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Taking her at midnight

A steemy step romance 


Prologue

I shouldn’t be here.

Not in this house. Not in this room. Not in this headspace I keep sinking deeper into every time she walks by in those thin little robes, bare feet brushing the tile like she’s never had to think about what she does to men like me.

But then again—I’ve never been the type to follow rules that don’t serve me.

They married five years ago. I was twenty. She was thirty. She wore white, smiled politely, and called me sweet. Told me I was handsome, grown, smart. I told her I was happy for them.

That was the first lie.

I’ve been watching her ever since.

She doesn’t know what she looks like when she’s asleep on the couch, cheek pressed to her arm, lips slightly parted. She doesn’t know I listen to the soft noises she makes at night, when dad’s long gone or snoring in the other room. She doesn’t know I’ve stood in her doorway, watching the rise and fall of her chest in that worn tank top she always sleeps in.

But I know.

I know how she likes her coffee. I know the lotion she uses after a shower, the exact time she starts her evening glass of wine. I know which nights she doesn’t wear underwear to bed—because she thinks she’s safe in her own home.

She has no idea what it does to me.

The need.

The fucking need to ruin that safety.

To press into her softness and make her say my name in the dark.

To leave something inside her she can’t ignore, can’t forget, can’t hide—no matter how many times she looks across the table at dad and pretends like nothing’s wrong.

It started as a fascination.

But it’s not that anymore.

It’s obsession.

And now that I’m back home?

She doesn’t stand a chance.


Chapter 1

The house is silent, that suffocating kind of quiet that only settles in once everything decent has gone to bed.

The kind of quiet that lets you do things you shouldn’t.

Greg—dad—left two hours ago for a night shift he didn’t want but took anyway, probably just to avoid the silence between him and my stepmom. He kissed her cheek in the kitchen, murmured something about being home by sunrise. She smiled with that practiced softness she saves just for him.

She didn’t even glance at me.

But I watched her long after the door closed. Followed the sound of her bare feet to the bedroom. Heard the drawer open, the soft brush of fabric, the creak of the mattress.

I should’ve turned in. Gone to my own room. Pulled up a cold, guiltless porn tab and reminded myself of boundaries that still kind of mattered.

But instead, I stood in the hallway.

Watching her door.

Waiting.

I knew she was asleep when the light under the frame went black. When the soft shuffle of sheets went still. When I heard that first quiet breath—deep, heavy, and warm.

She always sleeps on her side.

Always in those thin tank tops. No bra. No shame.

I moved before I gave myself time to regret it.

Turned the handle. Quiet. Careful.

Her room smells like lavender and something sweet—like heat trapped in sheets, like the soft underside of a wrist, like her. It hits me all at once. I close the door behind me, slow as a prayer, and the click of the latch might as well be a confession.

I move closer.

She’s curled beneath the blanket, one leg out, the sheet twisted around her hip. That little tank top’s ridden up—just a bit. I can see the curve of her waist. The bare skin above her panties. Her hair’s spread over the pillow like a fucking painting.

My chest is tight.

She stirs, just a little.

I freeze.

But she doesn’t wake.

She just sighs.

Soft.

Sweet.

Vulnerable.

I can’t stop myself.

I slip off my shirt and step closer to the bed. The mattress dips as I ease down, slow and steady like I belong there. Her warmth reaches for me before I even touch her.

And then I do.

Just my arm, brushing against hers as I lie beside her. My chest at her back. Close—too close—but not touching where it would matter. Not yet.

She breathes deep again, body relaxing as if it knows me.

Like part of her’s been waiting.

My hand itches to move. To touch her hip. Her stomach. That delicate dip between her thighs where she’s softest.

And when she shifts in her sleep—presses her body unconsciously back into mine—I nearly lose it.

Because I’m hard.

Rock fucking hard.

And she has no idea.

Her body is warm.

Too warm.

I tell myself I’m just lying here. Just watching. Just listening to her breathe.

But my fingers betray me.

They twitch, resting against the sheet between us, aching to move. I stare at the curve of her shoulder, bare where the strap of her tank top has slipped. Her skin glows faint in the dark—silvered by the moonlight spilling through the blinds. I reach for that strap and, very gently, slide it further down her arm.

She doesn’t stir.

But she sighs. A soft sound.

Like a yes.

My fingers trail along her upper arm, then down, brushing her side—light and barely-there.

Just enough to feel her warmth.

Just enough to lose my restraint.

She’s not wearing a bra. I knew she wouldn’t be.

My hand glides up—slow, reverent—and cups her breast through the thin cotton. Her nipple is already peaked beneath the fabric, firm and waiting, like her body knows what it needs even if her mind’s still lost in sleep.

She shifts a little.

Not away.

Toward.

My thumb brushes across the peak.

She moans.

Quiet. Barely audible. But it’s there.

And it’s not fear.

It’s not discomfort.

It’s a sound of pleasure—the kind that hits me in the gut and crawls down my spine until I’m grinding my teeth just to keep control.

She’s still asleep.

Still soft and unaware.

And I’m here, touching her.

Slowly, I slip my hand beneath the tank, skin to skin now. Her breast fits perfectly in my palm. Warm. Heavy. Real.

I circle her nipple with my thumb, watching for the slightest reaction.

She breathes in, hips shifting under the covers. Her thighs rub together, and she lets out another breathy, helpless sound.

I can feel her body tightening.

Reacting.

Inviting.

I pinch lightly—just once—and she lets out a delicate gasp, her mouth parting as her head tilts slightly on the pillow.

God, she’s beautiful.

I keep my hand there, playing with her slowly, letting her body tell me what it wants even if she can’t say it.

Because she wants it.

Even in sleep, her body gives her away.

And me?

I’ve never been this hard in my life.

I lean in, my lips just inches from her ear, and I whisper nothing. Just warm breath. Just presence.

Because I know what I’m doing.

And I know this is just the beginning.

She shifts again, her breath catching as I tease her nipple between my fingers. Her legs rub together beneath the sheets, a slow unconscious movement. There’s no tension in her body—just heat. Sleep-heavy and soft, but wanting. Receptive.

I move closer, mouth near her shoulder now, the scent of her skin so close it makes my vision blur.

I press my lips there—barely a kiss. Just heat. Just contact.

She doesn’t stir.

So I press again.

Slower. Longer.

My hand still cups her breast, my thumb circling that stiff little peak, coaxing her into deeper sighs. When I finally shift down, dragging the blanket back just enough, the top of her tank pulls with it.

Her breast slips free like it’s offering itself to me.

And fuck, she’s perfect.

Round. Soft. Tipped with a rosey nipple that begs for my mouth.

I don’t even hesitate.

I lower my head and take her in—slow and deliberate, my lips brushing that sensitive skin before I draw her nipple into the heat of my mouth.

Her back arches. Just a little.

A sound slips from her lips—soft, breathless, confused.

But not afraid.

She moans again, a delicate hum that sends heat straight down my spine.

I suck lightly. Just enough.

Let my tongue drag across the peak.

She gasps—still asleep, still so unaware, and yet her body knows exactly how to respond.

Her hand twitches beside her head, fingers curling into the sheet.

I pull back for just a second, watching her chest rise and fall, her nipple wet and glistening in the dim light.

Then I take her again, slower this time. Letting her feel the full press of my mouth, the way I suck just enough to make her squirm.

My hand moves to the other breast, freeing it with careful fingers and giving it the same attention—my palm circling, my mouth working between them like I’m memorizing every reaction.

Because I am.

Every sigh. Every twitch. Every shift of her hips.

She’s melting for me.

And she doesn’t even know who she’s melting for.

But she will.

Soon.

Because I’m not stopping here.

Not tonight.

Her chest rises and falls beneath me, soft and flushed from my mouth. Her nipples glisten, wet from my tongue, her skin warm with the heat of my breath. She’s still lost in sleep, but her body… God, her body is here.

Every little sigh. Every restless shift of her hips. Every time her thighs press together only to drift apart again—it’s like she’s dreaming of this. Of me.

And I’m done pretending I can stop.

I trail kisses down her stomach, my palm resting lightly on her thigh through the blanket. I feel the muscles jump beneath my fingers when I press.

She whimpers.

Soft.

Almost fragile.

And it only makes me hungrier.

I ease the sheet lower, slow enough not to wake her but firm enough to feel like a boundary is breaking. Her panties are pale. Thin. The kind meant for comfort, not modesty. They cling to her just enough to make me insane.

My hand brushes the curve of her hip.

She shifts.

A quiet breath leaves her lips.

My fingers slide lower, grazing the front of her panties.

Heat.

She’s warm.

Wet.

I nearly groan aloud.

Instead, I keep my mouth busy—kissing her inner thigh, then higher, higher. Letting her feel the weight of my presence between her legs even if her mind hasn’t caught up yet.

Her breathing hitches.

Not waking.

But responding.

I stroke my fingers along the damp fabric, slow and careful.

She gasps.

A soft, needy sound that makes me throb against the mattress.

I press a little harder.

She lifts her hips—barely.

But it’s enough.

She wants this.

Even asleep, her body knows me. Recognizes my touch. Craves it.

And when I finally slide the fabric aside, baring that warm, slick center, I see everything I’ve been waiting for.

She’s soaked.

Ready.

Waiting.

I run one finger through her folds, slow and reverent, gathering her wetness as her thighs twitch.

She moans—fragile, breathy, sweet.

My fingers tease her entrance, slick and tight, just enough pressure to make her hips roll.

She’s dreaming.

Dreaming of being touched.

Dreaming of me.

I press a single fingertip in—just barely.

Her mouth parts in a soft cry.

And I swear, it takes everything in me not to lose it right there.

Because now I know.

I could take her.

She’d let me.

Her body already has.

I dip down again, slide my tongue over her nipple once more while my fingers rest against her wetness—claiming nothing, promising everything.

I shouldn’t.

I tell myself that even as I keep my hand between her legs, fingers soaked in her sleep-slick heat.

I shouldn’t.

But I’m not pulling away.

Because she’s so wet, and she’s not even awake. Her body is already open to me. Warm. Willing. Needy. Even in sleep, she’s aching to be filled.

And I’m done pretending I can stop.

My breath shakes as I press in—just the tip of my finger at first, feeling the way she clenches, soft and tight around nothing. Then I ease deeper, one knuckle, then two.

She whimpers.

