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Chapter 1


Istepped out of the bathroom and stopped in the doorway. The light hit my skin just right, warm, golden, perfect. Every inch of me was on display, but that was the whole point. After all, my man had bought me new gifts and it was time to show him why.

The blue lingerie Mark bought me was sheer, the delicate cups struggling to contain my tits, fat nipples and big, dark areolae pressing up against the lace. Below the bra, my stomach was smooth, and just a little soft no matter how many crunches I did. And the thong? The thong did its job, hugging my hips, the blue straps digging into soft flesh and drawing attention to the width of my hips, then disappearing between my round cheeks, leaving my ass bare except for a teasing scrap of lace that barely hid a thing.

“I love the bracelet, baby,” I purred, trying out a low, sultry, porn star voice. It did the trick because Mark looked up from the bed, startled, his glasses slipping down and his book sliding off his lap and onto the floor. I laughed and posed for him in the doorway, rolling my hip and sticking my ass out at an obscene angle. My hand flicked the diamond bracelet, drawing his gaze from the ice to the line of my hips, down to the tiny scrap of blue fabric covering my wet pussy.

Mark just stared, jaw dropped. I chuckled again and slid my hands up to cup my heavy tits, fingers sinking into the fat flesh. I lifted them high, pushing the plump globes up and over the edge of the lace until they almost spilled free, flesh swelling and straining against delicate blue, a deep, soft crease forming between them. The valley of cleavage was lewd and inviting, every bit of it on display, just begging for my lover’s attention.

“Jesus, Brittany,” he breathed. “You’re stunning.”

I rolled my hips and strutted over, hand squeezing my breast, giving him a show. Then I spun and gave him a full view of my ass, the thong disappearing into the deep crevice between my generous, jiggling ass cheeks.

I shot him a look over my shoulder, eyebrow cocked.

“Is it working for you?”

Mark sat up, eyes fixed on my wide bottom, taking in every inch of honey-colored skin.

“You have no idea,” he huffed, and I chuckled at the rough, desperate edge in his voice.

“Oh, I think I do.” I turned again, shoulders back, chest out, nipples pressing through the thin lace, loving the way he couldn’t stop looking at me. When he tried to stand, I laughed and pushed him back onto the bed. I gripped his wrists firmly but gently, pinned his hands above my head, and let my breasts brush his chin. I stopped at his mouth and kissed him, teasing his lips with my tongue, until he groaned and kissed me back. He was so hungry. So needy.

He was exactly where I wanted him.

I broke the kiss and sat up. I unhooked my bra and let it drop, slowly, my tits dropping heavy and free from the blue lace. Mark’s breath hitched as I bent over him and dragged a hard nipple over his lips. He groaned, latched on, and sucked like a hungry child, hands still pinned over his head. I laughed, loving how greedy he was, then tugged my nipple from his mouth and smiled down at the wet pout on his face.

“Aww,” I teased him. “Don’t worry, baby, there’s more where that came from.” I kissed him again, tasting myself on his tongue. My lips grazed his neck, then slid down, tracing his collarbone. I let my mouth wander over his chest, feeling the patch of gray hair that had taken over where brown used to be. It was brief moments like this when I was reminded of our twenty-year age difference. I didn’t care. I loved the comfort of him. Soft, older, steady. I let each kiss linger, letting him know I wanted every part of him.

Finally, my lips found the waistband of his boxers. I grinned up at him, kept my eyes locked on his, and peeled them down slowly. His cock sprang free, hard and leaking for me. I lapped the bitter drop of pre-cum from the tip, looking into Mark’s desperate eyes, then took him in deep, swallowing him whole. My hand, glittering with my new, expensive bracelet, pinched his nipple. My other hand stroked his cock, loving the way it gave a needy twitch against my fingers. My eyes focused on the diamonds of my bracelet and I thought about everything Mark had given me. His love for me made me even hungrier.

I took him deeper, working my tongue around the head, feeling more pre-cum spill onto my tongue, salty and slick. I bobbed my head, keeping it slow and messy. Spit ran down my chin and coated his cock. I watched his eyes go slack, his face needy and open, loving how easy it was to make him fall apart. Too soon, the poor man started to tense, and I let his cock slip from my lips with a wet pop.

“Not yet,” I teased. He groaned. I stood up slowly. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of the thong, watching his eyes track every movement. I dragged it down inch by inch, letting the tight lace bite into my skin as I worked it past my hips. His breathing changed, faster, shallower, as the fabric cleared my ass and slid down my thighs.

The thong caught briefly at my knees before I let it drop to the floor. I planted my feet shoulder-width apart, completely exposed now. My pussy was right at his eye level, just a neat strip of dark hair above my wet lips.

Mark's cock twitched as I climbed on top of him, straddling his narrow hips. I leaned over for a condom, and my heavy tits swung into his face. He made a desperate whimpering sound and lunged for them, hands fumbling before latching his mouth onto my nipple. He sucked hungrily, eyes fluttering closed as he lost himself in the moment, in me.

I laughed and ran my fingers through his hair. “You like my tits, baby?” He groaned, mouth full. I let him have his fill, then pulled him off, and opened the condom with my teeth.

I plucked the slippery latex from the package and rolled it slowly down his cock, eyes locked on his. Then, I grabbed him at the base and rubbed the head against my clit. He gasped at the heat as I circled and pressed, grinding until his hips were bucking off the bed. Looking down at him, older, loving, totally mine, I felt a wave of warmth. I suddenly wanted to stop teasing and give him everything.

I dropped down onto him, my cunt swallowing him in one easy thrust. He slid in smooth, no resistance, and his eyes fluttered shut, mouth falling open as I rocked my hips, taking every inch. Mark moaned, hands fumbling. I caught his wrists and pressed them to my tits, arching so he could grab fistfuls of flesh, nipples stiff against his palms. The diamonds on my bracelet caught the light. He stared, eyes wide, almost grateful.

I rode him slow, working him in and out, feeling the wet slide, the slick drag of his cock. Mark’s head tipped back, eyes rolling, mouth slack. His fingers clung to my tits, kneading and pinching, desperate for every inch of flesh I gave him. There was something sweet about it, seeing him fall apart for me like that, desperate just to keep hold of me.

“So fucking perfect,” he moaned. “So tight.”

I responded to his praise by bouncing even harder on his cock, grinding down, making sure he felt every wet squeeze and jounce, my ass smacking against his thighs. The room filled with slick, filthy sounds. Sweat dripped down my body, my tits spilling through his fingers as I rode him faster, chasing that last spark of lust.

Mark’s face twisted, jaw clenched. His hips bucked up, cock throbbing deep inside me, and suddenly I felt him twitch, spurting his hot cum into the secure tip of his condom. I moaned in sympathy and shoved his face between my tits, smothering him in soft flesh. He clung to me, mouth open, moaning and slurping against my skin, lost in his pleasure.

My own orgasm fluttered up from my belly, sweet and warm, rippling through me in slow pulses. My cunt clenched around him, milking every last twitch.

Finally, I collapsed onto his chest, giggling, his arms coming up around me. The bracelet pressed between us, diamonds sharp against my skin. Mark gasped, breathless, lips buried in my hair. “Jesus Christ,” he murmured. “You’re incredible.”

I traced lazy circles on his arm, soaking in his praise, letting it fill me up. He pulled me close and kissed my forehead. And in that soft, quiet moment, I was happy.


Chapter 2


Afterwards, the world pressed pause and that soft hush you get after good sex settled over us. Mark pulled me in and buried his face in my hair, whispering, “Do you know how lucky I am?” His voice always got gentle when he thought I wasn’t listening. I let it in, chest warm, heavy-limbed and content. For a minute, I let myself believe I could just stay like that, safe, wanted, loved in a way I’d barely let myself hope for. Mark was calm in the shitstorm, my rock. I’d been with men my age and younger, relationships that were wild and rough, but left you breathless and bruised. The heat always burned out quick, gone as fast as it started, leaving nothing behind but mess and regret.

With Mark, it wasn’t like that. It might not be fireworks, but the warmth stuck around.

I held up my wrist, watching the diamonds on the bracelet catch the light and throw it everywhere. For a second I wondered what it had cost and how many hours he’d worked to buy it. I knew he’d never tell me. I pushed that thought away. Jewelry was nice, but it wasn’t the prize. The real reward was there, being wanted, being his.

That was when Mark shifted, voice different. “There’s something I need to tell you.”

Uh oh. Nothing good ever started with those words, especially right after sex.

“Josh has been kicked out for the semester. He needs a place to stay.”

The warmth fizzled out. Josh. Mark’s kid from his first marriage. I felt my stomach tighten. The last time I’d seen him, he’d been a miserable, sullen high-schooler, scowling at me like I’d keyed his car. He always looked at me like I was the villain.

Maybe I was. I’d met Mark when I was his assistant. Things got blurry and lines were crossed. I shouldn’t really blame the kid for how the marriage ended. I shouldn’t but I sure didn’t want to share my house with some resentful asshole.

“Really, Mark?” I asked. “Why can’t he stay with Eloise?”

Mark hesitated; he always did when Eloise came up, like her name was a tripwire. “She says she can’t handle him right now. She thinks he... needs me.”

I huffed out a low, bitter laugh. “So she just wants him out,” I said, twisting my wrist to watch the bracelet catch the lamp’s glint. “And you want me to be okay with it.”

“I know he was hard on you before,” Mark said, pulling me closer. “But he’s older. He’s changed. College does that.” There was hope in his voice, soft and impossible to argue with. I knew what this meant for him. This might be his last shot at being a good dad and make up for past mistakes. Could I really take that from him?

I pressed my face into his arm, breathed him in, the aftershave and sweat, trying to borrow his faith. “All right,” I said, and meant it. I wanted to help. Maybe I wanted to prove to Eloise, and to myself, that I was more than just a homewrecking bimbo.

Mark let out a breath, tension dropping out of his shoulders. “You’re amazing,” he mumbled into my hair. “Thank you. He’ll be here tomorrow. I’ll get him from the airport.” He hugged me tight, like he didn’t want to let go.

Later, after Mark fell asleep, I lay awake and stared at the ceiling, replaying the last time I’d seen Josh. Shaggy hair, braces, that over-the-top teenage scowl. We’d been at Christmas dinner when he muttered, “Dad’s new side-piece,” loud enough for everyone to hear. Pure venom, straight from his mother’s mouth. If it hadn’t stung so much, it might have been funny. Mark lost it and yelled, Josh stormed off and locked himself in the guest room. He stayed there until Eloise came to pick him up. He never apologized.

I twisted the bracelet on my wrist, trying to calm myself even as my mind raced. Mark loved his son. I could give him this. The bracelet caught the lamp light, scattering little sparks across the room. I let my head rest on Mark’s chest and let his heartbeat steady me. Right then, I focused on the warmth, the safety, the man next to me.

Whatever came next, I’d face it for Mark. That was enough.


Chapter 3


Two days later, I stood at the front door, bracing for the impact of Mark’s return from the airport. My boyfriend came in with a smile fixed on his face, but I knew him well enough to see that not everything was roses and rainbows. He gave me a quick kiss and turned away just as Josh stalked through the door with a scowl and a bulky army-green duffle bag.

“Brittany, you remember Josh?”

Josh turned to me, his mop of black hair falling into eyes flat with old anger. He didn’t even try to hide the way his gaze slid straight to my tits. Most men take one look at my breasts and melt. Not Josh. My beauty only made him harder. His eyes dragged like nails over every curve. Hips, waist, breasts. Each look left a sting.

I forced myself not to flinch, holding his gaze and refusing to let him see me squirm.

“So, the trophy is still here, huh? I’m surprised you haven’t convinced Dad to marry you, secure that inheritance.”

Right. Straight for the jugular. I felt the prickle of shame and anger crawl up my neck, but I held still. I would’ve loved to get married. What woman doesn’t want that? But after the mess Mark’s first marriage left behind, I never pushed. There was no point making myself into another source of his regret.

Not like his son.

Josh brushed past me, barely seeing me, like I was just furniture. Mark reached for his arm, sharper than I’d ever seen him. “What’s your problem?” he snapped. “We’re giving you a place to stay.”

Josh yanked his arm away, scowl hard enough to cut glass. “I didn’t ask to be here!” His voice was raw, bubbling with an anger that had been waiting years to surface.

Mark’s face darkened. He grabbed Josh by the sleeve, knuckles white. For a second, I thought he might actually hit him. The air was sharp, Mark breathing heavy, anger pouring off him in waves. But Josh just squared his shoulders, matched him for height, and stared right back, jaw set.

“What?” Josh snapped. “I’m supposed to pretend I’m happy you’re still with the whore you left my mom for?” The word landed like a slap. I felt it in my gut, a slow, ugly burn.

Mark’s grip tightened. “Apologize. Now.” He growled. They both looked ready to fight.

I stepped in, even though the “whore” stung like hell. I put my hand on Mark’s shoulder. “Mark, let’s not do this. It’s been a long trip. Everyone needs some rest.” I kept my voice light, sweet, like maybe we could all pretend to be human for five fucking minutes.

Mark let go, but it was reluctant, his glare still burning a hole through Josh.

“Fine,” he muttered.

Josh straightened his coat with stiff pride, like a cat pretending it had meant to fall. He flicked a smirk my way. “Where’s my room?”

“Upstairs,” I said, keeping my voice even. “Second door on the right.”

If I was expecting a thank you, I wasn’t getting it. He just sauntered down the hall like he belonged there, leaving the rest of us standing in his wake.

I couldn’t let “whore” hang in the air, unchallenged. That word gnawed at me, sharp, corrosive, crawling under my skin every time I looked at Mark. I’d heard worse, sure, but never inside my own home, never from the mouth of a boy who, for better or worse, was now under our roof. I was furious, at Josh, at Mark, at myself for letting it show how much it hurt. Anger and guilt mixed until I felt like I’d swallowed battery acid.

