, hips slapping wet against her ass while her cunt milked my cock like it was made for one purpose and one purpose only.

To be bred.

To take it all.

“God, you’re squeezing me,” I growled. “Like you’re trying to pull the come out of me—”

“Please!” she cried. “Come inside—please—I want it—I want to feel you—”

“Yeah?” I panted, fucking faster now, a wild rhythm, no care for anything but her heat, her moans, her wrecked voice begging for it.

“Yes—give it to me—I need it—need to feel you finish in me again—”

I slammed into her one last time.

Balls deep.

Held.

Groaned deep.

And came.

Hot.

Heavy.

Pulsing.

Shot after shot of come buried into her womb, and she took it—body limp beneath me, hips twitching, her cunt fluttering in time with every throb of my cock as I emptied myself inside her.

“Take it,” I growled through clenched teeth. “You take every fucking drop—”

“Yes—oh my god—yes—”

I stayed buried, grinding deep, forcing it in.

She was done.

Ruined.

Soaked.

My cock still inside her, twitching in aftershock, her pussy stretched and filled and leaking even with me still inside.

She whimpered under me.

Shaking.

Breathless.

Completely mine.

I didn’t pull out.

Not even after I’d emptied every last thick, pulsing drop inside her. Not when she whimpered, not when her body trembled under mine like the last wave had left her drowning.

I stayed buried.

Deep.

Throbbing.

Still hard inside her ruined heat, cock twitching with every tiny spasm of her cunt as it clung to me, soaked and open, stretching around my length like her body had learned its shape and wanted to hold on.

She whimpered again, soft and wrecked, face still pressed to the mattress. Her legs had fallen open, limp and slick with sweat, the insides of her thighs glossy with a mess I refused to let spill.

“You’re not leaking this time,” I murmured, voice like gravel in her ear. “You’re gonna keep every drop.”

She didn’t answer.

Couldn’t.

She was trembling—completely fucked out, body buzzing under mine, breath coming in soft, erratic gasps. Her skin glowed pink, flushed from chest to cheeks, and when I shifted to press my mouth to her temple, she whimpered again.

“Too much?” I asked, teeth grazing her jaw.

She shook her head—barely—lips parted, voice faint. “No… just… full.”

“Good.”

I adjusted my weight, rolled her with me slow, careful—still inside, still thick and heavy, keeping her plugged even as her limbs folded weak against my chest. She ended up on top of me, straddling my hips, her cunt still split open around me, ass tucked against my lap. I wrapped one arm around her back, the other under her thighs, held her tight, letting her settle against me.

She moaned—quiet, like a dream—and her hips shifted just a little, like her body knew what was inside her and couldn’t not react.

Her head rested on my shoulder.

Her breath came slower.

And I was still inside.

Hard.

Hot.

Keeping her stuffed.

I reached up and grabbed the motel sheet, pulled it over us, heat trapped between our slick skin. The air conditioner gave a dying rattle in the corner, but I didn’t give a fuck. She was warm. My warmth. Her body cradled around mine like she was made for it, like she didn’t know how to sleep without my cock filling her.

“You did good tonight, bunny,” I whispered against her hair, voice low and rough. “Took me like you were meant to.”

She shifted—barely—and I felt her flutter again around my shaft, body still reacting even in exhaustion. I didn’t move. Just let her feel the weight of me inside her, keeping her stretched, keeping her claimed.

“I’m not gonna let this leak out,” I said. “Not a drop. You’ll fall asleep with me in you. You’ll wake up with my cock still buried where it belongs.”

She whimpered—small and weak and needy.

I kissed her jaw. Her cheek. Nuzzled into the softness behind her ear.

“You’re mine now,” I breathed. “And this pussy’s mine. Every time you move in your sleep, you’ll feel me. You’ll remember.”

I tightened my arm around her, cock still deep, snug, filling every inch of her ruined core.

“You’ll dream about being full,” I said. “Because you’ll be full.”

She was quiet then.

Limp and warm and pulsing soft around me.

She fell asleep like that.

Stretched.

Stuffed.

Kept.

My cock still seated in her dripping cunt, sealing her up with the weight of what I’d put inside, locking it deep where it belonged.

I didn’t sleep.

I stayed hard the whole night.

Didn’t pull out.

Didn’t let her close.

Didn’t give her one fucking second where she wasn’t completely, utterly filled.

She twitched against me sometime before dawn—soft, unconscious little rolls of her hips, like her body remembered before her mind caught up. The room was dark, save for the sickly blue flicker of the motel TV we’d never turned on. The A/C had given up, the heat pooled thick under the covers, sweat sticking us together at every joint, every curve.

But what kept her anchored was me.

Still inside.

Still thick.

Still hard.

My cock hadn’t softened—not for a second. The moment I came, the moment she fell asleep, her cunt wrapped around me like it was home, I knew I wasn’t pulling out until she begged again. Until her body was ready to wake with the same ache that put her to sleep.

I shifted slightly beneath her, my palm dragging up the length of her spine. Her skin was damp, tacky with sex and salt, her hair plastered to her shoulder in tangled gold. I let my hand wander down, across the swell of her ass, squeezing just enough to feel the way she clenched in her sleep.

Still so damn tight around me.

I was buried to the hilt, cock swollen inside her, cradled by soft heat that had molded to every inch of me. Her walls twitched when I breathed her name—Emma—against her throat, and she stirred again. This time slower, one soft sound leaking out of her lips—half sigh, half question.

I let my hips roll.

Just once.

Just enough to remind her.

She moaned.

Low and sweet, half-asleep, grinding instinctively against me. Her legs shifted, spreading wider across my thighs. Her cunt hugged me tighter like she didn’t want me going anywhere.

“Good morning,” I whispered, voice a ragged growl against her ear.

She gasped softly.

Eyes still shut. Face turned into the pillow.

And I rolled my hips again.

Deep. Slow. The thick grind of cock against walls already sore and stretched and used.

“Oh—” she whimpered, finally waking. “You’re still…”

“Inside?” I murmured. “Yeah, baby. You never got a break.”

She moaned again, louder this time. Her hand reached weakly behind her, fingers curling against my hip. Not trying to stop me. Just needing to touch.

“Full…” she whispered, breath catching as I rolled again.

“That’s right,” I said. “You fell asleep full. You’re waking up full.”

I thrust again—slow, but with more force now. A grind deep enough to make her whimper, her hips pushing back into me, breath stuttering as her thighs started to shake.

“You feel that?” I murmured. “That’s my cock still in your little cunt. All night. You kept me warm.”

She moaned, “F-feels so good…”

Her voice cracked.

Raw and soft and wrecked.

I slid my hand around her throat. Not squeezing—just there. Holding. Owning. Her head tipped back against my shoulder, mouth open, a fresh wave of heat pooling where we were joined.

“I told you you’d dream about being full,” I whispered. “Now you don’t need to dream. You’re already there.”

I thrust again.

She gasped.

Her hand found mine on her throat, fingers lacing with mine—not to pull away, just to hold.

I moved again.

Slick sounds filled the dark, obscene and wet and perfect, the kind that came from a pussy already fucked raw, too sensitive, still soaked with the load I’d filled her with hours ago.

Her thighs trembled.

“Still leaking,” I groaned, “and I haven’t even pulled out.”

She tried to speak. Couldn’t. Only a high little whine, hips rolling in tiny broken movements as I started to thrust again—real now. Steady. Deep strokes inside the swollen heat that hadn’t closed around anyone but me.

“Say it,” I grunted. “Say you want it again.”

“I want it—” she gasped. “Please—I want you—”

“Want what, Emma?”

“Want your cock,” she cried. “Need it again—I need to come—please—”

That’s all I needed.

I grabbed her hips, pulled her down harder, deeper.

Fucked her open again.

Real strokes now—long and slow, the grind of slick and come and overstimulation making her whimper with every inch. Her body didn’t know what to do with it—she shook in my arms, gasping, whining, fingers scrabbling at the sheets.

“You’re gonna come with me still inside from last night,” I growled, breath hot at her ear. “That tight little pussy’s gonna milk me again before I even finish what I already gave you.”

“Yes—yes—I can’t—I’m gonna—”

“Come for me, bunny. Come on my cock again. Show me what it looks like when a sweet little virgin turns into a cock-drunk mess.”

