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Chapter 1

I wake to the quiet.

Not the usual cabin quiet—this is different.

Too still. Too empty.

For a moment I think maybe the snow finally stopped muffling everything, but then I notice the missing sound: Evan’s boots stomping around, Evan’s voice, Evan’s damn ringtone.

The clock reads 6:12 a.m. Valentine’s Day.

And my son is nowhere in the cabin.

I roll out of bed, grab a flannel, and step into the hallway. The cold wood bites at my feet. Evan’s door is wide open, sheets stripped back like he left in a hurry. Which he did—his text came in around 3 a.m.:

Work emergency. Heading out. Back tonight. Maya’s asleep—look after her.

As if I wouldn’t.

As if I haven’t spent the last two days trying not to look at her.

I exhale, drag a hand through my hair, and head toward the kitchen. The fire’s embers glow low in the living room, barely lighting the cabin. I’m halfway to the coffee maker when I freeze.

There’s someone standing at the counter.

Small. Bare-legged.

Wearing my old gray T-shirt—the one I left folded on the dryer yesterday.

And nothing else.

She turns at the sound of my breath catching.

Maya.

Her hair is sleep-mussed, cheeks flushed from the cold floor, hem of my shirt brushing the tops of her thighs. She looks soft, warm, impossibly young—and entirely unprepared to face anyone except maybe her boyfriend.

Certainly not his father.

“Oh—Daniel,” she whispers, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “I didn’t think anyone was up yet.”

I swallow hard.

“My shirt?” I ask, because it’s safer than God help me, you look perfect in it.

She bites her lip. “It was the only thing that fit. Evan packed all the bags in the car when he left, and I didn’t want to sleep in jeans. I hope it’s okay.”

Okay?

It’s a fucking problem.

A slow, painful problem stretching heat down my spine and pooling low.

“It’s fine,” I manage. My voice is too rough. “Just wasn’t expecting company.”

She gives a tiny laugh, nervous. “Happy Valentine’s Day, I guess.”

The words land between us like a match on dry tinder.

I watch her shift her weight, watch the hem ride higher. She’s close enough that I can see the curve of her thighs, the faint outline of her nipples through thin cotton.

I shouldn’t look.

I shouldn’t want.

But with Evan gone, the cabin quiet, and Valentine’s morning unfolding in front of me like this…

I’m only human.

I clear my throat. “Did you sleep okay?”

“I woke up cold.” She rubs her arms. “Thought I’d make coffee before you noticed I stole your clothes.”

I step closer—too close—reaching for the cupboard above her head. She doesn’t move. The scent of her shampoo mixes with cedar and smoke. Her breath hitches when my chest brushes her shoulder.

Christ.

This is going to be a long day.

By the time I pull myself together enough to speak without sounding feral, Maya has already turned back to the counter.

She’s barefoot on the cold cabin floor, legs shifting restlessly for warmth, drowning in my shirt as she rummages through cupboards looking for ingredients. The hem keeps brushing higher each time she reaches.

“Are you… cooking?” I ask.

She looks over her shoulder with the sweetest, most unguarded smile I’ve ever seen on her.

“Yeah. I thought I’d make breakfast. Heart-shaped pancakes.” She hesitates, cheeks pink. “For Valentine’s Day.”

That shouldn’t hit me the way it does.

But it does.

She finds the mixing bowl, stands on tiptoe, and pours in the flour. The shirt slides off one shoulder in the process. She doesn’t notice. I do.

She shivers again—just a tiny tremor running through her shoulders.

The cabin is cold. Too cold for bare legs and my thin shirt.

“Still freezing?” I ask.

“A little.” She forces a smile, but her goosebumps give her away. “I’ll warm up once the stove gets going.”

She cracks an egg, whisking with clumsy enthusiasm. Batter splashes onto her wrist. She laughs softly, shakes it off.

Cute. Sweet. Completely unaware of the effect she’s having on me.

I step closer—not thinking, just moving—until I’m directly behind her. She doesn’t notice at first, still humming to herself as she stirs. Then my shadow falls over her, and she glances back, surprised at how near I am.

“Here,” I murmur. “Let me help.”

Before she can ask how, I slide my arms around her ribs—slow, careful, but firm—and pull her back against my chest. Her gasp is soft, breath catching as my heat surrounds her.

“For warmth,” I add, though my voice betrays me.

She melts almost instantly, relaxing into me like she’s been waiting for someone to hold her like this. Her body fits perfectly against mine. Too perfectly.

“Oh,” she whispers. “You’re… warm.”

Her fingers keep moving the whisk, but slower now, distracted. My hands flatten against her stomach, thumbs brushing the edge of my shirt where it meets her skin. She inhales sharply.

I shouldn’t be touching her.

But she’s shivering. And I’m only human. And the cabin is too quiet, and it’s Valentine’s Day, and she’s here in my clothes making heart-shaped pancakes like she belongs in my kitchen.

“This is better,” she murmurs. “Thank you.”

Her innocence is going to kill me.

I feel her heartbeat through her back. Feel her hips shift slightly as she adjusts her stance.

Feel her trust.

“You’re sweet,” I say before I can stop myself.

“Just trying to make the morning nicer.” She looks down at the pan heating on the stove. “It felt… lonely.”

I tighten my arms a fraction.

So do hers, drawing the whisk closer to her chest as if bracing.

“Not lonely anymore,” I say quietly.

Her breath trembles.

She doesn’t step away.

Her warmth against me does something dangerous—softens the part of me that’s usually disciplined, careful, controlled.

She stirs the batter, humming under her breath, and I let myself enjoy the tiny, subtle movements of her body against mine.

Then she switches hands a little too quickly.

A thick ribbon of batter drips off the whisk and splashes onto her bare thigh.

She yelps softly.

“Damn—sorry, I—”

Before she can finish, my hand is already there.

I crouch slightly, fingers brushing across her skin as I wipe the spill away with my thumb. Slow. Deliberate. Her thigh is warm, impossibly soft, and she goes utterly still.

“Daniel…” she whispers, breath catching.

“It would’ve dried,” I murmur, thumb smoothing over the faint smear, “and made a mess.”

She looks down at me—my hand on her bare leg, my body almost wrapped around hers—and her cheeks flush a trembling pink.

This is the moment I should step back.

I don’t.

I stand again, sliding my hand up her hip before letting it rest on her stomach, guiding her backward so her spine presses lightly against my chest.

She’s breathing faster.