Mark was upstairs, door closed. The air in the house felt heavy. I couldn’t stand the silence, or the idea that I’d let Josh win by shrinking away. So I squared my shoulders and stomped to Josh’s room. I wasn’t his mother, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to be his doormat.

I knocked twice, then pushed the door open before he could answer. If he wanted a war, I’d bring it to him.

Josh looked up from his phone. He was sprawled across the bed in nothing but a pair of gray gym shorts. His bulky coat and jeans were tossed on the floor, and the man beneath was nothing like the awkward teenager I remembered. He was all muscle now, shoulders broad and cut, arms thick with veins and definition, chest dusted with the dark brown hair that had turned gray on his father.

My eyes didn’t stop there, however. They were pulled down over his tight, ridged abs. Every inch of his body was wired with a dangerous, coiled energy.

My eyes snagged on the line of his waist, the way his shorts hugged his hips, and the obvious bulge shifting beneath thin cotton. I’d seen enough men in my life to know when someone was blessed down there, and Josh was... impossible. The outline strained the fabric, thick and heavy, running down one thigh like a snake. No way, I thought, pulse jumping in my throat. He’s Mark’s son, for Christ’s sake. But my body reacted anyway, heat blooming low, an ache in my belly I didn’t want.

I forced myself to look up and meet his eyes. I hated myself for mentally stripping him down just like he’d done to me in the hallway.

He grinned, lazy and unbothered, stretching his arms behind his head so every muscle flexed just a little more. He knew exactly what he was doing, and I could not stand it.

“What?” he taunted. “You here to lecture me? Or fold my laundry?”

I glared, letting my anger burn through the embarrassment. “Don’t flatter yourself. I’m here because I can’t let you think you can talk to me like that in my own house. You think calling me a whore is clever? You think it makes you the man in the room?”

He shrugged, gaze dropping to my chest. My tits were full and heavy in my thin top, nipples hardening against my will. I hated the way my body betrayed me, heat pooling low, a flush creeping over my skin, every nerve singing for all the wrong reasons. Anger flared, sharp and righteous, but it tangled with something hot and shameful.

“I’m supposed to pretend?” he sneered. “That I’m happy my Dad is still with the woman who helped blow up my family?” His eyes flicked to the door, then back to me, narrow and dark. “If you want respect, try being honest about why you’re really here.”

It stung, sharp and fast. My hands shook, but I kept my voice steady. “You don’t know anything about me. I love your father and he loves me.”

He stood, suddenly, and for a second I thought he’d barrel past me. Instead, he closed the distance between us, close enough I could smell sweat and soap and something young and hungry. He was my height, maybe taller, broad as a linebacker, all that muscle radiating heat. And the bulge in his shorts. God! It was right there, impossible to ignore, shifting as he moved closer. My mouth went dry. No way that’s real, I thought, fighting the urge to step back.

“You owe me an apology, Josh.” I spat it out, daring him to push back, prepared for a fight I’d probably lose but refusing to give him the satisfaction of seeing me flinch.

He stared at me, jaw tight, something calculating in his eyes. Then, shockingly, he nodded. “Fine. I’m sorry,” he said, not exactly sincere, but not mocking either. “I didn’t realize you had feelings.”

I almost laughed, the tension twisting my insides. I started to breathe again, just as his gaze fell to my wrist. Diamonds from my new, very expensive bracelet, sparked in the light. I tried to hide it, tucking my hand behind my thigh, but he saw. Of course he saw.

He smirked, nasty and knowing.

“Yeah. You’re in love all right,” he murmured, leaning his face in close. Too close. “I guess your love is just expensive, huh?”

The slap came before I could stop myself, sharp and loud, the echo bouncing off the walls. His head snapped to the side, but when he looked back, he was smiling. He’d gotten exactly the reaction he wanted.

I stepped back, chest heaving, blood hot with embarrassment and fury. “Just stay out of my way, Josh. I mean it. You don’t want to see what I’m like when I stop trying to play nice.”

He didn’t say a word, just held my gaze, that infuriating smirk never slipping. I turned and left, my heart pounding, fury and shame burning through me in equal measure. I’d made my point.

So why did I feel like I’d lost the battle?


Chapter 4


Mark was at work, and Josh, thankfully, left the house every morning and didn’t come back until long after dark. He barely spoke to me or his father, which suited me just fine after our last run-in. Most days, it was almost possible to forget he even lived here if I ignored the memory of that rock-hard body and the way that impossible bulge strained against his shorts.

I was looking forward to a night with nothing but takeout and trashy TV. I walked to the front door, juggling grocery bags, snacks I didn’t need, and wine I absolutely did, already picturing myself in pajamas and blessed, empty quiet. I hip-checked the door open and stepped into the cool, dark house.

Instantly, I knew something was off. Not just the feeling, but a noise, thumping, echoing from upstairs, weirdly rhythmic. I froze, grocery bags digging into my fingers, and listened. Thump, thump, thump, then this high, frantic noise, definitely a girl’s voice.

I should’ve walked right back out and called Mark, but curiosity got the better of me. I set the bags down, told myself it was probably nothing, and started up the stairs, barefoot and stupid, heart hammering faster with every step.

At the top of the stairs, there was no mistaking it. Wet, savage slaps. Bed springs shrieked. A woman’s moans, broken by sharp, desperate gasps. It sounded filthier than any porno, louder, raw, hungry. For a second, I actually wondered if Josh was watching something, but the closer I crept, the more I knew. No porn was ever this raw, this alive. This was real. The rhythm, the urgency, the way the sounds vibrated in the walls and in my teeth. This was sex, wild and desperate, the kind you felt in your bones.

I should’ve turned around. Should’ve bolted, fled, pretended I hadn’t heard a thing. Instead, I crept closer, moth to flame, pulse tripping, mouth gone dry. The guest room door was open, light slanting in a sharp line across the carpet. I peeked through.

And there he was. Josh. Mark’s son. Naked, sweat-soaked, fucking some tiny blonde like the world was ending. Not just fucking her. He was taking her apart, pounding into her so hard the bed shook, her body jolting up with every brutal thrust. Every muscle on him flexed, sweat carving lines down the tight planes of his chest and stomach. The small blonde’s firm legs were thrown high over his shoulders, feet kicking helpless in the air, her cries sharp, desperate and hungry. Her fingernails raked his ass, scoring angry red welts on his hard buttocks, trying to pull him even deeper into her tight body.

She was tiny, barely more than a handful, flat stomach, pert tits, tight little ass. Josh split her open with every thrust, her cunt straining wide, lips parted and red, sobbing each time he bottomed out. His cock was monstrous, thick and veined, glistening with her slick as he drove deeper, burying every impossible inch inside her. I had never imagined anything that size, heavy and long, disappearing into a body that small. Where the hell had he gotten a cock like that? Certainly not from his father.

I watched, stunned, as he split her wide open, her slick lips straining to take him. Her whole body shook each time he bottomed out. He was so deep, his cock pressed a bulge into her belly with every brutal thrust. And the little slut loved it. Her voice cracked with pleasure every time he drove deeper. Her heels dug into his back, hips snapping up, begging for more.

“Take it, you little slut,” Josh snarled, his voice filthy and mean. The words sent a hot spike into my gut. “You love it, don’t you? Love being stretched for my cock?”

“Yes, baby!” she squealed, head thrown back, eyes rolling up to whites. “Please, fuck me harder, I want it all, I want your big fucking cock! Use me! Please!”

Josh grinned, teeth flashing, and battered into her even harder, making the bed bang against the wall, making her squeak and sob and thank him. “Yeah, that’s right. Scream for it, you little whore. Let the whole house hear what a cock-hungry slut you are.”

She wailed louder, every filthy word from his mouth sending her higher, her cries mixing pain and bliss until I thought she’d pass out or break. But she took it, took all of him, her tiny body stretched and ruined and wanting more.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t look away. My body was on fire, nerves lighting up under my skin. My nipples tightened under my shirt, hard and swollen, aching for touch. Between my thighs, slick heat pooled, my pussy throbbing, slick and desperate. Shame curled low in my gut, tangled with raw hunger, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

He was nothing like Mark. Mark was tender, careful. Loving. But sometimes, a woman wants to be ruined. Watching Josh, I knew exactly what kind of lover he was, and I despised myself for wanting it.

The girl clawed at him, begging, squealing, and Josh drove harder, filthy words tumbling from his lips. I looked from her to myself, her tiny pink nipples, tight ass bouncing on the mattress, that flat belly. I felt huge, soft, overripe. Mark always told me I was beautiful, but right then I felt old and soft.

I pressed my hand against my jeans, desperate and ashamed. My pussy was soaked, aching for something rough and real. I wanted to come, right there in the hall, just from watching.

And then Josh’s eyes snapped up, caught me. I froze, mortified. The girl was oblivious, still begging, but Josh saw me. Met my gaze, didn’t even blink. He grinned, slow and wicked, knowing. Then he started fucking her harder, showing off, making me watch as he made her come, as he owned her, as he made it clear he knew exactly what he was doing to both of us.

“You like that, don’t you?” he growled at the girl, but his eyes were locked on me. “You like it when I fuck you like a little slut?”

She sobbed, “Yes, god, yes, I love your big cock, baby! I love the way you fuck me!”

He didn’t look away from me. “That’s right. You love it. You love being my little fucktoy, don’t you?”

“Yes! yes! YES!” the girl screamed, voice cracking as her whole body convulsed beneath him. She clawed at Josh’s back, legs trembling and toes curling as her orgasm ripped through her. She threw her head back, blonde hair plastered to her damp cheeks, mouth open in a silent sob of pleasure. Her little tits bounced with every desperate shudder, nipples flushed and stiff, while her hips jerked up to meet his, desperate to keep him buried inside. Even as she came, her body didn’t pull away. It ground against him, greedy, hungry, taking everything he gave her.

But Josh didn’t slow down. He fucked her through it, relentless, cock glistening with her slick, driving into her over and over. Flesh slapped against flesh, sweat rolling down his arms, raw power and hunger in every movement. The poor girl wailed, half pleasure, half pain, begging for more, her tiny frame shaking as he used her. Nothing gentle, nothing careful. Just pure, filthy sex. And the girl took all of it, sobbing, loving every brutal second. I was hypnotized, couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t do anything but ache. My own body was singing, nipples hard, thighs slick with need, every nerve burning. In that moment, I wanted to be her. I wanted to be pinned down, fucked senseless, made to scream, sob, and shatter.

But I couldn’t. I shouldn’t.

Finally, I jerked back, face burning, heart pounding. I stumbled down the hall, still hearing the slap of flesh, the animal sounds. The image of Josh was branded on the backs of my eyelids. His hard muscles, that wicked grin. His huge fucking cock.

I didn’t even make it to the kitchen. I bolted for the bathroom, slammed the door, and locked it tight. My hands were shaking. I splashed cold water on my face, hoping to numb the heat raging beneath my skin, but it did nothing. I heard the slap of his hips, the girl’s choked cries. I saw the way that perfect little body took everything he gave.

I stared at my reflection, full tits straining against my bra, belly soft, hips wide, thighs thick and trembling. Nothing like her. She was all tight, flat muscle, little pink nipples, a cunt stretched to breaking and begging for more. I hated that I envied her, hated the comparison, hated the hunger clawing through me.

I shoved my panties down, every movement jerky and frantic, desperation making my hands clumsy. My fingers went straight to my clit, slick and swollen, and I rubbed hard, rough, chasing friction, hips bucking up to meet the pressure. I pictured Josh’s cock stretching that girl wider, the way she screamed, the obscene bulge in her stomach as he buried himself deep. My hand moved faster, frantic, slapping my clit, not caring about the noise, not caring if anyone heard. I wanted to forget, to scrape the need out of me, to quiet the hunger clawing through my body. But every second made it worse. His voice, filthy and commanding, the raw power of his body, the impossible size of his cock. The way he looked at me just before he ruined her.

Heat built sharp and tight, winding up in my core until my whole body shook with the pressure of it. Every nerve was electric, sparking hard beneath my skin. I rubbed faster, rough and desperate, hips lifting off the counter, thighs tensing, not caring about the slick mess or the noise. The friction sharpened, almost painful, then snapped. Pleasure crashed over me in wild, rolling waves.

I gasped, head snapping back, vision going white as my body convulsed. My palm was soaked, my fingers slippery, clit throbbing as the orgasm tore through me. I cried out, unable to hold back, legs shaking uncontrollably. The spasms hit hard, one after another, each one wringing another gush out of me, squirting across my hand and onto the cold, spotless tile in pulsing bursts.

I kept rubbing, chasing every last ripple, milking it for everything I could, but even as the pleasure faded, it twisted into something darker. My breath came in ragged sobs, the air thick with the scent of sex and shame. But instead of relief, there was only more hunger, more shame. The sight of Josh ruining that girl had unlocked something dark inside me, something I had kept hidden even from myself, and I had no idea what the hell I was going to do about it.


Chapter 5


Islid into bed next to Mark, careful not to let our bodies touch. My skin was still tingling, like every nerve was on fire. All through dinner, I’d been haunted by flashes of Josh, the way he fucked, the sounds, the shame. I stared at the ceiling, feeling dirty, empty, still wishing I could scrape the memory out of me. Mark mumbled something soft in his sleep, reaching for me. I flinched, heart thudding, guilt thick in my throat. He settled, gentle breaths against my shoulder, and I convinced myself he didn’t know. He couldn’t know. But I hated myself anyway.