She broke.

She came hard.

Body shaking, a sob torn from her throat, her pussy clenching around me like it wanted to keep me forever. She curled forward, shaking, legs kicking weakly as I held her down, hips rolling through her orgasm, grinding her raw until she was crying out against the sheets.

And I didn’t stop.

I didn’t slow down.

I was still hard.

Still deep.

Still fucking her.

And I wasn’t done filling her yet.


Chapter 3

The sun was high—bleached-white and mean, hammering down on the two-lane stretch of blacktop that hadn’t seen a speed limit sign in twenty miles. Nothing but desert, dust devils spinning off the shoulder, heat waves rising from the asphalt like ghosts. Her arms were wrapped tight around my waist, her chest pressed against my back, thighs snug around me where she rode pillion.

And I could feel it.

The faint shift of her hips every time we hit a bump. The soft friction of her soaked pussy rubbing against the seat, still raw, still full, still sore. She wasn’t wearing panties. She hadn’t since we left the motel. Just her little cutoff shorts and the tank she’d pulled on over skin still pink from where I’d held her down.

She’d begged not to clean up.

Begged to keep leaking.

Begged to ride with me still full.

So I made her.

Every mile, I knew she felt it—my come still inside her, soaked into the denim, slick against her thighs, the constant dull ache of being stretched open and used. She’d flinched when she first swung a leg over the bike. Tried not to show it. But I’d felt her squirm. The heat between her legs. The tension in her arms.

She was trying to hide it.

And that wouldn’t do.

I took a hard turn, wheels spitting dust as I veered off the road. Pulled us into a flat patch of desert gravel, the bike growling to a halt beside a low barbed wire fence and a rusted old mile marker long since stripped of numbers.

Killed the engine.

The silence hit fast and thick.

Emma tensed behind me.

“You okay?” she asked, voice soft against the leather at my back.

I didn’t answer.

I swung my leg off and stood. Turned to face her.

Her eyes went wide when she saw my face.

She started to speak. I grabbed her hips instead. Pulled her down off the bike.

She winced.

Tried to hide it again.

But when her boots hit the gravel, her knees buckled just a little. Her thighs rubbed together slow, careful. Her breath caught.

I stepped in close.

“You leaking on my seat, bunny?”

She blinked up at me. Flushed. Lips parted.

“I—I didn’t mean—”

“You didn’t ask to leak,” I growled. “You begged.”

Her lashes fluttered.

“You said you wanted to ride dirty. Stay open. Stay full.”

She nodded, voice barely a whisper. “Yes…”

I grabbed the waistband of her shorts and yanked them open.

She gasped, stumbling back into the bike, hands gripping the frame behind her for balance.

No panties.

Just bare, flushed skin, slick and sticky with the mess I’d stuffed inside her that morning.

I dropped to one knee.

Spread her thighs.

Right there.

Beside the road.

Didn’t matter who saw. Didn’t matter how loud she got. This stretch of desert was mine—and so was she.

She let out a soft cry as I pulled the shorts down her thighs, lips trembling as the hot breeze kissed her open cunt.

Glinting.

Swollen.

Dripping.

A thick, slow trail of come sliding down one thigh, catching dust.

“Look at this mess,” I said, low and reverent. “You’ve been holding it in for miles.”

“I tried,” she whispered.

“I know, bunny. I know you did.”

I brushed my fingers up her inner thigh. Her knees buckled. She gasped.

“You’re sore.”

She nodded.

“You’re still stretched.”

Another nod.

“You want me to stop?”

“No,” she breathed. “Don’t stop. Please…”

I cupped her pussy.

She moaned—loud, wrecked, sweet—and nearly folded against me.

“You like this,” I whispered, rubbing two fingers along the soaked seam of her cunt. “You like riding through the desert with my load still inside you. You like not being able to close your legs without feeling me drip down them.”

“I do,” she gasped. “I love it—God—I can’t stop thinking about it—how it feels—”

“How it feels being claimed?”

“Yes—yes—please, I need—”

“You need what, bunny?” I said, already sliding one finger up into that ruined heat. She sobbed, legs spreading wider as she clenched down around me. “You want me to fill you again?”

“Yes—right here—don’t care who sees—I need to feel it—please—”

I pulled my finger out.

Lifted it.

Showed her.

Slick and shining.

“You’re still leaking.”

“I can’t help it—”

“Good,” I growled. “Because I’m not done using you.”

She was trembling.

Not from fear—there wasn’t an ounce of that left in her. She trembled because her thighs were slick and raw, her cunt a pulsing mess that hadn’t been allowed to close for hours, and now she stood in the desert sun with her shorts around her knees and my finger pulling her open again like she was still mine.

Which she was.

And she knew it.

I pulled her closer by the waistband of those half-dropped shorts, let her stumble forward until her knees knocked against mine, and she clung to my shoulders like she might fall if I didn’t anchor her. Her breath ghosted my neck, lips trembling against my jaw.

“You want it?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Want me inside again?”

“Y-yes…”

“Then show me.”

She blinked up at me—blown pupils, cheeks flushed from heat and humiliation. “What—how—?”

I grabbed the back of her neck.

Turned her.

Pushed.

She dropped to her knees in the gravel without even thinking, palms catching herself in the dirt, hair falling over her shoulders like gold thread in the wind. The road was dead quiet, just cicadas and hot air and the low tick of the bike engine cooling behind her.

I stood above her, belt already loose, zipper already down. My cock hung thick and heavy, still slick from her, still stained with the come I hadn’t let leak out. Her eyes locked on it like it was something holy. Reverent. Terrified.

I stroked it once, slow. She licked her lips.

“You want to come again?” I asked, stepping forward, my cock brushing her lips. “You want me inside that wrecked little pussy before we hit the next town?”

She nodded, too fast. “Yes. Please—yes.”

“Then clean me first.”

Her lips parted.

“I—I’ve never…”

“You have now.”

I grabbed a fistful of her hair and guided her forward.

She opened.

Soft, wide, pink lips wrapping around the head of my cock like she was meant to be there, like she’d been born for this one purpose. She moaned the second she tasted it—me, her, the desert, the salt of sweat and sex soaked into my skin. Her hands gripped my thighs, nails digging in, and I groaned low in my throat as she took me deeper.

“Jesus—fuck—look at you,” I growled, hand tightening in her hair, hips starting to roll forward. “Mouth so sweet, like you were made to suck cock in the dirt.”

She gagged softly, tried to pull back.

I held her there.

“Breathe through it,” I snarled. “Take what you’re given. This isn’t a favor. This is what you owe me.”

She moaned again—high and wrecked—and her eyes rolled up to mine, glassy and wet. Her mouth stretched tight, spit already dripping from her chin, and she pushed deeper on her own, lips sliding down the shaft slow and messy.

She wasn’t good at it yet.

Didn’t need to be.

What mattered was the need. The desperation. The way she wanted it—wanted the taste, the weight, the stretch of my cock against her tongue. She pulled back, gagged, gasped for air, then dove down again like a girl starving.

“Goddamn,” I whispered, looking down at the wrecked little thing on her knees. “Look at you. Filthy little bunny, mouth full of the same cock that made you leak all over my seat.”

She choked.

Swallowed.

Tried again.

Faster now. Less hesitation. Her hand gripped the base, the other pressing against my hip like she needed to anchor herself.

And I let go.

Hips jerking, cock driving deep into her throat, jaw clenched as I fucked her mouth on the side of the road. My balls slapped her chin, spit flying, tears streaming from her eyes as she let me use her. Her throat fluttered around the tip, raw and wet, and she didn’t stop—didn’t pull away—even as the gagging got louder.

“Good girl,” I groaned, voice low and broken. “Keep going. Take it all. Make it fucking clean.”

She did.

She worked her lips like she wanted to be ruined, like she needed to feel me twitch and grunt and lose control against her tongue before she was allowed anything more. My grip tightened. My hips bucked. Her nails dug into my thigh.

I came with a low growl, holding her down while I pulsed into her mouth.

She choked—gagged once—but swallowed it. Gasping around me as I spilled hot and heavy down her throat. Her eyes rolled, hands clutching my jeans as her mouth filled with it.