My name doesn’t leave her lips, not yet, but the sound that does? It’s helpless. Sweet. A little desperate. It’s perfect.

She takes my finger so well.

And when I slide a second one in, slow and careful, her hips rock forward like her body’s been waiting for this. Waiting for someone to find this need, to fill it.

My fingers curl, just a little, stroking that sweet spot I already know is there.

She gasps.

A high, broken sound.

Her thighs twitch, trying to close, trying to squeeze around my wrist—but I don’t let them. I hold her open, mouth against her breast, fingers deep inside her, and I feel her walls pulse around me.

She’s close.

Already.

From this.

From me.

I whisper against her nipple, breathless, “That’s it. Just like that…”

She moans. Soft. Fragile.

And I lose the last of my restraint.

I shift lower, pressing my mouth to the inside of her thigh, then higher. The scent of her is thick, sweet, drenched. I pull my fingers free and spread her open with both hands, staring down at what I’ve wanted for years.

My tongue slides in slow.

Her whole body shudders.

A soft cry leaves her lips—louder now, breathless and wet.

I lick her again. Again. Deeper. Slower.

She squirms in her sleep, and I love it. Love the way she can’t escape the pleasure. Love the way she’s melting under my mouth with no idea who’s making her feel like this.

I wrap an arm under her thigh, anchoring her, and suck her clit into my mouth.

She gasps.

Louder.

“Ah—”

Just that. No words. No name.

But she’s close. So close.

Her hips are moving now, small little rolls that grind her against my tongue, desperate and needy. Her body’s so honest in sleep. No shame. No resistance. Just pure response.

I flatten my tongue and press harder, fingers sliding back inside her.

She clenches around them.

One, two strokes—

She breaks.

Her whole body tightens. Back arches. A moan spills from her throat—raw and gasping as she comes on my mouth, trembling, soaked, helpless.

I don’t stop.

I let her ride it out, licking her through it, savoring every second. Every twitch. Every drop.

And when she’s gone soft again, panting in her sleep, I kiss her inner thigh.

Just once.

I should leave.

I should be satisfied with what I’ve taken. With the taste of her on my tongue, the way she came on my fingers, her body trembling beneath me while her mind stayed somewhere far away.

But I’m not.

I’m fucking starving.

Because she’s lying here—wet, open, used—and I haven’t even given her the one thing she was built for.

To be filled.

Claimed.

Bred.

She shifts in her sleep again, thighs parting slightly like some part of her is still begging for more. And I’m already there. Already pressing the head of my cock against her soaked entrance, hands firm on her hips.

She’s soaked.

My tip slides through her without resistance, catching at her entrance where she’s still clenching from the orgasm I gave her. I let myself sink forward—just an inch.

Her body takes me.

I groan, burying my face into her neck as I push deeper, slowly, carefully—so tight, so warm, so perfect.

She gasps in her sleep, her mouth parting, brow twitching slightly.

I pause. Just a second.

But she doesn’t wake.

And she doesn’t pull away.

So I keep going.

I sink into her inch by inch, until I’m buried to the hilt in the heat that was made for me.

And fuck, she fits me like she was meant to.

Like her body was shaped for this moment.

For me.

I stay there for a second, grinding my hips forward, letting her feel me stretch her even in sleep.

Then I pull back.

And thrust.

Slow.

Deep.

Her moan punches into the pillow, breathy and aching.

And I know now—this isn’t just sleep.

She’s feeling this.

Her hips lift to meet me on the next roll forward, soft little whimpers escaping her throat as I move inside her again, and again.

She’s dreaming of this. Dreaming of me.

And she’s so good for me—taking every inch, every slow thrust, slick and desperate and unaware of just how much she’s giving me.

I lean down, lips brushing her ear, voice thick and low.

“That’s it,” I whisper. “You were always mine.”

She shudders.

Her body tightens around me.

I thrust harder, deeper.

Not fast. Not yet.

I want her to feel this.

Every second of me claiming her.

My hand slides over her stomach, down between her thighs, finding her clit again. She moans louder now, thighs squeezing my wrist, hips grinding back.

She’s so close again.

And I’m not pulling out.

Not tonight.

Not ever.

Because I want to leave something inside her.

A reminder.

A mark.

Something she’ll feel for days.

Something her body won’t forget.

Her breath hitches, her moans break, and I feel her tighten again—quivering, spasming around my cock as she cums a second time, harder than before.

That’s all it takes.

I snap.

My grip locks on her hips, thrusts turn sharp, brutal, deep.

And when I cum, it’s everything.

Hot. Endless. Pouring into her as I bury myself one last time, groaning into her neck like she’s mine—because she is.

She doesn’t wake.

Not fully.

But her body curls into me after. Soft. Satisfied. Owned.

I wrap an arm around her waist and stay there, still inside her, my seed deep and thick where it belongs.

She’ll wake up full.

And she won’t know why.

But she’ll learn.

Very soon.

Because this wasn’t a one-time thing.

This was the beginning.

Her breathing is soft again. Slowed.

Her body sated, boneless in the sheets, her legs still parted just enough to remind me what I’ve done. What I’ve left inside her.

My cock slips free with a quiet wet sound, and my seed follows—warm and thick, spilling from her in lazy trails.

I watch it.

Not with guilt.

With pride.

And then I reach down, dragging two fingers through the slick mess between her thighs, catching what’s dripping, bringing it to her skin.

She doesn’t stir.

I press it to her stomach first, slow and reverent, rubbing my cum across the smooth stretch just beneath her navel. Then higher—smearing it across her ribs, over the gentle rise of her breasts.

I circle her nipple with it. Watch the way it responds even now, rising to my touch.

She moans softly in her sleep.

God, she’s beautiful like this. Marked. Claimed. Mine.

I cover her breast again, tugging her tank top gently back into place. Her nipple is still stiff beneath the thin fabric, wet from me, and I press my palm over it for one more second. Like sealing her shut.

Then I wrap my arms around her from behind, pulling her into my chest.

I guide her hand to my forearm, curl her fingers around it—just enough to make it look like she reached for me. Like this was her choice. Her comfort.

She sighs and settles into me, her cheek pressing to my bicep, her body pliant and warm in my arms.

Like she belongs there.

And she does.

She just doesn’t know it yet.


Chapter 2

She’s wrapped around me tighter than when I fell asleep.

Her leg is slung over my hip, foot tucked behind my thigh. One arm drapes across my chest, fingers resting over my ribs like she needed something to hold onto in the dark. Her breath brushes my collarbone—slow, warm, steady.

It’s soft. Intimate.

Too much.

And not nearly enough.

I stay still, breathing deep, eyes mostly closed. Watching her from beneath my lashes. Her face is slack with sleep, mouth slightly parted, lashes still against her cheek.

She looks peaceful.

But that’s about to shift.

Her body tenses slightly—just enough to tell me she’s waking. Her hand flexes, then stills. Her breath changes.

Then she freezes.

I feel it—the moment her mind catches up to her body and realizes how tangled we are.

Good morning, sweetheart.

I give it a beat. Then stir beside her, stretching just enough to make it seem natural.

“Mmn… morning,” I murmur, voice still thick with fake sleep. I blink a few times and look at her like I’m just now realizing she’s there.

She pulls back an inch, confused, eyes wide.

“Wait—Roman?”

I blink again, frown slightly, then glance at our limbs like I’m only just registering it. “Oh. Yeah. Sorry.”

Her brows knit. “What… why are you…?”

I sit up a little, rub my hand over my face. “You don’t remember?”

She shakes her head slowly, already looking embarrassed.

“You were dreaming,” I say gently. “Sounded kinda bad. I was heading to bed and heard you. You were moving a lot—like, tossing around.”

She blinks.

“You didn’t wake up when I knocked,” I go on, keeping my voice soft, just enough concern laced through it. “I thought maybe you’d calm down if I sat with you for a minute.”

She swallows, her eyes flicking away. Processing.

“And then… you reached for me,” I add carefully. “Said something like, ‘don’t go.’ I didn’t think you wanted to be alone.”

Her face flushes. She looks down at the sheets. “I—I said that?”

I shrug gently, almost apologetic. “You might’ve still been half asleep.”

She chews her lip, obviously uncertain. She doesn’t pull away. Her hand’s still resting lightly against my chest.

“I’m sorry if that was… weird,” I say quietly. “I didn’t want to leave if you were having a bad night.”

She shakes her head quickly. “No, I… I don’t remember, but that’s okay.”

I give her a soft smile. The one that says you can trust me.

The one that gets me anything I want.

“I’ll get out of your way,” I say, starting to move.

But her hand stays on me for half a second longer than it should.

Like her body doesn’t want to let go, even if her brain is confused.

“Thanks, Roman,” she says softly.

Her voice is still thick with sleep. Her cheeks are pink. And somewhere between her thighs, I know she’s still sore—still sticky with the evidence of what I did to her.

But she doesn’t ask.

And I don’t offer.

Because she’s not ready to know yet.

But she will be.

Soon.

She hums when she laughs.

I don’t think she realizes it, but when she tilts her head and smiles—really smiles—it comes out soft and low, like something half-sung. It’s light, airy, and fucking addictive.

We’re standing by the stove, barefoot. She’s making eggs, I’m slicing fruit, and the house smells like coffee and something warmer—something hers.

She glances over her shoulder, flipping the spatula in her hand like she’s showing off. “You sure you’re not just pretending to help?”

I smirk. “You think I cut strawberries this well on accident?”

She laughs again, rolls her eyes, but her cheeks stay pink, just a little.

Not just from the stove.

She’s been quiet since she woke up, more thoughtful than usual. Not tense—just… aware. Her body’s still catching up to the parts of last night her mind can’t explain. I know she felt it. I can see it in the way her thighs press together when she shifts. The way she won’t quite meet my eyes for longer than a few seconds.

But she hasn’t said a word.

And I won’t, either.

I don’t need to.

Not yet.

I hand her the bowl of fruit, brushing her fingers lightly when she takes it.

She doesn’t pull away.

She doesn’t even flinch.

She just lowers her eyes, smiling faintly.

Good girl.

We’re mid-laugh again when the front door clicks open.

Footsteps. Keys. A familiar, tired groan.

Then—

“Hey, you two.”

Dad.

Greg walks in still in his work boots, loosening his tie like he’s been up for three days straight. He looks like hell. Pale, sagging around the eyes. Exhausted. Which works out just fine for me.