So am I.

“Are you always this messy in the kitchen?” I ask, voice low, teasing to keep my control intact.

She laughs nervously. “Maybe a little.”

“Mmm.” My mouth is right beside her ear. “Maybe I should supervise you more carefully.”

Her legs shift, thighs brushing.

She has no idea what that does to me.

I lean in closer, nose just grazing her hairline.

“Tell me something,” I murmur.

“O-okay.”

“Have you even been kissed yet today?”

Her whole body tenses—but not in fear. In anticipation.

“No,” she admits softly. “Evan left before I woke up.”

I exhale slowly, my breath stirring the hair at her neck.

“A Valentine’s Day morning without a kiss,” I say, letting a deeper tone slip into my voice. “That’s practically a crime.”

She swallows. Hard.

“Daniel…”

I turn her gently in my arms, hands firm on her waist. She faces me now, eyes wide, lips parted, drowning in my shirt and innocence and something that is no longer innocence at all.

I tilt her chin up with two fingers.

“You should never start Valentine’s Day unkissed,” I tell her. “Not when I’m here.”

Her breath trembles against my mouth.

She doesn’t step back.

She doesn’t protest.

She whispers, “Then maybe… fix it?”

God help me.

I do.

I press my lips to hers—slow at first, testing, tasting. Her tiny gasp opens her mouth for me, and when she kisses back, hesitant and soft and wanting, something inside me snaps in the gentlest, sweetest way.

She rises on her toes. My hands tighten on her waist. The kiss deepens, warm and hungry, her fingers curling in my shirt as if she’s been waiting for this without knowing it.

When I finally pull back, her lips are flushed, her eyes dazed.

“There,” I murmur. “Now it’s a proper Valentine’s Day.”

She looks wrecked in the most beautiful way.

And I haven’t even really touched her yet.


Chapter 2

The pancakes come out uneven, imperfect, lopsided little hearts—but she’s beaming as she stacks them on a plate, dusting them with powdered sugar like it’s some grand romantic gesture.

And maybe it is.

She carries the plate to the table with both hands, sleeves of my shirt hanging past her fingers, legs bare and pink from the chill. Her hair’s still mussed from sleep. Her lips still swollen from my kiss.

She looks like trouble wrapped in innocence.

She looks like Valentine’s Day itself.

“Here,” she says softly, placing the plate in front of me. “I hope they’re not awful.”

I don’t look at the food.

I look at her.

At the way she lingers beside me.

At the way her breath hitches, like she’s waiting for permission.

I slide my chair back.

“Come here,” I say, voice low.

She steps closer automatically—as if she can’t help herself—and I hook an arm around her waist, guiding her down until she’s sitting on my lap, warm thighs settling across mine. She lets out a tiny gasp, hands braced on my shoulders.

“Daniel—”

“This okay?” I ask, even though her body already tells me yes.

She nods, shy and breathless. “Yeah. It’s… nice.”

Nice.

If only she knew what I’m trying not to think.

I rest a hand on her hip, thumb stroking a small, slow circle against her skin. She shivers. Not from cold this time.

“You know what that kiss meant,” I murmur, the words brushing her ear.

Her breath catches. “What… did it mean?”

I take her chin gently, turn her face toward me. Her eyes are wide, soft, so open they undo me.

“It means,” I say, “you’re my Valentine today.”

Her lips part.

She doesn’t pull away.

If anything, she curls a little closer, her fingers tightening in the front of my shirt.

“But—Evan—” she starts.

“He left,” I cut in softly. “He walked out in the middle of the night and left you alone on Valentine’s Day.”

She swallows, emotion flickering in her eyes.

“I didn’t want you to feel abandoned,” I add. “And I sure as hell wasn’t going to let you believe you weren’t wanted.”

Her breath trembles against my cheek. “Daniel…”

“You’re mine for the day,” I murmur. “As long as you want to be.”

She tilts forward, forehead brushing mine, voice barely a whisper.

“I want to be.”

The admission punches the air out of my lungs.

I slip my hand beneath the hem of the shirt—my shirt—fingers brushing warm skin, and she lets out the softest whimper, hips shifting just a little on my thigh.

Valentine’s Day just became far more dangerous.

And far more inevitable.

She looks down at the plate of heart-shaped pancakes, then back at me through her lashes.

“You should eat,” she whispers.

I pick up a small piece of pancake with my fingers, dip it lightly into syrup, and bring it to her lips.

Her breath stutters.

She takes it from my hand, mouth soft around my fingertips—just a brush, barely a graze, but it shoots straight through me. When her tongue accidentally flicks the pad of my finger, her eyes widen, embarrassed.

“Oh—sorry—”

“Don’t be,” I say, voice thick.

I lift another bite, but this time, when she leans in, my thumb traces the corner of her mouth. Syrup glistens on her lower lip. She looks flushed, shy, warm.

“Good?” I ask.

She nods. “Really good.”

Her hips shift slightly, unintentionally, but that’s all it takes. The friction sends a low, involuntary sound up my throat. She freezes.

“Did—did I hurt you?”

I laugh under my breath, dark, honest.

“No, sweetheart. Not even close.”

Her cheeks bloom pink.

While she’s still recovering, my hand slides from her waist beneath the hem of the shirt. Her breath catches instantly. My palm meets the heat of her stomach, then glides up her ribs—slow, deliberate, teasing.

“Daniel…” Her voice is a soft plea. “Your hands…”

“You’re cold,” I say, though we both know that isn’t why I’m touching her. “I’m just warming you up.”

My fingers drift higher, brushing the underside of her breast through the thin fabric. She shivers—full-body, helpless.

“Is that better?” I murmur.

She nods, lips parted, chest rising faster. “Yes… feels good.”

God, the way she says that.

I lift another heart-shaped piece of pancake, but this time I press it to her lips while my other hand cups her breast more fully—thumb teasing the edge, never quite the peak.

She bites down on the bite of pancake with a whimper.

Her thighs tighten around me.

Her hands settle on my shoulders, then clutch. “Daniel, I don’t think I can… focus.”

“You don’t have to focus,” I tell her softly. “Just let me take care of you.”

She swallows hard. “But—this is—this is supposed to be your breakfast.”

I lean in, brushing my nose along her neck, inhaling her faint, sweet scent.

“It is.”

Her head tips back on instinct.

I bring the next bite to her mouth, and while she takes it, my thumb finally grazes the stiff peak beneath the shirt. Her breath breaks into a trembling moan she tries and fails to swallow.