I didn’t pull out right away.

Held her there.

Breathing through her nose, eyes squeezed shut, lips still wrapped around me.

Finally, I let go.

She pulled back, coughing, spit and come running down her chin, cheeks flushed deep red.

“Show me,” I said, breath still ragged.

She opened her mouth.

Tongue out.

Empty.

Swallowed all of it.

“Fuck,” I muttered, stepping forward and cupping her jaw. “That’s how you earn it, bunny.”

She whimpered.

Still on her knees.

Still ruined.

Still mine.

She was still on her knees, dust clinging to the sweat on her thighs, spit trailing down her chin, her lips swollen and pink from where she’d taken me—deep, raw, throat sore and full of it. Her breath came in ragged pants, eyes glassy, cheeks red. She looked up at me like she didn’t know what part of her was hers anymore. And she didn’t. Not really.

Because I owned every inch of her.

Mouth.

Pussy.

Throat.

Now her tears, too.

I reached down and hooked two fingers under her jaw. Tilted her chin up. “You done proving yourself?”

She shook her head.

“You think sucking me off in the dirt earns you anything more?”

“No,” she whispered. “Please…”

I didn’t give her a choice. Just grabbed her under the arms and hauled her up, light as nothing, body limp and pliant and soaked in desert heat. She swayed against me, eyes fluttering as I set her sideways on the bike seat—her ass bare against the leather, shorts still around one ankle, tank top riding up. Her thighs parted on instinct.

Her cunt was glossy.

Pink. Wrecked. Slick with everything I’d left inside her, lips swollen, still stretched, still open from how many times I’d taken her. She was shaking. But her body didn’t resist when I settled behind her, dragging her into my lap.

She gasped when my jeans hit her inner thighs—rough denim against that raw, sensitive heat.

“Stay still,” I growled, wrapping one arm around her stomach. “You move, I stop.”

She whimpered.

Her head lolled back against my shoulder. Eyes fluttering. Breath short.

I let my hand drift down.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Not to fuck.

To ruin.

Two fingers dragged through the wetness slicked across her folds. She shuddered. Tried to close her legs. I held them open with my knees.

“Still dripping,” I murmured into her ear, lips grazing the soft skin below it. “God, bunny… you’re leaking down to the damn engine.”

“I—I can’t stop it—” she moaned.

“Good.”

I pressed two fingers into her soaked little hole.

She screamed.

Not from pain—from need. From being so raw she couldn’t take it anymore.

“You’re fucked out,” I said, curling my fingers just enough to press against that swollen spot inside. “And I haven’t even given you half of what you asked for.”

“I can’t—”

“You can.”

Her legs kicked once. Her thighs jerked against mine. Her whole body trembled as I fingered her—slow, deep, grinding my palm against her clit until her body started twitching again.

“You gonna cry for me, bunny?” I whispered. “Cry because it’s too much? Cry because your little cunt’s so used it doesn’t know how to stop begging?”

She did.

Tears slid down her cheeks—silent, stunned tears that made her look like she didn’t know who she was anymore. Her hips bucked against my hand, chasing the friction, eyes rolling back.

“You’re gonna come again like this,” I said, curling my fingers deeper. “Sitting on my lap. On the side of the fucking road. With your pussy still leaking my come.”

She sobbed—full-body, breathless sobs—and came.

Hard.

Shaking in my arms.

Her cunt pulsed around my fingers, soaking my palm, her thighs twitching like she couldn’t stop the wave. She buried her face in my neck, crying softly into my collarbone as I held her there, still inside her, still rubbing slow circles against her clit to draw every last drop of it out.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “That’s what you are now. A little mess for my fingers. Crying because I keep you too full.”

She nodded, broken.

Soft.

Wrecked.

My perfect, ruined bunny.

She was soft in my lap.

Boneless. Blinking slow. Her lashes wet with tears she didn’t even know she’d shed. Her cunt still gripped my fingers weakly, twitching like it didn’t understand the storm had passed. The air around us was thick with dust and heat, the scent of her slick and my spit, and the come she’d carried inside for hours now.

I slid my fingers free.

She whimpered.

Her thighs parted wider instinctively, like her body hated the emptiness. A smear of come followed my hand—hot, sticky, stretched between her folds and my knuckles. I brought it to her lips.

She opened her mouth without being told.

Sucked.

Licked my fingers like they fed her.

I growled low. A sound from the chest. She swallowed and blinked up at me with those sweet, ruined eyes. Her mouth was glossy with spit and mess. Her hair stuck to her temples. She didn’t look clean. She looked claimed.

Mine.

And not just in the way she trembled.

In the way she didn’t ask to stop.

“Up,” I said, voice sharp.

She stood.

Wobbled.

Almost fell.

I caught her by the hips and turned her. Bent her over the bike seat slow, her chest pressing against the warm leather, ass high, legs spread. Her cunt glistened in the sunlight—red and swollen and wrecked, lips twitching, a lazy trail of my come leaking out of her again.

I kicked her feet wider.

“You begged for it,” I said, undoing my jeans with one hand, already hard again, cock twitching against the desert air. “You sobbed for it. You wanted to ride like a little cumsoaked toy, dripping down your thighs.”

She moaned.

Soft.

Desperate.

“Yes…”

“You still want it?”

She nodded.

“You want me to fill you again, bunny?”

“Yes—please—I need to feel you—”

I lined up.

Pressed the head against her stretched, wet entrance.

She sobbed again, shivering.

“I’m gonna fuck you like I never stopped,” I said, voice like sand and thunder, my hand gripping the base of my cock. “Like you were just waiting for me to bury it back inside.”

And I did.

One thrust.

No warning.

No teasing.

Just in.

All the way.

Balls slapping her ass, cock bottoming out, pushing through slick heat and raw muscle until she screamed—raw and wrecked and needy. Her hands clawed the seat. Her toes curled in the dirt.

I didn’t stop.

I grabbed her hips, yanked her back onto me, and fucked her.

Hard.

Fast.

No build-up. No mercy. Just the wet slap of skin against skin and the sound of her breath breaking in pieces with every stroke.

“Oh my god—oh my god—I can’t—”

“Yes, you can,” I snarled, leaning over her, voice right against her ear. “You’re gonna take every drop I’ve got, again and again, until there’s nothing left in you but me.”

She moaned something. Garbled. Slurred.

“Say it again.”

“What—?”

“What you just called me.”

She froze.

I pulled back slow—almost all the way out.

Then slammed in hard.

She cried out. “Daddy—!”

I froze.

Something in me snapped.

I grabbed her hair. Twisted it in my fist.

“What did you just call me?”

Her voice broke. “I didn’t mean to—I just—I needed—I’m sorry—”

“Don’t be.”

I slammed into her again.

She screamed.

“You like that word?” I growled, one hand wrapped in her hair, the other gripping her waist like I’d brand her with my fingers. “You like being my good little girl? You like being fucked open by your daddy?”

“Yes—yes—yes, I like it—I love it—please don’t stop—please—”

“You want your daddy to fill you again?”

“Yes—please—I want your come—I want it so deep—”

I fucked her harder.

The seat creaked beneath us, the sun baking our skin, dust clinging to the slick trails running down her thighs. Her moans turned breathless. Desperate.

“Who owns this pussy?”

“You—daddy—only you—please—I’m yours—”

I slammed in one last time.

Buried.

Deep.

And came.

Hard.

Hot.

Filling her again—flooding that stretched, ruined little cunt with another thick, endless load. My balls tightened. My whole body locked. Her pussy spasmed around me like it wanted it—like it had been waiting to be claimed again.

She sobbed through it.

Collapsed over the bike.

And I stayed inside.

Still hard.

Still leaking.

She was still bent over the bike—shaking, breathless, her cunt stretched wide and dripping. My come spilled from her in slow, lazy globs down her inner thighs, thick and white against sunburnt skin, streaked with dust and sweat. Her fingers clung to the seat, her legs barely keeping her upright, whole body trembling like she’d forgotten how to be anything but used.

And I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

I stepped back.

Her pussy clenched around nothing.

She whimpered at the emptiness.

I dragged my hand down her spine. “Get up.”

She tried. Failed. Knees buckled, hands trembling.