For a split second, I thought about telling Mark everything. Make him talk to Josh, put an end to this. But telling meant admitting what I’d seen, and Josh would know I’d run to his father, that I couldn’t handle it myself. It would make me look weak. And I was weak, but I didn’t have to show it.

Sleep came in fits. I kept seeing Josh, seeing that blonde, her body stretched around him, the way he fucked her like he owned her and the way I’d gotten wet just watching. I tried to push it away, but the ache between my thighs wouldn’t be put down.

I woke up before dawn, not having to pretend to be tired when Mark leaned over and kissed my forehead goodbye. I managed a sleepy mumble and waited until he left, warmth swelling in my chest, tangled up with guilt. After that, I hid out in my room, scrolling through my phone and pretending I cared about anything people posted. Every sound in the house made me jump. Footsteps, floors creaking, the front door opening and closing as Mark left for work. I was a bundle of nerves, waiting to see if Josh would make an appearance, which, of course, only made me hate myself.

Then the front door opened and shut a second time. A little victory bell went off in my head. I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. Josh must’ve left. I was a coward, I knew that, but at least now I could leave my room.

I tried to distract myself, bouncing from tidying up to folding laundry to anything that kept my hands busy and my mind from wandering to places it shouldn’t. The steady thrum of the washing machine was about as close to calm as I could get. I started to convince myself I could settle, that what had happened was just some stupid moment of weakness. I was just beginning to unclench when I heard a voice behind me.

“Good to see you up and about, Brittany. I thought you might be hiding.”

I turned to see Josh filling the doorway. He was barefoot, broad shoulders stretching the faded tee that clung to the sweat still drying on his skin. His arms were crossed and he wore that cocky tilt to his mouth, like he knew exactly what I was thinking. He smelled like sun and soap and something young and sharp, cutting right through the clean, sweet scent of fabric softener in the laundry room.

He stood there for a moment, blocking the exit, his dark eyes hungry and fixed on me.

Every memory from last night came flooding back: his body, the sounds, the want I hated myself for. I tried to shove it all down, straightened my back, and forced a practiced smile.

“Hiding? From you? Why would I do that?” I said, hoping my voice sounded steadier than I felt.

He grinned even wider. “I thought you might be embarrassed after I caught you rubbing one out to me fucking that girl,” he said, voice low and almost amused. “You like to watch, huh? Did you see something you liked?”

My cheeks burned. “No. I—I didn’t—”

He stepped closer, slow and deliberate, taking up all the space until the air was thick with his heat and the smell of sweat and laundry soap. I could see the flecks of gold in his eyes, the slight smirk twisting his mouth. He wasn’t just invading my space; he was daring me to call him on it.

He reached up and I flinched, then stopped as his warm hand cradled my cheek. His thumb traced my bottom lip, slow and taunting, holding my gaze. My breath stalled; the touch was intimate, mocking, and it made my heart pound.

“You did,” he murmured, eyes locked on mine. “I bet you came thinking about my cock fucking you.”

The words hit like a current, heavy and electric, making my face flush with shame and something hotter. My cunt clenched, tight and aching. I tried to slide away, pulse racing, but my back hit the edge of the washer. There was nowhere left to go.

“No, that’s not—” I started, but the protest died in my throat as he leaned in and caught my mouth with his.

He kissed me, deep and hungry, tongue pushing past my lips, sucking mine into his mouth until I whimpered against him. I tasted him: his spit, his heat, the faint tang of salt and something unmistakably male. My hands landed on his chest, meaning to push him away, but found nothing but hard muscle beneath my palms. Every inch of me was lit up, desperate and ashamed and alive.

Then I was kissing him back, lost in his scent, the dizzying rush of the moment, the impossibility and wrongness of it all. His hands shoved under my shirt, grabbing my tits, fat and heavy, spilling over his fingers. He squeezed, rough and hungry, his thumbs dragging over my swollen nipples until they tightened, aching hard, heat flashing deep in my gut. I gasped, shame burning through me as my body arched into his touch, heat pooling thick and low between my thighs. My cunt clenched again, slick and ready, and I hated how much I wanted him.

He grabbed me by the hips and lifted me like I weighed nothing. He set my wide bottom on top of the washer. My skin pebbled and I was suddenly hyper-aware of every inch of my body.

With one hand, Josh yanked down my shorts and panties, the fabric biting into my thighs, then was gone. His fingers grazed my bare slit, finding me wet, and a wanton little moan crawled out of my throat.

He paused, his breath hot on my face. For one suspended beat, he searched my eyes, dark, hungry, daring me to stop him. My heart hammered, nipples throbbing, everything inside me pulsing with need.

I could have said no.

I didn't.

With a growl, he drove into me in one hard, claiming thrust, splitting me open. His cock was raw, ridged, veins bulging, forcing my cunt to stretch wider than I thought possible. The thick head dragged over my slick lips, pushing them apart, burning a path as he speared in deep, deeper than anything I’d ever taken. I felt him in my belly, a thick, unrelenting pressure that stole my breath. I remembered the blonde girl, her stomach swelling around his cock, and I wondered if I’d see myself distended, stretched to the edge of breaking. Would I change shape, be ruined for anyone else? Would Mark even notice?

The questions vanished as he shoved every thick inch inside, stretching me so wide I ached. His cock slammed against hidden places, grinding deep, scraping pleasure raw and bright. My cunt clenched hard around him, greedy and shocked, wetness gushing between my thighs. He stole every breath, left me gasping, helpless beneath him, stunned by the raw ache and the dizzying shock of being fucked open and filled so completely I couldn’t remember my own name.

Only after he bottomed out did he remember my tits. He yanked my shirt up, exposing them, big and flushed, spilling over his hands. He squeezed hard, rough and greedy, thumbs pinching until my nipples stood up, fat and aching. He leaned in, lips brushing my ear.

“Bet my dad treats these like something precious, doesn’t he?” His voice was low, mocking. “Let’s see how you like it rough.”

He clamped his mouth around my nipple, sucking hard, teeth scraping, tongue lashing until I gasped, the sting hot and sharp. He didn’t worship me. He devoured me, biting and gnawing, spit running down my skin. The pain blurred with pleasure, my nipples throbbing, aching for more, nothing soft or loving about it.

He pulled back, eyes wild, then drove his cock inside me again, thick and burning, splitting me open and filling me until everything dissolved into raw ache and searing heat. My legs twitched helplessly, nerves burning as he fucked himself deeper. My cunt clutched at his cock, greedy and desperate, even as I gasped at the shock of him. He didn’t give me a moment to breathe, just kept driving in hard and fast, each brutal thrust pounding me against the washer. My tits bounced wild, heavy flesh slapping, nipples aching, every motion for him, every motion fueled by the relentless hunger of his cock.

I clung to him, hands clawing at his shoulders, nails raking furious red lines down his skin. The washer shuddered under us, vibration screaming up my spine and deep into my cunt, making my whole body jerk. He slammed into me, hips snapping, his balls smacking my ass, both of us slick with sweat. Every savage drive sent wetness gushing between my thighs. His cock dragged pleasure out of me, wringing every breath from my lungs until I could only choke out broken, desperate moans.

My head lolled, tits rolling, vision blurred by pleasure. He continued to hammer into me, relentless, every thrust making my cunt clench tighter, milking him. Heat, wet, the slap of flesh and the helpless squeeze of my body around his cock. There was nothing left but the raw, filthy need he gave me, everything inside me breaking apart under him.

“Cum for me, bitch.” His hot, wet words poured into my ear. “Show me you’re worth every cent my dad paid for you.” Ugly, sharp, his voice cut right to the places I tried to hide, scraping at every raw nerve I had. I clung to him, and in the blur of motion, the diamonds on my bracelet, Mark’s gift, proof I belonged to him, flashed against Josh’s shoulder. The shame twisted with heat, and that’s when I broke.

My cunt clamped down, squeezing his cock in hard, desperate pulses. I couldn’t stop it. The orgasm slammed through me, hot and sharp, tearing a cry from my throat. My thighs shuddered, heels dug into his back, tits bouncing wild with every thrust. My nipples throbbed, swollen and aching, dragging against the skin of his chest.

I gasped, mouth wide, every muscle locking up and then snapping loose as slick gushed out of me, soaking his cock, running down my thighs.

Everything shrank to heat and pressure, the slam of his hips, the wild flutter in my clit, the burn of sweat and spit and skin. I couldn’t breathe. I was nothing but sensation, nothing but a hole for him to fuck.

He didn’t slow down, just kept pounding, cock thick and hard, dragging out every aftershock, every shake, every helpless moan. I went loose, limp, body quaking under him, sweat slicking my skin, his cock still buried deep as he used me until I was nothing but raw, twitching need, my juices leaking from my cunt and the echo of his fucking still pounding in my core.

When the aftershocks finally faded to pathetic, whimpering twitches, Josh yanked me off the washer. My legs turned to jelly and I slid to my knees. I looked up just as he gripped the base of his cock, the same monstrous, beautiful thing that had just split me open and wrung every drop of pleasure from my body. It pulsed, thick and angry, veins standing out, the head flushed and slick with everything he’d done to me.

He stroked himself, his eyes locked on mine, a cruel smirk twisting his mouth. I couldn’t move or breathe, just knelt there, helpless, as he aimed for my face. The head of his cock swelled and throbbed, the slit gaping just before a burst of hot cum shot out. The first spurt splashed my cheek, then my lips, streaking my skin and catching in my lashes, marking me with burning, wet lines. He groaned, deep and guttural, and kept going, painting my face with thick streams until I was a mess, cum dripping from my chin, pooling in the hollow of my throat, sticking my hair into gooey clumps.

I felt it everywhere, hot and humiliating, and I knew what I looked like. A slut, not for money or diamonds or sweet words, but for cock and the rough, unyielding man who knew exactly how to use it. I couldn’t look at him, couldn’t look away. I just knelt there, cum cooling on my cheeks, shame and satisfaction twisting hot in my gut.

Josh smirked, voice cold and cruel. “Look at you. On your knees, right where you belong. That’s what you’re made for, Brittany.”

I stayed there, raw and undone, cum cooling on my skin, legs weak beneath me. Shame burned through me, but under it, a darker heat twisted low in my belly, a sick thrill at being exactly where he said I belonged.

Some part of me hated him for what he’d done, for how he used me, made me kneel, and turned me into nothing but a hole for his pleasure.

But what scared me more was how much I loved it, how much I craved being used, being marked, just for him.

I wasn’t a slut, but God, the way it felt to be treated like one left me shaky, breathless, and aching for more even as I despised myself for it.

My stomach twisted, my breath catching sharp in my chest as I pressed a trembling hand to my belly. Salt and cum clung to my lips, the taste was raw, shameful, impossible to ignore. I was a wreck, face streaked and sticky, knees bruised and aching on the cold tile. I barely recognized the woman kneeling there, heart pounding, pulse fluttering with a shame-soaked thrill that made me wonder if Josh was right. Maybe this was exactly where I was meant to be.


Chapter 6


The next few days were brutal! I thought if I played the part, kept my head down, did what was expected, I could forget what happened. There were nights with Mark, curled together under the sheets, where I almost believed his arms could really shut out everything I’d done.

But after the way Josh had fucked me, after the way I let him, all that pretending fell apart. I started hiding, not just from him, but from myself. I avoided his eyes, avoided my own reflection, avoided memories that crept up when the house went quiet. I managed to avoid him, slipping through rooms at odd hours, listening for his footsteps, his laugh, the sound of water running in the bathroom. My days shrank to routines that kept us apart. I planned coffee in my room, doors locked, headphones in, pretending I needed nothing and no one.

And it worked. I could go days without seeing Josh, without hearing his voice. I told myself I was fine, that I could pretend that one moment where he left me, cum covered and quivering on the floor, never happened.

Then something shifted. I couldn’t tell if he was giving me space or if he was just bored, but suddenly he was gone more often than not. I heard him leaving early, boots thudding on the stairs, caught a hint of his musk in the hallway as he passed my door. At night, he came home late or not at all. There were no more close calls in the kitchen, no more accidental meetings in the hallway.

I found myself breathing easier, shoulders relaxing for the first time in days. Maybe he had found something, or someone, else to occupy him. Maybe I was safe.

I almost started to believe it.

Mark noticed, of course. He always did, no matter how hard I tried to hide it: the circles under my eyes, the way my hand shook when I poured coffee, the way I flinched at loud noises. So when he suggested a movie night, just us, I jumped at the chance. It felt like relief, for a moment, to let myself pretend things could be simple again, even with the guilt simmering under my skin.

We ordered Mexican food, greasy and comforting, and I let him choose the movie. He picked something dumb and loud, all explosions and car chases, and I curled into his side on the couch. I let myself sink into the warmth of his arms, the press of his thigh against mine. It wasn’t the same as it was before Josh, not exactly, but it was close enough that I could almost lose myself in it.

Halfway through the opening credits, I felt the urge to pee. Mark smiled as I got up, then turned back to the screen. I slipped away quietly, padding down the hallway to the bathroom.

When I came out of the bathroom a few minutes later, he was there. Josh, leaning against the wall, arms crossed, blocking my path. He had that look in his eyes, the one that made my skin tingle, that made something low and shameful twist inside me. I froze.

Oh, how stupid I’d been to think I was safe.

“Enjoying the movie?” he murmured, voice low, almost amused.

I tried to walk around him, but he sidestepped, gently pressing me against the wall. My pulse jumped. I could hear Mark in the living room, the muffled explosions of the movie, his laughter at some joke I couldn’t hear.

Josh leaned in, his scent enveloping me, a mix of deodorant, sweat, and musk. His hand found my waist, fingers firm but gentle, and I couldn’t help but react. My breath came faster, a mix of nervousness and a deep hunger I had been trying so hard to suppress. I closed my eyes, trying to steady myself, but my body had other ideas.

