
        
            
                
            
        

    
Taking His Wife

He Left Her Alone With Me, And I Made Her Mine 

Chapter 1

They told me she’d be tired. Fragile, even. 

That’s why I’m here. “Just help her out while I’m gone,” Mr. Clayton had said, like I was some errand boy, not the guy managing his schedule and fielding investment meetings all summer. But hey — a paid break in a seven-bedroom house, fridge stocked, sun spilling through white curtains all day, and a wife who looked like that?

Yeah. I could manage. 

She opened the door wearing a long robe and a tired smile. Her name was Elise — I already knew that. Hair scraped into a loose bun, neckline just low enough to show the strap of a nursing bra. Not intentional. She wasn’t the type. I could tell by the way she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear when she met my eyes, like she wasn’t sure where to look. Eyes big and warm and fuckable.

I smiled. She didn’t. “Come in,” she said. Voice soft. Tense. She stepped aside, and her robe shifted, opening a little more at the thigh. “Sorry, I… the baby just went down.”

“No problem,” I said, stepping past her. “I can be quiet.” 

I set my bag down in the foyer. Clean floors. Soft light. Smell of baby lotion and citrus cleaner. She hadn’t put on perfume, but she didn’t need it — she already smelled like something I’d bury my face in.

“You sure this is okay?” she asked, leading me toward the guest room. “I told Jared I’d be fine, I don’t want you to feel—”

“Don’t worry about me.” I let her walk ahead of me, watched the robe cling to her hips as she moved. “You’ve got your hands full. I’m here to help.”

She nodded, didn’t meet my eyes. 

Good. Shy, overworked, running on two hours of sleep and leaking milk she probably couldn’t even find time to pump. I could see the way her shoulders drooped. The way she crossed her arms just above her chest every time she shifted. She wasn’t just tired. She was starving for attention. Not that she’d admit it.

“Guest bathroom’s there,” she said, gesturing vaguely. “You probably won’t see much of me. I’m trying to nap whenever the baby does. So…”

“So I’ll be quiet,” I repeated. “Unless you need something.”
Her mouth opened. Closed again.
God, I wanted to see what those lips looked like wrapped around something thicker than an apology.
I stepped in closer — not touching her, but near enough that she felt it.
“You okay?” I asked, low.
Her breath caught. Just for a second.
Then she smiled, polite and awkward. “Yeah. Just— getting used to everything. Hormones and stuff.” 

Hormones. Right. That flush in her cheeks, the way her pupils dilated when I leaned in. That wasn’t hormones. That was instinct.

I reached past her, brushing her arm, and opened the door for myself.
“You’re doing great,” I said. “Let me know if you want a break. From anything.”
She nodded too fast. “Sure. Thanks.”
And when I stepped into the guest room, I didn’t close the door all the way.
I wanted her to wonder if I was watching.
I heard the shower cut off while I was downstairs. 

The baby was finally down for a solid nap — long enough for Elise to sneak off. She’d padded past me in her robe earlier, murmured something about “just ten minutes.” I didn’t answer. Just watched her go.

I waited five.
Then I went upstairs. 

Not on purpose. Not officially. But I didn’t stop my feet, either. I moved quiet, took my time. When I got to the top of the stairs, the bathroom door was cracked. Steam poured out like breath from an open mouth, warm and thick in the hallway.
And she was there — just outside it, towel clutched under her arms, dripping all over the tile.

Her hair was wet. Skin flushed from heat. Drops slid down her collarbone, disappearing into the shadow of her cleavage where the towel cut across her chest. Her thighs were bare. Soft. She stood barefoot, blinking like she hadn’t fully come back to the real world yet.

Then she looked up — startled, of course — but too tired to be angry.
“Oh,” she said, voice small. “Sorry. I didn’t hear you.”
“I was just checking on you.”
I stayed where I was. She didn’t move, either. Water dripped from her elbow. 

“You okay?” I asked. She nodded. “Yeah. Just rushed. She might wake up soon. I barely had time to condition.”

“You’ve got time,” I said. “She’s out cold. You don’t need to rush.”
Her eyes dropped. “Yeah, I just—I can’t take long. Not these days.”
“You should.”
A beat. Then I stepped in.
She didn’t back away.
I reached out — slow, deliberate — and touched a bead of water that clung to her shoulder. 

“Still dripping,” I murmured. “You’ll catch cold.” She gave a breath of a laugh. “It’s still eighty degrees out.”

“Still.” My fingers dragged down, trailing just beneath the edge of the towel. “Let me help.”
“What?”
“You’re shaking.”
“I’m not—”
I took the towel from her hands before she could finish. 

