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Prologue

I didn’t offer out of charity.

I told myself it was the decent thing to do—let her stay here while her parents packed up and vanished to Florida. Temporary. Just a few weeks until she found a place of her own. A guest room. A clean slate.

I didn’t plan for Lena to show up with no bra and a suitcase full of attitude.

First night she’s here, she walks around in a tank top so thin I can see the outline of her nipples when she opens the fridge. The next morning? She’s eating cereal on the couch with her legs wide open in the tiniest sleep shorts I’ve ever seen, pretending not to notice me watching. Pretending she’s innocent.

But she’s not. Not by a long shot.

She knows exactly what she’s doing. She’s not a little girl anymore—she’s a grown, bratty, tempting-as-hell woman with big eyes and a mouth that should come with a warning label.

I catch her bending over the dryer one afternoon, ass high, humming like she doesn’t know I’m standing behind her. I stay there too long. She glances back, sees me watching, and just smirks.

She wants me to break.

Tonight, I do.


Chapter 1

She’s on the couch, wearing nothing but one of my T-shirts—bare legs tucked underneath her, scrolling her phone like she owns the place. I’m in the doorway, arms crossed, watching her like a goddamn predator.

“Lena.”

She looks up, head tilted. That sweet little smile she always gives me when she knows she’s about to get away with something.

“Yeah?”

I don’t move.

“You like teasing me?”

Her lips part slightly, but she doesn’t say anything. Just gives me this fake-innocent shrug.

I step into the room, slow. Controlled.

“You think I haven’t noticed? The no bra. The bending over. The way you sit with your legs wide open in my fucking house?”

Her breath hitches. She tries to look cocky, but she’s squirming now.

“It’s hot,” she says. “Not my fault you’re old and easily distracted.”

I laugh. Just once. Then I kneel down in front of her, close enough that I can smell her skin—warm and clean and soft.

“You want to live under my roof?” I say, voice low. “Fine. But here’s how it works from now on.”

Her eyes are wide. She’s breathing faster.

“If you want to stay here… I get to use you. Anytime I want. Any way I want. No questions. No attitude. No rules.”

Silence.

I let that hang in the air.

Her thighs press together. She swallows hard.

“You don’t like it, pack your shit and go live with someone else.”

She doesn’t move.

I reach up, fist a handful of that oversized T-shirt, and tug it up over her hips. No panties.

Of course not.

“I’m not gonna ask twice, Lena. Nod or leave.”

Her cheeks are flushed. Her lips part.

She nods.

That’s all I needed.

My hand is still fisted in the fabric of her T-shirt, and I use it to yank her closer to the edge of the couch. She gasps as her bare ass slides forward, legs falling open just enough for me to see that sweet little slit, already wet.

She doesn’t even know what she agreed to yet.

“You think this is a game?” I say quietly, grabbing her chin and tilting her face up to look at me. “Think you can walk around teasing me for days and I’ll just let it go?”

She starts to shake her head, but I don’t let her speak.

“Turn around. Face down. Knees on the couch.”

She hesitates—half second. Instinct. Habit.

I give her cheek a soft slap. Just enough to make her eyes widen.

“I said now.”

She scrambles into place.

Goddamn. That ass. Up high, full, flushed already. My shirt barely covers anything, bunched at her waist like it was meant to be there. Her hands grip the back cushion. She’s nervous. Good. She should be.

I run my palm over the curve of her ass, slow. Soft. Like I’m savoring it. She shifts a little, thighs tightening.

“You’ve been bratting around this house like you own it,” I say. “That ends tonight.”

Then I bring my hand down, hard.

The sound cracks in the room.

She jerks forward, lets out a choked breath. But she doesn’t say a word.

Another slap. The other cheek this time. Harder.

I don’t hold back. I don’t ease her in. She wanted to push me? Fine. Let’s see how far she can take it.

Three more. Then five. Alternating sides. Her skin’s turning red and warm beneath my hand, and she’s breathing fast now—half gasp, half moan.

I lean in, my hand gripping her hip, my mouth close to her ear.

“You belong to me now,” I murmur. “You don’t tease. You don’t mouth off. You don’t walk around my house with your cunt on display unless you want to be bent over like this.”

Another slap.

She lets out a sound this time—high, desperate.

“Say ‘thank you,’” I growl.

She hesitates.

Another slap.

“Th-thank you,” she gasps.

“Good girl.”

Her whole body shudders when I say it.

I slide two fingers between her legs. Soaked. She flinches when I touch her, like she wasn’t ready to feel that much.

“You like being punished, don’t you?” I mutter.

She doesn’t answer.

Another sharp smack. My hand stays on her ass, possessive now.

“I asked you a question.”

“…Yes.”

I push two fingers inside her, slow. Her knees shake.

“You’ll learn fast,” I say. “Or you’ll be spending a lot of time in this position.”

She’s still face-down, cheeks red, thighs trembling.

I pull my fingers out of her slowly, dragging them up the curve of her ass. She whimpers like she misses them already. Good. Let her feel the absence.

“Get down.”

She turns her head, confused, still breathless.

I grab her hips and guide her off the couch, down to the carpet. She catches herself on shaky hands and knees. I stand in front of her, unbuckling my belt slow and deliberate while she kneels there blinking up at me like she’s just now realizing this is real.

My cock’s hard as hell when I pull it out—thick, heavy, leaking already. She stares at it like it’s the first one she’s ever seen. Maybe the first one she’s ever wanted.

“You’ve got a pretty little mouth, Lena,” I say, curling a hand in her hair, “and since you like using it to be a brat, now you’re gonna use it for something useful.”

She opens her lips just a little.

“Wider.”

She obeys.

I grip her jaw in one hand, thick fingers spread across her cheek, holding her still. Then I slide in—slow at first, just letting her feel the weight of it on her tongue.

“Yeah,” I growl. “That’s it. That’s where you belong.”

She gags a little when I push deeper. I don’t pull back.

“Breathe through your nose, baby. Relax that throat. Daddy’s not gonna stop until he’s done.”

She moans. I feel the vibration in my cock and almost lose it right there.

I start to move—slow, controlled thrusts into her mouth, holding her by the back of the head. Her lips stretch around me, cheeks hollowing. Spit’s already dripping from the corners of her mouth, making her chin slick. She looks up at me with wide, glassy eyes, mascara already smudged.

“Fuck, look at you,” I grunt. “On your knees, drooling for your daddy’s cock. You like this? You like being used like a little cum rag?”