He grabbed me, yanking me flush against him, his mouth slamming into mine with a bruising, hungry force. His lips mashed mine, rough and demanding, stubble scraping my chin and jaw as he claimed me. I should have shoved him away but the heavy heat of him pinned me in place, his taste all sweat and salt, his breath hot and thick against my face. My body betrayed me, hips grinding shamelessly into his thigh, my cunt slick and throbbing, desperate for the hard ridge of his cock. I ached for it, for the blunt pressure, for him to shove me harder, take what he wanted. Shame clawed at my chest but my body pressed closer, grinding myself against him, hungry for every filthy, savage inch.

“We can’t. Your father—” I managed to whimper, hating the need in my voice and the way my legs spread and the way my body humped his leg like a bitch in heat. Josh silenced me with another kiss, his tongue forcing my weak protest down my throat.

Then, his hand slid down, greedy fingers hooking the waistband of my pajama pants and yanking them just loose enough so his hand could slip inside. His palm pressed hot against my skin, sliding lower until his fingers found the swollen folds of my cunt. I gasped, humping against him as he dragged his fingers through my slick, spreading it, smearing me open for him. Shame and want tangled in my chest. I was soaked for him, and he fucking knew it.

“You like this,” he hissed, his breath hot against my ear. “You’re fucking dripping. Is it because my dad’s right there?” The words sent a jolt through me. Even as I tried to shake my head, the thought of Mark, just feet away, oblivious, made my cunt clench. I wanted to deny it, but the truth was a thick, heavy ache in my core.

He shoved two fingers inside me, knuckles deep, rough and fast. I bit my lip, desperate to stay silent as he thrust, each stroke making my hips jerk. His palm ground against my clit and every nerve was set alight. I couldn’t see the living room, but I could hear the movie, so fucking close. I could imagine Mark’s arm draped over the couch. Five steps and I would be touching him.

Shame poured through me, but I didn’t stop him. I suddenly wanted it; I wanted the danger, the filth of it. I wanted to come for Josh with his father just down the hall.

He grinned, feeling me tense, my body rocking against his hand. “Yeah, you fucking love it. You love being my dirty little slut. You want him to catch us, don’t you?”

I whimpered, thighs trembling, tears stinging my eyes but pleasure burning through my veins. I bit down on my knuckle, desperate not to moan, but the risk only made me wetter. My juices gushed, coating his hand, my cunt gripping him tight with every thrust.

Josh’s hand didn’t let up, his fingers sliding through my soaked slit, circling my throbbing clit with slow, torturous precision. He played with me, sometimes barely brushing my skin, sometimes pressing down just hard enough to make my hips jerk, always stopping short of letting me lose control. My breath came fast and ragged, forehead smashed against the wall, every muscle straining for the finish he kept just out of reach. His other hand shoved up under my shirt, rough knuckles dragging along my ribs before he grabbed my stiff nipple, twisting until shockwaves fired straight down to my dripping cunt. My thighs trembled, weak and eager, desperate for more.

I was past caring if Mark heard, past shame, past fear. Nothing else mattered but the fire he kept stoking higher, higher, refusing to let it burn out.

He leaned in close, his teeth grazing the shell of my ear. “You want to come, don’t you?” he breathed, his voice like velvet and gravel, and I whimpered, arching into his hand. I didn’t care about the risk, didn’t care that Mark was steps away. I wanted it, needed it, would have begged if I could find my voice. My cunt clenched around his fingers, slick running down my thighs. I was right there, teetering, just a little more, just—

He pulled back, sudden and ruthless, leaving me empty and throbbing. The pain of being on the edge was excruciating! I stared at him, stunned, unable to catch my breath. He lifted his hand, coated in my slick, and smeared it across my lips, forcing my mouth open, making me taste the obscene proof of my need.

“Go let your boyfriend finish you off,” he whispered, eyes burning bright with wicked pleasure. “If he can.”

Then he was gone, melting into the darkness, leaving me aching and ruined, nothing but the sound of my own ragged breath and the taste of shame on my tongue.

I slid down the wall, legs trembling. My skin felt raw, every nerve ending exposed. I hated him. I hated him so much. But I hated myself more, for the way my body responded, for the way I couldn’t get his voice out of my head.

I pulled myself together, wiped my mouth, and forced myself back to the living room. Mark looked up, smiling, completely oblivious to the storm inside me.

“Everything okay?” he asked, reaching for me.

I nodded, not trusting my voice, my throat tight with a mix of shame and desperate need. I climbed into Mark's lap, desperate for friction, desperate to chase away the memory of Josh’s hands and words. Mark grinned, surprised by my urgency, but he didn’t question it. His hands fumbled with his belt, and I helped him, barely giving him time to roll on a condom before I was grinding against him, chasing the heat that still burned inside me.

He gasped, hands gripping my hips.

“Holy shit, baby! You’re so wet,” he breathed, voice thick with awe. “What’s gotten into you?”

“I just need you, baby,” I lied, my voice rough. I yanked my shirt up, tits spilling free, and shoved his face between them, smothering my shame in their soft weight. I clung to his head, grinding his mouth against my flesh, hungry for more heat, more filthy friction, my body burning with raw craving.

I closed my eyes, but all I saw was Josh, his smirk, his hands, his fingers inside me. I tried to focus on Mark, on the way he felt inside me, but it wasn’t the same. He felt small, insubstantial, and I had to work harder, grinding my cunt against him, chasing the feeling his son had given me. My body ached for the fullness, the raw, primal sensation that Josh had ignited within me. Mark’s thrusts were quick and shallow, barely scratching the surface of my need. I grabbed his hands, trying to guide him, to make him touch me where I needed it most, but his movements were clumsy, lacking the rough, knowing touch of his son.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement. Josh, leaning in the hallway, watching. His eyes were fixed on me, a lazy, knowing smile curving his lips. My cheeks burned with humiliation, but I couldn’t stop.

Mark was oblivious, lost in the feel of me, his mouth locked like a greedy baby onto my tit, hands clutching at my waist. He whimpered, his thrusts becoming more urgent, his words buried in my flesh, grunting and moaning.

I knew, even before the final moment, that it wasn’t enough.

Then, Mark was twitching, spilling his seed into the condom with a weak, shuddering groan. I barely felt it, my body still burning, still needing more. His breath was hot and ragged against my skin, but it did nothing to satisfy the ache inside me.

Josh’s smirk widened as he watched his father come quicker than a virgin on prom night, a look of pure triumph etched into his smile.

I wanted to die. I wanted to scream. I wanted to come so badly it hurt. My body was on fire, every nerve ending screaming for release.

Mark slumped against the couch, breathless, murmuring that he loved me. His words were sweet, but they made me feel emptier than ever. I rolled off him and stared at the TV, body burning, still needing.

I felt Josh’s eyes on me long after he had disappeared down the hall.


Chapter 7


Icouldn’t fucking sleep. Mark was out cold beside me, snoring softly, a silly smile on his face. Post-coital bliss, I thought bitterly, knowing it wasn't really Mark’s fault, but angry at him anyway. Frustration boiled in my gut as I stared at the ceiling, my body throbbing, unsatisfied. I tried to touch myself, fingers sliding between my slick folds, but it was no use. The heat I needed wasn’t there. Mark couldn’t give it to me, no matter how hard he tried. I needed more. I needed...

Fuck, I needed Josh.

I slipped out of bed, leaving Mark to his dreams. The house was dark, quiet, as I padded down the hallway, heart pounding. Josh’s door was slightly open, a sliver of light cutting into the darkness. Of course it was. He was waiting for me. I knew it.

Pushing the door open, I saw him, shirtless, smirking, lounging against the headboard like he owned the place. His eyes gleamed with triumph, dark promise, pure fucking arrogance. The sheet had slipped down, his boxers barely containing his cock. I couldn’t look away from it—huge, fat, straining the fabric, ready to be unleashed. He knew why I was there. Knew what I needed. And he was ready to give it to me.

“It’s about time,” he chuckled, getting up from the bed. He was already hard, his cock a thick, obscene bulge under thin cotton. He stalked toward me, no hurry, just smug confidence. I barely had time to breathe before he pushed me back against the open door, the wood cold against my spine.

With one rough shove, he slammed the door shut behind me. The house seemed to shrink, the danger twisting in my gut.

He pressed his body against mine, eyes burning into me, then shoved his hand deep into my pants. His fingers found my soaked slit immediately, sliding through the wetness. He laughed, low and mean, his mouth brushing my ear. “So fucking wet. Daddy’s cock wasn’t enough, was it?”

“You know it wasn’t.” I couldn’t look at him, cheeks flaming, shame burning hotter than ever. I just stared at the floor.

Josh chuckled, low and deep, then plunged into my cunt, two fingers deep, knuckles dragging over my clit. I gasped, hips jerking. He fingered me slow, then fast, circling, teasing, making me gasp and buck against his hand, helpless.

He leaned in, his breath hot on my cheek. “You going to be my little fuck toy? Let me do whatever I want, just so you can get off?” His voice was rough, taunting.

I couldn’t answer. I bit my lip, cheeks burning, eyes glued to the floor. All I could do was nod, melting against the door, body screaming for more.

He grabbed my chin, forced my gaze up to his. “Say it.”

I swallowed, throat tight. “Yes. I—I’ll do whatever you want.” The words tasted like defeat, shame, and relief. I meant them. He knew it. “I’ll be your fuck toy.”

The phrase left my lips and hung in the air, heavy as sin. For a heartbeat, everything stopped. My chest squeezed tight as the surrender truly sank in. Was I really doing this? Becoming nothing but a toy to be used by my boyfriend’s son? I felt myself split in two, the girl who cared about safety and love, and the one on fire for him, wanting to be nothing at all but a hole for the better man. Even as the thought ran through my head, I saw the look on his face: pure victory.

He grinned and shoved me to my knees. My chest hammered, panic and filthy craving twisting together, fire flooding my cunt. He hooked his thumb into his boxers and yanked them down, letting his cock spring free, thick, monstrous, already pulsing and wet. It hung heavy, so fat I had to stare, veins bulging, the head swollen, leaking clear slick that caught the light. It looked obscene, more like a weapon than a cock, the kind of brutal slab that could split me open, ruin me for anything else.

Mark’s cock was nothing compared to this. This was pure intimidation, fat and meaty, the ultimate threat and promise. My mouth watered, fear and awe and hunger melting together as I knelt, knowing I was about to be wrecked.

Josh grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back, his grip brutal, forcing me to look up at him. Nothing but that fat, monstrous cock hanging heavy in front of my face, thick veins pulsing, the swollen head already slick and leaking for me. He shoved it against my lips, smearing pre-cum across my mouth, marking me before I even had a chance to breathe. I opened up, lips parted and desperate, hungry to be used, to be nothing but a plaything for my boyfriend’s son, right where Mark used to kiss me.

Josh didn’t give me a second to adjust, didn’t care if I was ready. He stuffed his cock deep, forcing my jaw wide, the stretch obscene as he fed me inch after inch, his length filling my mouth until I gagged around the thickness. His hand tightened in my hair, locking me in place, showing me how powerless I was. He rocked his hips, feeding me more with every thrust, his cock stretching my lips and throat wider than Mark ever could, every brutal stroke a filthy, humiliating reminder of how easily I could be stolen, used, and ruined.

"That's it," he growled, voice rough with triumph, "get it all, Brittany. Take every fucking inch. You like choking on my cock, don't you? Bet Daddy never made you gag like this."

Josh’s grip tightened in my hair, his hips picking up a brutal rhythm. Spit flooded my mouth, drooling down my chin, slicking his shaft as he slammed in and out. I gurgled, eyes streaming, throat convulsing around his thickness. He was fucking my face like it was just another hole to use, and I was dripping for it, my pussy clenching with every filthy thrust.

“Look at you, all sloppy and pathetic,” Josh growled, shoving my head down, his cock punching the back of my throat. “You love this, don’t you? You’re fucking made for it. Did Daddy ever make you feel this good? Did he ever use you like the little fuckhole you are?”

His words were a knife twisting in my gut. I wanted to scream that Mark had never done this, never made me feel so dirty and alive. But all I could do was moan, tears and snot running down my face, my tongue lapping at his shaft like a bitch in heat.

Josh laughed, harsh and ugly. “He doesn’t know what a little slut he’s got, does he? Does he know you’re gagging on his son’s cock right now, hmm? That you’re fucking dripping for it?”

I shook my head slightly, a pathetic attempt at denial. Mark never made me feel like this, never made my jaw ache, my throat burn, my cunt throb with such brutal need.

“You’re mine now, you little whore,” Josh grunted, his cock pulsing on my tongue. “You’ll always be mine. Every time he kisses you, you’ll taste my cock. Every time he fucks you, you’ll wish it was me.”

I whimpered, the sound vibrating around his shaft. He was right. I was ruined, addicted to his filthy touch, his cruel words. My body was on fire, every nerve ending screaming for more.

He pulled out suddenly, leaving me gasping, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his glistening cock. “Tell me you’re mine,” he demanded, his voice a low, dangerous growl.

“I’m yours,” I panted, the words ripped from my throat, raw and honest. “I’m all yours, Josh.”

He sneered, satisfied. “Good girl. Now let’s see how well you take this cock in your tight little cunt.” He pulled out, letting me gasp for breath, his cock smeared with spit and lipstick and my defeat.

Josh hauled me up, his grip brutal and commanding, tearing off my shirt and bra like they were nothing. My tits bounced free, heavy and full, nipples hardening in the cool air. His eyes widened, a hungry smirk spreading across his lips as he drank in every curve, every inch I'd tried to hide from him. He yanked my pants down over my hips, peeling off my soaked panties with rough impatience. I was naked for him, every roll, every dimple, every soft place exposed, a feast for his eyes.