Her hips roll.

Once.

Barely.

But enough to tell me her body is begging for more.

I tighten my arm around her waist, pulling her closer, settling her more firmly against the growing heat beneath her.

“Careful,” I whisper against her throat. “If you move like that again, sweetheart… breakfast won’t stay innocent very long.”

She looks down at me, eyes darkened, lips wet from syrup and kissing and want.

“What if…” she breathes, “I don’t want it to stay innocent?”

Christ.

She’s going to ruin me.

Her words—I don’t want it to stay innocent—are still warm in my ear when she shifts in my lap again.

This time it’s deliberate.

Slow.

A tiny, experimental roll of her hips over the thick muscle of my thigh.

I inhale sharply.

“Maya,” I warn, voice low enough to shake. “I meant what I said.”

She swallows, cheeks flushed a gorgeous, telling pink. “I know.”

Another small movement—barely anything, but intentional as sin.

I tighten my grip around her waist and hold her completely still.

She gasps, fingers digging into my shoulders.

“Don’t,” she whispers. “Please don’t stop me.”

I lean in, mouth brushing the shell of her ear.

“Sweetheart… if you start something like that, you don’t get to pretend you’re innocent anymore.”

She shivers. “I’m not pretending.”

Fuck.

Heat punches low in my stomach. I release her waist just enough to let her move—but only if she chooses to.

She hesitates for one trembling second.

Then she moves.

Her hips glide slowly over my thigh, dragging heat against denim, a tiny, shocked moan slipping from her lips as the friction hits exactly where she needs it.

Her breath stutters.

Her fingers clutch me harder.

Her thighs tense on either side of mine.

“Maya…” My voice is half-growl, half-groan. “You feel what you’re doing to me?”

She nods shakily.

“And you’re still moving like that?”

“I can’t—” She gasps as the pressure finds her again. “I can’t stop… Daniel, it feels—”

“Good?” I finish for her, guiding her hips with one firm hand, not letting her retreat from the sensations she’s chasing.

She whimpers—soft, high, needy. “Yes… God, yes.”

Her body gets braver.

Her hips find a rhythm, small circles grinding down into the thick muscle of my thigh. Every movement sends a pulse through her, building, tightening. She’s so sensitive she can hardly breathe through it.

“Look at you,” I murmur, eyes locked on her face. “Riding my leg like you were made for it.”

Her cheeks flare hotter. “Daniel—don’t say it like that—”

“Why?” I tilt her chin up. “It embarrass you?”

She nods helplessly.

“But you’re still doing it.”

Another broken noise leaves her as she grinds again, harder this time, her entire body going soft and desperate in my arms.

“Good girl,” I breathe.

Her breath catches on the praise like it physically hits her.

Her hips stutter, losing rhythm. She’s close—so close she can barely sit upright. I slip my hand between her shoulder blades and hold her steady, guiding her movements with slow, deliberate pressure.

“Use me,” I tell her. “Come on my thigh. You can do it.”

Her head falls to my shoulder, voice shaking. “Daniel—I—oh God—I’m going to—”

“Yes,” I growl, tightening my grip. “Come for me. Right here. Let me feel you fall apart.”

Her body breaks.

The rhythm snaps into frantic, needy motions. Her thighs clamp around mine. Her breath hitches, then spills out in a trembling cry she tries—and fails—to muffle against my neck.

Her whole body shudders, grinding through the climax as I hold her steady, her warmth pulsing against me, her fingers twisting in my shirt like she might drown without something to anchor her.

“Maya…” I murmur, hand stroking her trembling back. “That’s it. Good girl. That’s it…”

She collapses against me, panting, trembling, still shaking with the aftershocks.

My thigh is soaked with her.

And she’s still in my lap.

Still mine for the day.

And now she knows exactly what that means.

Maya is still folded against me, breath coming in soft, broken gasps, her thighs trembling around mine. I can feel her heartbeat through her chest—fast, erratic, overwhelmed.

She tries to hide her face in my neck.

I don’t let her.

I slide a hand under her jaw, slow but firm, guiding her head up until her eyes meet mine. She resists at first—shy, flustered, undone—but I hold her there gently, commanding without raising my voice.

“No hiding,” I murmur. “Not after what you just did on me.”

Her lips part, a tiny soft sound escaping.

“I—Daniel… I didn’t mean to—”

“Don’t lie.” My thumb strokes her cheekbone. “You meant every second of it. And it was beautiful.”

Her breath catches, her lashes fluttering.

“You should’ve seen yourself,” I go on, voice dropping into something low and reverent. “The way your body moved… the way you held onto me like you needed me to breathe…”

My thumb grazes her lower lip. She shivers.

“You looked perfect.”

Color floods her face, a deep, helpless bloom of heat.

“Daniel…” she whispers, voice trembling. “No one’s ever… said things like that to me.”

My chest tightens—something protective, something possessive, something dangerous.

“Well,” I say, leaning in slightly, “they should have.”

Her gaze drops to my mouth.

“And I’m going to make sure you hear it every time you fall apart in my arms today.”

Her breath stutters.

I feel her pulse jump beneath my fingers.

“Maya,” I murmur, tilting her chin higher, “look at me.”

She does. Fully. Wide-eyed. Vulnerable. Wanting.

“Good girl.”

A soft sound slips from her throat—almost a whimper.

And that’s when I kiss her.

Slow at first, deepening as she melts against me, her hands curling into my shirt like she’s afraid I’ll disappear if she loosens her grip. Her mouth is warm, needy, still swollen from earlier, and when I slip my tongue against hers, she makes a noise that goes straight to my spine.

She kisses me like she’s starving.

Like that climax only woke something deeper.

I pull her closer, hands gripping her hips, feeling the soft, trembling aftershocks still moving through her body.

Valentine’s Day is nowhere near over.


Chapter 3

Her mouth is still on mine when I shift my grip on her hips, pulling her closer, feeling her melt into me like she’s been waiting years—not hours—for this to happen.

She’s still trembling from her climax, little aftershocks sparking through her thighs every time she breathes.

I kiss her once more—slow, deep, lingering—before pulling back just enough to speak against her lips.

“Hold onto me.”

She barely has time to inhale before I slide one arm under her knees and the other behind her back, lifting her clean off my lap. She gasps, arms circling my neck instantly, her body soft and warm against my chest.

“Oh—Daniel—!”