“Morning,” I call out, leaning back against the counter like I didn’t just spend the night in his wife’s bed.

Juliana turns with a bright smile, wiping her hands on a towel. “How was the shift?”

He sighs. “Long. Slow. I’m beat.”

He gives her a kiss on the cheek, squeezes her shoulder, then finally notices the breakfast. “Smells good.”

“I made eggs,” she says, almost bashfully. “Roman helped.”

Greg chuckles. “I see that.”

He turns to me with a half-smile. “You two seem to be getting along better than ever.”

I smile back. Friendly. Harmless.

“Yeah,” I say, “it’s been nice.”

He nods, stretching his back with a groan. “I was actually thinking… I’m dead on my feet. Probably going to crash for a while.”

Juliana tilts her head. “Of course.”

He looks between us—me, then her—and says it so easily I almost laugh.

“Why don’t you hang out with your stepmom today, Roman? Keep her company a bit. I’ll be out cold for a while.”

Juliana’s brows lift slightly. Her eyes flick to mine, something unreadable passing through them.

I smile.

Soft.

Safe.

“Sure,” I say. “I’d love to.”

The bookstore is quiet. That kind of slow, late-morning quiet where the only sounds are soft jazz overhead and the occasional page turning. It’s the kind of place she would’ve come alone, back when she had time to get lost in stories and sip overpriced lattes while pretending the rest of the world didn’t exist.

But now she’s here with me.

And she doesn’t even seem to notice what that means.

She’s at the back of the shop, half-tucked into the corner of the fiction section, standing with a small paperback cracked open in her hands. Her lips are parted slightly as she reads, her thumb absentmindedly stroking the edge of the page.

I recognize the cover.

The kind of book no one admits to reading.

Red-tinted. Faint script. A shadowed man’s hand on a woman’s throat.

I don’t say anything.

Not yet.

I just walk up behind her slow, quiet, and lean in.

“What’s he doing to her now?”

She startles slightly, jumping a little before she turns and smacks my arm with the book. “Jesus, Roman.”

I grin. “Didn’t mean to scare you. You just looked…” I pause, watching her cheeks flush. “…invested.”

She tries to slide the book shut, but I snatch it from her fingers before she can hide it.

I flip the pages. “Chapter eight, huh? That’s the good stuff.”

“Give it back.”

“You’re blushing.”

“I’m not.”

“Oh, you are,” I murmur, glancing down the aisle to make sure we’re still alone. “It’s adorable.”

She makes a little huffing sound and reaches for the book, but I hold it just out of reach, reading aloud from the page she was on.

“‘He pressed her up against the shelves, one hand gripping her ass, the other cupping her breast, mouth hot against her throat—’” I pause, then smirk. “Classic.”

“Roman,” she warns under her breath, reaching for it again. “I swear—”

I step in.

Close.

Too close.

“Should I act it out for you?” I murmur.

Before she can answer, I drop the book and catch her waist in one hand, spin her lightly so her back hits the shelf.

She gasps, laughing. “Roman—”

I cut her off.

My hand slips under her sweater, grabbing her breast through her bra, firm and fast, just like the book described.

She freezes.

My other hand comes down with a light smack across her ass.

Not hard.

But enough.

Enough to make her breath stutter.

Enough to make her feel it.

Then I lean in and kiss her.

Just a second.

Full mouth. Soft pressure. Open enough to taste her shock. Her breath. The faint sound she makes in her throat.

When I pull back, she’s staring at me.

Flushed.

Frozen.

Silent.

I smirk and murmur, “That’s how you do chapter eight.”

She blinks. “You’re insane.”

I shrug. “You’re the one reading smut in public.”

“I didn’t think—”

“No,” I say softly, brushing her cheek with the back of my hand. “You didn’t.”

She swallows.

And doesn’t move away.

I step back first. Give her space. Let the silence settle between us again, thick with something unspoken.

Then I pick the book up off the floor and hand it to her.

“Mark your page,” I say. “We’ll finish it later.”

She’s quiet in the passenger seat.

Still flushed. Still clutching that book like it might protect her from what just happened inside the store.

It won’t.

The windows are rolled down halfway, the sunlight warm through the windshield, but she’s not looking at me. She’s staring at the dashboard like it’s safer than meeting my eyes.

I let the silence stretch as I start flipping through the book again.

She doesn’t stop me.

Page after page, I skim over the filth she was so caught up in. There’s a dog-eared corner near the back, and I can’t help the grin that spreads when I find it.

“Well, well,” I murmur, tapping the edge. “Stepmom…”

She stiffens slightly. “Don’t.”

“Oh, I think I should,” I say, letting the book rest open in my lap. “Page two-thirty-six. You really liked this one.”

She shifts in her seat, arms crossed, jaw set—but not hard enough to hide the way her cheeks bloom pink again.

I read it aloud anyway.

“‘She moaned as he pushed the seat back, the console pressing into her ribs as she leaned over. His fingers tangled in her hair while she—’” I pause, letting my eyes flick to her. “You really dog-eared the right chapter.”

She groans softly, dragging a hand over her face. “You’re insufferable.”

“Mm. Maybe.” I snap the book shut and drop it into the console, then turn toward her fully. “But you liked it.”

She gives me a look—half glare, half flustered—and turns away, facing the window.

Which is exactly what I want.

I reach over slowly and press the button to recline her seat. It slides back with a low, mechanical whir.

Her head snaps toward me. “Roman—”

“You ever try it?” I ask, voice low. “Like in the book?”

Her mouth opens.

Closes.

“No,” she says finally, voice tight. “That’s not… real.”

“No?” I lean closer. “Felt pretty real in the chapter.”

“You’re ridiculous.”

“Maybe,” I murmur again, letting my fingers brush her knee. “But I’m also hard.”

She blinks.

“Right now?” she whispers.

I don’t even look away. “What do you think?”

Her eyes drop.

She swallows.

Then looks back up, throat bobbing.

I wait.

Quiet.

Letting her feel the weight of the moment stretch and pull until it vibrates between us.

Then I say it.

Soft.

Even.

Unshakable.

“Show me.”

She tenses. “Roman—”

“Just like the book, mom,” I say, reaching down to undo my belt with a slow click. “You read it. You dog-eared it. You wanted it.”

Her eyes flick to the window, like someone might see.

But the lot is quiet.

And the way she’s shifting in her seat?

She’s already made her decision.

She just hasn’t admitted it yet.

I unzip.

Pull myself free.

I’m already hard—still hard from the bookstore, from the way she tasted last night, from the way her breath hitches right now, staring at me like she doesn’t know how this is happening.

I stroke once, slow, lazy.

“Come on,” I murmur. “You wanted the scene. Let’s finish it.”

She doesn’t move.

But she doesn’t look away, either.

Her eyes are fixed on my cock, thick and ready in my hand, and I can see the way her breath hitches when I stroke it once—slow, deliberate. There’s heat blooming in her cheeks, in her neck. Her thighs press together like she’s trying to silence something inside her that’s already speaking too loud.

I don’t rush.

I just reach for her, gentle and sure, fingers sliding up the curve of her neck and into her hair. I curl them there, not tight—just firm.

Just enough to claim her.

“Come here,” I murmur, voice low and smooth.

She stays still for half a second.

Then shifts.

Her knees turn toward me. Her lips part slightly. Her breathing’s shaky, unsteady, but she follows as I guide her forward, down across the console, her shoulder brushing the gearshift, her hand bracing against my thigh.

I don’t break eye contact.

Not once.

“That’s it,” I say softly, brushing her hair back from her face. “Good girl.”

She swallows hard.

Her mouth is inches from the tip now—close enough to feel the heat of me, the way I twitch under her breath.

“Open,” I whisper.

She does.

Slowly. Lips parting, soft and hesitant.

And I guide her in.

The first touch is everything.

Hot, wet, warm.

She takes just the head at first, her lips forming a seal as I stroke her hair, thumb brushing her cheek. She tenses slightly—new, unsure—but she doesn’t stop.

I rock my hips forward just a little.

Ease in deeper.

She adjusts.

Mouth stretching, jaw relaxing, breath coming quick through her nose as she takes more of me.

“That’s it,” I murmur. “Just like that…”

Her hand clutches my thigh tighter, and I guide her with soft, steady pressure, my fingers still tangled in her hair. Her tongue presses along the underside of my cock, unsteady but eager, like she’s figuring it out with every inch I feed her.

She gags lightly.

Pulls back.

I let her.

Stroke her hair once, thumb brushing her lip as I whisper, “You’re doing perfect.”

She looks up at me, eyes wide and a little glassy.

Then leans back in.

This time, her lips wrap tighter.

Her tongue flicks with more confidence.

And I just sit back, hand in her hair, watching her take me.

Letting her learn.

Letting her serve.

Letting her fall deeper under me with every inch.

Her mouth is stretched wide around me now, lips slick, cheeks flushed, eyes already beginning to glaze.

She’s stopped thinking.

She’s just doing.

Taking.

And I can’t stop the low groan that breaks from my throat as I guide her a little deeper, feeling her tongue press along the underside, her jaw flex as she tries to handle the weight of me.

“Look at that,” I murmur, voice thick, breath shallow. “My good little stepmom.”

She moans around me—quiet, surprised.

I grin.

“You like that?” I ask, sliding my thumb along her cheek, where I can feel the shape of myself inside her. “Yeah, I think you do.”

She tries to take more.

So I give it to her.

I guide her down just a little farther, watching her jaw stretch, her lashes flutter.

“Who knew my sweet little mom had a mouth this good,” I breathe, hips rocking forward just a little more. “Bet you’ve been dreaming of sucking off your stepson, huh?”

Her fingers tighten on my thigh. Her breath shudders through her nose, and she moans again—louder this time, the sound muffled around my cock but real. Raw.

“Thought about this while you were lying in bed, didn’t you?” I keep my voice low, firm, pulling her hair just enough to control the pace as she bobs her head now, caught in the rhythm I set. “Thought about dropping to your knees in secret. Getting a taste. Letting me fuck this pretty little mouth…”

She chokes slightly.

I pull her back just an inch, stroking her cheek, voice softening just enough to tease. “Shh… breathe, baby. Breathe through it.”

She obeys.

Takes a breath.

Slides back down again.

God, she’s good.

Her mouth is dripping now, spit slicking me from tip to base, her lips pink and swollen as she works harder, letting me guide her. Own her. Use her.