He threw me down on the bed, his gaze devouring every inch of me: my full, heavy breasts begging to be touched and squeezed, my soft belly, the wide flare of my hips, thick thighs trembling with need, and my plush, swollen pussy, wet and glistening, aching for him. The body that belonged to his father was now his playground.

“Look at you,” he growled, voice thick with lust. “All mine. Wet and eager, just the way I like it. You never get this wet for Daddy, do you?”

His words sent a shiver down my spine, shame and desire coursing through me. I was all his, ready for him to do whatever he wanted. The thought both thrilled and terrified me, but there was no turning back now.

He climbed onto the bed, his hard body looming over me, making me feel small, vulnerable. His cock was rock hard, thick and ready, a monster that made my mouth water and my pussy clench with anticipation and fear. He grabbed my ankles, forcing them up and back until my legs were above my head, my body bent in half. The position left me utterly exposed, my pussy and ass on full display for his taking.

“Who owns this pussy, Brittany?” he snarled. “Me or my Dad?”

He didn’t wait for an answer. He lined himself up and I watched, helpless, as his thick, veiny cock pressed against my swollen pink lips, splitting them open inch by brutal inch. The fat head forced its way inside, stretching me so wide I screamed, watching my pussy gape around him, taking him deeper than I thought possible. His shaft throbbed as he bottomed out, grinding his hips to make sure I took everything, every ridge and vein dragging against my raw, swollen flesh. His hands clamped my hips, holding me open, using me, pounding me so hard wet squelches filled the room, my cunt drooling around his cock, desperate to be claimed in a way Mark never could.

“Daddy can’t fuck you like this, can he?” Josh growled, his hips snapping with each brutal thrust. “Every time he touches you, you’ll remember this. You’ll remember how I fucked you.”

I could only whimper in response, the sound vibrating around his cock. He was right. Mark never made me feel this way, so used, so alive. Josh’s cock was a weapon, splitting me open, ruining me for anyone else. The sheer size of him, the weight of his body, the relentless pace, it was all too much, too intense.

Too fucking good.

“Say it,” he demanded, his voice a low, dangerous growl. “Say who you belong to.”

“You, Josh,” I sobbed, the words ripped from my throat. “I belong to you. I’m yours.”

He grinned, feral and triumphant. “That’s right. You’re mine. And don’t you ever forget it. Every time he kisses you, you’ll taste my cock. Every time he fucks you, you’ll wish it was me.”

His words sent a shockwave of humiliation and lust through me. I was his, completely, utterly his. And nothing Mark could do would change that.

Josh’s body was a machine, pistoning into me with relentless force. His fat, powerful cock dominated my tight cunt, stretching me, punishing me, making me take every inch. I could feel my body surrendering, my mind breaking, my soul becoming his.

“You feel it, don’t you?” he growled down at me. “You feel how fucking hard you make me, and you love it. You love being used like this, don’t you?”

I nodded, tears streaming down my face. “Yes,” I admitted, my voice a ragged whisper. “I love it.”

He grinned, his eyes gleaming with victory. “Good girl. Now let’s see how much you can really take.”

He fucked me harder, deeper, my body stretched to the limit, my mind going blank from the brutal pleasure. The climax hit me like nothing before, hot, raw, tearing through me. My whole body locked up, back bowed, every muscle trembling. Heat flooded out from my core, a shockwave of pleasure that drowned out everything else. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t scream. His cock slammed deep and I exploded, shaking apart, lights popping behind my eyes. It was too much, so huge, so fierce, I lost myself, the world snapping to black as I came, helpless and ruined beneath him.

When I came to, he was still inside me, holding me open, panting. I was limp, boneless, completely wrecked, my body nothing but a quivering, used mess beneath him.

“You all right?” he asked, his voice surprisingly tender.

“Yes,” I gasped, tears of pure pleasure running down my face. “I—I’ve never felt this good.”

He murmured something rough, pulling out, his touch still claiming, and I melted under it, aftershocks shaking through me.

Panic set in as I realized he had full control of me while I was out. He could have come anywhere, on me, inside me. I wasn’t on birth control, and I had been so caught up, so desperate for him, I hadn’t even thought—

He’d fucked me twice with no protection!

“Did you?” I asked, tears turning from pleasure to panic. “Did you come inside me?”

He grinned, enjoying my distress. “No, I didn’t,” he said, voice smug. “I don’t come in girls who aren’t conscious.”

Relief washed over me, but it was short-lived. Josh leaned over me, his lips brushing mine in a deep, possessive kiss. My mouth responded, remembering the throb, the pain, the bliss of his cock. Nothing else mattered.

“But since I haven’t come yet,” he murmured against my lips, “I am going to use you like the little slut you are, and you aren’t going to say no, are you?”

I nodded, full of relief and bliss, not even caring what he had in mind. He pulled me to the side of the bed until my head was at the edge. I was weak, my body still twitching from the biggest orgasm of my life. I lay there as Josh loomed over me, his cock inches from my nose. I opened my mouth, expecting him to shove his cock in, but he just chuckled.

“No, not your mouth,” he growled. He reached down, the fat shaft bouncing across my lips as he gripped my breasts, molding them into fat cones. His rough thumbs rubbed my hard nipples, sending shivers of pleasure through me. “I want to fuck your tits. And I want you just like this, with my balls in your face, while I do it.”

I moaned, shame burning hot as he straddled my face, his balls and ass crushing down, smothering every pathetic whimper. The weight of him was suffocating, his raw, unwashed scent flooding my nostrils until my head spun with animal need. I was trapped beneath him, my face buried in his most intimate parts, nothing to see, only his flesh and sweat, drool leaking from my mouth as I struggled to breathe.

His hands found my tits, rough and greedy, squeezing them tight around his thick, pulsing cock. His shaft thrust through the soft meat, slick and obscene, his grip molding my breasts into a wet, slippery tunnel just for him. Each thrust sent a filthy shock through me, his cock pounding between my tits as his balls slapped my chin, wet and heavy, the sound echoing in my skull.

His raw voice cut through my daze. "Fuck, you look so good like this!" His hips slammed forward, cock ramming between my tits, balls dragging across my lips, leaving their salt on my tongue. Sweat dripped from his thighs onto my face, his musky stench flooding my nostrils until I could taste him in the back of my throat. I gagged, dizzy with shame and need, floating outside myself, seeing this whore with her face crushed beneath his crotch, tongue lapping between his sweaty cheeks, slurping his balls, face glistening with his filth. His muscles flexed, veins bulging as he rutted between my tits like an animal, the wet slap of flesh echoing in my ears, his pre-cum smearing across my collarbone.

Suddenly he grabbed my ass, folding me in half, flipping me so I hung upside down, feet dangling and useless. I screamed into his balls as he buried his face in my exposed cunt, tongue spearing deep, eating me like a starving animal. I was blind, smothered, his body and mouth trapping me, world reduced to heat and tongue and flesh. I was nothing but tits, mouth, cunt. His fuck toy, his plaything. The humiliation made my pussy pulse, shame stripping away everything but raw, filthy need. I wanted this. I needed it. I wanted him to ruin me, show me what I really was.

His grunts and groans filled the room, every sound marking me as his, every thrust and lick a claim. He used me, owned me, and I reveled in it, the shame tangled with animal need until I was dizzy, desperate, broken open.

And then it crashed over me, white-hot, violent, a tidal wave tearing through my core. My body seized and I squirted hard, spraying against his face, whole body twitching and helpless in his grip. The orgasm shattered me, left me spent and empty, every scrap of will and shame wrung out. I was nothing but a fuck toy, and I wanted it. I fucking needed it.

Josh pulled away, his cock slick and throbbing. He stroked himself roughly, aiming the fat head at my face. “Open your mouth,” he growled, and I did, knowing what was about to happen and welcoming the humiliation. Josh roared, and I watched the slit of his cock open, then explode in thick ropes of cum. Hot slashes hit my cheeks, then my forehead. It spilled into my eyes, my mouth, my hair, coating me until I could barely breathe. I tried to swallow, but there was too much. Jizz overflowed, streaking down my chin, dripping into my nostrils, thick and salty, drowning me in his scent. My nose filled with it, every gasp pulling more of him inside me. I gulped what I could, the taste of him everywhere, lewd and raw, an obscene payment for all the pleasure he’d wrung from my body.

At last, we collapsed, sated, exhausted. Josh gathered me up, then wiped his cum from my eyes and nose, his fingers careful as he cleaned my face. He fed me the salty streaks with his thumb, murmuring, “You’re mine now.” His touch was both soothing and claiming, and I melted under it, knowing it was true.

As dawn broke, he sent me back to Mark’s bed, my body still covered in his cum, his scent marking me completely. Mark was sleeping peacefully, unaware that his son had just claimed the woman he loved, stealing his trophy while he slept, a smile on his face.

Mark woke as I was washing the last of Josh’s mess from my face. He padded in, yawning, rubbing his thinning hair, then pressed a gentle kiss to my cheek, warm, familiar, safe. His hand slid over my bare hip, fingers soft, almost reverent. “I had fun last night,” he murmured.

I caught his gaze in the mirror, his touch barely stirring my skin. My cunt still throbbed with a deeper ache, the bruised fullness left by Josh, my body still echoing with the memory of being stretched and claimed, wrecked in a way Mark never could. I forced a weak smile to let Mark believe he was enough.

“Me too,” I smiled, meeting his eyes in the glass. “Me too.” But all I could think about was Josh, his cock, his cum, his filthy word...

You’re mine.


Chapter 8


The kitchen was heavy with the scent of simmering soup and herbs, but none of it could muffle the pounding in my chest or the sticky pulse low in my belly. Mark’s laughter echoed just steps away, oblivious, his voice a wall of safety I clung to even as Josh pressed in close behind me, his presence swallowing up air and space.

A few weeks ago, Mark and Josh barely spoke. Now Mark called for him, voice cheerful. “Josh, you have to see this pass!” he shouted from the living room, and the sound went straight through me. I knew the truth. Mark thought they’d reconciled, thought his son wanted to be close again. But all Josh really wanted was to be close to me.

“Josh, stop. Your father’s right there.” My voice was a ragged whisper, half protest, half plea, but my body betrayed me, ass pressing back against his hips, thighs clenching as his hand slipped boldly between my legs.

He didn’t stop. He never did. His palm ground slow and hard against my cunt, the thick seam of my pants no barrier at all. I whimpered, biting down hard on my bottom lip, desperate to stay quiet as Mark’s laughter rolled through the open doorway, the TV roaring with some stupid highlight. Josh’s fingers circled, teasing, relentless, turning my resistance into a puddle of slick that soaked through cotton and shame alike.

“Feel that?” he whispered, lips hot at my ear. “So fucking wet for me, even though Daddy’s right there. You love this, don’t you? Knowing he could walk in and see you getting fingered by his son.”

“No, please—” I tried, voice shaking, but my hips rolled into his touch anyway, my body was greedy for every filthy drag of his knuckles. The fear and thrill tangled, burning away any shred of dignity. I gripped the counter, knuckles white, as his voice curled around me, poison and honey.

He unzipped, the sound deafening, and fisted his cock, thick and angry, already leaking. “On your knees, Brittany. You know you want it.”

I shook my head, panic fluttering wild, but he pressed me down, the tile cold and hard under my knees. His cock loomed above me, fat and heavy, veins bulging, the flushed head smeared with precum. I hesitated, heart thundering, but the scent and memory of him fucking me made my lips open, tongue darting out to lap the thick, salty precum from the tip.

“That’s my girl,” Josh groaned, shoving his cock past my lips, fat and unyielding, prying my mouth open until I could feel every inch, every vein pulsing hot across my tongue. He fucked my face like he owned it, his fist tangled in my hair, dragging my head down as his hips pumped. I gagged around him, spit and precum spilling out, slicking my chin and dripping onto my bare chest.

“Fuck, look at you,” Josh hissed, rutting deeper. “You love the taste of my cock, don’t you? I know you think about this every time he kisses you.”

Tears stung my eyes, vision blurring as his cock battered the back of my throat, thick and merciless, spit and precum flooding my mouth and leaking from the corners of my lips. I tried to pull away, desperate for air, but Josh locked his fist in my hair, holding me right there, choking on his size. In the next room, Mark’s laugh broke the silence, louder this time, closer, the scrape of a chair sending panic jolting up my spine. He was just steps away. If he walked in, he’d see me on my knees like a filthy whore, jaw stretched wide, face raw with tears and drool, his own son fucking my mouth. The fear twisted into something sharper, hotter, my shame drenching my panties, cunt clenching at every savage thrust, the taste of him and the risk of being caught tangled together until I didn’t know where humiliation ended and hunger began.

Just as I thought I couldn’t take anymore, Josh’s cock twitched, thickening, and then his cock burped out rope after rope of hot, heavy jizz. It flooded my mouth, spilling out, leaking down my chin, my throat, my chest. I couldn’t take it all. I tried to swallow, but it was everywhere, bitter, salty, humiliating. He smeared the last drips across my lips, painting me with his pleasure.

Before I could catch my breath, Josh grabbed a bowl and a spoon. He stroked his cock over the bowl, milking out the last of his cum to into the creamy soup. Then, grinning, he scraped the spoon across my chin and lips, gathering up the sticky mess he’d left on my face and letting it slide into the soup with the rest. He stirred it all together, then topped it with parsley, like some sort of obscene chef.

“There you go. Daddy’s special serving,” he whispered. “Hope he likes the taste.”

I wiped my face, heart hammering, as Josh carried the bowl out. “Wait until you taste Brittany’s soup, Dad! It’s delicious!” he called.