“I’ve got you,” I murmur, tightening my hold as I stand. “You think I’m letting you walk after the way you came on my thigh?”

Her blush is immediate, hot, delicious.

“Don’t say it like that,” she whispers into my shoulder.

“Why?” I smirk, carrying her through the cabin’s warm living room toward the bedroom. “It embarrasses you?”

Her grip on me tightens.

“…yes.”

“Good.”

A gentle kiss to her temple.

“You were beautiful. You should know exactly what you did to me.”

She hides her face in my neck again, and God, the way she clings to me—trusting, breathless—something possessive surges hard in my chest.

My bedroom door stands half-open from earlier. I nudge it wider with my foot.

The morning light spills across the bed—soft, warm, waiting.

I set her down on the edge of the mattress with a careful slowness that feels more intimate than anything else we’ve done. She sits there in my shirt, legs parted slightly, cheeks flushed, looking up at me like she’s unsure whether she’s dreaming.

I brush my thumb across her cheek.

“Maya,” I murmur, voice lower than before. “I want to see you come properly. Not just grinding against me. I want to take my time with you.”

Her breath catches—sharply, sweetly.

“You do?”

“Yes,” I say, stepping between her knees, tilting her chin up so she can’t look away. “It’s Valentine’s Day. You’re mine. And I’m going to make you feel like it.”

She shivers.

Her thighs fall open another inch.

Her fingers curl in the blanket.

“Daniel…” she whispers, voice almost breaking, “I want that.”

I lean down, kiss her once—slow, claiming, promising.

“Good,” I whisper against her lips. “Lie back for me.”

She does—slowly, sinking into my sheets, my shirt riding up her thighs as she moves. The morning light frames her like something holy, even though nothing about what I’m about to do is holy at all.

I climb onto the bed, bracing one hand beside her head, the other gliding down her side, tracing the outline of her body through the thin cotton.

She shivers when I reach the hem.

Then I raise the shirt.

Just enough to expose the warm skin of her stomach… the curve of her ribs… the underside of her breasts.

“God, sweetheart…” My voice scrapes low in my chest. “You’re beautiful.”

She bites her lip, nervous under the intensity of my gaze. “Daniel…”

I hook my fingers under the shirt and push it higher.

And her tits—full, soft, gorgeous—spill free.

My breath leaves me in a rough, involuntary exhale.

“Fuck. Look at you.”

Her cheeks burn red. She tries to cover herself, but I catch her wrists gently and lower them back to the bed.

“No,” I murmur. “Don’t hide these from me.”

I lower my head, hovering just over her chest, letting my breath drag across her skin. Her nipples harden instantly, tightening in the cool air.

“Jesus, Maya,” I whisper, voice turning gravel-dark, “they’re so goddamn big.”

She lets out a shaking breath. “They’re not that—”

I interrupt her by taking one breast fully into my hand, weighing it, thumb brushing a slow circle around the peak.

“Big,” I repeat. “Full.”

I lean in and kiss the soft flesh, open-mouthed, reverent.

“Perfect.”

Her back arches off the bed, a soft cry escaping her throat.

I wrap my lips around her nipple—slow, deliberate—and suck.

She gasps, hands flying to my hair.

“Daniel—oh—”

I groan against her, the taste of her skin hitting something primal inside me. I drag my tongue across her nipple again before taking it deeper into my mouth, sucking harder this time, savoring the way her thighs tighten, the way her breath shatters.

“You don’t know what these do to me,” I murmur against her skin. “You have no idea.”

She trembles, completely undone already. “Daniel… please…”

I move to the other breast, lavishing it with the same slow, hungry worship—kissing every inch, nipping gently beneath the curve, sucking the nipple until she’s writhing.

And then I say it.

The filth that’s been simmering in the back of my mind since I first saw her in my shirt.

“I should knock you up,” I whisper against her breast, tongue flicking the swollen tip. “Just to see how much bigger these would get for me.”

Her whole body jolts—shock, heat, something darker.

“D–Daniel—”

I lift my head and meet her eyes, my hand sliding up to cup both breasts together, thumbs brushing her nipples at the same time.

“You’d look so goddamn beautiful,” I growl. “Full. Heavy. Leaking just for me.”

She whimpers—high, breathless, overwhelmed.

“Don’t say things like that,” she whispers, voice shaking.

“Why not?” I lower my mouth again and close it around her nipple, sucking deep until she cries out. I don’t release her until she’s trembling.

“You like hearing it.”

Her hands fist in the sheets.

“I would drink from you,” I murmur against her skin, voice ruined with want. “I’d take every drop.”

Her thighs fall open on instinct, her breath breaking apart.

“Daniel… Daniel, please—”

I slide a hand down her stomach, slow and sure, fingertips teasing the edge of where she wants me next.

“Tell me what you’re begging for,” I say softly. “And I’ll give it to you.”

Her skin is warm under my mouth—too warm, too soft—and every tiny gasp she makes goes straight to my spine.

But I don’t touch her where she wants me.

Not yet.

Not when she’s this responsive, this needy, this close to unraveling just from my mouth on her breasts.

I wrap my lips around her nipple again and suck—slow, deep, claiming. Her back arches sharply off the bed.

“Daniel—please—oh God—”

I hum low against her, letting the vibration make her moan again. My hand cups her other breast, thumb circling her nipple with torturously light pressure.

She tries to shift her hips, trying to find friction on the empty air, but I pin her gently with a hand on her stomach.

“Uh-uh,” I murmur, breath hot against her skin. “You stay still for me.”

Her breath shatters.

“But I— I need—”

“I know what you need,” I say, kissing the soft swell beneath her breast. “And you’ll get it when I decide you’re ready.”

She whimpers—actually whimpers—when I switch breasts again, dragging my tongue slowly around the nipple before sucking it into my mouth, harder this time. Her hands fly to my hair, clinging, desperate.

Every sound she makes is wet, broken, helpless.

Her nipples are swollen now, flushed and sensitive, perfect in my mouth.

“Daniel—please—please touch me—”

“I am touching you,” I murmur before taking her nipple back between my lips. “You love this.”

Her thighs fall open wider.

Her breathing is frantic, borderline shaking.

“I c-can’t— I can’t take it—”

“Yes you can,” I growl softly, teeth grazing her nipple just enough to make her cry out. “You’re going to stay right here and let me worship every inch of you.”

I squeeze both breasts together, dragging my tongue between them, then suck one nipple hard while pinching the other.