She tries to nod. Can’t. Too full.

I grab both sides of her head and start fucking her face rougher now, no more pretense, no more control. Just use. Her nails dig into my thighs as she struggles to keep up, but she doesn’t stop. Not even when her eyes start to water.

“That’s it,” I growl. “That’s a good girl. Daddy’s gonna cum all over that pretty face. You ready for that?”

She whines—wet, desperate.

“You gonna let me mark you? Gonna wear it like the filthy little thing you are?”

I feel it building—tight, hot, unstoppable.

I pull out just in time.

Her mouth falls open instinctively, tongue out, eyes dazed.

I grip the base of my cock and stroke the last few seconds fast and hard.

“Take it,” I snarl.

And I cum, hot and thick, spilling across her lips, her cheek, her chin. Her eyelashes catch some, and she doesn’t even flinch. Just stays perfectly still, like she knows what she is now.

A mess. My mess.

My hand’s still in her hair. Her lips are still parted, like she wants more.

“Look at you,” I mutter, thumbing my cum across her cheek. “Not even day one, and already dripping for me.”

I crouch down, grip her jaw, and make her look up at me.

“You like your new job, Lena?”

She nods, slow.

“Yes… Daddy.”

She’s still kneeling in front of me—lips parted, face dripping, eyes half-closed like she’s in a daze. Her breathing’s shallow. Her thighs are pressed together like she doesn’t even realize she’s doing it.

I run my thumb down her chin, smearing the last of my cum across her throat.

“You look perfect like this,” I say.

She leans into my touch. Fucking dangerous.

I tilt her chin up and press my mouth to hers.

Not gentle. Not romantic.

Just mine.

I taste myself on her lips when I kiss her—filthy, wet, claiming. She makes this soft noise in the back of her throat, like she wants me to do more. Take more. But I don’t.

I pull back.

“You’re done for tonight,” I say, low and firm.

Her mouth twitches like she wants to argue.

I give her hair a little tug.

“Don’t pout. You’ll need your sleep.”

She blinks. “Why?”

I lean in close, lips at her ear.

“Because next time,” I whisper, “I’m going to fuck you. Raw. Deep. And I’m not stopping until I’ve filled you.”

Her breath catches hard in her chest.

“But not now.”

I grab her arm and pull her gently but deliberately to her feet. Her legs are wobbly. She’s flushed and trembling and still slick between her thighs.

I take a step back, eyes raking over her.

“Go to bed,” I say. “Sleep naked.”

She swallows.

“Is that… an order?”

I raise an eyebrow. Just once.

She nods and walks slowly toward the hallway, still wearing my T-shirt, no panties, my cum drying on her skin. I watch her hips sway as she disappears into the dark.

Just before she vanishes into her room, I call out:

“Lena.”

She stops. Looks back at me.

“Yes, Daddy?”

I smile.

“Door stays open.”


Chapter 2

The house is quiet.

I check the clock—just past 3 a.m. I should be asleep. I should be in my bed.

But I’m hard.

Thinking about her. Laying there in my shirt, skin still marked from where my cum dried on her face hours ago. Naked. Obeying.

I told her to sleep with the door open. She did.

Of course she did.

I step down the hall barefoot, slow, silent. Her door’s cracked. The room’s dark but not black—just enough moonlight coming through the blinds to see her laid out across the sheets.

One arm above her head. One leg pulled up. Exposed.

No blankets. No modesty. Just skin. Bare. Waiting.

She’s breathing slow and deep. Completely asleep.

I stand there a moment, watching her chest rise and fall.

Then I pull my cock out—already thick, heavy, leaking—and step inside.

I don’t speak. I don’t ask.

I climb onto the bed slow and press my body between her thighs. She shifts a little but doesn’t wake. When I line up with her and push the tip in, she moans softly in her sleep—barely audible. No resistance.

She’s wet. Already open. Like her body knows.

I slide in deep, inch by inch, until I’m all the way inside her. Buried.

Fuck.

She’s so warm, so tight, gripping me like she wants to be filled.

I brace myself above her on my forearms and start to move—slow, steady strokes, deep and possessive. Not hard. Not rough. Not yet.

Just claiming.

Her breath hitches a little. She stirs. Her eyes flutter.

“Shh,” I whisper, mouth close to her ear. “Go back to sleep, baby.”

She whimpers.

“I’m just going to fuck you for a little while,” I murmur. “Nothing for you to do. Just lay there and take it.”

She blinks blearily. “Daddy…?”

“That’s right,” I breathe. “Daddy’s here. Just keep those legs open like a good girl.”

I push in deeper.

She gasps—but she doesn’t stop me.

I lean in closer, bury my face in her neck, moving slower now. Deeper. Drawing it out.

“I’m going to breed you,” I whisper. “You understand me?”

She trembles under me. Still half-asleep. Still wet. Still taking every inch.

“I’m gonna fill you up while you sleep. Gonna keep doing it until your belly starts to grow. Until everyone knows this cunt belongs to me.”

She lets out this soft, helpless sound—somewhere between a moan and a surrender.

“That’s right,” I murmur. “You’re my little breeding toy now. A hole for Daddy’s cum.”

I fuck her slowly, steadily, for minutes—like it’s nothing. Like I’ve got all night. Because I do.

She doesn’t move. Doesn’t resist.

Just breathes harder, thighs trembling around my hips.

And when I finally cum—deep, hot, pulsing inside her—I stay there.

Bury myself to the hilt.

Don’t pull out.

Just rest there on top of her, cock still twitching, filling her full.

And whisper:

“Good girl.”


Chapter 3

I’m in the kitchen when she walks in.

Late morning. Sun through the windows. She’s freshly showered, wearing nothing but one of my flannels—unbuttoned halfway down, no bra. Hair damp. Smug little look on her face, like she’s got something to prove.

“Morning,” she says sweetly, grabbing a mug like she owns the place.

“Sleep well?” I ask, sipping my coffee.

“Mmhmm,” she hums, leaning her hip against the counter. “Dreamed I got fucked by some older man who thinks he’s in charge.”

I look at her.

She smiles.

“Crazy, right?” she says, cocking her head. “Definitely just a dream.”

I don’t speak.

She walks past me to the fridge, bends over dramatically to grab the milk—ass sticking out, shirt riding up high enough to flash a hint of bare skin.

She turns, holds the milk to her chest.