She gasped — not loud, not protesting. Just breath punched out of her chest. Her hands hovered awkwardly by her sides, like she wasn’t sure what to do with them now.

She didn’t cover herself. I brought the towel up and started drying her shoulders. Gently. Slowly. My hands firm under the terry cloth. She wasn’t shivering, but she let out the kind of breath women only let out when they stop pretending they aren’t overwhelmed.

“You don’t have to—”
“I said I’d take care of you,” I said, low.
She didn’t answer. 

I worked my way down. Across the back of her neck. The tops of her arms. Down one side of her chest — carefully, but not apologetically — until I reached the swell of her breast.

She sucked in a breath.
I didn’t avoid her nipple. It was already hard.
“You’re leaking,” I said softly.
Her head snapped down. “Oh god. I’m sorry. It just—”
“Don’t apologize.” 

I pressed the towel to her breast. Her body jumped. She was still so warm. I let the cloth soak it up, then swapped hands, moving to the other side.

“You need to pump?” I asked, rubbing slow circles over her nipple. 

She was breathing faster now. Her fingers trembled at her sides. “No. It’s… I just haven’t fed her since this morning.”
“Bet you’re aching.”

Her eyes fluttered shut.
“Yeah,” she whispered.
I let the towel drop. 

She stood there bare, chest damp, nipples stiff and glistening. Her skin smelled clean — vanilla and shampoo and milk. I brushed my thumb across one nipple, slow and firm. She whimpered.

And when I leaned in and wrapped my lips around it, she didn’t stop me. 

She moaned — soft and high in her throat — as I sucked her into my mouth. Her hands came up, unsure, hovering near my shoulders before finally settling in my hair.
She tasted sweet. I could feel the pressure in her, the heat, the way her whole body tensed when I drew harder.

“Aah—fuck,” she breathed, legs shaking. 

I sucked until I felt her body melt against me, hips pressing forward, breath coming faster. Then I pulled back, dragging my tongue over the tip before switching sides.

“You needed this,” I muttered.
She nodded, helpless. 

I licked, sucked, milked her until she was dripping on the tile again — from more than just her chest. I didn’t even have to look. I could smell it.

Chapter 2

I waited until the house was dead silent. 

The baby monitor glowed on the dresser — low hum, no cries. The only light came from the hallway, a strip of gold under the bedroom door. The rest was shadows and soft breath.

She was curled on her side in bed. Legs tucked, one arm beneath her pillow, the robe slipped open down her back. I could see the smooth stretch of skin from her shoulder to her waist. One pale thigh. One bare foot dangling over the edge.

She hadn’t locked her door.
She trusted me. 

Idiot. I slipped in without a sound, barefoot, shirtless. The air was warm, humid, faintly sweet. Her scent was everywhere in this room — sweat and skin and a trace of something thicker. Faint salt. Milk.

She shifted when I climbed into the bed behind her, but didn’t wake. Just a little murmur. A sleepy sigh.
I settled close. 

Her ass brushed my thigh. Bare. No panties. The robe was gaping all the way open now, loose across her hips. My cock throbbed immediately, thick and hard against the back of her leg, but I didn’t move it. Not yet.

I kissed her shoulder.
She twitched — barely — but didn’t open her eyes. 

I kissed her again, lower this time. Then again, mouth dragging heat down the curve of her side. My hand came up to stroke her waist, fingers grazing the edge of her breast. She whimpered — a fragile sound, lost in her pillow.

I pressed closer, lips to skin.
And then I wrapped my mouth around her nipple and sucked.
Hard.
Her body jolted. 

She gasped — sharp and sudden — then tried to pull away. But I was already holding her. I had one arm tight around her waist, the other cupping her breast as I drew her into my mouth and started to drink.

“Wait—ahh, fuck, we shouldn’t—” 

I didn’t answer. She was leaking already. Sweet and hot on my tongue. Her body didn’t lie. Her nipple pulsed against my mouth like it was begging to be drained.

“You’re full again,” I muttered, voice low against her skin.
“I—I didn’t get a chance—”
“I know.”
I sucked again. 

She cried out — muffled, desperate — one knee jerking forward, hips flexing into the mattress. I tugged harder, milking her, slow and rhythmic, tongue circling the tip, teasing every sensitive nerve until she was panting into her pillow.

“You can’t just—” “I can.” 

I rolled her gently onto her back. She let me. Her robe fell open completely, exposing the full curve of her chest, the sheen of sweat between her breasts, the soft round belly that told me she hadn’t had a moment to herself since giving birth.

“You’re mine to take care of, remember?” 

Her eyes were wide, shining in the dark. Her thighs pressed together — I could see the tension in them, the squeeze, the way her hips lifted without meaning to.