I followed, dazed, watching Mark dig in with a bright smile, blissfully ignorant, licking the spoon clean, groaning with pleasure as he swallowed mouthfuls laced with his son’s cum. Each slurp sent a fresh wave of heat and humiliation through me. I watched him savor every drop, oblivious, praising my cooking, even using a piece of bread to mop up the last streaks before popping it into his mouth. I couldn't look away as he finished it all, grinning happily, a drop of creamy fluid dripping down his chin.

Josh caught my eye, that filthy grin burning the secret deeper. My pussy throbbed, ached, as Mark leaned over to kiss my cheek, thanking me, never knowing that we had both just eaten his son’s cum.


Chapter 9


Aweek later, I leaned into Mark as he fumbled with his suitcase. His lips pressed to my forehead, then dropped to my lips, slow and sweet. “Monday night, latest,” he murmured, and I nodded, not trusting my voice to stay steady.

I inhaled his familiar scent, toothpaste, aftershave, and the faintest musk of his sweat. I never used to worry when Mark left for business. The house always felt safe and his absence a nice chance to be alone.

That was before Josh. Now, even as I kissed my boyfriend goodbye, the memory of Josh’s late-night visits clung to me, tainting everything. I couldn’t get the thought of Josh’s hard body and even harder cock out of my head.

“Be good,” he said, and I let myself laugh, short and flat. I kissed him back, harder this time, more urgent, grasping onto the lingering love I felt for this man. Mark finally pulled back, a dazed smile on his face. Good, let him remember his girlfriend’s fierce love while he was away, no matter what happened at home.

The door shut behind him, rested my head against the door, and let out a long, guilty sigh. When I turned, Josh was already there, that familiar smirk on his face.

“You’re all mine this weekend, Brittany,” he growled, voice low and hungry. “All fucking mine.”

I shivered, his words blasting a jolt of filthy heat straight to my cunt. This was wrong, so fucking wrong, but the rush had my head spinning. Mark was barely a memory, his goodbye echoing from outside, and still here I was with Josh shoving me hard against the front door, his hand wrenching my head back, the other jamming into my pants, thick fingers grinding my clit through soaked fabric. He kissed me harder than I’d ever kissed Mark, tongue owning my mouth, stealing my breath as he worked my clit with rough, merciless circles.

Mark’s car engine roared to life, his tires crunching over the driveway. I moaned into his son’s mouth, body trembling, every muscle screaming for more. Josh pushed me down, forcing me to my knees right there in the entryway, the door cold against my back, my heart pounding out panic and savage lust. I looked up, shame and anticipation tangled tight, as he undid his jeans, eyes cutting to the window.

“Daddy’s almost gone, Brittany,” he sneered, letting his jeans drop. “Poor bastard has no idea his girlfriend can’t wait a minute before she’s on her knees for me.”

He hauled out his cock, fat and veiny, leaking pre-cum, the head swollen and angry. He slapped it across my lips, my nose, marking me with salt, with his raw, masculine scent. The shaft bounced over my face, thick and heavy, so close I could smell the sweat and the threat of him splitting me wide open. I moaned, desperate and broken, opening my lips for more.

Mark’s car pulled out, a distant honk goodbye. I didn’t care. I barely even heard it. All that existed was Josh’s cock, thick and brutal, slamming into my face. His fist locked in my hair, he yanked my head back and wedged my mouth wide, forcing his length in deep, choking me with raw, pulsing heat. He didn’t give a fuck if I could take it or breathe. He hammered every inch into my throat, merciless, pounding me until the world shrank to spit and salt and the stretch of my jaw. My mind cracked open—thoughts drowned in cock. I was gone, erased, nothing left but a drooling, ruined hole for him to fuck and destroy.

My vision blurred. Spit bubbled at my lips, drool trailing down my chin as he fucked my mouth hard, the head of his cock slamming into the back of my throat. I gagged, eyes running, but he held me there, hips snapping, owning every sound, every spasm. My world narrowed to heat, flesh, spit, the drag of his shaft, the taste of sweat and salt and him. My cheeks hollowed, mascara smeared, nose buried in his coarse pubes as he bottomed out, grunting.

“That’s it,” he snarled, voice thick with triumph. “Take it all, you cheating little whore.”

I barely heard his filthy words over the blood pounding in my ears, just the echo of “cheating little whore” rattling somewhere deep. When the truth of it finally hit, my cunt gushed, slick flooding out, my whole body shuddering in raw, helpless surrender. No matter how I clawed at what was left of my pride, I couldn’t stop it. I was his: ruined, owned, his perfect fucktoy, every trace of Mark erased, every scrap of resistance burned away until I was nothing but dripping, shame-soaked need. A filthy animal pleasure ripped through me, humiliating and addictive.

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. All I wanted was more, to be filled, to be used, to be made into nothing but his. I sucked him harder, choking myself on his cock, drool smearing my chin, desperate to please, desperate to show him how completely he’d broken me, how eager I was to be his whore.

“Finger yourself,” he ordered, voice slicing through my haze. “Let me see how wet you are for me.”

I obeyed, hand sliding down, fingers slipping through soaked folds. I was drenched, pussy throbbing, clit swollen and needy. I rubbed furiously, the sensation setting me on fire, every moan vibrating down his cock, making him grunt above me.

“Look at you fucking drip,” he spat, eyes black with lust. “You love this, don’t you? Being my little fucktoy. Daddy’s gone and you’re already choking on my cock.”

I nodded, gagging, my mouth stuffed full, fingers working my clit, breath coming in ragged gasps around his shaft. Shame and hunger wrapped tight around my core. Mark just out the door, and I was down here, drooling and desperate, getting off on his son’s dick crammed so far down my throat I couldn’t think. Every pass of my fingers sent sparks up my spine, humiliation and need twisted until I was nothing but raw nerve and ache.

I tried to hold back, but the thrill was too much. I came hard, body convulsing, thighs clamping, eyes squeezed shut. My cries were sucked down his cock with a sloppy, wet gulp, every sound muffled, every rush of pleasure tangled up in shame.

Josh tensed, cock swelling, a salty jet of pre-cum splashing my tongue. I braced, greedy for more, desperate to swallow every drop of filth he could give me. Just when I thought he couldn’t take anymore, he yanked out, leaving my mouth gaping, spit and drool spilling down my chin, my lips swollen, my tits heaving, body twitching from the aftershocks.

I stared up at him, ruined and empty, eyes glazed, every nerve screaming for more. He grinned, rough and hungry, then yanked me to my feet, the taste of him smeared across my tongue.

“Not yet,” he growled, voice thick as sin. “I want to ruin you somewhere special.”

He kissed me hard, tongue plunging into my mouth, filling me with his taste, his heat. Dizzy and ruined, I clung to him, greedy and blank, body trembling for his next move.

Without another word, he dragged me down the hall, his grip iron, leading me straight to the one place we hadn’t stained with our sweat and cum.

The bedroom I shared with his father.


Chapter 10


Aweek later, I leaned into Mark as he fumbled with his suitcase. His lips pressed to my forehead, then dropped to my lips, slow and sweet. “Monday night, latest,” he murmured, and I nodded, not trusting my voice to stay steady.

I inhaled his familiar scent, toothpaste, aftershave, and the faintest musk of his sweat. I never used to worry when Mark left for business. The house always felt safe and his absence a nice chance to be alone.

That was before Josh. Now, even as I kissed my boyfriend goodbye, the memory of Josh’s late-night visits clung to me, tainting everything. I couldn’t get the thought of Josh’s hard body and even harder cock out of my head.

“Be good,” he said, and I let myself laugh, short and flat. I kissed him back, harder this time, more urgent, grasping onto the lingering love I felt for this man. Mark finally pulled back, a dazed smile on his face. Good, let him remember his girlfriend’s fierce love while he was away, no matter what happened at home.

The door shut behind him, rested my head against the door, and let out a long, guilty sigh. When I turned, Josh was already there, that familiar smirk on his face.

“You’re all mine this weekend, Brittany,” he growled, voice low and hungry. “All fucking mine.”

I shivered, his words blasting a jolt of filthy heat straight to my cunt. This was wrong, so fucking wrong, but the rush had my head spinning. Mark was barely a memory, his goodbye echoing from outside, and still here I was with Josh shoving me hard against the front door, his hand wrenching my head back, the other jamming into my pants, thick fingers grinding my clit through soaked fabric. He kissed me harder than I’d ever kissed Mark, tongue owning my mouth, stealing my breath as he worked my clit with rough, merciless circles.

Mark’s car engine roared to life, his tires crunching over the driveway. I moaned into his son’s mouth, body trembling, every muscle screaming for more. Josh pushed me down, forcing me to my knees right there in the entryway, the door cold against my back, my heart pounding out panic and savage lust. I looked up, shame and anticipation tangled tight, as he undid his jeans, eyes cutting to the window.

“Daddy’s almost gone, Brittany,” he sneered, letting his jeans drop. “Poor bastard has no idea his girlfriend can’t wait a minute before she’s on her knees for me.”

He hauled out his cock, fat and veiny, leaking pre-cum, the head swollen and angry. He slapped it across my lips, my nose, marking me with salt, with his raw, masculine scent. The shaft bounced over my face, thick and heavy, so close I could smell the sweat and the threat of him splitting me wide open. I moaned, desperate and broken, opening my lips for more.

Mark’s car pulled out, a distant honk goodbye. I didn’t care anymore. I barely even heard it. All I wanted was Josh’s cock, thick and brutal, slamming into my face. His fist locked in my hair, he yanked my head back and wedged my mouth wide, forcing his length in deep, choking me with raw, pulsing heat. He didn’t give a fuck if I could take it or breathe. He hammered every inch into my throat, merciless, pounding me until the world shrank to spit and salt and the stretch of my jaw. My mind cracked open—thoughts drowned in cock. I was gone, erased, nothing left but a drooling, ruined hole for him to fuck and destroy.

My vision blurred. Spit bubbled at my lips, drool trailing down my chin as he fucked my mouth hard, the head of his cock slamming into the back of my throat. I gagged, eyes running, but he held me there, hips snapping, owning every sound, every spasm. My world narrowed to heat, flesh, spit, the drag of his shaft, the taste of sweat and salt and him. My cheeks hollowed, mascara smeared, nose buried in his coarse pubes as he bottomed out, grunting.

“That’s it,” he snarled, voice thick with triumph. “Take it all, you cheating little whore.”

I barely heard his filthy words over the blood pounding in my ears, just the echo of “cheating little whore” rattling somewhere deep. When the truth of it hit, my cunt gushed, slick flooding out, my whole body shuddering in raw, helpless surrender. No matter how I clawed at what was left of my pride, I couldn’t stop it. I was his: ruined, owned, his perfect fucktoy, every trace of Mark erased, every scrap of resistance burned away until I was nothing but dripping, shame-soaked need. A filthy animal pleasure ripped through me, humiliating and addictive.

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. All I wanted was more, to be filled, to be used, to be made into nothing but his. I sucked him harder, choking myself on his cock, drool smearing my chin, desperate to please, desperate to show him how completely he’d broken me, how eager I was to be his whore.

“Finger yourself,” he ordered, voice slicing through my haze. “Let me see how wet you are for me.”

I obeyed, hand sliding down, fingers slipping through soaked folds. I was drenched, pussy throbbing, clit swollen and needy. I rubbed furiously, the sensation setting me on fire, every moan vibrating down his cock, making him grunt above me.

“Look at you fucking drip,” he spat, eyes black with lust. “You love this, don’t you? Being my little fucktoy. Daddy’s gone and you’re already choking on my cock.”

I nodded, gagging, my mouth stuffed full, fingers working my clit in fast, hungry circles, breath coming in ragged gasps around his shaft. Mark was barely out the door and I was right here on my knees, drooling and desperate, getting off on his son’s cock shoved so deep I couldn’t think. Every pass of my fingers sent sparks shooting up my spine, my cunt gushing, body on fire for more. Just his cock, my need, and the filthy wet sounds of me losing my mind for him.

I came hard, body convulsing, thighs clamping, eyes squeezed shut. My cries were sucked down his cock with a sloppy, wet gulp, every sound muffled, every rush of pleasure tangled up in shame.

Josh tensed, cock swelling, a salty jet of pre-cum splashing my tongue. I braced, greedy for more, desperate to swallow every drop of filth he could give me. Just when I thought he couldn’t take anymore, he yanked out, leaving my mouth gaping, spit and drool spilling down my chin, my lips swollen, my tits heaving, body twitching from the aftershocks.

I stared up at him, ruined and empty, eyes glazed, every nerve screaming for more. He grinned, rough and hungry, then yanked me to my feet, the taste of him smeared across my tongue.

“Not yet,” he growled, voice thick as sin. “I want to ruin you somewhere special.”

He kissed me hard, tongue plunging into my mouth, filling me with his taste, his heat. Dizzy and ruined, I clung to him, greedy and blank, body trembling for his next move.

Without another word, he dragged me down the hall, his grip iron, leading me straight to the one place we hadn’t stained with our sweat and cum.

The bedroom I shared with his father.


Chapter 11


Josh dragged me into the bedroom, his grip bruising, my body still buzzing from being used in the hallway. The door swung shut, and my eyes landed on the bed. Two scraps of blue silk lingerie, the bra and panties Mark had bought me, and the diamond bracelet glinting in the lamplight.

The gifts from my boyfriend, now nothing but trophies for his son.

Josh let go of my wrist and sat on the edge of the bed, legs splayed, cock hard and glistening with my spit. His eyes pinned me in place.

“Strip,” he said.

I hesitated, a pulse of guilt and desire warring in my chest. The ground tilted, and I was falling, light and reckless, until I landed on the choice I’d already made. I turned and yanked my shirt up and over my head, getting it over with before I could change my mind.