“You look so fucking pretty like this,” I growl. “Face full of your son’s cock. Like you were made for it.”

Her moan this time is almost a whimper—needy, high-pitched, like her body’s reacting more than her brain can process.

I’m close now.

So close.

But I want to see her lose it first.

I tighten my grip in her hair and still her for a second—deep, just the head resting on her tongue, her eyes locked on mine.

“You know you’re mine now, right?” I whisper, voice razor-soft. “You’re my slutty little stepmom.”

She nods.

Eyes wide.

Desperate.

I let her go.

And she devours me.

She’s a mess now.

Lips swollen, chin wet, eyes shining.

And she’s still working for it—head bobbing, tongue flicking against the underside of my cock with every pass, letting me guide her, use her. Her hands are trembling slightly where they grip my thighs, and her breath comes hard through her nose, but she doesn’t stop.

She’s in it.

Mine.

All mine.

“Fuck—” I groan, jaw tight, muscles tense. “You’re gonna make me come, baby.”

She moans again, needy and soft, and I feel her mouth tighten just slightly, like she wants it. Wants it all.

“Look at you,” I breathe. “My good little stepmom. Taking her son’s cock like she was born for it.”

She shivers.

Eyes flutter closed.

And I let go.

My hips jerk once, hard, my hand tightening in her hair as I sink deep—just enough. Not too far. Not too fast.

And I come.

Hot and thick against her tongue.

She whimpers, but she doesn’t pull back.

She takes it.

Every last drop.

I hold her there, my breath ragged, her lips sealed tight around me while I empty into her mouth.

“Fuck… that’s it,” I groan, stroking her hair, my thumb brushing the corner of her jaw. “Good girl. Such a good girl.”

She swallows.

Her eyes flick up to mine—hazy, wet, flushed—and I can see it there.

That little flicker of something.

Confusion.

Pride.

Want.

She starts to pull back, tongue dragging along the tip, and I guide her gently—carefully—off of me. A thin thread of spit and come clings between her lips and the head of my cock before it breaks.

I reach for a napkin in the console, but before I hand it to her, I lean down and press a kiss to her forehead.

“Perfect,” I whisper.

She doesn’t speak.

Just sits back in the seat, breath shaky, lips parted, chest rising and falling like she doesn’t quite know what just happened—but doesn’t regret it either.

Not even a little.

The diner’s only ten minutes from the bookstore, but it feels like a different world.

Bright, warm, filled with the smell of frying bacon and syrup. The kind of place with red vinyl booths, handwritten specials on a chalkboard, and a waitress who probably knows every customer by name.

Juliana is quiet beside me.

She hasn’t said much since the car.

She wiped her mouth with shaking hands, smoothed her hair in the mirror, and now she’s sitting across from me, pretending the table’s more interesting than it is. She hasn’t looked me in the eye since we walked in.

That’s fine.

She doesn’t have to.

I’ve got it all under control.

I stretch my arms across the back of the booth like it’s just another Saturday. Like I didn’t have her mouth wrapped around my cock ten minutes ago, moaning as she swallowed every drop.

“Cozy little place,” I say casually, scanning the menu like I haven’t been here a hundred times.

She nods without speaking.

Still flushed.

Still quiet.

Still mine.

The waitress comes over—older, cheerful, heart-shaped earrings swinging under her gray curls.

“Well, aren’t you two just the cutest,” she beams. “You celebrating something today, or just out on a date?”

Juliana stiffens.

Her mouth opens—probably to correct her.

But I don’t let her.

I just turn to her with a grin, hand sliding around the back of her neck, and kiss her.

Full.

Slow.

Deep.

Not hurried. Not lustful.

Just sure.

Like we’ve done it a hundred times.

Like it means nothing at all.

She gasps softly, but I don’t give her space to pull away—not until I’ve pressed her into it, felt the way her lips tremble under mine. When I finally let go, she’s wide-eyed, speechless, breath caught in her throat.

I glance at the waitress, still smiling like this is all perfectly normal.

“Two bacon cheeseburgers,” I say smoothly. “And a chocolate milkshake to split.”

The woman nods, scribbles it down, and walks off humming.

I lean back in the booth.

Juliana is still staring at me, lips parted, stunned into silence.

I sip from my water and smirk.

“What?” I ask, deadpan. “We are cute.”

She’s laughing again.

Not nervously, not forced—really laughing. Mouth full of fries, eyes squinting, that same soft hum in her laugh that I heard earlier at breakfast.

She’s trying so hard to pretend things are normal.

And I’m letting her.

For now.

I dip a fry into the little pool of ketchup between us and hold it out. “Open up.”

She rolls her eyes, cheeks already pink. “Roman—”

“C’mon,” I say with a smirk. “We’re a cute couple, remember?”

She huffs, but opens her mouth and lets me feed her.

Good girl.

The waitress passes by again, gives us a knowing smile, and I lean into it. I reach for the milkshake—two straws sticking from the top—and take a slow sip. Then I nudge it toward her with a nod.

She hesitates.

Then drinks from the same straw I did.

She doesn’t look at me while she does it, but I see the way her thighs shift beneath the table. The way her tongue lingers on the straw a second too long.

She’s still feeling it.

Still remembering the weight of me in her mouth.

Perfect.

I stretch, casually draping my arm behind her on the booth. We’re close enough that our thighs are already touching, her leg soft and warm against mine.

Then I lower my hand.

Slide it beneath the table.

She doesn’t notice at first.

Not until my fingers brush her knee.

She stiffens.

Keeps chewing her fry like everything’s fine.

I don’t stop.

I stroke slow circles up her thigh, over the denim of her jeans, then under it, between them. When my fingers press right where I know she’s starting to ache again, her breath catches.

She looks at me.

Sharp. Wide-eyed.

I keep chewing my burger like nothing’s happening.

“What’s wrong?” I ask, voice low.

She doesn’t answer.

So I unbutton her jeans.

Just one quick flick of my thumb.

She gasps—tiny—and looks around like someone might see.

But the diner’s half-empty. No one’s paying attention.

I slip my hand beneath the waistband, skin to skin now, and I feel it.

Warm.

Soft.

Wet.

I look at her.

Raise a brow.

“You’re soaked,” I murmur under my breath, calm and casual. “You’ve been sitting here dripping for me this whole time, haven’t you?”

“Roman,” she hisses, barely audible, panic flickering in her eyes.

I slide my fingers through her folds, slow and purposeful.

Her breath shudders.

She grips the edge of the table.

“You’re still my good little stepmom,” I whisper, letting one finger tease her entrance. “You’re just eating burgers with your son while he plays with your pussy. Nothing unusual.”

She swallows hard, her chest rising, jaw tight.

Then I push a finger inside.

Deep.

And her legs tense around my hand.

She moans—quiet. So soft I barely hear it.

I smirk.

Then reach across the table with my free hand and hold out another fry.

“Open,” I whisper again, smiling like this is nothing.

“Eat for me.”

She opens her mouth.

Takes the fry.

Chews slowly, eyes glassy, trying not to gasp as my fingers curl just right inside her under the table.

I lean in slightly, close enough that my breath grazes her ear.

“That’s it,” I whisper. “You look so sweet like this. Bet nobody here knows your pussy’s clenching around my fingers, huh?”

She flinches—barely—but her lips part, a tiny breath leaving her as I push deeper.

“Keep eating, mom,” I murmur, voice low and firm. “Be good.”

She grabs another fry with trembling fingers and forces herself to chew. Her thighs twitch against my wrist, her hips barely shifting beneath the table.

I find her clit with my thumb and circle.

Slow.

Precise.

She moans behind her teeth—biting it off like a cough.

I smile.

Then hold the milkshake toward her, straw aimed at her mouth.

“Thirsty?” I ask, like we’re just out for a casual lunch.

She doesn’t speak.

Just leans in and sips, eyes closed, lips wrapped around the straw while I fuck her with my fingers beneath the table.

She’s soaked. Slick dripping onto my hand, her cunt fluttering around my fingers like it’s trying to pull me deeper.

“You’re being so good for me,” I whisper, brushing a kiss behind her ear. “Letting your stepson finger you while you suck on a milkshake like you’re my good little housewife.”

She whimpers.

Body shaking now.

“Bet you dreamt about this,” I go on, voice darker now. “Didn’t you? Sitting across from me in public while I ruin your panties?”

She nods.

Just barely.

That’s all I need.

I press deeper. Thumb faster. Curl inside her, stroking the spot that makes her legs tighten, her hips twitch, her hands clench into the napkin in her lap.

“You gonna come for me right here?” I murmur, lips brushing her jaw. “Gonna make a mess on my hand while people walk by with pancakes?”

She shudders.

Clamps her lips shut.

And then she breaks.

Her body stiffens.

Then trembles.

A quiet moan—helpless, breathless—slips from her lips, and I feel her clench around me, wet and pulsing, her orgasm pouring through her in waves while she struggles to stay still.

I kiss her.

Right then.

Deep and slow and perfect—like she just told me she loved me.

Her mouth is warm and trembling, and I kiss her like she’s mine.

Because she is.

When I pull back, her eyes are half-lidded, dazed, lips parted and still catching her breath.

I slide my hand from her jeans slowly, casually, and suck my fingers into my mouth one by one.

“Delicious,” I murmur, licking her taste off my skin. “You want dessert, or are you full?”

The house is quiet again.

Same as before. Dark. Still.

Dad left an hour ago. Kissed her cheek, muttered something about the schedule, and headed out with his tie still crooked.

He didn’t notice how she flinched at the kiss.

Didn’t notice how she was already drifting into sleep on the couch, her thighs pressed together like something still pulsed between them from earlier.

He never notices.

But I do.

I always do.

I wait until the house is fully asleep—until I hear the hum of the refrigerator, the low tick of the hallway clock. Then I move. Bare feet on cold floor. Quiet steps down the hall. Her door isn’t locked. It never is.

She trusts this house.

She trusts me.

And that’s her first mistake.

The door creaks softly as I open it.

She’s curled in bed, same tank top as last time. One leg bent, the blanket half kicked off. The room smells like lavender and heat and something faintly sweet—her.

I shut the door behind me and let the dark close in.

Then I cross the room.

I don’t ask.

I just pull back the blanket and slide in beside her, the mattress dipping under my weight.

She doesn’t wake.