I grabbed her waist, lifted her like a rag doll. She gasped, legs dangling, breath catching in her throat as I dropped down onto the seat, legs straddling the bike, jeans still open, cock still hard—glistening, soaked in her slick and mine.

She stared at me through wet lashes.

“I can’t—”

“You can,” I snapped.

I reached under her thighs, pulled her closer.

Positioned her right above me.

She moaned when the head of my cock brushed her entrance—hot, raw, aching. I could feel her pulse down there, feel the twitch of muscle that didn’t know if it could take another inch. But she didn’t fight. Didn’t flinch.

Just looked me in the eye.

Trusted.

I gripped her hips.

And lowered her.

She cried out the second I entered her. Her body jerked, hips twitching, legs clenching around my sides, but I didn’t stop. I kept pulling her down, inch by inch, until she was seated fully on my cock again, my length buried to the hilt in that sweet, used little hole.

She sobbed into my neck, hands clinging to my shoulders.

“I’m so full—”

“Good,” I growled. “Hold on tight.”

I grabbed the hem of her tank, yanked it down to cover her thighs and the top of her slit—not enough to hide the way we were joined, just enough to pretend.

Then I reached forward.

Turned the key.

The engine roared to life beneath us, steel and thunder and heat, vibrating straight into her overstimulated cunt. She jerked, whimpering against my chest, her arms tightening around my neck.

“You’re gonna ride me all the way to the next town,” I said, voice a growl against her temple. “Full. Plugged. Dripping. Every bump, every turn, you’re gonna feel this cock inside you.”

“Daddy,” she whispered, barely audible.

“What?”

“Please don’t stop…”

I grinned.

“I’m not.”

I twisted the throttle.

The bike lurched forward, tires spinning out gravel as we tore back onto the road.

She gasped—loud, helpless, broken—as the vibration shot through her, cock grinding inside her with every thrum of the engine. Her legs tightened around me, cunt clenching down hard like it didn’t want to let me go, and I held her there, one hand on the bars, the other gripping her ass to keep her in place.

“Mmph—oh God—”

She couldn’t hide it. Couldn’t stay quiet. Every shift of the road made her whimper, made her rock on my cock, made her feel it—all of it.

The speed.

The stretch.

The possession.

“You better not come yet,” I said over the wind. “Not until I say. You hold me inside like a good little seat-warmer.”

She buried her face in my neck.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t argue.

Just held on.

As we tore down the highway—engine screaming, sun blazing, and her pussy sucking me in with every mile—we left behind the last of the clean and quiet.

And I knew:

She wasn’t just riding with me.

She was mine now.

Heat. Grit. Cock still buried.

And the road unrolling like a promise beneath our wheels.


Chapter 4

The town was nothing but a gas station, a vending machine, and a motel sign with half the letters burned out. I coasted the bike into the lot, engine snarling low as we rolled past empty spaces and dust-coated windows. Gravel crunched under the tires as I pulled us up to pump four, the sun blazing high overhead, her heat pressed tight to me.

She was still on my cock.

Still full.

Still trembling.

Her arms around my chest had gone slack somewhere along the ride—her face buried against my back, breathing soft, shallow, her thighs clinging to my hips like the only thing keeping her together was the stretch inside her.

I shut off the engine.

Her breath hitched.

She didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

I felt her cunt flutter around me—just a spasm. A tremor of muscle so used and sore it didn’t know what it wanted anymore.

I smiled.

“You still with me, baby girl?”

She whimpered against my spine.

“You been sittin’ on my cock for forty miles,” I murmured, turning to look back over my shoulder, hand reaching behind to cup the back of her thigh. “Feel every bump, every twitch, every damn breath I take… and you’re still leaking.”

She shivered.

“I can feel it,” I said, sliding my hand between her legs, fingers pressing into the damp spot on her shorts. Thin denim soaked through. Heat and slick and filth.

“You’re making a mess on my bike, baby girl.”

“I c-can’t help it,” she breathed.

“You’re not supposed to.”

I grabbed the gas handle, lifted it, shoved the nozzle into the tank, one-handed.

“You’re gonna stay right there,” I said. “Nice and full while I fill up.”

She nodded, face still pressed to me.

I swiped the card. The machine beeped.

The pump clicked on.

And I slid my hand back under her tank top, down the front of her shorts, straight into the wet, sticky mess of her cunt—no warning, no buildup. Just fingers plunging back into the heat I’d spent hours owning.

She jerked.

A sharp little cry caught in her throat, hands digging into my shoulders.

“Shhh,” I murmured, thrusting slow, two fingers curling against that soft, oversensitive spot inside her. “We’re in public, baby girl. You wanna get caught?”

“No—”

“Then be quiet.”

Her breath came faster.

I rocked my fingers into her, palm grinding her clit through the fabric as I filled her tank with gas and her cunt with more pressure. Her head dropped to my back, muffled whimpers dying against the leather.

“You’re such a good girl,” I whispered, twisting my wrist just enough to make her body twitch again. “Just sittin’ here with my cock in you, fingers inside, soaking through your shorts like a little cock-drunk gas station slut.”

Her moan was a sob this time.

I felt her tighten.

Tighter.

“Baby girl,” I growled. “You close?”

She nodded, frantic.

“Hold it.”

“I—please—”

“You hold that fucking orgasm, you hear me?” I slid out of her, hand dripping. “You don’t come unless I say.”

The pump clicked.

Full.

I dropped the handle.

Turned.

Grabbed her chin.

She looked up—eyes wide, glassy, lips trembling.

“You wanna come, baby girl?”

“Yes…”

“Say it.”

“I want to come—please, let me—daddy—please—”

“Get off.”

She blinked. “W-what—”

“Off the bike.”

She swung one leg back—shaky, slow, nearly collapsed as my cock slid out of her with a slick, wet pop that made her whimper.

She staggered. I caught her. Spun her.

Bent her over the pump.

Face down.

Hands against the metal.

Shorts pushed to her knees.

Cunt exposed—red, slick, gaping.

“Stay still.”

I knelt behind her.

And licked.

Tongue straight into her, licking up my come, her slick, the mess we’d made across forty miles of road. Her thighs shook, breath coming in choked gasps, her hands slamming against the pump as I sucked her clit between my lips.

“Daddy—oh God—please—”

I growled against her cunt.

“You wanna come so bad you’ll scream my name at a gas station?”

“Yes—please—I’m yours—I need to—need it now—”

I pushed two fingers back inside.

Sucked her again.

And she shattered.

Came so hard her knees gave out.

Collapsed over the pump, sobbing, her cunt pulsing around my tongue as I drank her down.

My baby girl.

Wrecked in public.

Full of me.

Always.

The moment her orgasm broke over her—loud, gasping, messy—she collapsed over the gas pump like her bones had gone soft. Her breath came in broken sobs, legs shaking, slick dripping down her thighs in long, glistening strands. My come. Her come. Hours of it.

I stood behind her, knuckles tight against her thighs, jaw clenched, tongue slick with the taste of her cunt, spit and heat smeared across my chin.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Just shuddered against the pump, ass still bare, shorts tangled at her knees, her ruined little hole clenching with every pulse of aftershock.

I stood.

Ran a hand down her back.

She twitched.

“Easy,” I murmured. “You took that so good, baby girl.”

A soft whimper.

Not even a word.

I zipped up. Didn’t tuck myself in. Just enough to hide the threat. Then I stepped closer, one hand cupping her soaked cunt. I pressed her gently against the pump with my body, lips grazing her ear.

“You dripping again, bunny?”

She nodded, limp.

“You ready to be plugged back up?”

A pause.

Then she said it.

“Can you… use me again?”

My eyes snapped down to her.

“What did you say?”

She turned her head just enough to glance at me. Her eyes were wide. Wrecked. Pink-rimmed and glistening. Her lips trembled when she whispered it again.

“Can you use me again, daddy? Please?”

Fuck.

My cock surged, twitching hard in my jeans, the second wind of need rising like a flame up my spine. I turned her around slow, pressed her back against the metal pump. She winced—raw, sore—but she didn’t pull away. Her thighs opened, instinctive, like her body knew what I was about to do.

“You asking to be used in public, bunny?” I said, voice low, dark, hand sliding up under her tank to cup one soft tit.