“Hope you didn’t miss me after you tucked me in so nicely last night,” she says, voice light. “Real gentleman move.”

I set my coffee down.

Walk to her. Slow. Silent.

She doesn’t move when I step behind her—close enough to feel her breathing shift.

“You want to play games this morning?” I ask quietly.

She shrugs. “Just making conversation.”

I grab her by the back of the neck. Not gentle.

She gasps, milk forgotten, eyes wide.

“You think I bred you last night so you could wake up and be a fucking brat in my kitchen?” I growl.

“N-no, I—”

“Bend over the table. Now.”

“But I—”

SMACK.

I slap her ass once—hard enough to make her gasp and drop the milk. It thuds to the floor and rolls.

I lean in.

“You don’t get to mouth off after I spent the night filling you. You want to tease, you get punished.”

She stares at me, lips parted, cheeks flushed.

“Bend. Over.”

She obeys this time—slow, like she’s trying to figure out how serious I am. She braces herself on the table, legs spread, my shirt barely covering her ass.

I lift the hem.

Nothing underneath. Of course.

“You know what I should do?” I say, crouching low behind her. “Should plug you. Keep all that cum inside.”

She shivers.

“But you like leaking down your thighs, don’t you? Like feeling my seed between your legs while you sass me.”

She moans, soft.

I slap her again—then drag two fingers between her legs. Still wet. Still swollen from last night.

“Maybe I should make you clean the floors like this,” I mutter. “On your hands and knees, dripping down your legs, ass red, plug in tight.”

She whimpers.

I pull back. Don’t fuck her. Don’t even finger her.

Just leave her there bent over the table, breathing hard, waiting.

I lean in close.

“You want my cock again,” I whisper. “You ask. Politely. And until you do, you don’t cum. You don’t beg. You don’t even touch yourself.”

Her fingers curl on the table edge.

I smack her ass once more. Then walk away.

It’s just after one. I’m in my office with the door half-shut, catching up on emails I don’t give a fuck about.

I can feel her pacing.

She’s been quiet since this morning. No brattiness. No attitude. Just silence. That means she’s thinking. That means the lesson landed.

Good.

But I don’t call her in. I don’t check on her.

She’ll come when she’s ready.

Five minutes later, she does.

Soft knock.

“…Daddy?”

Her voice is small now. Careful.

I don’t answer.

She opens the door anyway and peeks in. Wearing one of my button-downs again—this one fully unbuttoned. Nothing underneath. Bare feet. Eyes wide.

“Can I come in?” she asks quietly.

I nod once, not even looking up from my screen.

She walks in slow. Hesitant. Crosses the room like she’s afraid of stepping wrong.

Then she kneels.

Right at my feet.

Doesn’t speak. Doesn’t touch.

Just lowers her head and waits.

Now I look at her.

Her hair’s still damp from the shower. Cheeks pink. Knees pressed together.

She swallows hard.

“I’m sorry,” she whispers.

I lean back in my chair, spread my knees.

“Sorry for what?”

“For being a brat. For teasing. For… forgetting who I belong to.”

I let the silence stretch. Let her sit in it.

Then I reach down and run a thumb along her bottom lip.

“You’re not here to be cute,” I say.

She shakes her head.

“You’re not here to be forgiven.”

Another shake.

“You’re here to fix it.”

That earns a nod.

“Show me,” I say.

She doesn’t hesitate.

She climbs into my lap, straddling me slowly, carefully, like she’s afraid I’ll shove her off if she moves too fast. She reaches between us, takes my cock out, already semi-hard, and rubs it against her folds—slow, soft, teasing herself with the idea of being filled.

But she doesn’t sink down yet.

She leans in close, lips at my ear.

“Please let me make it right, Daddy,” she whispers. “I’ll be good. I promise.”

I grip her hips, hard.

“You’re gonna take my cock,” I growl. “All of it. And you’re not gonna cum until I say.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You don’t ride it like a little slut. You sit on it. Soak on it. Let me stretch you.”

She shivers. Nods.

Then lowers herself—inch by slow inch—until I’m buried inside her.

She gasps, eyes fluttering.

I keep her still. Just holding her there. Her walls fluttering around me. Her hands grip my shoulders, her body already begging to move.

I don’t let her.

“You stay right there,” I say. “You’re gonna soak on my cock until I’m done working.”

She looks at me, confused. Panting.

“But—”

I give her one look.

Her mouth snaps shut.

And she stays.

Full. Stuffed. Denied. Dripping down her thighs.

Just like a good girl should.

She’s sitting in my lap with my cock buried inside her, thighs trembling, breath shallow, hips twitching with the urge to move.

But she doesn’t.

She sits like I told her to. Fucked full. Soaking.

Good girl.

I don’t touch her. Don’t kiss her. Don’t praise her yet.

I just reach for my phone and start reading through messages.

Her eyes flick up to me every now and then, desperate for approval. I ignore her.

Her walls clench around me—tight, fluttering, desperate.

“Stop squeezing,” I mutter, not even looking up.

She gasps. “I—I wasn’t—”

I give her a slow, warning look.

She shuts up.

I scroll another message. Shift in my seat slightly. The motion makes her moan, just a little.

I grip her hip, hard.

“That sound wasn’t permission,” I growl.

“I’m sorry,” she breathes. “I—It’s just so—”

“Wet?” I say. “Full? Like you’re about to cum just from existing on my cock?”

She bites her lip.

I grab her jaw.

“Say it.”

She looks down at me, eyes wide, lips trembling.

“I’m soaked,” she whispers. “Just from being stuffed full. I feel everything.”

“You’re not stuffed. You’re owned.” I pull her forward just an inch, then slam her back down. Her mouth drops open. Eyes roll.

“Daddy—”

I raise an eyebrow.

She catches herself.

“Sorry.”

I lean back again, keep one hand on her hip.

Then I start moving her.

Just a little. Just enough.

A slow grind. Barely motion. Not for her pleasure. Not enough to tip her toward release. Just enough to feel me using her.

She moans through her nose.

“Shh,” I say. “Toys don’t make noise.”

Her breath catches. Her thighs twitch again.

“I could do this all day,” I murmur. “Keep you full and soaking and useless. Plugged up and obedient while I read, work, drink my coffee.”

I lift her just enough to slide out halfway… then press her back down, all the way to the hilt.

She sobs.

“You want to cum?”

She nods frantically.

I smile.

“Not yet.”

She’s still on my cock, shaking now.

Eyes glassy. Legs trembling. Breathing fast.