“I—”
I didn’t let her finish.
I took her other nipple into my mouth and bit. Not hard — just enough to make her moan. 

She arched up into me, breath catching as my hand slipped between her thighs and found the heat already slicking her folds.

“Fuck,” I growled. “You’re wet.”
Her face turned away, flushed.
But her hips didn’t lie.
“You need this,” I said, pressing two fingers inside. “Don’t pretend.”
Her pussy clenched around me instantly. 

I sucked harder. Milk filled my mouth. Her cunt squeezed my fingers like it was trying to pull me deeper.
She whimpered, “Please don’t stop—”

“I wasn’t planning to.” 

I fed while I fucked her with my fingers, slow and deep, knuckles brushing the spot that made her thighs jump. Her breath turned into broken sobs, one hand clawing at my back, the other buried in my hair as if holding me to her tit was the only thing keeping her sane.

“You taste so good,” I breathed. “So fucking sweet. You’re made to be used like this.” 

She came with a choked little cry, shuddering around my fingers, milk leaking freely now. I didn’t stop sucking. I wanted every drop. I wanted to drain her dry and leave her shaking.

And she let me. Her body was still clenching around my fingers when I pulled them out — hot and slick, juices coating my knuckles. She whimpered, hips chasing the pressure, like she couldn’t bear to be empty.

So I filled her. 

I dropped my mouth from her breast, breath hot against her soaked nipple, and dragged my cock up her inner thigh. She jolted, legs twitching wide, robe half under her now, her body open like she didn’t even realize it.

“Wait—” she whispered, throat thick.
But her hand was already gripping my wrist. Not pushing. Just holding. Shaking.
“Shh,” I murmured, lining up, dragging my head through the mess between her thighs. “You’re ready.”
“I—I haven’t since—” “You don’t need to.”
I pressed in.
The first inch disappeared with a wet sound, her pussy stretching slow, so damn hot I had to grit my teeth.
She gasped, loud and raw.
“Fuck—” she whimpered, voice catching. Her hands gripped the sheets. Her back arched.
I kept going. Slow. Deep. Deliberate. 

She wasn’t just wet — she was soaked. Soaking. Like her cunt didn’t know how to say no anymore. Every inch I fed her, she took, greedy without realizing. Her walls hugged me like a velvet vice, fluttering, squeezing, milk still leaking from her tits.
I slid all the way in — hips flush against hers, balls pressed to her ass — and held.

She was panting now, chest rising in short, shallow jerks. I watched one perfect bead of milk swell from her nipple, tremble, then slide down over the curve of her breast.

My cock pulsed deep inside her.
“You feel that?” I asked, voice rough.
She nodded, helpless.
“Your pussy’s so fucking tight.”
She moaned, wordless. 

I rocked once, slow and heavy, dragging halfway out before slamming back in. Her body jerked, legs spreading wider without her meaning to. She cried out again — higher, broken.

I did it again.
And again. 

Her hands flew up to cover her mouth, but it was too late — the noises were pouring out of her, high little whines, thick, desperate sobs that caught at the end like she didn’t know whether to beg or break.

“You gonna tell me to stop?” I asked, grinding deep.
She shook her head, eyes glazed. 

I started fucking her in earnest. Hard, slow thrusts, hips slapping into her soaked cunt, her tits bouncing, milk dripping in thin trails down her ribs. I reached up and cupped one breast, squeezing until another burst of sweet warmth leaked out and smeared across her skin. “Fuck—look at you,” I groaned. “Milking like a good girl while I split you open.”

She sobbed, eyes fluttering shut, jaw slack. Her legs wrapped around my waist — instinctive, desperate — pulling me in deeper.

“You needed cock this whole time,” I growled into her neck. “Bet you were aching. All those late nights, tits heavy, pussy empty. Bet you cried sometimes, didn’t you?”

She moaned. Nodded. Just barely. 

“Yeah,” I muttered, picking up speed, pounding into her now, her cunt making obscene wet noises with every thrust. “You wanted this. You fucking needed it.”

Her mouth opened, but no words came out — just a shattered little gasp, eyes rolling back as her nails dug into my shoulders. I felt her lock up around me, thighs clamping, cunt spasming hard.
She came hard — louder this time — and I didn’t let up. I grabbed her tit and sucked again, still fucking her, still buried balls-deep while she cried out and spilled more milk onto my tongue.

She was shaking under me, chest heaving, skin flushed, dripping from everywhere.
And I wasn’t done. 