“Yes,” she moaned. “I want you to use me. I want everyone to see what I look like when I’m full.”

I shoved her back against the pump hard enough to make the metal clang.

My hand fisted in her hair, the other on her hip.

“Say it again.”

“Please,” she begged, eyes fluttering. “Use me. Like a toy. I want to be used, daddy, I want to be yours—”

I didn’t wait.

Yanked her shorts the rest of the way off, dragged my cock back out, still wet, still hard. She opened her legs for me like she couldn’t stop, like the only thing holding her together was the promise of being filled.

I lifted her.

Thrust in.

She screamed.

Loud. Real. Her nails clawed at my shoulders as I slammed into her against the pump, her back arching, thighs locked around me. Her pussy gave no resistance—just soaked, clenching heat pulling me in.

“You’re nothing but a fuckhole now, baby girl,” I growled, slamming into her again. “Just a perfect little toy for your daddy to fuck whenever he wants.”

“Yes—yes—God—yes—”

“Anyone could drive by,” I whispered. “Anyone could see me pounding this cunt full again. You want them to know?”

“I don’t care—I don’t fucking care—I just want your cock—I want to be filled again—”

I reached down, grabbed her ass, slapped it once. She jolted. Moaned louder. Her body clenched down like her pussy didn’t know what it meant to rest.

“You’re mine, bunny,” I snarled. “You said it. You begged for it. Now take it.”

She did.

I fucked her against that gas pump so hard it rocked, her tits bouncing under her tank, legs wrapped around me like steel cables. My cock drove into her wrecked little hole, no hesitation, no pretense, just use—just the raw act of claiming.

“You want more?” I growled.

“More—yes—more—daddy, please—use me—don’t stop—don’t ever stop—”

I buried myself deep.

Ground my hips.

Her head fell back, mouth open, a silent scream shaping her lips.

And then she came.

Again.

Harder.

Her whole body locked, cunt spasming around me so tight I saw stars. She went limp in my arms, twitching, trembling, whispering broken little “daddymsn against my neck as I kept thrusting, kept filling, kept using her.

I held her there.

No pulling out.

Not yet.

She hadn’t earned it.

Not until she cried again.

Not until she begged for mercy she didn’t really want.

The moment her orgasm broke over her—loud, gasping, messy—she collapsed over the gas pump like her bones had gone soft. Her breath came in broken sobs, legs shaking, slick dripping down her thighs in long, glistening strands. My come. Her come. Hours of it.

I stood behind her, knuckles tight against her thighs, jaw clenched, tongue slick with the taste of her cunt, spit and heat smeared across my chin.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Just shuddered against the pump, ass still bare, shorts tangled at her knees, her ruined little hole clenching with every pulse of aftershock.

I stood.

Ran a hand down her back.

She twitched.

“Easy,” I murmured. “You took that so good, baby girl.”

A soft whimper.

Not even a word.

I zipped up. Didn’t tuck myself in. Just enough to hide the threat. Then I stepped closer, one hand cupping her soaked cunt. I pressed her gently against the pump with my body, lips grazing her ear.

“You dripping again, bunny?”

She nodded, limp.

“You ready to be plugged back up?”

A pause.

Then she said it.

“Can you… use me again?”

My eyes snapped down to her.

“What did you say?”

She turned her head just enough to glance at me. Her eyes were wide. Wrecked. Pink-rimmed and glistening. Her lips trembled when she whispered it again.

“Can you use me again, daddy? Please?”

Fuck.

My cock surged, twitching hard in my jeans, the second wind of need rising like a flame up my spine. I turned her around slow, pressed her back against the metal pump. She winced—raw, sore—but she didn’t pull away. Her thighs opened, instinctive, like her body knew what I was about to do.

“You asking to be used in public, bunny?” I said, voice low, dark, hand sliding up under her tank to cup one soft tit.

“Yes,” she moaned. “I want you to use me. I want everyone to see what I look like when I’m full.”

I shoved her back against the pump hard enough to make the metal clang.

My hand fisted in her hair, the other on her hip.

“Say it again.”

“Please,” she begged, eyes fluttering. “Use me. Like a toy. I want to be used, daddy, I want to be yours—”

I didn’t wait.

Yanked her shorts the rest of the way off, dragged my cock back out, still wet, still hard. She opened her legs for me like she couldn’t stop, like the only thing holding her together was the promise of being filled.

I lifted her.

Thrust in.

She screamed.

Loud. Real. Her nails clawed at my shoulders as I slammed into her against the pump, her back arching, thighs locked around me. Her pussy gave no resistance—just soaked, clenching heat pulling me in.

“You’re nothing but a fuckhole now, baby girl,” I growled, slamming into her again. “Just a perfect little toy for your daddy to fuck whenever he wants.”

“Yes—yes—God—yes—”

“Anyone could drive by,” I whispered. “Anyone could see me pounding this cunt full again. You want them to know?”

“I don’t care—I don’t fucking care—I just want your cock—I want to be filled again—”

I reached down, grabbed her ass, slapped it once. She jolted. Moaned louder. Her body clenched down like her pussy didn’t know what it meant to rest.

“You’re mine, bunny,” I snarled. “You said it. You begged for it. Now take it.”

She did.

I fucked her against that gas pump so hard it rocked, her tits bouncing under her tank, legs wrapped around me like steel cables. My cock drove into her wrecked little hole, no hesitation, no pretense, just use—just the raw act of claiming.

“You want more?” I growled.

“More—yes—more—daddy, please—use me—don’t stop—don’t ever stop—”

I buried myself deep.

Ground my hips.

Her head fell back, mouth open, a silent scream shaping her lips.

And then she came.

Again.

Harder.

Her whole body locked, cunt spasming around me so tight I saw stars. She went limp in my arms, twitching, trembling, whispering broken little “daddy”s against my neck as I kept thrusting, kept filling, kept using her.

I held her there.

No pulling out.

Not yet.

She hadn’t earned it.

Not until she cried again.

Not until she begged for mercy she didn’t really want.

She was still twitching in my arms.

Her thighs slick and shaking, her body limp, lips parted, drool and sweat glistening on her chin. Her cunt dripped—fat, hot trails of come running down her thighs, smeared across my jeans, still clenching weakly even though I hadn’t moved in a minute. Still holding me.

Her eyes fluttered open. Glazed. Barely there.

But the first thing she whispered, broken and raw, was:

“Want to ride you.”

I blinked. Looked down at her ruined little face.

“What did you just say, baby girl?”

She swallowed. Blinked again. Licked her lips.

“I wanna ride you. On the bike.” A tiny pause, then with a tremble, “Please… I want your cock again.”

Fuck.

My jaw clenched.

I let her down slow. Her legs barely worked. She stumbled, hands on my chest, her cunt still leaking, thighs glossy with the mess I’d pumped into her.

“You want to fuck me on the seat, bunny?” I murmured, voice dark, low. “You want to climb up and ride my cock in public like the perfect little cum-hungry girl you are?”

She nodded, eyes wide, flushed, wrecked, and smiling.

“Then get up there.”

I stepped back.

She turned. Hands on the seat. Lifted one trembling leg over the bike. Straddled it backward—facing me—knees spread wide, cunt hovering over the seat, tank top sticking to her chest, hair wild in the sun.

I undid my jeans. Let my cock spring free—still hard, still soaked, still ready.

She lowered herself slow.

So slow.

Whining the whole way as her ruined pussy stretched open again around the head of my cock. Her hands gripped the handlebars behind her, thighs quaking as she took it inch by inch, jaw falling open.

“That’s it,” I whispered, stepping close, hand on her hip. “Fuck, baby girl, you take it so good.”

She moaned. Loud. Desperate. Her cunt sucked me in like it was starving.

“Look at you,” I growled. “So needy you can’t wait for a motel bed. So cock-drunk you’re begging to ride me on the goddamn street.”

“I love it—” she moaned. “I love how you feel—how you fill me—I can’t stop—daddy—please—”

“Ride it, bunny. Show me.”

She did.

Started to grind on me—slow and shaky, back arching, tits bouncing under her shirt, her face twisted in wrecked pleasure as she worked her hips down, over and over, taking all of me.

“Goddamn,” I whispered. “You’re so tight, baby girl. You feel that? Feel how deep I am? That’s my cock in your guts.”