Soaked all the way down her thighs. Body humming with tension from holding still too long.

She’s done everything I asked.

So now I’m going to give her what she’s been aching for.

I wrap both hands around her hips and lift her, slow—almost out of me. She lets out this high, needy whine, like her whole body’s begging me not to take it away.

“Relax,” I mutter. “You’ve been good. You get your reward.”

I grab her wrists and twist her around fast, flipping her over in my lap until she’s on her knees, facing the desk, hands braced, legs spread wide across mine.

I don’t give her time to think.

I slam back into her in one brutal thrust.

She screams.

Not in pain.

In relief.

I lean over her, one hand at the back of her neck, pushing her down flat against the desk. My other hand wraps around her belly, holding her steady while I fuck her.

Deep. Hard. Possessive.

She’s slick—flooding me with every thrust. Her whole body arches back into me like she can’t get enough. Like she needs it inside her.

“Is this what you wanted?” I snarl. “Wanted Daddy to use you like a hole again?”

“Yes—yes, Daddy—please—”

“Fucked you in your sleep and you still needed more, didn’t you?”

She sobs, nodding frantically.

“Little breeding toy. Just aching to be filled again.”

Her fingers claw at the desk. Her moans are high, frantic, unhinged.

“I’m gonna cum in you,” I growl. “Deep. So deep it’s gonna stick.”

“Please—please—fill me, Daddy—make me full—make me pregnant—”

I snap.

I grab her hips and pound into her faster, rougher, full force now. Her screams break into broken moans. She’s begging without words.

She starts to cum—body clenching around me, choking on her own release.

I don’t let up.

“You’re gonna take it,” I grunt. “Every drop. Every fucking time I cum, you take it. No wasting. No pulling out. You understand me?”

“Yes—yes—yes—Daddy, please—”

My hips stutter.

I slam deep—all the way in—and let go.

Hot. Flooding. Deep.

Her body milks it from me, her cunt fluttering around my cock like she was made for it.

I don’t pull out.

Not yet.

I stay buried, locked tight, panting into her shoulder.

She’s shaking under me. Whimpering.

I kiss her neck—slow, claiming.

“That’s what happens when you’re a good girl.”

She’s still on my cock, shaking now.

Eyes glassy. Legs trembling. Breathing fast.

Soaked all the way down her thighs. Body humming with tension from holding still too long.

She’s done everything I asked.

So now I’m going to give her what she’s been aching for.

I wrap both hands around her hips and lift her, slow—almost out of me. She lets out this high, needy whine, like her whole body’s begging me not to take it away.

“Relax,” I mutter. “You’ve been good. You get your reward.”

I grab her wrists and twist her around fast, flipping her over in my lap until she’s on her knees, facing the desk, hands braced, legs spread wide across mine.

I don’t give her time to think.

I slam back into her in one brutal thrust.

She screams.

Not in pain.

In relief.

I lean over her, one hand at the back of her neck, pushing her down flat against the desk. My other hand wraps around her belly, holding her steady while I fuck her.

Deep. Hard. Possessive.

She’s slick—flooding me with every thrust. Her whole body arches back into me like she can’t get enough. Like she needs it inside her.

“Is this what you wanted?” I snarl. “Wanted Daddy to use you like a hole again?”

“Yes—yes, Daddy—please—”

“Fucked you in your sleep and you still needed more, didn’t you?”

She sobs, nodding frantically.

“Little breeding toy. Just aching to be filled again.”

Her fingers claw at the desk. Her moans are high, frantic, unhinged.

“I’m gonna cum in you,” I growl. “Deep. So deep it’s gonna stick.”

“Please—please—fill me, Daddy—make me full—make me pregnant—”

I snap.

I grab her hips and pound into her faster, rougher, full force now. Her screams break into broken moans. She’s begging without words.

She starts to cum—body clenching around me, choking on her own release.

I don’t let up.

“You’re gonna take it,” I grunt. “Every drop. Every fucking time I cum, you take it. No wasting. No pulling out. You understand me?”

“Yes—yes—yes—Daddy, please—”

My hips stutter.

I slam deep—all the way in—and let go.

Hot. Flooding. Deep.

Her body milks it from me, her cunt fluttering around my cock like she was made for it.

I don’t pull out.

Not yet.

I stay buried, locked tight, panting into her shoulder.

She’s shaking under me. Whimpering.

I kiss her neck—slow, claiming.

“That’s what happens when you’re a good girl.”


Chapter 4

“You’re wearing a dress.”

I say it the second she steps into the room.

Lena pauses in the hallway, fingertips toying with the hem of a soft black thing that barely hits mid-thigh. She’s put on makeup. Mascara, glossy lips. A little heel.

No panties. I know without asking.

She knows I know.

“You said we were going out,” she says, trying to sound casual.

I lean back in my chair, arms crossed. “You’re trying to be cute.”

“I thought I looked nice.”

“You do. That’s the problem.”

Her lips curve like she’s proud of herself.

“Get over here,” I say.

She walks to me, slow, hips swaying. When she stops in front of me, I reach under her dress without hesitation—press two fingers right to her slit.

Still warm. Still slick. I push inside and feel my cum still inside her, thick and wet.

She shivers.

“Sloppy little thing,” I murmur. “Still full from earlier?”

She nods.

“You leaking?”

“A little.”

I smile.

“Not anymore.”

I reach into the desk drawer, pull out the smooth black plug I left there earlier. She sees it, and her eyes go wide.

“Right here?” she whispers.

“Lift your skirt.”

She does.

I spread her with one hand, press the plug to her hole with the other, and push.

She gasps—knees buckling as I slide it in deep.

It settles with a soft pop.

She grips the desk edge and exhales.

“There,” I say, wiping my fingers on her thigh. “Now you can go out looking like a good girl instead of a leaking slut.”

I stand, tuck the remote into my pocket, and kiss her cheek.

“Ready for dinner?”

We get to the restaurant twenty minutes later. Dim lighting. Cloth napkins. Booth in the back. The kind of place that doesn’t ask questions when a man walks in with a younger woman and no wedding ring.

She sits across from me, trying to act normal. Hair tucked behind her ear. Eyes big. Legs tight.

She’s trying not to squirm.

“You’re quiet,” I say, sipping my whiskey.

“Just hungry.”

I smile.

Click the remote.

She jerks. Her knee bangs the table.

“Problem?”

She grits her teeth. “No, Daddy.”