She was trembling under me, cunt still clenching in slow aftershocks, thighs slick with a mix of her cream and my spit. Her chest rose and fell in fast, uneven breaths, the sound of milk hitting her skin in tiny patters every time her nipples tightened again.

I didn’t pull out.
Not yet.
Her eyes were closed, lips parted, body too wrecked to speak.
Good. 

I slid my hand under her thigh and lifted, slow and firm, and she moaned — soft and questioning — like she thought maybe I was done, maybe I’d carry her to the shower or wrap her in a blanket and pretend it was over.

I didn’t. 

I pulled out with a wet sound and let the air hit her soaked pussy, swollen and open, twitching around nothing.

She whimpered.
Then I grabbed her hips, flipped her over, and shoved her face into the pillow. 

She cried out — not scared, not protesting — just breathless, overwhelmed, her voice breaking into something high and needy.
Her ass arched instinctively. One leg kicked, heel dragging across the mattress. I caught her by the waist and hauled her back toward me, spreading her knees wide and tilting her ass up, perfectly presented. Her robe was bunched at her ribs now, tits hanging heavy beneath her, nipples still dripping onto the sheets.

“Stay just like that,” I said.
She nodded, dizzy.
I slapped her pussy once — not hard. Just a quick smack. Just to feel the bounce.
She gasped.
“Still soaked,” I muttered, dragging the head of my cock up between her folds.
Her hips jumped. I didn’t give her time to think. 

I shoved back in, one hard thrust, all the way, her cunt taking me like she’d been built to do it. Her body collapsed forward, arms trembling, face buried in the pillow as I bottomed out.

“Ohh—fuck—!” she cried, voice muffled.
I grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head up.
“Louder,” I growled. “Let me hear it.”
She moaned, choked and wrecked, eyes squeezed shut.
“Too much,” she gasped. 

“No, it’s not.” I fucked her hard, steady, each thrust slapping skin to skin, the sound filthy and perfect. Her body jolted with every stroke, tits swaying under her, milk flying in thin arcs that spattered the bed. Her thighs were trembling again. Her pussy squeezed me tighter with every thrust, muscles fluttering, trying to milk me like her tits were.

“Look at you,” I growled, leaning down, dragging my chest over her back, hand slipping under her belly to feel her tits bounce while I slammed into her. “Leaking like a fucking slut while I ruin you.”

She whined — high, helpless — her fingers clawing the sheets.
“You want me to stop?”
She shook her head fast.
“You want more?” She gasped, “Yes—please—!”
“You want my cum inside you?”
“Yes—yes, yes—!”
I growled, low and animal.
“Then take it.” 

I rammed into her faster, her ass slapping against my thighs, juices spilling down onto the bed, her cunt sucking me deeper with every thrust. I grabbed her hips, forced her back into me, fucked her through every twitch and cry and sob until she screamed into the pillow, her pussy convulsing again in another desperate orgasm.

I buried myself deep and let go. Hot, thick spurts painted her insides, cock twitching inside her stillspasming cunt. I didn’t move. I just held her there, shaking, plugged full, her body twitching under me while she gasped for air.

When I pulled out, she moaned like she’d been punched.
Cum leaked out immediately.
So I shoved two fingers in, slow and deep, and held it there.
“Can’t waste that,” I muttered, watching her arch weakly.
Her tits were still dripping. Her thighs were shaking. She was a mess. Used. Filled. Ruined.
And we were just getting started. 

Chapter 3

She wouldn’t look at me all morning. 

Red robe. Hair pulled back tight. No eye contact when she handed me a mug of coffee, and no words either — not until I caught her staring while I leaned against the counter in just my joggers.

She glanced away fast.
Cute.
I didn’t push it.
Not right then. 

But when the baby went down for her afternoon nap and Elise wandered into the living room with a folded blanket and that dazed, postpartum sway in her hips, I followed. Quiet. Slow. Predatory.

She didn’t hear me until I was right behind her.
And even then, she didn’t turn.
“Still full,” I said softly, eyes locked on the faint round curves of her tits beneath the robe.
She froze. Blanket still in hand.
“I’m fine.”
“You’re not.” 

Her hands tightened on the blanket. I stepped closer, palms sliding around her waist, tugging her gently back against me so she could feel my cock already thick behind the cotton of my pants.

She inhaled sharply.
“I think you’re lying,” I whispered into her neck.
“I… I just wanted to rest.”
“I’ll help.” 

I turned her around, slowly, then guided her toward the low ottoman in front of the couch — dark leather, low and wide, just the right height.

“Wait,” she breathed, but her hands trembled when I pulled the robe open. She didn’t try to stop me. She just let the fabric slide off her shoulders.
Her tits spilled out — round, flushed, nipples tight and shiny with fresh milk. My mouth watered instantly. Her breath caught.