She shifts slightly, breath deepening, body adjusting to the presence behind her like it’s natural.

Like it belongs.

I press against her back.

She’s warm.

Soft.

Mine.

My hand slips beneath her tank top again, finding her breast the way I did that first night—cupping, kneading, thumb brushing slowly across her nipple until it hardens beneath my touch.

She moans softly in her sleep.

Like her body remembers me.

I kiss her shoulder. Her neck. Breathe in the scent of her skin as I let my hand trail lower.

No panties tonight.

Just skin.

Bare and waiting.

I slide my fingers between her thighs and find her already damp.

Already open.

Already ready.

“Dreaming of me again, mom?” I whisper against her throat, voice thick, low, possessive. “Missed your stepson, didn’t you?”

She whimpers in her sleep, hips shifting, and that’s all the permission I need.

I slide on top of her.

Line myself up.

And press in.

She’s soaked.

Her body welcomes me the second I push in—tight and warm, already stretching to take me the way it did before. Slowly. Inch by inch. Like she’s been waiting all day for this moment.

For me.

Her breath changes first.

Not awake.

Not quite.

But her chest rises more sharply beneath me, her thighs twitch slightly, and she moans—soft and broken—into the pillow as I fill her.

Deep.

I still once I’m fully inside, buried to the base, letting her body adjust to the pressure of me. She shifts under the weight of it, one hand clutching the sheets like her dreams are starting to blur into something she doesn’t understand.

I stay close.

Wrapped around her.

My mouth against her ear.

“You feel that, mom?” I whisper. “That’s your stepson. Back where he belongs.”

She breathes out, a tiny sound—half gasp, half whimper—and I rock my hips slowly. Just a little. Just enough to make her body respond, her walls pulsing around me like she knows who’s inside her, even if her mind is still far away.

I kiss the side of her neck, soft and slow, my hand sliding up under her tank top again to cup her breast. I squeeze gently, thumb brushing across her nipple until she shifts again, hips moving—seeking—even in sleep.

She wants it.

Even here.

Even like this.

My other hand slides under her thigh, lifting it slightly, angling her hips to take me deeper.

I move again.

Slow.

Long strokes.

Pulling nearly all the way out before pressing back in—deeper, fuller, every inch of me dragging against every inch of her.

She moans.

Louder this time.

Her head tilts back.

I lean in, lips brushing her temple.

“You’re so perfect like this,” I breathe. “So fucking soft. You don’t even know what you’re giving me.”

She presses back against me, unconsciously grinding her hips as I thrust again—slow and deep, the bed creaking softly beneath us.

“God, you take me so well,” I growl, voice breaking. “Like you were made for it.”

She gasps.

Her thighs tense.

And I know she’s close.

Already.

Her body’s remembering me now. That car ride. That kiss in the diner. The way I fingered her under the table while she drank from my straw like a good little housewife.

I slide my hand between her legs and find her clit, circling it with slow, steady pressure while I keep thrusting deep inside her.

She arches.

Breath sharp.

Moans again—still dreaming. Still somewhere in between.

But she’s mine.

Every part of her.

And when she finally breaks again—when her body clamps around me, wet and pulsing, her hips rocking back into mine in a helpless rhythm—I press a kiss to her mouth, soft and slow, swallowing the sounds she makes as she comes.

I don’t stop.

I fuck her through it, holding her tight, whispering in her ear.

“That’s it. Good girl. Let your son fill you up.”

She gasps again.

Barely awake.

But open.

And when I come, it’s deep—deep—my cock twitching as I spill inside her for the second time. My body presses flush to hers, burying every drop of it where it belongs.

I stay like that.

Still.

Breathing hard.

My hand over her heart, my cock still inside her.

She sighs in her sleep, shifting slightly like she’s finding comfort in it—never knowing how full she really is.

I kiss her shoulder.

Tuck the blanket back around her.

And pull her close against my chest, just like before—curling her hand over my forearm, placing it there.

Like she chose me.

Like she always does.

She’s still asleep when I wake.

The sun’s starting to creep through the curtains, painting the sheets in faint gold. The air is warm, still thick with the scent of sweat and skin and sex. Her back is to my chest, her body soft and slack against me, our legs tangled.

And I’m still inside her.

Deep.

Warm.

Home.

I shift slightly, and she sighs—low, content, still half-lost in whatever dream I never gave her permission to leave.

My hand rests on her hip, lazy. Possessive.

And I move.

Just once.

A slow, thick roll of my hips. Her body hugs me like it never let me go. Like she wants this. Like she knows.

Another slow thrust.

She stirs this time.

Fingers twitch. Shoulders shift.

I kiss her shoulder.

Then her neck.

Another thrust.

Lazy.

Deep.

Not urgent—just… there.

Like we’ve done this a thousand times before.

“Morning, sweetheart,” I whisper against her skin, my voice thick with sleep and satisfaction. “You slept so well.”

She breathes in sharply—just a little. The faintest sound of confusion. Maybe even recognition.

But I don’t let her speak.

I kiss the back of her neck, then her cheek.

And keep moving.

Slow.

Steady.

Thrusting in and out of her like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

Like we wake up like this every morning.

“You’re so warm,” I murmur, nuzzling her hair. “I think you were dreaming about me again.”

She shifts.

Not away.

Just slightly.

I slide my hand up her stomach, under her tank top, and cup her breast—thumb brushing her nipple until it stiffens under my touch.

“You always get like this in the morning,” I whisper. “Clingy. Wet. Sweet.”

She opens her mouth.

I thrust again.

She gasps instead of speaking.

“Shhh…” I murmur. “Let’s just stay like this a little longer.”

I kiss her again.

Soft.

Loving.

My cock still inside her, thick and pulsing, hips moving in that same slow rhythm.

She trembles beneath me.

Her breath’s picking up now.

But I never stop.

“I was thinking,” I continue, my voice light, casual. “Maybe we could go somewhere today. You and me. That bookstore again? Or that park you used to go to, the one with the little pond?”

She tries to turn her head, like she’s finally waking enough to ask what’s happening, maybe to say no, maybe to say stop.

I kiss her lips before she can.

Swallow the thought before it forms.

Then I keep fucking her.

Slow.

Full.

Unstoppable.

“Or we could stay in,” I murmur, voice thick with fondness, as I press deeper into her. “Spend the whole day right here. Just me and my sweet little stepmom.


Chapter 3

Two weeks.

That’s all it took.

Fourteen nights of slipping into her room like I belonged there. Fourteen mornings of waking up still inside her, her body slow and soft and used. A handful of afternoons with her in my lap at the kitchen table, moaning into my palm while my fingers worked beneath her sundress.

Once in the back of the grocery store. Once in the park bathroom.

She hasn’t said a word.

Not once.

But she doesn’t stop me.

Not when I slide into bed behind her.

Not when I wake her with my cock already buried inside her.

Not when I lean over at lunch and murmur, “Spread for me.”

It’s not resistance anymore.

It’s routine.

She’s mine, and her body knows it better than she does.

And tonight?

Tonight isn’t going to be any different.

Even with dad asleep right beside her.

Even with his back turned and the covers pulled up to his chest and the sound of his breathing soft and even in the dark.

He won’t wake.

He never does.

But she’s already starting to stir as I ease into the bed behind her. Her body shifts instinctively, hips rolling slightly, thighs parting just enough to make room for me.

She’s not awake.

Not really.

But she knows I’m here.

I pull the blankets back just enough to see her skin—bare beneath her nightgown. No panties.

Good girl.

I kiss the back of her shoulder, soft and slow, then press my cock to her folds.

She’s already wet.

Already open.

My hand slides over her hip as I start to push in, inch by inch, the way I’ve done every night for two weeks.

Except this time?

Her husband’s in the bed with us.

And she still lets me.

Still takes it.

Still arches just enough to give me everything.

She doesn’t even flinch when I push in.

Just a soft, sleepy sigh as I fill her—inch by inch, her slick heat wrapping around me like she’s been waiting for this since sundown. Her thighs part just enough, her hips tilt in the smallest unconscious motion. The same little surrender I’ve coaxed from her every night.

Only tonight?

Dad is right beside her.

Breathing steady.

Oblivious.

Trusting.

And I don’t give a single fuck.

Because she’s mine.

I slide in all the way, burying myself to the hilt, my chest pressed to her back, my mouth at her ear.

“Good girl,” I whisper, soft as breath. “Still opens up for me, even with him right here.”

She trembles beneath me—just a twitch, just a flicker—but she doesn’t pull away.

She never does.

I rock my hips forward again, slow and deep.

“You feel that?” I murmur, voice low and thick. “That’s your stepson, baby. Filling you up. Stretching your sweet little pussy while dad sleeps inches away.”

She gasps.

Not loud.

Not even fully awake.

But her breath stutters against the pillow.

I reach up and gently cup her breast under the nightgown, thumb brushing her nipple until it stiffens beneath the cotton.

“You like this,” I whisper. “Don’t you?”

Another thrust.

Long. Heavy.

“You love it. Love letting me fuck you while he’s right there, completely fucking useless.”

She moans.

Quiet.

Broken.

My hand slides down her stomach, under the blanket, between her thighs.

And she’s soaked.

Dripping for me.

I start circling her clit in slow, lazy circles while I keep moving inside her, every thrust deep and possessive, my mouth never leaving her ear.

“Bet you’ve been dreaming about this all day,” I whisper. “About your son sneaking in while you lie next to your husband, pretending you’re still his.”

I thrust again—just a little harder this time.

She gasps, louder than she should.

I cover her mouth gently with my hand.

“Shhh… can’t wake dad,” I murmur. “That’d be rude.”

She’s trembling now.

Breath fast.

Hips rolling back into mine without her realizing it.

I grind deeper, my cock buried to the base, fingers slick from her clit as she starts to tighten around me.

“You’re gonna come,” I whisper. “Aren’t you? Right here in bed next to him. While your real man fucks you slow and deep and full.”

Her eyes flutter.

She moans under my hand.

And I keep going.

Steady.

Patient.

Relentless.

“Such a good little slut, mom,” I breathe. “Taking your son’s cock so well, even when you know you shouldn’t.”

Her breath is trembling against my palm.

Her thighs are shaking around my hips.

And her pussy is so tight, so slick, clenching around me like it doesn’t know how to let go.

But I know.

I know what she needs.

I press deeper.