The waitress walks over. Lena blushes so hard I can see it under the lights. She orders water. I order steak. When the waitress walks away again, I press the button again—longer.

Her thighs clamp tight. She bites her lip.

“You’re gonna come in this booth, aren’t you?” I say casually. “With my cum inside you, with that plug keeping it in, with your pretty little pussy clenching around it like a whore.”

She lets out a soft gasp—hands gripping her napkin tight.

“Maybe I’ll pull it out later,” I murmur. “Check how well you held it. If you leaked… you don’t eat tomorrow.”

Her breath hitches.

I click it again. Let the vibration hum longer this time.

She squirms—desperate. Helpless.

The waitress comes back. Lena smiles through it. But her hands are shaking.

Good girl.

The drive home is quiet.

Except for the soft hum inside her.

She’s trying to hold still in the passenger seat, legs pressed tight together, hands fisted in her lap. Her face is flushed and she won’t look at me.

She’s soaked through. I know it.

I flick the remote once—just a little. A taste.

She lets out a soft gasp and clenches the armrest.

“Relax,” I say, keeping my eyes on the road. “Just checking in on my toy.”

She doesn’t respond.

I smile to myself. She’s learned to keep her mouth shut when she’s desperate. Good.

We hit a stoplight. I reach into my pocket, thumb the button, and let the plug vibrate again—longer this time.

Her whole body trembles. A little moan escapes.

“You close?” I ask casually.

She nods once, frantic.

“Tell me.”

“I—I’m really close, Daddy—please—”

“Did I say you could cum?”

“No—no, sir.”

The light turns green.

I wait a block. Then I crank it.

She chokes on a scream.

Back arches. Legs fly open.

I grip her thigh with one hand—tight enough to bruise—and keep the other on the wheel.

“You’re gonna cum right here,” I mutter. “Seatbelt on, plug stuffed inside, dripping full of me. You’re gonna soak this fucking seat, Lena.”

She whimpers.

“You hold it, I’ll make you regret it.”

Her fingers slam into the dashboard, nails clawing. She pants. Her hips rock without permission.

“Don’t fight it,” I say. “Take it. Be my little cumdump and fucking take it.”

She shatters.

Body jerking, legs trembling, mouth wide open with a silent scream. The whole seat shakes as she cums—hard. Long. Out of control.

And I don’t let up.

I let it ride. Let the vibration keep going through the wave.

She collapses back against the leather, twitching. Glowing. Broken.

I glance at her, smirking.

“There’s my good girl.”


Chapter 5

She stumbles a little getting out of the car, legs shaking.

I don’t offer to help.

I walk inside like nothing happened—jacket off, shoes kicked aside, heading straight for the couch.

I know she’s behind me. She always follows.

By the time I sit, she’s standing there in front of me, cheeks still flushed, eyes glassy, thighs pressed tight.

I don’t speak.

Just unzip my jeans, pull my cock out—already swelling again.

Her breath catches.

“On your knees,” I say.

She drops.

I lean back, spreading my legs, resting one arm on the couch.

“Clean me.”

She doesn’t ask how. She knows.

She leans forward, mouth open, tongue out, and starts at the base—slow, dragging her tongue along the underside like she’s worshipping it.

“That’s it,” I murmur. “Lick it all up. Get Daddy nice and hard again.”

She moans softly against my skin.

I’m still damp from earlier—her slick and my cum dried into the skin—and she tastes every bit of it. Doesn’t complain. Doesn’t hesitate.

She takes her time.

Tongue swirling the head. Kissing down the shaft. Sucking the tip like she’s starving for it.

When she wraps her lips around me and sinks down, I groan low in my chest and fist her hair.

“You love this cock, don’t you?”

She moans.

I push deeper.

“Love being Daddy’s little cum cleaner.”

She gags. I don’t let up.

My hips rise off the couch, fucking into her mouth slow but hard, deliberate strokes that make her eyes water.

“That’s right,” I growl. “You don’t get breaks. You don’t get praise. You get used.”

She whimpers around me.

“I’ll facefuck you until your throat’s sore. Until you forget what air feels like.”

Her hands grip my thighs tighter.

“You think I care if you’re sensitive?” I snarl. “I’ll use you until I’m done.”

I push deep—all the way in. Her nose presses to my pelvis, throat stretched around me, choking softly.

I hold her there. Let her squirm.

Then slowly pull back—watch her gasp for air, lips shining, eyes red.

I wipe the spit from her cheek with my thumb.

Then slide it in again.

She’s already gagged once.

Already gasping.

Already a dripping mess, mouth stretched around me, throat tight, jaw sore.

But I’m not finished.

I wrap her hair around my fist, grip the back of her head, and fuck her mouth harder—rough, fast, unrelenting. No rhythm. No patience. Just use.

Her nails dig into my thighs. She moans around me, the sound barely audible past the slick, wet choking sounds echoing off the walls.

Tears stream down her cheeks. Her eyes are glassy.

She looks wrecked.

Good.

“That’s it,” I growl. “Choke on it. Take it like a good little whore.”

I slam deep. Her throat contracts. She gags. Again.

She tries to pull back—

I don’t let her.

I hold her there, buried to the base, her nose smashed against my pelvis, spit dripping down her chin.

“You don’t get to stop,” I growl, voice dark. “This is your job now.”

She moans, helpless.

I rock my hips—shallow thrusts, just enough to fuck her face without mercy.

“Your mouth is Daddy’s cum sleeve,” I snap. “You don’t breathe ‘til I say. You don’t swallow ‘til I say. You don’t stop until I’ve drained every fucking drop down your throat.”

She whimpers around me—needy, obedient, fucking addicted.

I feel it building—tight, hard, fire curling up my spine.

“You want it?” I grunt. “Want me to cum down your throat like the little cum rag you are?”

She moans again. Can’t even nod. Just moans.

That’s all I need.

I bury deep—one final thrust—and hold her head there while I unload.

Hot. Thick. Violent.

I cum straight down her throat, and she takes it.

All of it.

Her throat swallows around me, milking every pulse, every drop. I stay in her mouth until I’m spent, twitching. Her lips sealed around the base.

Only when I’m done do I let her pull back.

She gasps, drooling, cum-slick and red-eyed, blinking up at me like she doesn’t know who she is anymore.

I wipe her cheek with my thumb, smear the mess across her mouth.

“Swallowed it all like a good girl,” I murmur. “Maybe you’re finally learning.”