I helped her down. Bent her forward over the ottoman, hips high, arms resting across the cushion, legs spread naturally as she settled into the position like she’d been waiting for it all morning. Her pussy was already glistening.

I knelt behind her.
Ran my hands up her thighs.
Then leaned over her back and kissed her shoulder.
“You like it like this,” I murmured. “Don’t you?”
She didn’t answer.
So I leaned lower and took one breast into my mouth. Her whole body tensed.
“Ahhh—oh my god—” she gasped, hips twitching. 

I sucked hard, mouth sealing around her swollen nipple, hand braced against her ribs. She moaned, helpless, one hand clawing the ottoman while I fed. The milk was hot, sweet, and her tit was so full she whimpered with every pull.

“Y-you can’t keep—” she stammered.
“I can.” I dragged my tongue in slow circles before biting softly. “I will.” 

I moved to the other side and did the same — greedy, slow, hungry. Her thighs shook. Her pussy pulsed open and closed like it was begging for attention.

“You need me,” I said, breath hot against her skin. “You know you do.”
“Please,” she whispered.
“Say what you want.”
She moaned.
“Say it.”
“I want your mouth—on me—don’t stop—”
So I didn’t. 

I sucked harder, taking long, deep pulls, tongue lapping over her as she leaked steadily. She was panting now, rocking slowly against the ottoman, lost in the rhythm of my mouth and the squeeze of my hand on her other breast.

Then I moved lower. I licked the underside of one tit, then traced a line down the curve of her belly, over the soft stretch of skin where her robe had hidden. My hands spread her ass cheeks, slow and deliberate, and I pressed my tongue between her legs.

Her whole body jolted.
“Fffuck—” she cried, legs quivering. 

I devoured her. Licked her slit wide open and dragged my tongue up to her clit. She was soaked — sweet and musky and dripping. My nose buried in her, tongue working relentless circles around the most sensitive part of her while she ground her hips back against me in helpless, messy movements.

“Please—please don’t stop—” she sobbed. 

I sucked her clit, then went back to her pussy, lapping at the slick heat until she was shaking. I slipped two fingers into her, curling them just right, stroking slow and deep while her walls clamped down hard, tight and desperate.

She came like she’d been holding it back all day — loud, broken, her whole body going limp against the ottoman.

But I didn’t stop.
I stood, grabbed her hips, and shoved my cock back into her soaking cunt in one smooth thrust.
She screamed.
“Too much,” she panted, body jolting.
I didn’t stop. 

I fucked her hard, deep, one hand gripping her hip, the other sliding under her to palm her tits and squeeze, milk smearing across my fingers. Her pussy was spasming already, barely able to take it. She came again before I’d even finished the second thrust.

I leaned over her, breath hot at her ear.
“You’re mine now.” 

She was limp when I pulled out — arms limp, thighs slick, her breath shallow and dazed. Milk still beading on her nipples. Her cunt twitched around nothing, still dripping everything I’d poured into her.

I stroked her back. Her skin was hot under my palm. 

She didn’t speak. Just whimpered quietly, forehead pressed to the cushion, hips tilted like she didn’t have the strength to close them again.

I crouched, kissed the curve of her spine. “C’mere,” I murmured.
She didn’t move.
So I wrapped my arms around her waist and lifted. 

She gasped — half a protest, half a moan — as I picked her up off the ottoman and carried her back to the couch, her robe slipping fully open as I went. Her legs curled around me without thinking. Her arms looped around my shoulders. She was weightless.

I sat down and let her sink into my lap. 

Her pussy found my cock again, easy, wet and warm. I guided the tip in — no teasing, no push-pull — and let gravity do the rest.

She slid down slow. All the way.
Her moan was muffled against my neck.
“Too much?” I asked, low.
She shook her head against my skin.
“Then ride me,” I said. “Nice and slow.”
She whimpered again — shy and aching — and rocked her hips. 

My cock pressed deep, dragging every inch along the oversensitive walls of her cunt. I felt her tighten, grip, flutter. Her breath hitched. Her fingers curled against my back.

“That’s it,” I whispered, cupping her ass and rolling my hips up to meet hers. “Take what you need.”
Her forehead dropped to mine.
She rode me. 

Slow. Uneven. Her rhythm fragile, trembling, overwhelmed. Every downward roll took me deeper, every shift made her gasp into my mouth like she couldn’t bear it.

I slid my hands up her back.
Palmed both tits. 

Milk leaked immediately, warm and thick against my fingers. She froze for a second — embarrassed again, even now — but I kissed her, open and wet, swallowing her breath.