“Yes—yes—I feel it—I feel all of you—”

“You’re the best little fucktoy I’ve ever had. The prettiest. The filthiest. So sweet and soft and perfect.”

I grabbed her face with one hand. Made her look at me.

“Say you’re mine.”

“I’m yours.”

“Say this pussy’s mine.”

“It’s yours—yours—it only wants you—”

“That’s right,” I growled, thrusting up into her hard. She cried out, nails digging into the leather. “You ride my cock. You come on my cock. You beg for your daddy, and I fill you until you can’t breathe.”

She started moving faster.

Messier.

Her thighs slapped my hips, her body jerking every time I thrust up to meet her. She was moaning loud now—not even trying to be quiet.

“Such a good bunny,” I growled. “Such a perfect fucking girl for me. You were made for this. You were made to ride. To leak. To be used.”

“I was—I was—daddy—I’m gonna—”

“You gonna come for me again?” I barked. “On the fucking bike?”

“Y-yes—yes—I can’t hold it—”

“Then let go, baby girl. Let go for me.”

And she did.

Fucking exploded.

Her whole body spasmed, legs seizing, cunt clenching down like a vice as her mouth dropped open in a silent scream. She rode it out in my arms, collapsing forward, shaking, twitching, my cock buried deep inside her as she fell apart.

I wrapped my arms around her.

Held her there.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “That’s my good fucking girl.”


Chapter 5

The sign buzzed like it didn’t want to live. Two letters were dead, the rest pulsed dull red above a peeling white door. I kicked it shut behind us, arm tight around her waist. She could barely stand. Legs useless. Skin flushed and damp from the ride, cunt still twitching around the come she’d begged to be filled with again and again.

The room was nothing.

One bed. Yellow light. Cracked mirror above a rickety dresser. Thin blankets. Stale air.

But I didn’t need the Ritz.

I needed her.

I walked her to the bed—her tank top clinging to sweat-slicked skin, no bra, no panties, just that filthy soaked mess between her thighs—and I set her down like she was porcelain, like she might fall apart in my hands.

She groaned when her ass hit the mattress, thighs spreading instinctively, eyes fluttering closed. Her head dropped back against the pillows. Her chest heaved.

“You okay, baby girl?” I murmured, leaning over her, brushing her hair back from her cheek.

She nodded. Then shook her head.

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “I feel… so full. So… fucked.”

I smiled.

“That’s because you are.”

She looked up at me through lashes heavy with sweat and heat, eyes wide and glassy. “I don’t think I can close my legs anymore.”

“You’re not supposed to.”

I kneeled between her thighs.

Spread them wider.

She gasped, hips twitching, lips parted.

Her cunt was wrecked.

Pink. Swollen. Glimmering with wet. My come oozing from her with every breath.

“Look at that mess,” I said, voice low, dark. “You’ve been dripping all over my jeans all day. So greedy you asked to ride me in public.”

“I needed it,” she breathed. “Daddy—I needed you.”

“You got me, bunny.” I leaned forward, kissed her thigh. “You always will.”

I peeled off her top—slow, gentle, soft for the first time in hours. Her body arched under me. Tits bare, nipples hard, her breath caught when I ran my tongue up her stomach.

“You’re my good girl,” I murmured against her skin. “You took everything I gave you today. Every inch. Every drop.”

I pulled back.

Stood.

Let her see me strip.

Shirt off first. Then belt, jeans, boxers.

My cock was still heavy, hard again just from looking at her. Still glistening with her slick, veins thick, the shaft flushed and twitching.

She moaned when she saw it.

“You want more, baby girl?”

She nodded. Mouth open. No words.

“You want your daddy to stretch this sweet little pussy one more time?”

“Please,” she whispered. “Please—I want to feel you again—I want to fall asleep with you inside me—”

“You’re already dripping with me,” I growled, crawling over her. “You want more?”

“Yes—more—always—please—I don’t care if I can’t walk—just fill me again—”

I kissed her hard.

No tongue.

Just possession.

I lined up, cock head brushing her opening, and I felt her tremble beneath me.

“You’re perfect, bunny,” I whispered. “So perfect. So mine.”

Then I pushed in.

She gasped.

Loud.

Legs wrapped around my waist, her cunt sucked me in, tight and hot and needy even after everything I’d given her.

“God—you’re still so tight,” I growled into her throat. “Still clenching like you’ve never had it. You’re my perfect little toy, baby girl.”

“Yes—yes—please—fuck me slow—please—I want to feel it—every inch—”

I did.

Slow.

Deep.

Dragging out every thrust like I was sinking into her, like her pussy was pulling me back in every time I moved. Her hands clutched my back. Her lips brushed my ear.

“You make me feel like I was made for this,” she moaned.

“You were,” I whispered. “You were made for my cock. Made to be full. Made to come when I tell you.”

She whimpered. “I want to stay this way forever.”

“You will.”

I fucked her like that.

Slow.

Possessive.

Deep strokes that made her moan into my mouth, made her eyes roll, made her legs fall open wider until she was limp under me again.

Then I held still.

Buried to the hilt.

Just inside.

Not moving.

“Can I sleep like this?” she asked, voice a broken little whisper.

“You’re going to,” I said. “You’re going to fall asleep with me deep in this cunt, and you’re gonna wake up begging for more.”

Her lips trembled.

“Daddy?”

“Yeah, baby girl?”

“I love being yours.”

I kissed her again.

And didn’t move.

The room was dark, lit only by the dull orange glow leaking through the thin motel curtains. The A/C unit clunked and wheezed in the corner like it was dying a slow death. The sheets were half-kicked off the bed. Her tank top was balled near the pillows. Her shorts hadn’t made it inside. The whole room smelled like sweat and sex and her.

I hadn’t moved.

Not since I’d filled her up and let her fall asleep with my cock still buried inside her.

She’d curled up around me—legs tangled with mine, cheek against my chest, breath soft and steady. Her pussy had twitched around me a few more times before she passed out, like her body didn’t want to let go. She’d murmured something—daddy or please or mine—but I didn’t answer. I just kept her full. Let her sleep that way. Let her body learn the shape of me.

But now it was past midnight.

And I was aching.

Hard again.

Throbbing inside her.

Not from need alone—but from hunger.

That primal, bone-deep ache that whispered, she’s yours—take her again.

I opened my eyes.

She was still sleeping.

Bare chest rising and falling against mine, lips parted, lashes resting on flushed cheeks. Her hair was stuck to her skin, matted from sweat, her thighs wrapped around me, keeping me locked in place.

Still warm.

Still soft.

Still wet.

I shifted my hips—just a little.

Her pussy clenched, a soft flutter around my cock, like her body knew I was awake before her brain did. She moaned. Quiet. Sleepy. Her fingers twitched against my chest.

I grinned.

“You still hungry, baby girl?” I whispered into her hair.

No answer.

I kissed the side of her neck, slow, gentle.

Then rocked my hips—slow, deep, thick.

She gasped.

Didn’t open her eyes.

Just moaned.

“Wake up,” I murmured, thrusting again, deeper this time. “Your daddy needs you.”

Her brows pulled together, lips parting, a soft whimper escaping as her hips moved—barely—a lazy grind that drove me deeper into her soaked, heat-drunk pussy.

“Daddy—?” she breathed, voice cracked from sleep.

“Yeah, baby girl,” I growled. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

“You already are…”

“Not enough.”

I shifted us—rolled her to her back, never slipping out, just keeping her plugged as I hovered above her. Her legs opened like instinct, her eyes half-lidded, hair stuck to her cheek.

“You feel that?” I whispered, thrusting slow. “That’s my cock, still inside you. You kept me there like a good little bunny.”

She moaned—soft and broken.

“I need you to wake up and take me.”

“Daddy—I’m so sore…”

“Doesn’t matter.” I kissed her lips. “I’ll go slow. You’ll still come for me. Again.”

I pulled back.

She gasped.

Then I drove in again—one slow, thick grind of cock through her flooded, used little cunt. Her mouth dropped open, back arching, legs trembling around my waist.

“Oh God—*fuck—*I wasn’t ready—”

“Yes, you were,” I growled. “Your pussy was. Still holding me. Still milking me like it wants it.”