She’s still on the floor.

Eyes wet. Mouth messy. Hair clinging to her cheeks.

Her body’s trembling. Used. Sensitive. Plugged tight.

And she’s perfect.

I reach down, trail my fingers along her jaw, and tilt her head up.

“You ready to take it out?” I ask quietly.

She nods, slow.

I stand and hold out my hand.

She takes it.

I lead her to the bedroom, silent, guiding her with one hand at the base of her spine, my grip firm—reminding her who she belongs to.

“On the bed,” I say. “Back flat. Legs spread.”

She climbs up, lies down, and opens her thighs without hesitation.

Still wearing that same little dress. Still no panties. The plug’s nestled between her cheeks, black silicone peeking out like a handle on something forbidden.

Her pussy is glistening. Swollen. Full.

I sit at the edge of the bed and stroke one hand along her inner thigh.

“Hands behind your head.”

She obeys.

I reach for the plug.

“Don’t move,” I murmur.

I grip the base and give it a little twist.

She gasps—her whole body flinching.

I smirk.

“You feel that?”

She nods, biting her lip.

“I’m gonna pull it out,” I say, slowly dragging it partway. “And you’re gonna hold all of it. Not one drop leaks. Understand?”

She swallows.

“Yes, Daddy.”

I twist it again—just a little. She moans.

Then I start to pull.

Inches. Millimeters.

Her hips twitch. Her walls clench.

The thickest part stretches her, pops free, and she lets out this soft, broken cry.

The plug slips out slick and slow—wet with everything I put inside her.

I hold it in front of her face.

Dripping.

Her eyes go wide.

“Still full,” I murmur. “Good girl.”

Then I set the plug down.

Reach between her legs.

Spread her open with two fingers.

And look.

Her cunt is stuffed. Creamy, swollen, slick. My cum pooled deep inside her, clinging to her folds like it belongs there.

She’s panting. Holding still.

“Not a drop,” I whisper. “You really are Daddy’s good little toy.”

I lean in.

Press my mouth to her soaked slit.

And lick.

Slow. Deep. Claiming.

Her entire body arches off the bed.


Chapter 6

She’s trembling on the bed, thighs still spread wide, her pussy leaking slow and hot—my cum clinging to her folds, dripping onto the sheets.

The plug glistens in my hand, slick and wet, thick with everything that’s been inside her.

She stares at it.

Her mouth is already parting.

“Good girl,” I murmur, brushing the head of the plug across her cheek. “You know what to do.”

She nods once. Eyes locked on it.

I sit on the edge of the bed and bring it to her lips.

“Open.”

She obeys.

Tongue out. Kneeling now, leaning forward, face burning red.

I press the tip of the plug to her tongue and she moans—deep and broken—as she tastes herself and me, mixed, still warm from her cunt.

“That’s right,” I whisper. “Taste how full you were. That’s mine. All of it.”

She sucks the tip.

Licks the shaft.

Slow, deliberate strokes of her tongue along the curved edge, eyes fluttering shut.

Her lips close around it. She sucks like she means it.

Like she’s proud of what she held inside.

“Lick it all off,” I growl. “Not one drop left.”

She works her way to the base, using both hands to steady it, tongue swirling. She’s moaning like it’s a cock. Like she’s grateful for the taste.

“You love it, don’t you?” I murmur. “Love being a hole for me to fill. Love licking it up after.”

She nods with her mouth full.

I grip her hair and make her hold the plug in her mouth.

Like a gag.

Like a reminder.

She moans around it.

I lean in and press my mouth to her ear.

“You’re Daddy’s filthy little cum cleaner,” I whisper. “And you just earned your next load.”

She’s still sucking the plug when I pull it from her mouth, wet with spit and cum and need.

Her lips are swollen. Her face is flushed. Her eyes are glassy with that look I love—gone. Fucked-out. Floaty.

I grip her by the waist, flip her fast, and shove her face-down into the sheets.

No warning.

No question.

She gasps as her ass lifts, her knees spreading automatically, instinctively. Like her body already knows its place.

“Stay like that,” I growl, positioning myself behind her.

She doesn’t move.

Hands clutching the sheets. Breathing hard. Legs open, dripping from the last round. Slick and raw and ready.

I line up with her soaked cunt and slam in, all the way, one rough, claiming thrust.

She screams into the mattress.

I grab her hips and use her.

Fast. Deep. Brutal.

No teasing. No slow strokes.

Just breeding.

My cock pounds into her, slick from her own mess and the cum she just licked off that plug. Her body sucks me in like it missed me—like it can’t wait to be filled again.

Her moans go high and wild. Her fists twist in the sheets.

“Daddy—Daddy please—oh my god—”

“Shut up,” I growl, slamming in harder. “You asked for this.”

She screams again—half sob, half orgasm.

I don’t let up.

“You think one load was enough?” I grunt. “Think I’m not gonna fuck it in deeper?”

She’s crying now.

“Yes, Daddy—please—want it all—want every drop—”

I grip her hair and yank her head back as I pound into her.

“You’re gonna get it,” I snarl. “Gonna get it again and again until your fucking womb knows my cock.”

She goes still.

Her pussy clenches—tight, hard, fluttering.

Then she breaks.

She cums hard, body convulsing, screaming into the mattress, shaking with it.

I lose control.

I slam in deep—balls to soaked cunt—and unload again. Thick. Hot. Endless.

I keep thrusting through it, grinding the cum in, pressing it deep into her like I’m planting a fucking flag.

My girl.

My hole.

My cum.

When I finally stop, we’re both panting. Sweaty. Shaking.

I don’t pull out.

Just collapse over her back, cock still twitching inside her, both of us soaked.

“Still leaking,” I murmur against her neck. “Guess I’ll have to keep filling you.”

She’s still twitching beneath me—face down, legs spread, pussy flooded with my cum.

I’m still inside her.

Still hard.

And she’s still mine.

I slide out slow—watch my seed drip from her, creamy and hot, leaking down her thighs in messy, ruined lines.

She whimpers.

I grab her wrist.

“Not done.”

She barely has time to lift her head before I roll her onto her back and grab her arms—rough, fast, like I’ve been planning this.

She gasps.

“Daddy—?”

“Hands up.”

I reach into the drawer beside the bed and pull out black silk restraints.

Soft. Tight. Unforgiving.

She hesitates.

I grip her chin.

“Say it.”

“…Yes, Daddy.”