Then I leaned forward and latched onto one swollen nipple.
She cried out into my mouth. 

Her hips bucked, pussy clenching hard as I sucked greedily from her tit, tongue swirling, mouth sealed tight. Her hands flew to my shoulders. She held on like she’d break apart without it.

I fed.
She rode. 

Each thrust was deeper than the last — closer, fuller. My cock throbbed inside her with every groan. She arched into me, rocking harder now, faster, chasing it even as her legs started to shake again.

“Such a good fucking girl,” I breathed into her skin. “So full. So wet. You love this, don’t you?”
“Yes—yes—!” She was coming apart in my hands. 

Her thighs squeezed tight around my hips, nails digging into my back, tits leaking freely down my chest as I licked her clean between thrusts.

“You gonna cum for me again?” I growled.
“Yes—oh god—please—”
“Then do it.” 

She slammed down one last time and shattered — head thrown back, tits bouncing, cunt pulsing like it was trying to wring the cum out of me by force.

I let go. Spilled inside her again, thick and hot, hands gripping her hips to keep her seated while she milked every drop.

She collapsed against me, limp, flushed, tits still dribbling down her belly.
I kissed her collarbone.
“Still not done with you,” I murmured.
She moaned weakly, but didn’t move. Didn’t want to. 

Chapter 4

She was in the dining room. 

I heard her voice — polite, brittle — and the subtle beep of a video call ringing through the Bluetooth speaker she’d paired to her laptop. She hadn’t meant to take the call in there. I knew that by the panic in her tone when she answered.

“Hi. Sorry—yes. Just a minute. I’ve got the monitor on.”
Her robe was tied. Barely. The front of it still damp where her tits had leaked against me fifteen minutes ago. Her hair was messy. Her thighs were bare beneath the hem. And her face…

Her face was still fucked-out.
I walked in without asking. 

She was sitting at the table, laptop open, camera angled up, showing her face and shoulders — nothing lower. Smart. Or maybe subconscious.

She saw me and stiffened.
“Hi,” she mouthed. Warning.
I didn’t answer. I dropped to my knees between her legs.
Her eyes went wide.
“Sweetheart?” came her husband’s voice through the speaker. “You okay?”
“I—uh—yes.” Her voice caught. She cleared her throat. “Just—long night.”
I pressed my palm against the inside of her knee and pushed.
She clamped her thighs together.
I pushed harder.
Her leg trembled — then gave way. 

I opened her slowly, inch by inch, until I could see the mess between her thighs. Her pussy was still slick, soft, shiny with my cum and her last orgasm. I leaned in, tongue already out.
She shook her head fast, panic in her eyes.

I licked her anyway.
Long, flat, slow.
She jerked — barely restrained — and made a sound that came out as a cough.
Her husband was still talking.
“So, I might be back a day early — there was a schedule shift, but I won’t know until—”
I sucked her clit into my mouth and circled my tongue until her knees buckled. 

She gripped the edge of the table with both hands. “Th-that’s great,” she stammered, cheeks flushed, voice breathless. “You’ll have to let me know.”

He kept talking. 

I buried my mouth in her pussy, tongue sliding deep, flicking fast against her clit. Her thighs trembled. I heard her swallow, her breaths coming harder, faster.

I pressed one hand to her belly, the other sliding up to squeeze her tit.
It was leaking again.
“Are you hot?” her husband asked.
“What?” she choked.
“You’re flushed.” I sucked her clit hard.
“I—yes. It’s warm today.”
“Want to turn on the AC?”
“No!” she gasped. Too fast.
I grinned against her cunt. 

She tried to stifle another moan — bit her lip, teeth tight. Her hips rocked against my mouth now, helpless, desperate. Her skin was flushed, her legs wide open, robe gaping to reveal one round tit dripping milk down her side.

I pulled back and licked up that drip. Then went right back between her thighs.
“You sound tired,” her husband said.
“I—I’m okay,” she whispered, clenching the table.
“Maybe you should take a nap after the baby goes down.”
“She’s already—fuck—” Elise caught herself, eyes wide. “Already sleeping.”
“You sure you’re alright?”
My tongue fucked into her deep.
She slapped a hand over her mouth and shook.
“Yes,” she moaned into her palm. “Yes, I’m fine. Just tired.”
I licked her harder. 

She was soaking the chair now. Her pussy was fluttering, about to cum again, and I could feel the heat building in her belly under my palm. I sucked her clit between my lips and didn’t stop.

She looked down at me — wild-eyed, flushed, breathless.
And came.
Hard.
Silent, mouth open, legs shaking. Her whole body jerked forward. Milk spilled down her robe.
I caught it with my tongue. 