I started to move—gentle at first. Deep strokes, the drag of my cock through slick heat, her walls tightening around me like a vise.

“You’re my good girl, baby,” I whispered, brushing hair from her face. “My perfect little fucktoy. My sweet bunny. Always warm. Always wet. Always ready.”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Yes—daddy—please—I’ll take it—I’ll take all of it—just don’t stop—”

I didn’t.

I fucked her slow, full, heavy, the bed creaking under us, her body twitching with every deep grind. She wrapped her arms around my neck, moaning into my mouth, hips moving now like she couldn’t help it.

“You’re the best thing I’ve ever had,” I said. “Tightest, softest, sweetest pussy in the world. Made to take me. Made to be ruined.”

“Daddy—please—”

“You gonna come for me again?”

She nodded, frantic.

“You gonna soak this cock in your sleep like a good baby girl?”

“Yes—yes—I’m close—don’t stop—please don’t stop—”

I fucked her harder.

Not fast.

Just deeper.

Enough to make her cry out, legs clenching, hands scrabbling against my back as she came—again, shaking under me, her cunt squeezing around my cock like it was begging me to finish inside her again.

I did.

Growled against her throat.

Buried deep.

And came—long, hard, thick.

Flooded her again, filled her like I’d never stopped, made her take it while her body still twitched and her breath came in gasps.

She was shaking.

Moaning.

Smiling.

And when I kissed her lips, she whispered:

“I love when you wake me up like that, daddy…”

The sheets stuck to her thighs.

Warm. Wet. Soaked in it.

My come still oozed from between her legs, thick and slow, smearing the inside of her thighs in glossy streaks. Her body twitched now and then—soft little pulses, aftershocks of the orgasm I’d fucked out of her while she was still half-asleep. Her lips were parted. Chest rising slow. She’d gone limp under me, like her body didn’t belong to her anymore. Like it was mine.

Because it was.

I lay beside her now, one arm wrapped around her waist, the other trailing lazy fingers through the mess I’d left inside her. Her breath hitched every time I touched her clit, even when I barely brushed it.

Still sensitive.

Still used.

Still mine.

I leaned in, pressed my mouth to her ear. “You’re perfect, baby girl.”

She whimpered. Didn’t open her eyes.

I kept tracing circles around her folds—slow, wet, spreading her slick and come across every inch of swollen skin.

“You sleep so pretty,” I whispered. “So soft. So warm. The way your body holds me? Even while you’re dreaming? It’s like your pussy knows it belongs to me.”

A tiny moan slipped from her throat.

I smiled.

“You know what I was thinking?” I murmured, dragging my fingers deeper now—pushing against her entrance, just the tip, just enough to make her hips twitch.

She tried to speak. Failed. Swallowed instead.

I pressed my cock against her thigh—still hard.

“Next time,” I said, “I’m not even gonna wake you.”

Her breath caught.

I pushed my fingers in—slow—two of them, curling deep into the wrecked little heat that had been fucked full more times than she could count.

“I’m just gonna slide into this pretty little cunt while you’re sleeping,” I growled. “Fill you without a sound. No warning. No words. Just stretch you open slow and thick until you’re wet in your sleep.”

She moaned.

High. Fragile.

“You’ll wake up to the sound of my hips slapping your ass,” I said. “Or maybe not. Maybe you’ll stay asleep while I come inside you. Just take it. Like a good little hole.”

“Daddy…” she breathed, voice cracking.

I kissed her neck. “You like that idea, baby girl? You like the thought of me using you in your sleep?”

“Yes—” she gasped, “please—I want it—don’t even ask—just do it—fill me again—whenever you want—”

“I will,” I growled. “You gave me this body. You gave me this pussy. Now it’s mine.”

I rolled over her, hips settling between her legs again, cock dragging through the mess I’d made.

She opened for me.

Didn’t even think.

“Daddy,” she moaned, “fuck me again—fill me again—”

“Not yet,” I said, grinding against her slowly. “Right now I’m just thinking about it. About all the ways I’m gonna ruin you.”

She whimpered.

“You know what I really want?”

“What…?”

“I want to fill you every hour,” I said. “Set an alarm. Wake up, fuck you full, fall back asleep with my cock still inside you.”

“Yes—yes—do it—please—”

“You’ll never be empty,” I growled. “You’ll be so stuffed with my come, you’ll be dripping down your legs for days.”

She sobbed. “I want that—I want it so bad—”

“You won’t need food. Or water. Just me.”

I grabbed her chin. Tilted her face up to mine.

“Pussy like yours? It was made to be bred, baby girl. Over and over. Until it can’t hold another drop.”

She gasped.

I slid the head of my cock inside.

She screamed.

Not loud.

But broken.

Raw.

“Next time,” I whispered, burying deeper, “I’ll fill you so slow you won’t even know you’re coming. You’ll just wake up sore and dripping. And you’ll thank me for it.”

The room was still.

Still dark. Still hot. Still heavy with the scent of her. Sex soaked into the sheets, into the mattress, into my skin. The air didn’t move. The curtains hung dead. And beside me—her.

She was on her side now.

One leg thrown over mine.

Tank top twisted under her tits.

Blanket kicked down past her hips.

Her mouth hung open a little, soft breaths brushing my chest. Her hair clung to her temple. Her inner thigh was pressed against my cock, and her pussy—fuck, her pussy—it was still warm. Still wet. Still holding the mess I’d poured into her hours ago.

She hadn’t stirred.

Not once.

And I hadn’t pulled out.

Not all the way.

I’d slipped just far enough to sleep. Let the tip of my cock rest between her folds, cradled there like it belonged. Like she wanted it there even in her dreams. Her body had stayed open. Loose. Slick. A slow trickle of come had leaked out onto my thigh while she slept.

And now I was hard again.

Throbbing.

Pressed tight against her heat, just one slow grind away from sliding right back in.

I leaned over her, my hand on her waist, mouth against the shell of her ear.

“You’re still asleep, baby girl,” I whispered. “Still warm. Still soft. And I said I wouldn’t even wake you next time.”

She didn’t move.

Didn’t twitch.

Didn’t know.

I kissed her neck—slow, gentle.

Then lined up my cock against her entrance.

Her body gave.

Like it always did.

God.

The head slipped in so easy—like she’d been waiting—slick parting slow, lips stretching around me like a welcome. I pushed in, inch by inch, slow and careful, savoring the feel of her cunt molding to me again.

She moaned.

In her sleep.

Tiny and broken and perfect.

Her hips shifted—barely—a lazy press back against my cock, not enough to mean anything. But her body knew. Her pussy knew.

“You’re still so fucking tight,” I whispered against her cheek. “Even after everything I’ve done to you.”

I sank deeper.

Her heat wrapped around me.

Thick. Wet. Home.

“You’re mine,” I breathed, voice low, breath ragged. “Every part of you. Even when you’re dreaming. Even when you don’t know it’s happening.”

She whimpered.

Still under.

Eyes fluttering but closed. Lips parted.

I pulled back.

Thrust in again.

Slow.

Gentle.

Deep.

Her legs parted further in her sleep.

I kept moving like that.

Long, slow strokes, rocking into her like she was the softest thing I’d ever touched. My hand slid up under her shirt, cupped one perfect tit, thumb brushing her nipple until it hardened under my touch.

She arched, sighed, murmured something I couldn’t understand.

“Shh,” I whispered, fucking her slow. “It’s just me, baby girl. Just your daddy. Just the cock you begged to fall asleep with.”

Another thrust.

She gasped. Not awake. Not really. But feeling it.

“You’re doing so good,” I said. “Even in your sleep, your little pussy clings to me like it needs to be filled.”

I felt her tighten.

Wet.

Hot.

Close.

I kissed the back of her neck, pushed her hair away, bit her shoulder gently as I kept grinding into her, slow enough not to wake her, deep enough to make her moan.

“I’m gonna come inside you again, bunny,” I growled. “Gonna pump you full without even waking you up.”

Her breath hitched.

She whimpered again—soft, high, desperate.

Like her body was begging.

I thrust once more.

Deep.

Buried.

And came.

Hard.

Hot.

Endless.

My cock pulsed inside her, unloading everything, flooding her again with another thick, wet rush of heat that made her cunt twitch around me even in sleep.