She screams—a soft, choked, gorgeous sound—and her hips jerk instinctively.

“Careful,” I warn. “I told you to stay still.”

“I… I c-can’t,” she sobs out, voice wrecked. “I need something—Daniel, please, I need—”

“What do you need?” I ask, knowing full well she can’t say it yet.

But I stay exactly where I am, mouth back on her breast, sucking slowly, deeply, until she’s panting like she’s right on the edge.

“Daniel—please—”

Her fingers claw at my shoulders.

“Please give me more— I’ll do anything—”

“Anything?” I murmur.

“Yes!” she cries.

I lift my head, thumb stroking her spit-slick nipple, watching her twitch from the touch alone.

“Then beg properly.”

Her breath catches hard. “Wh-what?”

“You heard me.” I brush my mouth over her breast again but don’t suck. The tease makes her whole body jolt.

“If you want me to touch you anywhere else, you tell me exactly what you want. Exactly what you’re thinking.”

She squeezes her thighs together, frustrated, ruined, desperate.

“I… I want you t-to…” She swallows, eyes hazy with need. “I want you to h-have me.”

I shake my head slowly.

“Not good enough.”

She whimpers—her nipples are stiff, throbbing, begging for my mouth again.

She’s right on the edge of tears.

“Daniel… please… I need you to— to fill me. I need it so bad—”

I cradle both her breasts in my hands, watching her fall apart.

“Say it,” I command softly. “Say what you’ve been thinking.”

She breaks.

“Please—please just knock me up—” she gasps, voice cracking. “I want it—I want you to— I want to feel you put a baby in me— I want you to fill me until I can’t think—”

Holy fuck.

My control snaps like a thread.

I grab her hips and pull her down the mattress toward me, her breasts bouncing from the movement, her breath caught between shock and desire.

“Good girl,” I growl, lowering my mouth to her chest again, sucking her nipple so hard she screams.

“You’re going to get exactly what you’re begging for.”


Chapter 4

The second the words knock me up leave her trembling mouth, something inside me goes dark and hungry.

I slide down her body, kissing a path from her breasts to her ribs, slow and greedy, claiming inch by inch. Every place my mouth touches makes her twitch, makes her breath catch.

Her thighs fall open for me without a word.

Not an invitation—

A surrender.

“Daniel…” she whispers, voice wrecked, hopeful, needy.

I hook my hands under her knees and pull them wider, settling her at the edge of the bed. Her cunt is glistening—wet, desperate, already pulsing for me.

And I haven’t even touched her yet.

“Look at you,” I murmur, lowering myself between her thighs. “So wet you’re dripping onto my sheets.”

She shivers violently.

“Please… please don’t tease— I can’t take more teasing—”

“Yes you can,” I correct softly, kissing the inside of her thigh. “You’re going to take everything I give you.”

I drag my lips slowly up her thigh, stopping just short of her heat. My breath ghosts over her, and she lets out a broken, wordless sound, hips lifting in a helpless plea.

“Tell me why you’re this wet,” I whisper.

“Because…” She swallows. “…because I want you.”

I shake my head, letting my thumb stroke her slickness but not entering her.

“Not enough.”

Her breath catches—

She knows exactly what I want her to admit.

“Because I want you to… to put a baby in me,” she whispers, blushing so hard she shivers.

My groan is low, primal, dangerous.

“Good girl.”

And then I finally taste her.

I wrap my mouth around her clit in one slow, claiming suck.

She screams—high, breathless, overwhelmed—her hands flying to my hair, thighs shaking. I flatten my tongue and drag it up her slit, savoring every drop of her.

“Daniel—Daniel—oh my God—”

I hold her hips steady and lick her again, slower this time, letting her feel every inch of my tongue, letting the pressure build until she’s whimpering uncontrollably.

Then I slip a finger inside her—just the tip.

Her breath stutters.

I push deeper.

“God, sweetheart…” I groan against her, “you’re so tight I can barely move my fingers.”

She chokes on a moan.

“I—I can take it—please, Daniel, give me more—”

I slide a second finger in beside the first, curling them just right. She nearly comes undone on the spot.

Her thighs clamp around my head, body arching.

“You want more?” I pant, fingers thrusting slowly, deliberately inside her. “Tell me what you want. Say it.”

She’s shaking so hard the bed shifts.

“I want your baby—” she gasps, voice barely holding together. “I want you to fill me up—make me pregnant—please don’t stop—”

Holy fuck.

I suck her clit harder, fingers thrusting deeper, curling right into that spot that makes her cry out with every movement.

“Yeah?” I growl against her, the vibration making her sob. “You want me to fuck you full? Want to feel me push my cum so deep you can’t hold it in?”

“Yes—yes—Daniel, please—”

I thrust my fingers faster, mouth working her clit in tight, relentless circles. Her body tightens, thighs shaking violently around me.

“You going to come for me?” I demand, sucking her harder. “Come on my mouth while you beg me to breed you?”

She breaks.

Her entire body goes rigid, then shudders violently as the orgasm rips through her, sharp and overwhelming. She cries out my name over and over, hips jerking against my face, soaking my fingers, my tongue, my chin.

I hold her there, sucking her through it, drinking every bit of her.

When she collapses, trembling and gasping, I slowly pull my fingers from her, slick and dripping.

I look up at her, ruined and breathless and perfect.

“You’re not done,” I say, voice dark and thick with want.

I rise from between her thighs, licking her taste off my lips as I crawl up her trembling body.

God, she’s beautiful.

Her lips are parted, eyes half-lidded, pupils blown wide. Her skin is flushed from her chest to her cheeks. She looks ruined in the best possible way—soft, open, absolutely ready for me.

“Maya,” I murmur, brushing a strand of hair from her forehead. “Look at me.”

She lifts her eyes. Shy. Trusting. Wanting.

I’ve never wanted to be gentle and filthy at the same time this badly.

I brace one hand beside her head and take my cock in the other, guiding myself slowly between her folds. The slick heat of her makes me groan deep in my chest.

“Oh—Daniel—” she gasps, her hips twitching upward.

“Easy,” I whisper. “I’m going to give you all of it. But you’re going to feel every inch.”

I drag the head of my cock over her clit—slow, teasing—before sliding down to her entrance.

She shivers so hard her breath catches.

“Are you ready, sweetheart?” I ask, voice low and rough.

She nods, desperate. “Please… please, I want you inside me.”

I push forward just enough to breach her—barely an inch.