She was panting now, struggling to speak. “I—I have to go,” she stammered into the laptop. “Monitor’s lighting up.”

“Okay, sweetheart. Call me later.”
She didn’t even wait to say goodbye.
Just reached out with shaking fingers and shut the laptop.
I stood, wiped my mouth on the back of my hand, and leaned over her from behind.
“You lied to him,” I murmured in her ear.
She didn’t answer.
Her legs were still spread. She was still trembling.
Still leaking.
Still open. 

I didn’t say anything when I took her hand. Didn’t ask. Just laced our fingers together and tugged her to her feet, her robe falling half off one shoulder, breasts bare, pussy slick, lips parted like she was trying to think but couldn’t.

She followed me anyway.
Down the hall. 

She thought we were heading to the guest room. Her pace slowed as we passed it — and I saw the exact moment she realized.
The master bedroom.

Her room.
The one with framed wedding photos on the wall and his cufflinks still in the dish on the dresser.
I opened the door and led her in like I owned it.
Like I’d always owned it.
She hesitated at the threshold.
“This isn’t—”
“It is now.” I shut the door behind her. The click made her flinch.
I turned her around and kissed her, hard. 

She melted instantly — fingers in my hair, lips parting, her soft little whimper swallowed by my tongue. I pushed the robe off her shoulders, let it fall completely this time, pooling at her feet.

She was bare.
Flushed.
Mine. 

I walked her backwards toward the bed. She stumbled a little, caught herself on the edge of the mattress. One knee bent — then the other — and she sat, legs parted just enough to show me how soaked she still was.

“This where he used to fuck you?” I asked, voice low. She looked away.
I gripped her chin, forced her to meet my eyes.
“Answer.”
“Yes,” she whispered.
“Not anymore.” 

I dropped to my knees again, pushed her thighs wide, and buried my mouth between them — one long, wet lick that made her cry out and fall back onto the pillows. Her pussy was still twitching. Her clit swollen, red, begging. I sucked it between my lips and didn’t let her think, didn’t let her hide.

She writhed on her husband’s sheets. I climbed up over her, cock sliding through her wetness, and pinned her wrists to the bed.

“This room’s mine now,” I said.
She moaned.
“Say it.”
“I—it’s yours.”
I shoved into her with one brutal thrust and she screamed.
The sound bounced off the walls.
“Louder.”
She moaned again — no words — just wrecked. I started to fuck her.
Hard.
Deep. 

No holding back. No gentleness now. This was claiming. Every stroke pounded the message into her cunt: you’re not his anymore.

Her legs wrapped around me.
Her back arched. 

Her tits bounced, milk smearing the sheets as I drove into her, faster, harder, sweat dripping from my chest onto hers.

She came once. Then again.
The second time she begged.
“Please—please don’t stop—please—!” 

I flipped her over, shoved her face into his pillow, and took her from behind — her hips high, her arms limp, the curve of her ass perfect under my hands. Her body welcomed it. Opened to me. Milk ran down her belly, pooling on the sheets beneath her.

“This smell?” I growled, pressing my face to her neck. “This is gonna be mine.”
“Yes—yes—please—”
I grabbed her hair, pulled her back against me, and slammed in deeper.
“Say it.”
“It’s yours—oh god—I’m yours—!”
I came deep.
Buried to the hilt. 

My cock throbbed inside her, flooding her pussy with thick, hot cum that dripped around my shaft as I held her there — impaled, ruined, helpless.

She collapsed forward.
I stayed in her.
“I want you sleeping here from now on,” I said against her ear.
She didn’t argue.
She nodded — slow, dazed, full.
Her milk smeared across the pillowcase.
My cum leaked down her thighs.
The wedding photo watched from the dresser.
And I didn’t care. This was my bed now. 

Chapter 5

The room was cool now — early morning light spilling pale across the sheets. Her back was to me, robe gone, skin bare, legs tangled in the linen, one tit halfsquashed against the mattress, still glistening with the dried streaks I hadn’t cleaned last night.

I watched her breathe for a while.
Then I leaned in and kissed her shoulder.
She stirred — just a little. 

I kissed lower, dragged my lips down the curve of her spine, hand sliding over her hip. Her skin was warm, still flushed, and when I pressed my cock to the crease of her thigh, it twitched — already hard, already waiting.

She murmured something — soft and sleepy — but didn’t wake. 

I kissed her again, slower, then eased her onto her back. Her tits rose with every breath. The milk hadn’t slowed. Even in sleep, her nipples were tight, flushed, little beads already forming.

I leaned in.
Took one into my mouth.
She gasped. 