She shifted. Murmured my name.

“Daddy…”

I wrapped my arms around her, still buried deep.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “Don’t wake up. Just keep holding me.”

She didn’t.

She just breathed.

And stayed full.

The light was gold through the curtains.

Faint. Warm. Bleeding across the motel sheets like it didn’t know the sin they’d soaked up overnight. The air smelled like sex—ripe and thick. Skin and sweat and hours of slick still clinging to our thighs, seeping into the mattress. Her leg was thrown over mine. Her ass pressed soft against my hip. And my cock?

Still hard.

Still wet.

Still aching.

Because I’d filled her again hours ago—without even waking her. Fucked her slow and deep while she dreamed. Watched her pussy twitch around me, body parting for every thick inch while she moaned into the pillow and whispered my name in her sleep.

And now it was morning.

And I wasn’t asking permission.

I reached down.

Curved my hand around her thigh.

Lifted it over my hip.

Spread her open.

Her cunt was already soaked. Leaking from the night before, lips flushed and puffy, heat radiating off her like she was still dreaming of it.

“Good morning, baby girl,” I murmured into her hair.

She stirred. Barely.

Didn’t open her eyes.

Didn’t speak.

Just made a soft little noise—mmnh—as my cock slid between her cheeks, dragging slow across her folds.

I lined up.

Pressed.

She twitched.

Not away.

Into it.

I smiled.

“Such a good little bunny,” I whispered. “Still sleeping, and you’re already opening for me.”

I pushed in.

Slow.

Stretching her.

Her mouth fell open, body stiffening for just a breath—then melting again, breath hitching in her throat.

“Mmh—daddy—”

“I know,” I whispered, hips rolling, my cock sinking deeper into her soaked little pussy. “I know, baby girl. You’re always ready for me.”

Her body molded around me.

Still swollen. Still used. Still perfect.

I reached around her.

Cupped one breast.

Pulled her tighter against my chest as I thrust in all the way—hips flush, cock seated deep in the heat she’d kept wet for me all night.

She whimpered.

Eyes still closed.

Still not fully awake.

“You feel that stretch?” I growled against her neck. “That’s me waking you up. Not coffee. Not sunlight. Just your daddy’s cock spreading you open.”

She moaned again.

Back arched, ass pressing into me.

Her pussy gripped me—tight, greedy, full.

“I fucked you last night in your sleep,” I whispered. “Came inside you while you dreamed. Filled this pussy slow. Deep. Didn’t even need to say a word.”

She gasped—awake now.

Barely.

But her hips rolled back against me.

“Y-you did…?”

“Twice,” I growled. “And now I’m gonna do it again. While the sun’s coming through those filthy curtains. While the world wakes up, I’m gonna breed you right here in this goddamn bed.”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Please—do it—fill me again—make me yours—again—”

“You already are mine,” I snapped, thrusting slow, hard, making her moan as my cock slid through every inch she’d begged to keep overnight. “You’re my fucktoy. My baby girl. My perfect little cum-drunk bunny who can’t sleep without something stuffed inside her.”

Her breath broke.

Her thighs trembled.

“I want it every morning,” she gasped. “Wake me like this—please—every day—”

I grabbed her hip.

Held her still.

And started fucking her for real.

Not hard.

Not fast.

Just deep. Claiming. Possessive.

Long strokes dragging her open, filling her again with everything she couldn’t stop asking for.

Her mouth was open.

Her hand fisted in the sheets.

Her cunt clung to me like it was scared I’d leave.

“I’ll wake you up like this every morning,” I growled. “Cock already inside you. Come leaking down your thighs before your eyes even open.”

“Yes—yes—yes—”

“You’ll never be empty. Not once. I’ll pump it into you in your sleep. While you eat. In the fucking shower. This pussy’s mine, baby girl.”

“I’m yours—I’m yours—”

She came.

Hard.

Shaking against me, mouth open in a silent scream, her whole body tensing like lightning shot through her spine. Her cunt spasmed, milking me, begging for it.

And I gave it to her.

Groaned against her neck.

And filled her again.

Thick.

Hot.

Deep.

She moaned as she felt it hit.

Felt me twitch.

Felt the flood.

Then she whispered, voice wrecked and blissed-out, “Best… fucking… alarm clock…”

I grinned.

And didn’t pull out.


Epilogue

The house was quiet.

Morning sun spilled soft through the slats of the blinds, painting the bed in warm lines of gold and shadow. The walls were painted soft now. Not motel-yellow or cracked white. Real walls. Real light. A real fucking home.

And she was still here.

Curled on her side.

Same scent in her hair.

Same curve of her ass pressed to my hips.

Same breathy little sounds when I reached for her—hand gliding slow over her stomach, the swell of her hip, the line of her thigh. Her skin had changed in five years, like mine had. Softer. Fuller. A few stretch marks kissed low across her belly, proof of what she’d given me. What we’d made together.

God, I loved those.

Loved every fucking inch.

And I was still inside her.

Not hard.

Not fast.

Just there.

My cock nestled deep, half-hard, heavy with the weight of morning and memory, twitching faintly when she shifted against me, still sleeping. Still so fucking warm around me I couldn’t move. Wouldn’t.

Because there wasn’t a rush anymore.

Not out here.

Not now.

I buried my face in the curve of her neck, dragged my breath slow across her skin. She smelled like sleep and the lavender lotion she always forgot she wore. I kissed her shoulder. She stirred.

Soft. Faint.

Didn’t open her eyes.

But her hips moved.

Just a little.

“Still greedy,” I murmured into her skin, my voice barely above a growl. “Still suckin’ me in before you’re even awake.”

She hummed. Half a smile. No words.

Her legs shifted. Opened. Lazy, instinctual. Her breath hitched when my hips moved—one slow grind forward, the thick stretch of me dragging along walls that still welcomed every inch like the first time.

She moaned.

Low. Soft. Familiar.

Eyes still closed.

“Morning, bunny.”

“Mmnh…”

“You want me to move?”

Another hum. She pressed back, hips flush to mine, cunt wet and ready without effort. Without thought. Her body still knew me.

Knew this rhythm.

This stretch.

This kind of morning.

I kissed her neck again. Her shoulder. Let my hands roam—over her hips, the gentle curve of her stomach, up to cup one full breast and roll her nipple beneath my thumb.

She gasped.

Now she was awake.

Really.

“‘S nice,” she murmured, voice sleepy-rough. “Waking up like this…”

I rolled into her. One deep, slow thrust.

She exhaled hard, back arching, her pussy clenching around me like she needed it. Like five years hadn’t dulled a single fucking edge.

“Still tight,” I whispered. “Still warm.”

She grinned against the pillow. “Still yours.”

“Always.”

Another thrust. Deep. Gentle. My hand on her breast, the other on her hip, holding her exactly where I wanted her. Where she always was. Where she belonged.

She was so goddamn soft.

So open.

So mine.

“I don’t think I’ll ever stop wanting you like this,” I murmured. “Slow. Warm. First thing in the morning, before the kids wake up.”

She laughed—a tired, low sound. “They’ll be up soon…”

“Let them sleep.” I kissed her temple. “They’ve got time. We’ve earned this.”

She moaned again, hips pressing back to meet my thrust. Slower now. Smoother. Like the years had carved this into us.

“You remember that night in the desert?” I murmured. “Gas station. Bike. That little motel.”

She groaned. “How could I forget?”

“You asked me to wake you like this.”

“I did.”

“I always will.”

I moved inside her—long, deep strokes, slow enough to make her bite her lip and tremble beneath me.

“You gave me everything,” I said against her neck. “This house. This family. These mornings. And you still beg for my cock like we’re twenty-something and filthy in a parking lot.”

“Because I do,” she gasped. “I still want it, every time—”

“You got it, baby girl. Forever.”

She moaned—high and sweet and soft—and let go. Her cunt fluttered around me, that same beautiful rhythm, the way it always had. And I let go too. Deep inside her. Staying there. Staying mine.

No rush.

No wild heat.

Just love.

And the way she held me there, soft and full and smiling as the sun crept higher.

Outside the door, silence.

For now.

But inside these four walls, in this bed, in this body that had never stopped taking me like it was made for it—

She was still mine.
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