Thrust slow.

So deep I can feel her whole body tighten, her moan barely contained under my hand.

“That’s it,” I whisper against her ear, kissing just beneath it. “Go on. Let go for me. Come for your stepson.”

She tries to hold it back—I can feel the way her body fights it, the way she tenses, desperate to stay silent. But it’s too late.

She’s already gone.

Her orgasm crashes through her like a wave, her body spasming against mine, hips grinding back into me in frantic little rolls she can’t control. She moans into my hand—desperate, broken—and I feel it. Every pulse, every clench, every shiver as she comes.

Hard.

Right next to him.

And I don’t stop.

I keep fucking her through it, holding her mouth, whispering to her like we’re the only two people in the world.

“Such a good girl… fuck, you’re perfect… this pussy was made for me.”

She’s still fluttering around me, still whimpering when I push in one more time—

—and I lose it.

My thrusts turn sharp, deep, needing.

I grab her hip and pull her tight against me, grinding as I bury myself to the hilt and let go.

I come inside her hard.

Thick.

Hot.

Spilling deep until I can feel it leak around the base of my cock, her cunt so full of me there’s no space left.

I groan into her neck.

Bite down.

Kiss the mark.

And she just takes it.

Breathing ragged, body limp, trembling in my arms as I stay inside her.

Connected.

Claiming.

I don’t pull out.

I wrap an arm around her waist, pulling her back into me, the tip of my cock still seated deep inside where I belong.

I kiss her shoulder.

Stroke her hair.

And whisper one last thing before we both drift into sleep.

“Sweet dreams, mom.”

She’s still asleep when I start moving inside her.

Slow. Lazy. Like my cock never left her all night—and really, it didn’t.

She’s soft around me, warm and wet, body shifting slightly with every slow grind of my hips, her breath catching even before she’s fully conscious.

I kiss her shoulder.

Her jaw.

Then her lips.

She moans into my mouth—quiet and dazed, her thighs tightening around my hips like she’s dreaming of this.

She is.

Because it’s not a dream anymore.

It’s routine.

I move again—deeper this time—and that’s when the mattress shifts.

The other side.

Dad.

I don’t stop.

I just keep fucking her slow and easy while I stroke her breast under the covers, the rise and fall of my hips buried beneath the blanket.

Greg groans. Stretches.

I feel Juliana tense—but I don’t let her pull away. My grip tightens gently on her hip. I thrust again, slow and full.

Then his voice cuts through the dark, thick with sleep.

“Roman?”

I pull my mouth from her neck.

Turn my head.

Smile faintly, calm as ever.

“Hey,” I say softly. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to wake you.”

A pause.

“…What are you doing in here?”

I stroke my hand up Juliana’s stomach, lazy and slow, as my cock sinks deeper inside her.

“She was having a bad dream last night. Heard her from the hall,,” I say, like it’s nothing. “Sounded pretty rough so I came to check on her.”

Greg shifts behind us. “She okay?”

“She calmed down eventually,” I murmur. “Clung to me so tight I couldn’t leave if I tried.”

Juliana lets out the tiniest, broken breath—but I kiss the back of her neck before it can become anything more.

“She’s sleeping really well now,” I add, almost proudly.

“Oh…” Greg sighs. “That’s… nice of you.”

I chuckle softly, fingers slipping beneath her tank top, rolling her nipple between my fingers while I thrust into her again—slow, careful, just enough to keep her full and aching.

“You headed out soon?” I ask gently. “Didn’t you pick up an extra shift this morning?”

He groans again, sitting up slightly.

“Yeah, yeah. I’ll get moving.”

“Take your time,” I say sweetly, kissing Juliana’s shoulder while her body clenches around me under the sheets. “We’re not going anywhere.”

Greg gets up.

The bed creaks.

Footsteps move across the room, and I never stop fucking her.

Not once.

By the time the door closes behind him, I’m already thrusting deeper again, my mouth back at her ear.

“Told you,” I whisper, voice dark and full of heat. “You’re mine. Even with him in the bed.”

The door closes.

The lock clicks.

And just like that—we’re alone again.

She exhales, shaky and broken, but I don’t stop. My cock is still buried deep inside her, my hips rolling in that same lazy rhythm. Like nothing changed. Like I’m not still fucking her in the bed she shares with her husband.

But now?

Now I don’t have to be careful.

“You were so good,” I whisper against her ear, voice thick and warm. “So quiet. Letting me fuck you while he was right there.”

She whimpers.

Her body’s trembling now—fighting it, craving it, needing what she knows is coming.

I thrust a little deeper.

A little harder.

My hand slides down between her thighs, fingers finding her clit—wet, swollen, aching. She gasps the moment I touch it.

“Yeah,” I breathe. “That’s it. You’re soaked for me. Been keeping it in all night, haven’t you?”

She nods—barely. Helplessly.

Her hips start to move back into mine, instinctive and desperate.

“You want to come again,” I murmur, fingers working in slow circles. “Don’t you, mom?”

She moans, muffled against the pillow.

“You want your stepson to fuck you so full you can’t think straight.”

She moans louder—losing it—and I don’t slow down. My pace stays steady, deep, grinding inside her like I’m sealing it in. Like I’m claiming her again.

And I am.

“I’ve ruined you,” I whisper. “And you love it.”

She’s close.

I can feel it—the way her muscles tighten, her breath stutters, her legs shake around mine.

And I don’t give her a second to catch up.

I fuck her through it.

Push her over.

Hard.

She comes with a sharp gasp, her whole body spasming around me, her pussy clenching so tight it pulls another groan from my throat. I hold her there, hand over her mouth now as she cries out against my palm, every sound swallowed into the sheets.

I don’t stop.

Not until she’s gone limp in my arms, still twitching, still dripping around me.

Only then do I kiss her.

Slow.

Deep.

“You’re perfect,” I murmur. “My good little stepmom.”

And I thrust once more.

And come inside her all over again.

She tries to move like nothing’s changed.

Like her pussy isn’t still soaked and swollen from taking me twice.

Like she didn’t just come shaking around my cock while her husband was getting dressed on the other side of the bed.

She gets up slowly, legs trembling a little, slipping the tank top back down to cover her chest. She reaches for a pair of sleep shorts from the dresser.

That’s when I grab her.

I catch her wrist before the fabric touches her skin.

And I take the shorts from her hand.

“No.”

She blinks, startled. “I—what?”

I stare at her. Calm. Unshakable.

“You don’t need clothes right now.”

Her brows knit. “Roman—”

I slap her ass.

Hard.

Not playful.

Claiming.

She gasps, stumbling forward a step, hand flying back to cover herself.

“You walk around this house naked unless I tell you otherwise,” I say, voice low and even. “Understand?”

She turns to face me—cheeks flushed, lip parted, still a little stunned.

But she doesn’t argue.

Not really.

She just stands there, bare and beautiful, breathing like her heart’s trying to catch up to what her body already knows.

I step closer, hand sliding over the curve of her hip, then give her another sharp slap—just because I can.

She flinches. Moans.

“You’re mine, sweetheart,” I murmur. “You wear what I give you. Or nothing at all.”

She nods.

Small. Quiet.

But she nods.

“Good girl.”

I kiss her shoulder, then trail my hand down her back, between her thighs, where she’s still leaking with every step.

“You’re dripping down your leg,” I whisper. “Why would we cover that up?”

She shivers.

And follows me to the kitchen.

Bare.

Obedient.

Owned.

She’s in front of the stove, barefoot, naked, making breakfast like a good little housewife.

Pan sizzling.

Eggs cracking.

Dripping between her thighs and pretending like nothing’s changed.

But I see the way her hands shake a little.

I see the blush on her cheeks when she opens the fridge and remembers she’s completely exposed. That if anyone walked through the front door right now, they’d see everything—every mark I’ve left, every place she’s leaking.

And she still listens.

Because I told her to.

I step in behind her, press my chest to her back, and reach around to cup her tits—rough and greedy, no warning.

She gasps, dropping the spatula onto the stovetop.

I slap one breast—hard enough to make her flinch, soft enough to make her moan.

“That wasn’t permission to get distracted,” I murmur, twisting her nipple between my fingers.

“Roman—”

I cut her off by spinning her around to face me.

She stumbles slightly, wide-eyed, lips parted.

I grab her by the hair—gentle but firm—and guide her down to her knees in front of me.

“You’ll have breakfast,” I say. “But first, it’s my turn.”

She swallows.

But she doesn’t hesitate.

She opens her mouth.

I take my cock out, already hard, and smack it against her cheek once—then the other.

She gasps at the contact, lips parting wider.

I grin.

Then stroke myself slowly, rubbing the head across her lips, letting precum smear against them like gloss.

“You look prettier like this,” I murmur. “Mouth open. Tits out. No clothes. Just mine.”

She moans, soft and shivering.

I guide her mouth over the head, slipping in slow.

Warm.

Wet.

Perfect.

Her lips seal around me, and I press deeper, one hand on the back of her head, the other grabbing a fistful of her tits and slapping them—just because I want to hear that sound.

Slap.

Moan.

Slap.

Groan.

“Yeah,” I breathe, hips rolling forward, “you suck cock better on your knees anyway.”

She gags slightly—then recovers, taking more.

And I just smile.

Because breakfast can wait.

But this?

This is exactly how the day should start.

She gags once—just softly—but catches the rhythm again, her hands gripping my thighs, cheeks flushed and wet as I fuck her mouth with slow, deep thrusts.

Her lips stretch tight around my cock.

Spit clings to her chin.

She moans when I thrust deeper—like she’s trying to prove she can take more.

I grab the back of her head, fingers tangled in her hair, and rock forward.

Hard.

She takes it.

All of it.

“Fuck,” I growl. “You really are a good little cock-sleeve in the morning.”

She moans around me, and I slap her tits again—harder this time.

The sound echoes off the kitchen tile.

Behind her, I hear the sizzle of eggs in the pan.

Smells like butter and burnt edges.

I grin.

“Better finish me off quick, mom,” I murmur, my voice sharp, breath tight. “Or you’re gonna burn breakfast.”

Her eyes widen.

She speeds up.

Head bobbing faster now, throat working, spit dripping down her chest.

I fuck her mouth deeper—harder.

Fist in her hair, using her.

She gags again—but doesn’t stop.

Doesn’t dare stop.