Her mouth falls open on a silent gasp.

“God… you’re so tight.”

I grip her hip to keep from bottoming out too fast. “You’re going to squeeze the life out of me.”

She whimpers, thighs trembling around my waist.

“Daniel… more… please, more.”

I sink another inch into her.

She moans—high, breathless—arching her back, pressing her chest against mine. Her walls flutter around my cock, pulling me deeper by instinct alone.

“That’s it,” I murmur, kissing the side of her neck as I push deeper. “Take it slow. Feel me stretching you.”

“I—I do—” she chokes out, voice breaking adorably. “It feels so—so big—”

“You can take it,” I promise, sliding another inch into her dripping heat. “You’re perfect for me.”

Her fingers grip my shoulders, almost painful, as pleasure and pressure overwhelm her.

“Tell me,” I whisper into her ear. “Tell me what you want from me.”

“You—” She gasps, back arching. “I want you to fill me— please, Daniel, I want—”

I press my forehead to hers, thrusting the last few inches into her slowly, deliberately, until I’m buried to the hilt.

She cries out my name—loud, desperate—as her body clenches around me.

Fuck.

“Shhh,” I murmur, kissing her temple, forcing myself to stay still even though every muscle in my body is shaking with restraint. “You’re doing so good. Taking me so deep.”

Her breathing is frantic, her body tight around mine, adjusting, trembling with pleasure.

And then—so soft I almost miss it—

“Daniel… please… make me pregnant.”

My restraint snaps like a thread.

I grab her jaw gently, making her face me. Our foreheads press together, our lips brushing but not quite touching.

“You saying that to me,” I growl, pushing my hips forward just enough to make her gasp, “makes me want to breed you so slow and so deep you feel it for days.”

A whimper breaks out of her throat.

“You want that?” I ask, voice dark with heat. “Want me to fill you over and over until your body doesn’t know anything but mine?”

“Yes—yes, Daniel, please—”

I pull out a couple inches, her slickness clinging to me—and thrust slowly back in.

She sobs with pleasure.

“Good girl,” I whisper, kissing her lips tenderly before thrusting again, deep and deliberate. “You’re going to come for me like this. Around my cock. While I tell you exactly how I’m going to put a baby in you.”

Her entire body trembles under me, ready to fall apart again.

And I’m only getting started.

Her body hugs me so tight it’s almost hard to breathe.

Every slow push inside her is like sliding into velvet heat—wet, hot, perfect.

I hold myself deep, grinding my hips gently, making her feel the full length of me.

She’s shaking, trying to catch her breath, eyes glassy and wide.

“Daniel— oh— God—”

I kiss her—slow, claiming—while moving inside her with deep, deliberate strokes.

“Feel that?” I whisper against her mouth. “Feel how deep I am?”

She nods, whimpering, her nails digging into my back.

“You’re taking me so well,” I murmur, thrusting slowly again. “So wet and tight… you’re squeezing me like you were made for this.”

Her breathing stutters, her hips lifting to meet mine even though I’m holding her still.

“Daniel… d-don’t stop, please don’t stop—”

“Shh,” I soothe, brushing my lips along her jaw. “I’m not stopping. I’m going to fuck you so slow and so deep you’ll feel me for days.”

Her body arches into me, desperate.

I slide my hands under her thighs.

She gasps.

Then I lift her legs and fold them up over my shoulders.

The angle changes—

dramatically—

and her scream is instant.

“OH—Daniel—Daniel, you’re— you’re so deep— I can’t— it’s—oh God—”

I withdraw almost completely…

Then bury myself inside her with a slow, merciless thrust.

She screams again, voice breaking, tears spilling from the intensity.

I lean over her, letting my weight pin her, my cock pressing into her deeper than she’s ever felt.

“Yeah,” I growl softly. “Right there. I can feel your cunt gripping me.”

Her hands clutch helplessly at the sheets, her breath shaking so hard it’s practically sobbing.

I kiss the inside of her thigh, her knee, her ankle—soft, reverent kisses that contrast the deep, powerful thrusts.

“You’re taking me so deep,” I whisper. “You feel how far inside you I am?”

“Y-yes— Daniel—please— more— I need more—”

“More?” I thrust again, slow but heavy. “Tell me exactly what kind of ‘more’ you want.”

“I w-want you to— to— to fuck me—” she chokes on the words, hips jerking uncontrollably. “Please, Daniel, fuck me, I need it, I need you—”

I still inside her, just for a breath, just to make her feel the loss.

She cries out.

“Say it better,” I command softly. “Say what you want me to do to you.”

“I want you to fuck me until I can’t think!” she sobs. “I want you to fill me— please just fill me— please, Daniel, please knock me up—”

My vision goes black at the edges.

I grab her hips, anchoring her to the mattress.

“Then hold on,” I growl, voice barely human, “because I’m about to give you exactly what you’re begging for.”

And I fuck her.

Not rough immediately—

but faster.

Deep, rhythmic thrusts that make the headboard start to knock lightly against the wall.

Her breasts bounce with every stroke, nipples still swollen from my mouth.

She’s a mess—hands reaching blindly for me, legs trembling over my shoulders, voice high and broken.

“Daniel! Daniel— I’m gonna— I’m gonna—”

“Oh no,” I pant, driving into her harder now, “you don’t come yet.”

She screams—pure frustration, pure want.

“Please— PLEASE— I can’t— I can’t—”

“You want to come on my cock?” I demand, thrusting deep enough to make her vision blur. “Want me to fuck you so deep you feel bred already?”

“Yes—YES, Daniel please—please don’t stop—”

I lean down, folding her tighter, cock hitting her so deep she claws at the sheets.

“Then come,” I whisper against her lips. “Come for me. Come while I fuck you like you’re already carrying my baby.”

Her orgasm hits instantly.

She arches off the bed, mouth open in a silent scream, body clenching violently around me.

Her walls grip me so tight I nearly lose control myself.

I fuck her through it—deep, steady, relentless—riding the way she pulses around me, watching her come undone underneath me, legs shaking helplessly over my shoulders.

She collapses back onto the bed, trembling, whimpering with overstimulation and need.

I don’t pull out.

I hold myself deep, pinning her open beneath me, kissing her breathless, ruined mouth.

“We’re not done,” I whisper.

Her pulse jumps.

“Because next…” I drag my hips forward, deeper than ever, “…I’m going to finish inside you.”