“Don’t rush,” Josh commanded. “I want the full show. Just like you give Daddy.”

My cheeks flamed, heat crawling up my neck as humiliation prickled every inch of skin. Josh watched me, hungry and smug, waiting to see how far I’d go to please him. My hands shook, but still I obeyed, fingers fumbling with my clothes. The shame was electric, buzzing through my veins, and yet my cunt betrayed me, slick gushing down my thighs, dripping proof of just how much I craved being turned into a private show for my boyfriend’s son.

I forced a slutty little smile and the sick truth hit me. I needed this, needed him. It felt too good, his filthy stare eating me alive as I slowly tugged my top up, stretching the cotton tight over my fat, heavy tits, making my nipples poke out swollen and obscene. I wanted him to see everything, to watch my tits spill free, jiggling and begging for his hands. I was already tingling for him. For Josh.

I popped my jeans open, hooked my thumbs in, and dragged them slow over my wide hips, rolling my body, feeling the waistband clinging to my sweaty lower back as it peeled away, inch by filthy inch. I bent at the waist, ass round and lush, cheeks bouncing and spreading wide. The same striptease I once gave Mark was nothing but a dumb parody of what I was offering now. My tits, my hips, my ass, every inch of me, all of it belonged to Josh. The same striptease I once gave Mark felt innocent now, nothing but a childish parody of what I was offering Josh. For Mark, it was play; for Josh, it was hunger and surrender, every move raw and desperate, every inch of me on display for the man who deserved it.

Josh just stared, cock throbbing, jaw tight, hungry eyes locked on me like I was his meal. I grabbed the blue panties, the silk cold on my skin, and dragged them up over my wide hips, the band biting in, making every roll, every curve spill out. My cunt clenched and gushed, aching for him, slick soaking the silk, wanting his cock more than I ever wanted my boyfriend. I crammed my fat tits into the bra, flesh bulging, nipples hard and aching, barely stuffed inside and desperate for his hands. The diamond bracelet snapped on my wrist, glinting filthy, marking me as his whore. Mark’s gifts were nothing now. Every inch, from the panties cutting into my ass to the bra hoisting up my tits and the bracelet shining on my wrist, was for Josh. I wanted him to see it all, to watch me turn myself into his trophy, and begging to be used.

Josh leaned back on the bed, legs spread wide, cock already out and throbbing, thick veins bulging, the swollen head flushed and slick. He didn’t rush, didn’t say a word, just gripped that heavy shaft and stroked himself slow, letting me stare, letting me see exactly what was waiting for me.

“On the bed,” he said. “Show me how much you want me.”

I crawled between his legs, heavy tits swaying, nipples rubbing against his thigh, cunt dripping down my thighs. The diamonds glittered on my wrist, filthy proof of how far I’d fallen as I wrapped my fingers around Josh’s thick cock. I moaned, humiliation burning in my chest, but it only made me hungrier. I opened my mouth wide, tongue flicking and swirling, lapping up the mess of precum, spit, and sweat smeared across his swollen head. The taste hit hard, salt, musk, pure filth. My mind blanked as I stretched my lips wide, jaw aching as I forced every inch of Josh’s cock down my throat, the fat head battering the back until I gagged. The diamond bracelet on my wrist glittered in the shadows as I stroked his thick shaft, spit pouring from my mouth, drool streaming down my chin, splattering my fat tits and soaking his thigh. My cheeks hollowed, eyes watering, nose smashed against his sweaty skin as I sucked him deeper, throat stuffed full, choking and coughing around him, but starving for more. My tits pressed to his muscle, the soft weight spilling against his hard thigh, nipples dragging across his skin with every desperate bob, each scrape shooting filthy pleasure through my cunt.

I rammed him deeper, swallowing around his length as I fucked my face with his cock, every thrust making me cough, spit and tears running in messy, wet trails. When I couldn’t breathe, I broke away, gasping, spit gushing out, gluing my lips and chin, streaking his cock in a shining, filthy mess.

I looked up and caught Josh’s eyes, wild with desperate need, his knuckles white as he gripped the sheets. That raw hunger undid me. I moaned, sinking lower, dragging my face along his slick shaft, painting him with spit, showing him just how much he’d broken me. I nuzzled into his base, breath hot, and sucked his fat balls into my mouth, rolling them heavy on my tongue, then mashing against my soaked cheeks. I dragged his sack across my spit-slick skin, breathing him in, shameless and eager. The bracelet flashed, a filthy trophy, as I stroked him, licked him, worshiped him with mouth and hands, drowning my guilt in the heat of his body and the flood between my legs.

Josh groaned, rough and deep, his hand twisting in my hair, pinning my mouth to his crotch.

“Look at me,” he ordered. I looked up, mouth stuffed full of his slick balls, meeting his gaze past the heavy length of his cock. The shame turned me inside out. “That’s it. Look at me while you suck your boyfriend’s son’s balls. Remember who’s using you.”

His words made my cunt clench and I moaned. He laughed, voice sharp.

“That gets you wet, doesn’t it? Cheating on my dad?”

Shame burned in my cheeks, but my body answered for me. I whimpered, lips stretching wide for his cock. But, Josh pulled back, dragging his shaft over my tongue, leaving me empty. I chased him with my mouth, desperate, spit stringing from my lips.

He stopped just out of reach. “Say it.”

My voice came out ragged, hoarse from choking on him. “Yes,” I whined, desperate, the guilt sharp as a knife but a pin prick compared to the ache in my cunt. “I love cheating on your father!”

Josh laughed, the sound sharp and cruel, driving the shame deeper. He slapped his cock against my lips, smearing spit across my mouth. “Beg for it. Tell me what a needy slut you are.”

A fresh wave of heat rolled through me. Shameful tears stung my eyes, but it was too late to go back now. I focused instead on Josh’s cock. Only his cock could make me feel better and he knew it.

“Please, Josh,” I whimpered, lips swollen as he slapped his cock against my mouth. The confident woman I used to be was dead, replaced by a desperate, cheating whore. “Please, I’m your needy little slut. I need your cock inside me. Please.”

Josh grinned and dragged me onto the bed. He forced me onto all fours, his hands bruising my hips, breath hot and wild on my neck. His fingers hooked the waistband of my blue panties, digging into the soft flesh of my hips. I gasped as he yanked, the silk biting into my thick thighs and stretching tight across my ass. For a moment, the fabric clung, caught between the curve of my cheeks and the fleshiness of my legs, digging in as if trying to hold on. Then it gave way with a sharp rip, tearing free, leaving my ass bare and my thighs trembling, as helpless as I was under Josh’s power.

Josh snickered and tossed the torn panties carelessly onto the bed. They landed beside my wrist, the diamond bracelet catching on the ruined silk. Josh’s hands came back to my hips, digging hard onto the lush flesh, claiming the last thing Mark thought he owned. All I could see, in that moment, was the ruined silk tangled with the bracelet. The gifts Mark had given me nothing but trash.

“Look at you,” Josh growled, and slapped my ass, the cheek jiggling as I let out a low, tortured moan. “You’re mine now. Say it.”

I panted, my body shaking with need. “I’m yours,” I whined. I’m yours, baby!”

He pressed the thick head of his cock against my dripping cunt, sliding it slow through my folds, smearing my slick over his skin. He took his time, circling my entrance, teasing, the swollen tip nudging but never quite pushing in. My hips rolled, desperate for more, thighs trembling.

He leaned in, voice low and rough in my ear. “Tell me, Brittany. Who fucks you better? Me or my father?”

I trembled, my breath hitching, shame and filthy craving twisting me up until I could barely speak. The idea of Josh stealing what belonged to Mark sent a bolt of heat through my cunt, made my skin prickle and burn. I ached everywhere, starving to be claimed, to feel him force his cock against me, grinding that thick shaft between my ass and my soaked pussy. Every nerve screamed for it, need boiling over, the wrongness making me even wetter. I was desperate for him to take me, to ruin me, to show me I was his, not Mark’s.

“You, Josh! I want you! You’re so much better than your father!”

Fuck! Just saying it made my cunt spill out a fresh wave of juices. Josh saw it and groaned. He gripped my ass cheeks in both hands, flesh spilling between his fingers as he peeled open my cheeks and bared my aching cunt.

“Keep talking. Tell me how much better I am.”

“You’re bigger, stronger!” I panted. “You fuck me so much better than he ever could!”

Josh’s grip tightened and I felt the head of his cock split me open. “That’s right. I’m the one who makes you come. I’m the one who owns you.”

I moaned, my body on fire, every nerve ending screaming for more. “Yes, Josh. You’re so much better. You’re everything he’s not. You’re—”

My words ended in a scream, pain and pleasure tearing through me as Josh speared into me in one brutal thrust. My cunt stretched wide around him, the shock stealing my breath. He didn’t give me a second, he fucked me hard, pounding deep, each thrust slamming me up the bed. His grip bruised my hips, fingers digging into my flesh. My ass bounced with each slam of his body against mine. Wet smacks filled the room, skin on skin, my cunt taking him in with obscene sounds. My thighs shook, slick with sweat and juices that leaked out as his cock drove into me. I felt everything. The thick push of him pounding my core, splitting me open wider with each thrust. I screamed, my back arching as pain turned to raw need. The headboard hammered the wall in time, loud and relentless, like he wanted to break his father’s bed and his father’s girlfriend, all at the same fucking time.

“That’s it, come for me!” Josh huffed. “Come on my cock and show me you’re my slut!”

His filthy words knifed through what was left of my mind, and then his cock was all I could feel, piercing straight through to my brain. My thoughts shattered, everything else erased but the brutal, hot stretch of being filled and owned. The orgasm exploded out of me, raw and unstoppable, ripping a scream from my throat, every muscle jerking wild as my cunt clamped down, milking him, desperate, begging to be pumped full and used. In that moment, my mind broke for good, nothing left but a mindless, ruined cocksleeve, hungry for every drop, only his.

Josh leaned over, his voice thick with pride and hunger, breath hot in my ear. “Don’t think we’re done, Brittany. We’re just getting started. You’re not leaving this bed until I’ve fucked every memory of him out of you.”


Chapter 12


For the next three days, Josh fucked me like his life depended on it. That primal urge to knock me up was never far from either of our minds, a steady, hungry throb between us. The time blurred, three days of sweat, spit, filthy worship, and shame. I spent most of my time on my knees or on my back, mouth, tits, and tongue serving him, my whole body aching to coax him hard again and again.

When he finished, he’d order me to clean his cock. “Thank me for my cum,” he’d say, and I’d crawl between his thighs, licking him clean, sucking his balls, swirling my tongue where he liked it most, and even worshiping his ass, making him shudder with a pleasure and weakness that was only for me. My reward was his cock swelling in my mouth, his fist in my hair, pulling me up so I could straddle him fuck him like an animal until I felt another thick, hot load flood my womb.

When Mark came home, he brought flowers and his warm, safe embrace. I let him pull me close, acting like nothing had changed. I’d washed the sheets, scrubbed every trace I could, but I could still smell sweat and sex, our bedroom forever tainted by Josh.

Mark didn’t notice a thing. He kissed my shoulder, slow and careful, like he was afraid I might break.

Later, in bed, he settled between my thighs. I watched, silent, as he fumbled with the condom, rolling it down over his thin cock. I almost told him to stop, but something deep and feral held me frozen. I needed to know, needed proof that what Josh had done to me would last. When Mark finally pushed inside, I felt the latex, felt how small and far away it all was. I tried to find anything to hold onto, but there was only that dull ember in my belly, the secret, the ache, the ghost of Josh’s cock inside me, taking it all, leaving nothing for Mark but conquered territory.

It was no surprise when I missed my period a week later. I didn’t even have to check. The truth pressed beneath my skin, electric and undeniable. I was carrying Josh’s baby. Panic shot through me. Everyone would know. Mark, the world, the secret growing inside me. But excitement bubbled up too, hot, sick, addictive. The shame was part of it now.

And I knew who I had to tell first.

I found Josh lying on his bed, music playing. He saw my face, slid off his headphones, and sat up. I blurted, “I’m pregnant. It’s yours.” He froze.

For a second, I watched worry flicker across his face, something uncertain and raw. His eyes searched mine, chest rising as he took it in. Then excitement sparked, a wild, hungry light building behind his eyes. Last of all came triumph, sharp and clear, settling over his features as he stared at me. He stood, crossed the space in one step, and yanked me into a hard, brutal kiss.

His tongue forced my lips apart, plunging deep, tasting me with wild, desperate hunger. My back arched, tits smashing against his chest, nipples rubbing hard through my shirt. His hands gripped my ass, digging into the flesh, pulling me tight against his cock. I moaned into his mouth, tongue fighting his, tasting salt, sweat, want, and my own filthy need.

Without thinking, my fingers tangled in his hair, holding tight as the kiss turned savage. My heart slammed, adrenaline and fear mixing with filthy joy, my pussy clenching, soaking through my panties. In that kiss, the truth snapped into focus. Josh had taken everything, not just my body, but my womb, my whole life. He broke the kiss, lips wet, breath hot on my ear.

“It’s mine. You’re mine.”

His words pressed into me. I felt it sink in, thick and final. I was his. A baby growing inside me, linking me to him forever. It should have scared me. Instead, the thought made my cunt gush, hot and slick, soaking my thighs as I pressed in closer, hungry for everything he wanted to take.

Instead of throwing me down on the bed, however, he held me close.

“Come with me,” he whispered, voice thick, raw. “Let’s leave. Start over. You, me, the baby. Fuck my dad.”