“That’s it,” I groan, muscles locking. “Be a good girl and swallow your son’s cum like you mean it.”

She moans—loud, messy, desperate.

And I break.

I thrust deep—to the base—my cock twitching as I pour into her mouth, hot and thick and endless.

She moans again.

Swallows.

Keeps her lips sealed around me until I’ve given her every drop.

I pull back slowly, her chin soaked, her mouth red and used and perfect.

“Good girl,” I pant, stroking her cheek with my thumb. “Now flip those eggs.”

She stands slowly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, chin still wet with spit and cum. She doesn’t speak. Doesn’t meet my eyes. Just turns back to the stove like she’s supposed to finish breakfast now.

I let her.

For a minute.

I watch her hips sway as she stirs the eggs, bare skin glowing in the morning light. Her thighs are still slick—my cum from last night, and now from her throat.

She flips the burner off just in time.

I step up behind her, hands on her waist, and kiss her shoulder.

“Plate it,” I say softly.

She nods.

Silently obedient.

She serves the eggs and toast, sets them on the table, and turns to grab a fork—but I catch her wrist.

“Uh-uh.”

She pauses.

I drag the chair out with my foot and sit down, spreading my legs wide.

“Come here.”

Her breath catches. “Roman—”

“I told you,” I murmur, voice calm but firm. “You don’t wear clothes in this house unless I say. And you don’t sit anywhere that isn’t me.”

She hesitates.

Just a second.

Then steps between my legs, straddling me, bare skin brushing mine.

I grab my cock, already half-hard again, and guide her down.

She gasps when I press the tip against her opening.

Still warm.

Still soaked.

Still ready.

“You can sit, mom,” I whisper. “But only on your son.”

She sinks down—slowly, thighs trembling—and I feel her stretch around me, inch by inch, until she’s seated.

Fully.

Completely.

Her breath stutters. Her nails dig into my shoulders.

I wrap an arm around her waist.

And pick up my fork.

“Eat,” I say, calm and easy, lifting a bite of egg to her lips.

She opens her mouth.

Takes it.

Chews.

All while she’s stuffed full of my cock at the breakfast table.

I feed her again.

Then myself.

I squeeze her ass between bites, slide my fingers up her spine, keep her tight against me.

She doesn’t move.

Doesn’t shift.

She just stays.

On me.

Where she belongs.

Roman

She shifts slightly on my lap—just the smallest adjustment, like she forgot for half a second what she’s sitting on.

I remind her.

My hand slides down her back, over the curve of her ass, and I thrust up into her once—just enough to make her gasp.

She grips the table.

Eyes wide.

I grin.

“Careful,” I murmur, calm and quiet. “Wouldn’t want to spill anything.”

She swallows hard.

And stays still.

I pick up another bite of egg with the fork and hold it to her lips.

She opens her mouth without hesitation now. Chews. Swallows.

Good girl.

“You’re getting better at this,” I say, sliding my other hand between her thighs where she’s spread open over my lap, my cock still buried deep inside her.

She twitches.

But doesn’t stop eating.

“You like sitting on your son like this?” I ask softly, brushing her clit with slow circles. “You like feeling full while I feed you breakfast?”

She moans—quiet, broken.

I dip my fingers into her mouth next. She takes them, sucks obediently, tongue swirling like she’s desperate to please me even with her mouth full.

“Yeah,” I murmur, fucking her with my fingers and my cock at the same time. “You were made for this.”

She moans louder around my fingers.

I pull them free and replace them with another bite of food.

“You sit on me. I feed you. You come when I say. You wear what I give you—or nothing at all.”

She nods, trembling, eyes glassy.

I feed her a piece of toast next, brushing a kiss to her temple as I fuck her just a little deeper—still slow, still easy.

“After this,” I say, “you’re going to clean up the kitchen.”

Another lazy thrust.

“You’ll do it just like this. My cock inside you. The whole time.”

She gasps.

Moans.

I smile.

And give her another bite.

Because this?

This is her new normal.

And I’m just getting started.

She’s dressed exactly how I told her to.

A soft floral sundress, thin straps barely clinging to her shoulders, the hem brushing mid-thigh with every step. No bra. No panties. Just her flushed, naked body under a layer of cotton and obedience.

She looks perfect.

I walk behind her, pushing the cart with one hand, the other resting on the small of her back—claiming her in the most innocent way possible.

Except there’s nothing innocent about the way she trembles when I slide that hand a little lower, brushing the bare curve of her ass beneath the dress.

She gasps softly.

I lean in.

“Don’t act surprised,” I whisper. “You knew what this dress was for.”

She glances back at me, cheeks red, lips parted.

I slide two fingers between her thighs as she steps toward the shelf—just enough to feel how wet she is.

Soaked.

And she hasn’t even seen what aisle we’re heading to next.

I lean closer. “You’re dripping down your legs.”

“Roman—”

“Shhh,” I murmur. “You want everyone to know what your stepson does to you?”

She swallows hard.

I grab a box of cereal with one hand and slide my fingers into her with the other—quick, deep, knuckles brushing her soaked folds.

She lets out a soft gasp and grabs the cart for balance.

My smile is calm.

Controlled.

The aisle’s empty.

For now.

I fuck her with two fingers—slow and firm—my body angled just enough to block the view. Anyone walking by would just see a couple shopping for breakfast.

They wouldn’t know I’m knuckle-deep in her cunt.

Wouldn’t know she’s soaked the inside of her dress.

Wouldn’t know she came this morning while riding my cock in a kitchen chair.

Until she gasps.

Until she starts to shake.

Then I freeze.

Because I hear it.

Voices.

Male.

Close.

And familiar.

I slide my hand free—wet fingers curling around the cart handle just as they turn the corner.

Greg.

With a coworker from the plant.

Juliana stiffens.

I don’t.

I smile.

“Hey,” I say, calm as ever. “Look who’s here.”

Greg blinks, surprised. “Oh—Roman? And Juliana. Didn’t know you were out this morning.”

Juliana forces a polite smile. Her face is pink. Her nipples are stiff under the thin dress. She keeps her hands in front of her like they’ll hide the truth.

Greg doesn’t notice.

His friend gives a little wave. “Morning.”

“Running a few errands,” I say easily, sliding my arm around Juliana’s waist. “She looked so good, I had to show her off.”

I squeeze her hip.

She jolts.

Her thighs are trembling.

Greg chuckles. “Well, she does look nice. Right, Tom?”

Tom nods, glancing at her with a too-casual smile. “Yeah. Very summery.”

I lean in, kiss her cheek.

And slide my hand back under the hem of her dress.

She gasps, barely containing it.

I don’t care.

I don’t stop.

Because they don’t know what I’m doing.

But she does.

And that’s all that matters.

My fingers slide back between her thighs.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Hidden beneath the fabric of that sweet little sundress she wore just for me.

She tenses instantly.

Her breath catches.

But she doesn’t stop me.

Of course she doesn’t.

Because we’ve been doing this long enough that her body knows—when I touch her, she opens. No questions. No delay. Just wet heat and silent surrender.

Greg keeps talking, oblivious as always.

Something about a supply delay at the plant. Work stress. Overtime shifts.

I don’t care.

Because Juliana’s standing beside me in the cereal aisle, her husband inches away, and my fingers are fucking her slow and deep.

And she’s barely breathing.

Tom—the coworker—glances between us, grinning.

“Gotta say,” he chuckles, “if I didn’t know better, I’d think you two were the couple.”

Juliana freezes.

I don’t.

I smile.

Slide my fingers deeper.

She twitches beside me.

Her mouth opens like she’s going to speak—but no sound comes out.

Because I just curled my fingers right there.

Tom laughs.

Greg laughs.

I look at her—calm, gentle.

Then back to them.

“Well,” I say, pulling her closer, kissing her temple, “we do spend a lot of time together.”

I press my palm hard between her thighs, circling her clit beneath the dress with just enough pressure to make her legs shake.

Tom grins. “Must be nice, having someone around who actually notices you.”

Greg chuckles, distracted, not catching the edge in his friend’s tone.

But Juliana does.

And her pussy clamps down on my fingers.

Hard.

I glance at her—she’s shaking, barely keeping upright, her hand gripping the cart handle so tight her knuckles are white.

She’s about to come.

Right here.

In front of both of them.

I thrust again.

Circle again.

She makes a tiny sound.

Barely audible.

Greg looks at her. “You okay, babe?”

She nods.

Too fast.

Too breathless.

Tom raises a brow.

I smile.

“She’s fine,” I say. “Just a little… overwhelmed.”

My fingers slide faster now—short, shallow strokes, circling her clit with expert pressure until her thighs lock tight and her body jerks beside me.

She comes.

Hard.

She moans—but bites it down, her whole body trembling, every muscle clenched as I hold her in place and keep working her through it.

Greg doesn’t notice.

Tom might.

But he doesn’t say a word.

Juliana leans into me, flushed, gasping softly against my chest like she’s just lightheaded.

And I kiss the top of her head.

“Think we better get going,” I say cheerfully, sliding my fingers free and licking them clean. “Long list today.”

Greg nods, already distracted by his phone.

Tom watches us go.

And Juliana walks out of the aisle dripping, broken, and full of me.

Just the way I like her.

The drive home is quiet.

She’s flushed, legs trembling, dress sticking to the insides of her thighs.

I don’t speak.

Neither does she.

And that’s good—because I’m not feeling talkative.

Not after what I heard.

“You okay, babe?”

Like he had a right to call her that.

Like she wasn’t already coming all over my fingers while he stood three feet away.

I grip the steering wheel tighter.

That word’s still echoing in my head, scraping down my spine like glass.

Babe.

He doesn’t get to say that anymore.

Not after everything I’ve done to her.

Everything she’s begged for.

He doesn’t own her.

I do.

We pull into the driveway.

I kill the engine.

Then turn to her.

She won’t meet my eyes.

She knows.

I open her door.

“Inside,” I say, voice low. Sharp. “Now.”

She climbs out, legs still shaking.

She doesn’t ask questions.

She doesn’t speak.

She walks to the front door barefoot, dress swaying around her thighs.

And I follow.

When the door closes behind us, I don’t wait.

I grab her by the wrist and pull her into the living room, pushing her against the wall, one hand sliding up under her dress to grab her bare ass.

“You let him call you babe,” I murmur, voice quiet and dangerous.

She gasps. “I—I didn’t—”

“I don’t care what you meant to do,” I growl. “You let him talk like you still belong to him.”