Not awake — not fully — but her body knew me now. Her nipple stiffened between my lips. Her back arched slightly. I sucked slow, tongue swirling around the peak, and the first burst of milk hit my tongue with a sweet, earthy taste I couldn’t get enough of.

Her thighs shifted. 

She whimpered. I moved to the other side and did the same — long, deep pulls, one hand stroking her waist, the other sliding lower between her legs.

She was wet.
Soaked.
Barely morning, and her pussy was already soft and hot and open for me.
I kissed her nipple again. “Wake up, baby,” I murmured against her skin.
She blinked. “Wha—”
“I need you.” 

She moaned softly. Her hand came up, weak, resting against my head as I sucked harder, hand spreading her thighs open beneath the covers.
“You’re leaking again,” I said, lifting my head to look her in the eye.

She flushed. Tried to cover her chest. 

I pinned her wrists above her head and kissed her. Open, deep, tongue sliding into her mouth like I owned it.

“You’re mine now,” I whispered. “All of you.”
Her breath hitched.
“I’m gonna keep you like this,” I said, guiding the head of my cock to her pussy. “Swollen. Leaking. Breeding.” 

Her eyes went wide. “I’m gonna fuck a baby into you,” I growled. “This time, mine.”

She moaned — louder than I expected — and lifted her hips without thinking.
I pushed in.
Deep.
All at once.
She gasped, legs wrapping around my waist, head falling back into the pillows as I filled her.
“God—!” 

“That’s right,” I breathed. “Gonna knock you up. Keep you full all over again.”
I started to move. Long, slow thrusts, dragging my cock out just far enough to make her feel the loss, then slamming back in. Her pussy clung to me, soaking, milking, still soft and overstimulated from the night before.

“You think I’m gonna let him have you back?”
She shook her head, panting.
“You’re mine now. My girl. My pussy. My tits.”
Her milk started to leak again — warm trails sliding between us. 

I grabbed her breast and sucked as I fucked her, hips snapping forward harder now, cock bottoming out with every thrust.

“Say it,” I growled into her chest. “Say who owns you.” “You—oh fuck—you do—!”
“You want me to breed you?”
“Yes—please—fill me—again—don’t stop—”
Her body seized. 

She came hard, crying out, legs trembling as I rammed into her. Her cunt squeezed me so tight I could barely hold back.

I pulled back just far enough to watch her pussy stretch around my cock — then slammed in one last time and came.

Hot. 

Deep. Thick ropes pumping into her as I held her tight, one hand still gripping her breast, mouth still sucking her milk, her whole body trembling beneath me.

I didn’t pull out.
Not even after I was done.
I stayed inside her, cock softening slow, milk dribbling from her tit down onto the pillow.
“You’re gonna give me a baby,” I whispered, lips against her neck. “You’re gonna stay mine.”
She didn’t answer.
She didn’t have to.
Her legs were still wrapped around me. And she wasn’t letting go. 

Epilogue

The front door opened with a quiet click.
Keys dropped into the ceramic dish. Shoes off. Luggage left in the entryway.
He exhaled.
Home. The house was quiet. Mostly.
But then—
A sound.
Muffled.
Upstairs.
He paused, brows pulling together.
And then he heard it again.
A moan.
Her moan. But not the way he remembered it. 

This one was raw. Guttural. Shaking. The kind of sound you make when you forget you have neighbors, or a marriage.

He took the stairs slowly.
Heart in his throat.
The baby monitor on the table blinked green. The nursery feed — silent. No crying. No stirring.
But the moaning kept going.
Faster now.
A rhythm. A slapping rhythm.
The master bedroom door was open.
Not all the way.
Just enough.
He stepped inside.
And froze. 

She was on all fours on the bed — their bed — tits swinging, body flushed and slick with sweat, hair plastered to her neck. Her moans echoed off the walls, sharp and broken.

And behind her— Him.
The intern. 

Gripping her hips with both hands, sweat gleaming on his back, thrusting into her so hard the headboard rattled against the wall.

The scent in the room was thick. Sex. Milk. Him.
The intern looked up first.
Didn’t stop.
Didn’t flinch.
He smiled. And grabbed her hair.
“Say it again,” he growled.
She whimpered.
“Louder.”
“I’m yours—oh god—I’m yours—!”
And her husband finally understood.
This wasn’t just cheating.
This wasn’t a mistake.
This was over. She didn’t turn around.
She never saw him. 

She just kept moaning, back arching, her pussy swallowing the intern’s cock over and over while his cum dripped down her thighs and the wedding photo on the nightstand stared blankly back at them.

Her husband closed the door.
Quiet. Because it wasn’t his house anymore. 
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