I tie her wrists to the headboard—tight enough she can’t pull free. Arms stretched above her, back arched, tits rising with every breath.

Helpless.

Beautiful.

Used.

I kneel between her legs and spread her open again—wide enough to see how swollen she is, how red, how ruined.

Still dripping. Still gaping.

I slap her pussy once—soft but sharp.

She screams. Jumps.

“I didn’t say you could cum,” I growl.

“I—I’m sorry—”

“You think I’m here to make you cum?”

She blinks, lips parting.

“You’re a fuckhole, baby,” I say, crawling up her body. “You get bred. That’s your job now.”

I slam into her again.

No warning. No prep. No mercy.

She cries out, back arching, wrists tugging at the restraints.

I pin her there.

Hold her down.

And fuck her.

Fast. Brutal. Wet.

Every thrust punches a sound out of her throat. Her legs shake. Her body tries to run but has nowhere to go.

She’s trapped.

“Just like this,” I snarl. “Tied down. Used. Filled.”

She moans—loud, raw, desperate.

“You love being my little cum dumpster.”

“Yes—yes, Daddy—please don’t stop—please—”

I grab her throat. Not choking. Just claiming.

“Look at you,” I whisper. “Tied up, wrecked, full of me, and still begging for more.”

She cums again—screaming, legs thrashing.

I keep fucking her through it.

No slowing. No kindness.

Just possession.

And when I cum this time?

It’s deeper.

Harder.

A flood of heat spilling into her like a fucking second load isn’t even a question anymore.

I don’t pull out.

I just lie over her, cock still buried, hands gripping the headboard, and whisper against her ear:

“You’re not getting untied until I’m empty.”


Chapter 7

She’s still tied.

Arms stretched above her head, wrists bound tight to the headboard.

Legs open, dripping, body wrecked from the last two loads I fucked into her.

She’s gasping. Shaking. Eyes glassy. Desperate.

And I’m not even halfway done.

I lean back on my knees and grab my phone from the nightstand. Turn the camera on. Aim it right between her legs—slick, swollen, leaking my cum.

She sees it.

Her eyes go wide.

“You’re filming?”

“I want a souvenir,” I say. “Want to rewatch how my little cumdump gets bred.”

She moans—high and soft and full of shame.

I set the phone on a tripod across the bed, angled to catch everything.

Her tied wrists. Her flushed chest. Her ruined cunt.

“You’re going to perform for me,” I say, crawling back between her thighs.

She trembles.

“I—what do you want me to do?”

I grin.

“Nothing. You don’t do anything anymore. I do this—”

I trail my fingers down her stomach.

She gasps.

“—and you suffer.”

I slide two fingers inside her—slow and deep.

She cries out, back arching. Her pussy’s wrecked, overstimulated, so fucking wet.

“You’re still clenching,” I murmur. “Still greedy. After two loads?”

“I’m sorry—” she moans.

“You’re not sorry yet.”

I start fucking her with my fingers—fast. Cruel. No rhythm. Just noise. Her slick sucking sound fills the room.

I slap her clit.

She screams.

“Too much?” I say coldly.

She shakes her head frantically. “No—I can take it—I can—”

I slap it again. Harder.

Her thighs jerk.

“I’m punishing you for cumming without permission. You think Daddy forgets?”

She sobs—desperate.

“I’m sorry—I’ll be good—I swear—”

I pull out.

She gasps—empty again.

I slap her pussy hard enough to leave it red.

Then lean in close to her ear.

“You’re gonna look so good in this video,” I whisper. “Tied down, dripping, begging, and punished for being a greedy little hole.”

She moans.

“Tell the camera what you are.”

She hesitates.

I slap her clit again.

She screams, voice breaking—

“I’m Daddy’s cumdump—I’m a greedy, used-up little whore who begs to be bred—”

I slap it again.

“LOUDER.”

She screams it. Filthy. Broken. Perfect.

I grab the phone, bring it closer, and aim it right at her face.

Tears streaking her cheeks. Mouth open. Hair stuck to her lips.

I flip the camera—now she can see herself.

“You see that slut?” I growl. “That’s what you are now.”

Her eyes roll back.

And she cums.

Hard.

Tied. Beaten. Crying.

And now recorded.

She’s still tied down, gasping, red-faced, tears streaked across her cheeks.

Her thighs are trembling. Her clit’s still throbbing from every slap.

And the camera’s still rolling.

I set it back up—tripod angled perfectly to catch everything:

Her bound wrists. Her dripping cunt. My cock.

And now? It’s time for the final round.

I crawl up between her thighs and line myself up again—her pussy’s a mess. Creamy. Wet. Wrecked.

My cum’s still leaking out from the last time.

And she’s ready for more.

I don’t say anything this time.

I just slam in.

She screams. Her back arches. Her legs try to close.

But she can’t go anywhere.

I grip her hips, plant my knees, and fuck her for the camera.

Fast. Vicious. Relentless.

I don’t kiss. I don’t talk.

I just pound her.

The headboard slams. The bed creaks. Skin on skin.

The camera captures every wet slap, every moan, every filthy squelch of her used cunt being bred again.

She’s crying again. Her mouth is open like she’s trying to scream but can’t.

“You hear that?” I snarl, slamming into her. “That’s the sound of a fucking cumrag.”

She whimpers—voice breaking.

“You’re a fucking mess, baby. And I’m gonna make it worse.”

I grip her thighs and push them back—fold her in half—so the camera sees everything.

The way my cock splits her open.

The way she leaks even while I fuck her.

And when I feel myself start to cum again, I go harder.

Deeper.

Slamming into her like I want to live inside her.

“Fucking take it,” I growl. “Take every drop.”

She’s sobbing now, broken and begging.

And I cum.

Hard.

Exploding inside her with one final thrust that shakes the whole bed.

I stay there. Deep.

Groaning into her throat.

Then slowly, I slide out—wet, heavy, dripping.

I grab the camera and bring it close.

Zoom in.

Her pussy is wrecked—gaping, twitching, leaking thick streams of white.

I spread her open with two fingers and let the camera see it all.

“This,” I mutter, “is what happens when you belong to me.”


Chapter 8

It’s just past dawn.

The light filters soft and gold through the curtains.

Birds somewhere outside. Quiet. Still.

She’s on her side, curled up under the covers—naked, skin warm, breathing slow and deep.

I cleaned her up last night.

After I ruined her.

Took a towel and wiped the cum off her thighs. The mess between her legs. Pressed a kiss to her forehead. Pulled her against my chest.