Chapter 5

She’s still trembling from the orgasm I fucked her through when I draw back just a little, still buried deep inside her, still impossibly hard.

Her legs are loose now, falling from my shoulders as I lower myself over her, bracing my weight on my forearms.

Her body is warm and pliant beneath me, her chest rising fast, her lips swollen and parted. She looks utterly wrecked.

And I’m not done.

Not even close.

“Maya,” I murmur, my voice unsteady with how close I already am, “look at me.”

Her eyes flutter open—dazed, raw, trusting.

I cradle her face in both hands, thumbs brushing her cheeks as I start moving again.

Slowly.

Deeply.

A long, dragging thrust that makes her breath hitch.

“Oh—Daniel—”

“That’s it,” I whisper, rolling my hips in a deep grind that presses the head of my cock against the deepest part of her. “Feel all of it.”

Another slow thrust.

Another trembling gasp from her.

Her legs lift to wrap around my waist, pulling me closer, deeper.

Her body wants me.

Her body is begging for me.

And I give it to her.

I withdraw almost completely…

Then push in again, slow and steady, until I bottom out deep inside her.

Her nails scratch lightly down my back as she whimpers, overwhelmed.

“Daniel… oh God…”

“Yeah,” I breathe into her neck. “I know. I feel it too.”

I kiss her—slow, deep, consuming—and start thrusting again, still deliberate but with a tension building under each stroke.

Her walls grip me so tight I can feel my control slipping.

“You’re so warm,” I growl against her lips. “So tight. You’re pulling me in—God, sweetheart, I’m not going to last long if you keep doing that.”

She moans, wrapping her legs tighter around me.

“Don’t stop,” she whispers. “Please don’t stop, Daniel—fill me—”

Something snaps.

I slam into her—one hard, desperate thrust that makes her cry out.

Her fingers clutch my jaw, dragging my face back down to hers, kissing me with the same desperation I feel pulsing through my veins.

I thrust again—harder.

And again.

And again.

Her voice breaks into helpless moans, her breasts bouncing against my chest with each impact.

“Daniel—Daniel—please—please—don’t stop—”

“Oh, I’m not stopping,” I rasp, my forehead touching hers. “Not until I’m spilling inside you.”

Her pulse jumps violently at the words.

I thrust faster now, deep, relentless, fucking her with every ounce of need I’ve been holding back.

The headboard knocks the wall.

The mattress creaks under us.

Her breath shatters into little cries.

My vision blurs with how close I am.

I grab her face again, firmer this time, making her look at me.

“Eyes on me,” I order, voice raw. “You look at me while I come inside you.”

She gasps, eyes wide, her whole body tightening around my cock in a hot, pulsing grip.

“Daniel— please—please—”

And that’s it.

I thrust once—deep.

Then again—deeper.

Her legs clamp around me, pulling me impossibly closer.

My whole body locks.

“Maya—fuck—Maya—”

I come.

Hard.

My hips slam into hers and I spill inside her in slow, powerful pulses, filling her with every thick wave of heat I’ve been holding back.

She sobs my name—quiet, trembling, blissed out—as she feels it.

I hold her face the whole time, kissing her through it, swallowing her cries while my release spills deep inside her.

I stay buried in her, trembling against her, breathing hard into her neck as the last pulses fade.

Her body softens under me, warm and spent and perfect.

I kiss her again—softer this time.

Gentle.

Possessive.

“And that,” I whisper against her lips, still inside her, “isn’t the only time I’m filling you today.”

She shivers, clinging to me.

“Good,” she whispers back. “Don’t stop.”

Oh, sweetheart.

She has no idea what she’s asked for.

I don’t pull out right away.

I stay inside her—still thick, still hard, still pulsing faintly—while her chest rises and falls under mine, her body warm and loose and perfect.

She thinks she’s getting a break.

A moment to recover.

She’s wrong.

I shift my hips just a little, and she whimpers, overstimulated and sensitive.

“Daniel… I don’t think I can—”

“Yes,” I murmur as I kiss her shoulder, “you can.”

I slide out of her slowly, savoring the way she gasps at the loss, and flip her onto her stomach with one smooth, practiced motion. She lands with a soft gasp, hair spilling across my pillow.

“Daniel—!”

I place a hand in the middle of her back, firm but gentle, keeping her exactly where I want her.

“We’re not done,” I say, rubbing her lower back, her hips. “Not even close.”

She shivers beneath my touch.

I drag my hand down to her ass—round, warm, perfect—and squeeze.

She trembles.

“Up on your knees,” I tell her, voice low but unyielding.

She obeys, lifting her hips, arching her back just enough to expose herself to me. Her cunt is still swollen and wet, my cum already starting to drip out of her.

The sight nearly makes me lose my breath.

“That’s it,” I murmur. “Good girl.”

I caress both cheeks slowly, spreading warmth with my palms.

Then I lift my hand.

And bring it down in a sharp, clean smack.

The sound cracks through the bedroom.

She gasps—half shock, half pleasure.

“Daniel—!”

“Maintenance,” I tell her, gripping her hip, admiring the pink bloom spreading across her skin. “You asked to be mine today. Mine to fuck. Mine to breed.”

Another smack—firmer.

Her back arches like she’s been struck by lightning.

“This is how I keep you focused.”

She’s shaking, thighs trembling, breathing ragged.

“I am focused— I swear—”

“Mhm.”

I stroke her gently… then spank her again, lower this time, making her moan into the pillow.

“You’re focused now.”

She whimpers, pushing her hips back toward my hand like she’s begging for more.

I reward her with two sharp, perfectly placed swats—one to each cheek—watching her whole body shudder from the combination of sting and heat.

Then I lean down, kissing the reddened skin softly.

“Beautiful,” I murmur. “Absolutely beautiful.”

She squirms, breathless. “D–Daniel… please…”

I slide my thumb down, between her legs, over her sensitive, swollen slit.

She cries out.

“So wet,” I growl. “You’re dripping down your thighs. You’re ready for me again.”

“I am— I am— please—”

I kneel behind her, grip her hips, and position myself against her entrance.

She’s so soaked I glide through her folds with ease.

“Already ready to take me again,” I whisper, guiding just the head inside her. “Good girl.”

She sobs at the stretch—part pain, mostly want.

“Daniel—fuck—please, fuck me—”

I hold her hips and stay still.

“Ah-ah,” I warn. “You ask nicely.”

She collapses onto her elbows, needy and trembling and coated in my cum.