Her eyes go wide. She shakes her head. “Roman, no, I—”

I grab her by the throat—not hard. Not to hurt. Just enough to still her. To own her.

My lips are at her ear.

“You don’t belong to dad,” I whisper. “You don’t get to answer to his words.”

My hand slides down her front.

Back between her thighs.

And I feel it.

She’s wet again.

Of course she is.

Because this is what her body understands.

I press two fingers inside her and slam her back against the wall, grinding my palm against her clit.

“You come when I tell you to,” I growl. “You take my cock. You wear what I say. You come in public when I tell you to, and you answer to me.”

She gasps, mouth falling open.

I press harder, rougher.

“You want to be a good girl again?”

She nods, shaking, panting.

“Then bend over the couch,” I say.

She moves instantly.

She bends over the couch without hesitation.

Good.

She’s learning.

But not fast enough.

Not when she let that word slip past her lips like it still meant something.

“Babe.”

I stand behind her, watching the way her bare ass curves under the hem of her sundress. Her legs are shaking. Her hands grip the cushions.

I don’t ask if she’s ready.

I lift the dress.

And I bring my palm down hard.

She gasps—body jolting forward, toes curling.

Another slap.

Then another.

Crack. Crack. Crack.

Each one leaves a blooming red handprint across her skin.

Her whimper turns into a sob, soft and broken.

“Count,” I growl.

She chokes out, “O-one…”

I hit her again.

“Louder.”

“Two—”

Her voice breaks.

Tears drip down her cheeks as I spank her over and over, my hand marking her like I’m branding her—reminding her exactly who she belongs to.

“Say it,” I snarl between strikes. “Who owns this pussy?”

“You do,” she whimpers.

“Who fucks you until you forget your name?”

“You do—Roman, please—”

Crack.

Her whole body shakes.

Her ass is red and glowing, skin trembling under my hand, and her pussy is dripping.

Because she needs this.

She needs to be taken.

I grab her by the hair, pull her upright, and growl into her ear:

“Say it again. Say who you belong to.”

“You, Roman. I belong to you.”

“Damn right you do.”

I shove her forward, and she cries out as her stomach hits the back of the couch.

I don’t waste another second.

I grab her hips.

And I slam into her.

Hard.

Deep.

Fucking ruthless.

She screams—ragged and raw—her body jolting forward as I bury every inch of my cock inside her.

“No more ‘babe,’” I growl into her ear. “No more pretending. You’re mine. You’re my sweet, slutty little stepmom, and I’ll ruin you every time you forget it.”

She sobs.

And takes it.

I fuck her harder than I ever have—pistoning into her with brutal, punishing thrusts, grabbing her hair, slapping her ass again mid-fuck just to feel her jolt around me.

Her walls clamp down.

Tight.

Soaked.

Desperate.

I reach around and rub her clit in rough, fast circles.

She tries to fight it.

But her body gives out.

She screams as she comes—hard and helpless—her pussy clenching around my cock like it needs to hold me there.

And I don’t stop.

I pound through her orgasm, thrusting deeper, faster, until I snap.

I slam into her one last time—deep enough to make her cry out again—and I come hard, filling her with a growl that shakes my chest.

I stay there.

Panting.

Sweating.

Holding her down.

Filling her so deep there’s no room left for lies.

Then I lean over her body, lips to her ear.

And whisper:

“Next time he calls you that… you look him in the eye and say, ‘I belong to Roman.’ Got it?”

She nods, shaking.

Destroyed.

Marked.

Mine.

She’s on her back in the middle of the living room floor.

Legs spread.

Hair a mess.

Skin flushed, mouth open, tits bouncing with every deep, hard thrust of my cock inside her.

The front door’s unlocked.

The lights are on.

I don’t care.

Because this isn’t about hiding anymore.

This is about owning her completely.

I grab her by the thighs and slam into her, rough and deep, her pussy clenching around me, already soaked and sloppy from the first round I gave her on the kitchen counter.

She moans—loud, high-pitched, shameless.

“Roman—fuck—Roman—”

“That’s right,” I growl, slapping her breast hard enough to make her gasp. “Say my fucking name.”

She does.

Over and over.

I fuck her harder.

No mercy.

No filters.

Just skin and sweat and the sound of her body taking me the way it was meant to.

The front door clicks open.

I hear it.

She hears it.

But I don’t stop.

I don’t stop.

Because I want him to see.

Dad.

Greg.

He steps in, bags in hand, shoulders sagging from a long shift. He looks up—

And freezes.

“Juliana—?”

His voice cracks.

My cock slams deep again, and she screams.

“Roman—”

Greg stares.

Drops the bag.

The sound echoes.

She tries to twist away, instinctively reaching for the blanket—too late. I pin her arms down above her head, hips still hammering into her soaked, used pussy as I look him in the eye.

He doesn’t move.

Doesn’t speak.

His face drains of color.

Then he finally manages it.

One stupid, pathetic word.

“Babe?”

I smile.

Slow.

Dark.

I lean over her, still fucking her hard enough the slap of skin fills the room.

And I whisper to her.

“Tell him.”

She’s sobbing—moaning—completely wrecked, her eyes wild and wet.

But she says it.

Broken.

Honest.

Loud enough to shatter whatever delusion he had left.

“I belong to Roman.”


Epilogue

The baby’s fed and quiet.

Down the hall, soft lullaby music plays from the monitor—gentle, low, peaceful. The house is warm, filled with the faint smell of something baking and fresh linen. The sun filters through the tall windows, catching the edges of Juliana’s bare skin as she steps into the living room.

She’s glowing.

Soft belly still rounding again with our second.

Her tits full, flushed from nursing.

Her thighs a little heavier, her hips wider.

Perfect.

She’s not wearing anything.

Just her.

Just mine.

And when she sees me—spread out on the couch, coffee in hand, scrolling idly—she walks straight over without a word and climbs into my lap like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

Because it is.

She lowers herself onto my cock with a soft sigh, like she’s been needing it all morning. My hands slide to her waist, steadying her as I slide deep inside her, warm and slow, her body stretching around me like home.

She rocks her hips gently, moaning into my neck.

I kiss her temple.

“Morning, sweetheart.”

She hums.

Smiling.

Wife.

Mine.

Behind us, footsteps approach.

Dragging. Hesitant.

And then he appears.

Dad.

Greg.

Still thin. Still tired. Still living out of the guest room in the house I bought her. Hair thinner now. Shoulders smaller. Job gone. Pride gone.

He stops when he sees her in my lap.

Sees what she’s doing.

Again.

She doesn’t stop.

Doesn’t even flinch.

She just keeps riding me, slow and deep, tits bouncing softly, my cock buried full inside the woman he used to call his.

“Coffee’s fresh,” I say calmly, nodding toward the kitchen. “Help yourself.”

He opens his mouth like he might protest. But nothing comes out.

I thrust up into her slowly, firmly, and she moans—not dramatic. Not loud.

Just satisfied.

Greg swallows.

Juliana leans into my chest, one hand braced against my shoulder.

“She just finished feeding the baby,” I add. “Think she needed something back inside her.”

She whimpers.

And I smile.

“Right, baby?”

She nods.

Eyes half-lidded, breath catching as she rides me slower now, savoring it.

I look back at Greg.

“I know you still feel a little awkward,” I say casually, gripping her hip as I thrust deeper. “But you’re family. You should feel at home.”

He doesn’t respond.

He just turns and walks toward the kitchen.

Quiet.

Defeated.

Juliana leans in and kisses me—slow and messy, her cunt squeezing me tighter as she comes.

Soft.

Sweet.

Mine.

Just like always.
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She was his wife.

Now she’s whatever I want her to be.

I didn’t ask for her.

I didn’t need to.

One clause in a contract. One overlooked signature.

And everything dad had—his home, his wife, his bed—became mine.

He thought it was symbolic. Temporary.

He didn’t realize it was permanent.

Now she sleeps next to me, plugged full of my release.

She doesn’t say no.

She doesn’t even flinch when I take her—half-asleep, on the kitchen counter, or right in front of him.

She doesn’t beg for forgiveness.

She begs for more.

And he just watches.

Because this isn’t a marriage anymore.

It’s a quiet war. And I already won.
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One spell. One bratty stepsister.

Now she’s his—anytime, anywhere, no permission required.

When Ash finds an old book buried in his late mother’s attic, he doesn’t think the strange, teasing incantation inside will actually work.

He reads it out loud in front of his stepsister Riley—half as a joke.

But the moment he speaks the last word, something shifts.

Suddenly, Riley can’t say no.

Not to being touched.

Not to being taken.

Not to being bred.

She’s his to use—in the kitchen, in her sleep, while she’s on the phone with their mother.

No clothes unless he says so.

No boundaries. No escape.

And no protection.

Ash never meant for it to go this far.

But now that she’s wet, obedient, and constantly begging for more?

He’s not letting her go.

Because magic didn’t just make her his.

It made her perfect.

For use. For breeding.

For love that doesn’t ask—only takes.

This is a dark paranormal breeding romance featuring taboo stepbrother dynamics, magical freeuse, lactation, pregnancy kink, public use, and absolutely no boundaries. Not for the faint of heart. For unapologetically filthy readers only.
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In Her Sleep: HE CLAIMED HER NIGHT AFTER NIGHT

A darkly obsessive, small-town breeding romance.

She came here to start over.

Quiet land. Quiet house. No one to bother her.

Except me.

From the moment I saw Willa James, I knew she was mine. Sweet little thing- soft-eyed, smelling like sunlight and honey. She didn’t see me. Not at first. But I saw her.

I waited. Watched. Wanted.

And when the lights went out, I took what I needed.

She thought it was just a dream.

She still does.

But her body knows the truth.

The way she moans for me in her sleep. The way her thighs part without thinking. The way her belly’s started to swell.

I’ve been filling her night after night—until she couldn’t take another drop without keeping it.

And now she’s waking up.

She’s not ready for how real I am.

But I’ve never been more sure of anything.

She’s mine.

And I’ll claim her again. In her sleep. In the light. Forever.

—
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possessive heroes who worship one woman only
one-bed, no-escape intensity
small-town heat with a dark twist
feral forever-type love
No cliffhangers. No cheating. Just one dark cowboy, one dripping obsession, and the woman he fills—until she’s full of him in every way.
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