Let her fall asleep still aching. Still full.

Now?

It’s time to start the day.

I shift behind her—naked, hard, heavy.

My cock rests between her thighs, thick and ready, already leaking.

She shifts a little in her sleep. Hums softly. Still out.

I slide my hand over her hip. Drag her back into me.

Her ass fits against my hips like it belongs there.

I nudge the head of my cock against her folds—warm and soft and slick, even now.

And I push in. Slow. Deep. Inch by inch.

She stirs. Whimpers.

Eyes flutter but don’t open.

“Shhh,” I murmur against her neck. “Just relax.”

I bottom out with a lazy grind of my hips—fuck, she’s still tight.

Still tender from last night.

I hold her close. Let her feel it.

And then I start to move.

Lazy thrusts. Long strokes.

Slow and deep—like I’ve got all the time in the world.

Because I do.

She moans softly, breath catching as I fill her again and again.

Still half-asleep.

Still mine.

“Good girl,” I whisper into her shoulder. “Still warm. Still wet. Always ready for Daddy.”

Her fingers curl against the pillow. She arches back into me without thinking.

I wrap my arm around her waist and pull her tight.

“Don’t even have to ask anymore,” I murmur. “Just wake up and use you.”

She gasps.

I keep fucking her—slow, steady, claiming.

Every thrust is deep. Precise. Deliberate.

“You like that?” I whisper. “Waking up full of cock?”

“Yes…” she breathes, voice raw. “Yes, Daddy…”

“That’s my girl.”

I reach between her legs and rub her clit—lazy circles.

She whimpers, already close.

“Cum for me,” I say, pressing my lips to her ear. “Nice and slow.”

She shudders—and breaks.

Body tight, cunt fluttering around my cock as I keep fucking her through it, slow and possessive.

I let her ride it out. Let her feel every inch.

Then I cum deep.

Bury myself inside her and flood her again—warm and full and perfect.

And hold her there.

Still pressed against me. Still leaking.

Still mine.

Steam curls up from the shower, thick and hot.

She stands under the water, head tilted back, eyes closed, letting the spray run down her body. Naked. Marked. Open.

I step in behind her.

Hands on her hips.

She startles—then melts.

She doesn’t speak.

She doesn’t need to.

I press my chest to her back, mouth to her shoulder, and slide one hand down her belly.

Over her skin.

Between her thighs.

She’s still wet.

Still open.

Still mine.

“You leaking?” I whisper.

She nods—slow. “A little…”

“From what?”

She exhales shakily.

“Your cum.”

“Which time?”

She shivers.

“…I don’t know anymore.”

I smile. Grip her hips tighter.

“That’s right, baby. You don’t need to know. You just need to hold it.”

She whines, low in her throat.

I reach between us and press the head of my cock against her swollen folds.

“Look at you,” I murmur. “Already open for me. Like your body wants to be filled again.”

“I do,” she breathes. “Please…”

I push inside.

Slow. Full.

She gasps, arches back, palms flat against the wet tile.

Her cunt swallows me like it missed me—even after everything.

“You ever think about it?” I whisper, grinding into her. “What it’d feel like… when it takes?”

Her breath catches.

“When I fuck you just right… and something sticks.”

She moans.

“When you wake up one day… and you’re already full. Not just with cum. But with my baby.”

“Daddy…”

“When your belly starts to grow… and you still want my cock. Still want me to fill you. Even when you’re bred.”

She sobs, voice shaking.

“I want it—want you to keep filling me—until it takes—”

I thrust harder—still slow, still deep, but insistent.

“You were made for this, weren’t you?” I growl. “Built to be fucked and bred. To carry my cum. Again. And again. And again.”

“Yes—yes, Daddy—please—”

“Your pussy’s already trained,” I snarl. “It knows what to do. Just opens up and takes it. Sucks it in like it’s starving.”

She cries out.

“You think anyone else is gonna want you after this? After I’ve dumped this much into you?”

“No one—only you—only Daddy—”

“Fucking right.”

I pound her harder now, hands slapping against wet skin, water cascading down her back.

“You’re gonna get pregnant from this shower, baby. From one lazy little fuck while the soap’s still in your hair.”

“Fuck—please—make it take—”

I feel her start to cum.

I don’t stop.

I hold her there, body pressed tight to mine, and fuck her through it—her moans echoing off the tile, high and sharp and ruined.

And then I let go.

Cum floods into her—again.

Hot. Heavy. Deep.

It drips down her thighs before I even pull out.

And when I do?

I press her against the glass and whisper:

“Tomorrow morning… we’re doing this again.”
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She was supposed to be his wife.

She’s not anymore.

And soon, even her womb will forget him.

What You’ll Find Inside:

Freeuse kink
Breeding obsession & multiple pregnancies
Cuckold husband dynamic
Sleep play & casual use
Ritualistic domination
Public possession & humiliation
Soft aftercare & complete control
Long-term power shift
No safewords. No apologies.
Read less

Given to Him: A Dark Family Power Shift

She was dad’s wife.

Now she’s whatever I want her to be.

I didn’t ask for her.

I didn’t need to.

One clause in a contract. One overlooked signature.

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

He thought it was symbolic. Temporary.

He didn’t realize it was permanent.

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

She doesn’t say no.

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

She doesn’t beg for forgiveness.

She begs for more.

And he just watches.

Because this isn’t a marriage anymore.

It’s a quiet war. And I already won.

This short, high-heat story includes:

Age gap
Step dynamic
Cuckold themes
Psychological freeuse power play
Pregnancy and breeding kink
Sleep use
Public/witnessed scenes
Casual control with no apology
A soft ending for the one who surrendered
And no redemption for the one who didn’t

His to Take: No Boundaries. No Escape.

One spell. One bratty stepsister.

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

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

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

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

Suddenly, Riley can’t say no.

Not to being touched.

Not to being taken.

Not to being bred.

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

No clothes unless he says so.

No boundaries. No escape.

And no protection.

Ash never meant for it to go this far.

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

He’s not letting her go.

Because magic didn’t just make her his.

It made her perfect.

For use. For breeding.

For love that doesn’t ask—only takes.

This is a dark paranormal breeding romance featuring taboo stepbrother dynamics, magical freeuse, lactation, pregnancy kink, public use, and absolutely no boundaries. Not for the faint of heart. For unapologetically filthy readers only.
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A Free Use Breeding Obsession
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