The words hung between us. For one wild second, I wanted to grab Josh’s hand and drag him straight through the front door, parade my ruined body for the world, for Mark, for anyone who cared to see what I’d become. I imagined Josh’s cum leaking down my thighs, my belly already swelling with his filthy victory. No more secrets, just his claim, out in the open, a walking confession. Mark’s face swam up in my mind, eyes wide and broken, forced to watch as I begged for Josh, as I told him it was his baby inside me, that I was leaving him for his son.

The shame thrilled me. Humiliated for Mark, triumphant for Josh, my body aching to be exposed, owned, and paraded as proof of the better man’s conquest.

Then reality crashed in. The cold weight of the lie, the safety of Mark’s money, the roof over my head. Would Josh keep me safe? Could I give up everything for lust? I had made decisions like that before and all of those decisions had led me to Mark. Sweet, safe Mark.

My body trembled. My breath hitched, tears burning my eyes. I shook my head, voice breaking, shame twisting with the low, sick longing still pulsing between my legs.

“I can’t. I want to, but I can’t. Not like this.”

Josh’s face twisted, hurt flashing in his eyes, and I felt that same hurt in my chest. I thought he might turn away from me, and I deserved that. I didn’t deserve to have his cock inside me, to feel pleasure, when I was such a horrible person.

But, as always, Josh’s need took over. His hands turned rough, grabbing fistfuls of my soft flesh and yanking me down hard onto the bed. He tore at my blouse and the buttons popped free, clattering off the walls as my tits bounced free, heavy and flushed, nipples stiff and aching for him. He paused, hunger and desperation burning in his eyes as he stared at my chest. Then he lunged, mouth latching onto one aching nipple, sucking hard, tongue swirling along the distended nub. I moaned, arching into him, digging my hands into his hair, pulling him tighter. His face pressed deep into my flesh as he feasted, lost, sucking like a starving child.

He nuzzled into my flesh, and I whispered, “It’s okay, baby. I’ve got you.” My voice was gentle as I stroked his hair, holding him close.

For a heartbeat, he just breathed against my breast, face hidden, vulnerable in my arms. Then his body tensed. His eyes flashed up at me, angry and wild. He shoved me down, his hand pinning me to the mattress.

“You don’t have me, bitch, ” he growled. “I have you.”

He pushed my thighs wide, spreading me open, and then he took his cock in hand, thick and heavy, veins bulging, the swollen head leaking. He laid the length of it along my belly, pressing down, showing me how far it reached. Precum oozed onto my skin, hot and slick, marking my belly as he stared down at me, hunger and need burning in his eyes.

He pressed his cock to my entrance, eyes wild, voice a low snarl. “I’m going to fuck you so hard, you won’t forget who you belong to.” He drove into me, splitting me wide, stretching me until I gasped, stuffing me full. Each thrust was punishing, hips crashing into me, sweat dripping from his brow to my skin. The bed shook beneath us, the headboard hammered the wall, my ass jiggling with every snap of his hips, tits bouncing, sheets twisted in my fists as I clung to him.

Josh fucked me like he could force me to choose him, like every brutal stroke could rewrite the future. His cock battered that ache deep inside me, pounding until I could barely breathe. He leaned over me, lips at my ear, voice rough. “Say it, Brittany. Tell me you want to be mine. Tell me you’ll leave him.”

His words landed hard, each thrust branding me, his cock stretching me so deep it hurt. I tried to hold out, shaking, my legs locked around his waist, cunt clutching him tight, but my resolve crumbled. I sobbed his name, voice breaking, the fight draining out of me, melting into pure need as he pounded me harder, determined to fuck out every scrap of resistance.

“Josh—fuck—Josh—” I begged, my voice thick and hoarse, desperation spilling out. “Please, Josh, don’t stop, I need you—fill me—fuck! I—I—I LOVE YOU!”

The words hung in the air, shocking us both. His eyes locked on mine and something broke loose in him. He gripped me harder, bruising, his thrusts turning frantic, desperate to erase Mark from my body, from my mind.

Pleasure built, white-hot, wrapping me up, drowning me. I sobbed his name, my body splitting open for him, my orgasm ripping through me, cunt clenching, legs shaking, eyes wet and blind with release. He felt me break and didn’t stop, grinding into me, pounding me through the aftershocks, fucking me into submission. My confession saved me and damned me in the same breath, because I was his, and I would never be free.

He pulled out at the last moment, cock slick and throbbing, and sprayed hot, thick ropes of cum across my tits, my belly, my face. He’d already claimed my womb, so he made sure the rest wouldn’t go to waste, covering my skin in his lust.

Josh collapsed beside me, then dragged me close, hand pressed heavy to my belly. Both of us were sticky with sweat and cum, panting, hearts pounding. “Every time you look at that baby, you’ll know who you belong to,” he huffed into my ear.

We lay together, tears and sweat drying, the air thick with sex and loss.

I woke up alone, sheets cold where Josh had been. The room was quiet, air heavy with the musk of sweat and sex clinging to the mattress. My thighs stuck together, skin tacky with his dried cum, the ache inside me a reminder that I was ruined for anyone else. I pressed my palm to my belly, dizzy with the thought of his baby growing there. I was claimed, marked, addicted to everything filthy he’d made me.

Finally, I got up from the stained sheets so I could clean up and go back to my safe, boring life. But no matter how hard I scrubbed, I knew his baby was in my belly and nothing could change the truth.

I was marked forever by my boyfriend’s son.


Chapter 13


Without Josh, I was nothing but ache and emptiness. Even wrapped in clean sheets, in a freshly made bed. No matter where I stood or where I lay, I felt it: the stretch he left in my cunt, the bruises on my hips, the ache in my belly. Every twitch, every shift of my thighs, reminded me I was already ruined, already claimed.

Mark missed Josh, too, but not like I did. He drifted through the house, lost in old photos, sighing for the family he once had. My own guilt clawed deep, raw and sharp, because even in his misery, I knew what I had to do.

I cooked Mark’s favorite meal and poured him a drink. I pressed close to him, teasing him with words and the soft brush of my body. When we slipped into bed, I let my hands wander slow, dragging my nails over his chest, crushing my fat tits against his arm as I whispered, “You don’t need a condom tonight. I want your baby, Mark. I want to be a family.”

Mark froze, eyes wide and shocked, a pathetic hope lighting up his face. I could practically hear his thoughts. A baby! That was the answer. He could give me a baby. He could marry me. In one stroke, and a fuck, he could make up for all his past mistakes.

I watched it all cross his face as he looked down at me, hope and happiness and misguided love.

The sting of disgust twisted through me, knowing I was using his hurt and hope to cover up the lie in my belly. But underneath it, a twinge of heat curled low, the thrill of his helpless love making my pulse race. It was almost too easy.

We slipped under the blankets, Mark’s eyes searching, hopeful, starving for comfort. I spread my thighs and let him settle between them, missionary, his body pressed up against me, awkward and trembling, his cock small and thin, sliding inside without resistance. Had he always been this clumsy, this lost, or was it just that Josh had been so fucking good? Mark bounced between my fleshy thighs, struggling to find his rhythm, but nothing landed. He panted, gripped my waist, lips brushing my throat, and I tried to feel something, anything, other than emptiness. I squeezed around him, faked a gasp, arched my back in an imitation of pleasure, but it was all empty theater. My cunt felt nothing, already stretched too wide, too loose, too ruined by Josh. Mark pumped away, desperate and shallow, his thrusts barely scraping the surface, every movement a sad echo of the way Josh pinned me down and split me open.

I whimpered for show. “Do it! Fill me up, Mark! Give me a baby!” I begged, the same words I’d once given Josh. Mark’s face lit up, hope blooming in his eyes, and he sped up, frantic, chasing a future that could never be his. It took less than a minute for him to go rigid, his cock twitching as he emptied himself inside, thin, useless warmth spilling out, dying, pathetic and unwanted, in ground already ruined by his son.

He collapsed on top of me, breathless, clinging like I was his anchor. I stroked his hair, murmured, "Thank you, baby," letting him believe he'd saved me, that he'd claimed something that could never be his. I kissed him softly, eyes open, perversely enjoying his happiness, pleased for him despite betraying him in the worst way possible.

Later, I lay awake, hand splayed over my belly, still feeling the ache of Josh’s cock, the bruises, the raw throb of being ruined and filled. My skin tingled, nerves alive, tracing every place he’d marked. Inside, I savored the guilt and the satisfaction, the sweet shame of what I’d done. Every time I looked at Mark, I saw the lie. I stroked my belly and thought of Josh, his pride, his hunger, his claiming. I was ruined, and it felt right. Mark would never know the truth, but I did. Josh had made me his, and I would remember that every time I looked in his child’s eyes.

Poor Mark. He didn’t deserve this, but then, he wanted his trophy and he’d gotten it. Slightly tarnished, but still able to shine in the right light. That would have to be enough.


Chapter 14


Months later, I stood before another mirror, my dark hair cascading in loose waves down my shoulders, a stark contrast to the pristine white of my wedding dress. My reflection stared back at me: heavy tits even bigger now, obscene in the tight white lace. My hips had widened, stretched to lewd proportions as I twisted in the tight lace and tulle. But my belly had undergone the biggest change. It was full and round, straining the confines of the white dress, as if Josh’s baby wanted out right now.

The door creaked open. I assumed it was Mark, my soon-to-be husband. I laughed, turning to the door, “It’s bad luck to see the bride before the—”

But it wasn’t Mark. It was Josh, standing there as smug and beautiful as ever. I gasped, unable to believe it was Josh. He didn’t say a word, just crossed the distance, grabbing me roughly. His mouth crashed onto mine, his hands bruising my tits through the tulle. My body was already betraying me, trembling with need. Something in my core loosened, and with it, a flood into my panties.

He broke the kiss, his voice rough and demanding. “Did you miss me?”

I was shamed, aroused, and completely at his mercy. “I did,” I murmured.

Josh's eyes softened as he looked down at my belly, his hand warm as he placed it gently on the curve. "How's our baby doing?" he asked, a smirk playing on his lips.

I grinned, turned on by his touch and his words. "He's doing well," I said, my pussy clenching as I saw the realization dawn in his eyes that he was having a son, and his father would raise it.

Josh kissed me again, his tongue invading my mouth, claiming it, owning it. He broke the kiss, his voice rough and demanding. “Do you want my cock?” he asked. The parody of my vows, the obscenity of it, was too much. “I do,” I grinned.

Josh pushed me to my knees in a cloud of wedding dress, his whore bride. His cock, now fully erect, sprang free as I undid his pants. I took him in my mouth, the salty taste of him filling my senses.

He yanked my hair savagely, forcing my head down until I gagged on him. Tears streamed as I choked and slobbered, never breaking eye contact. He must have loved how it looked: his father’s bride on her hands and knees, staring up at him, choking on his cock, the expensive wedding dress hiked obscenely around my waist. Each thrust made me moan around his thickness, my swollen pregnant belly pressed against his shins, the ultimate proof of my betrayal.

Josh fisted my hair, holding me in place as he fucked my mouth. He pulled out only to rub his fat cock all over my face, marking me with his scent. “That’s it, say your vows. Do you promise to fuck me, for better or worse, whenever I want?” he demanded.

My words were wet and bubbly against his fat shaft. “I do, I do, I do.”

“Do you promise to obey me, to serve me, to be my dirty little slut forever?” he growled, his voice raw with lust.

I nodded, desperate to please him. “I do, I do, I do,” I repeated, my voice muffled by his cock.

He threw his head back, his body taut. “Don’t swallow, I want to see it,” he commanded, his voice rough with need.

He came hard, his cock pulsing violently against my tongue as ropes of hot, thick cum shot into my mouth. I gagged at the sudden flood but caught myself, pulling back just enough to let him see his seed pooling on my tongue. I swirled it slowly, letting strands connect my lips as I opened wider, blowing cum bubbles that popped and dripped down my chin onto the pristine bodice. His fingers dug into my scalp as my belly, swollen with his child, pressed against his trembling legs. The baby kicked hard right then, as if sensing his father's release, making me moan around the bitter saltiness coating my mouth. I was marked inside and out, his whore in white, kneeling in surrender.

“Good girl,” Josh huffed, exhausted from a release he must have been keeping inside for weeks. “Now swallow.”

I swallowed every last drop, the thick, salty fluid filling my throat. I tried to wipe my lips, but Josh stopped me, his hand gripping my wrist tight.

“Keep it on your lips,” he ordered, his voice firm. I nodded, the taste of him heavy on my tongue. “I want my father to taste me when he kisses the bride.”

The filth and thrill of his words rooted deep in my chest. I knelt in my rumpled dress, my mouth gleaming with his cum, my eyes wet with tears of dumb, obsessive love.

Josh left, and I stood, straightening my dress and fixing my makeup. Soon enough, I was walking down the aisle. I passed Josh near the back, close enough for his father to see him, to know he was there, but not make a scene.

My soon-to-be husband was smiling, the happiest man alive, his family finally together on this most joyous day. I smiled back, my eyes shining with tears, the ultimate picture of a blushing bride, the salty taste of Josh’s cum on my lips.

I had it all now. Security, status, the life I always wanted. And Josh had my pussy whenever he wanted. My mind floated as I said my vows, coming back down to earth when I heard the minister say, “You may now kiss the bride.”

I raised my hands to Mark’s neck, the diamond wedding ring and bracelet flashing in the light. I pressed my lips to his, slow and deep, sharing the taste of his own son’s cum with him, letting it linger between us, my vow to Josh complete.

The crowd erupted in applause, the sound washing over us in waves, as if they approved. I cried tears of joy, tasting cum and satisfaction on my lips. As the applause faded and the reception began, I knew that this was just the beginning. My life with Mark was a lie, a façade that hid my surrender to his son. And with every kick of the baby in my belly, I was reminded that I was at Josh’s mercy.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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