“Please,” she begs, voice shaking, “please fuck me and spank me and fill me again— I want more— I want all of it— don’t stop—”

My restraint dissolves.

I slam into her in one deep, perfect thrust.

She screams—raw, ecstatic—and I groan, burying myself to the hilt.

Her tight, soaked heat clamps around me instantly.

“Oh my God— Daniel—”

I spank her again—harder—then grab her hips and start fucking her.

Hard.

Deep.

Fast.

Her breath turns into frantic little cries that match the rhythm of my thrusts.

Her ass is pink and warm and bouncing beneath my hands, her body yielding completely to every snap of my hips.

She begged for more.

I’m going to give her everything.

Her body is already giving out under me, trembling from overstimulation and the relentless rhythm of my thrusts. Her ass is pink, warm, bouncing against my hips each time I drive into her.

She can barely breathe, let alone form words.

So I give her something to gasp over.

I bring my palm down on her left cheek—sharp, clean, perfectly placed.

She screams into the pillow, her back arching, cunt tightening around me so suddenly I groan through my teeth.

“Oh my God—Daniel—!”

I squeeze her hip, feeling the tremor run up her spine.

“That’s it,” I growl. “Take it for me.”

I slam into her again—deep, punishing, perfect—and follow it with another slap to the opposite cheek.

Her whole body jolts.

“Daniel—fuck—fuck—”

“You like that?” I pant. “Tell me.”

She tries to speak—fails—tries again.

“I— I love it—fuck—I love when you—when you spank me—”

“Of course you do.”

I lean over her, lowering my mouth to her ear.

“Because Evan could never touch you like this.”

She whimpers—loud, broken, humiliatingly turned on.

I grab a handful of her hair at the roots and pull her head back. Not cruel—controlled. Enough to force her back to arch for me, enough to bare her throat and pin her open.

Her moan is guttural.

“Daniel—”

“That’s right,” I growl into her ear. “Say my name while I fuck you. Evan’s not here.”

I pull her hair again, harder. Her hands claw at the sheets.

“He wouldn’t know what to do with you,” I sneer softly, hips snapping into hers, each thrust hitting deeper. “He couldn’t make you scream. Couldn’t make you shake. Couldn’t make you come on command.”

“I—I know—”

Her voice cracks.

“He never—never touched me like— like you do—”

“No.” I spank her again, low on her ass where her thigh meets the curve. “He couldn’t handle you.”

Another thrust, brutal and perfect.

“He was too soft.”

Another, even deeper.

“Too weak.”

Her breath is coming in wild, panting bursts.

“He never deserved this body,” I growl, pulling her hair again until her back arches into a perfect line, her breasts bouncing with every stroke. “But I do.”

She whimpers, a helpless sound that goes straight to my spine.

“And look at you—already shaking again.”

I drag my fingers down between her legs and find her clit—swollen, soaked, desperate.

The second I touch her there, she almost collapses.

“No—wait—Daniel— I’ll— I’ll come— I’ll come if you—”

“That’s exactly why I’m doing it.”

I rub tight, firm circles around her clit while thrusting deep enough that the headboard slams the wall. Her body tenses—hard—her thighs squeezing, shaking uncontrollably.

Then I spank her again.

Sharp.

Perfect.

Right as I curl deeper inside her.

Her scream is primal.

“DANIEL—!!”

Her orgasm hits violently—

a full-body jolt,

her cunt clamping so tight around my cock I almost fall forward.

I don’t stop thrusting.

I don’t slow down.

I fuck her through it.

“Good girl,” I snarl, pulling her hair so she feels every inch. “Come on me. Come hard. Show me what he never got from you.”

She’s sobbing with pleasure, unable to hold herself up. I grip her hip with one hand and keep rubbing her clit with the other, spanking her again in between thrusts, keeping her orgasm going far past the point of control.

Her voice breaks completely.

“Daniel—Daniel—I can’t—I can’t—!”

“Yes, you can,” I growl. “You will.”

A second wave hits her—

even harder—

and she shakes so violently I have to hold her up by her hair and her hip.

She collapses forward, but I keep her up, still fucking her, still spanking her, still whispering filth against her ear.

“You’re mine,” I pant, thrusting hard enough to make her cry out. “Not his. Mine. And I’m not done with you.”

She sobs into the pillow—wrecked, overstimulated, already begging for more.

And I’m still hard inside her.

I grip her hips, pull her back against me, and she whimpers—a high, broken sound that tells me she’s overwhelmed but hungry for more.

“Daniel… please… I—I can’t—”

“Yes,” I breathe into her ear, voice ragged. “You can. And you will.”

I slide out of her slowly, drenched in her slickness and my earlier release… then flip her onto her back in one smooth, practiced motion.

She gasps as the world tilts, landing against the pillows, hair wild around her face.

Her thighs automatically fall open.

She’s ruined.

She’s wrecked.

She’s perfect.

And I want to see every expression she makes when I finish inside her again.

I grab her jaw gently, thumb brushing her lower lip.

“Eyes on me,” I murmur, lowering my hips so my cock slides against her slick heat. “I told you—I want to see your face when I come this time.”

Her breath trembles.

“Daniel…”

“Yes, sweetheart.”

I push inside her again—slow at first, letting her feel every thick, deep inch sinking into her overstimulated body.

She arches sharply, a cry ripped from her throat.

“Too much—too much—”

“You’re taking it,” I growl, holding her hips still. “You’ll take every inch of me. Again.”

Her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me deeper despite her protests.

“Oh—God—Daniel—”

I kiss her—hard, deep, claiming—and start thrusting slowly, deliberately, grinding deep enough to make her eyes roll back.

But before she can disappear into pleasure, I pull back from her lips and press my forehead to hers.

“Maya,” I whisper, voice shaking with intensity. “Look at me.”

She forces her eyes open—wide, needy, vulnerable.

“Before I come inside you again,” I murmur, thrusting deep enough to make her gasp, “you’re going to tell me something.”

She swallows. “What…?”

I take her face in both hands, gentle but firm.

“You’re going to tell me who you belong to.”

Her breath catches.

She knows exactly what I’m asking.

“Not his name,” I warn, thrusting slowly again, dragging a moan out of her. “Not the boy who left you alone in a cabin on Valentine’s Day.”

Another thrust—deeper.

Her nails dig into my arms.

“You tell me who’s inside you right now.”

Thrust.

“You tell me who you came for.”

Thrust.

“You tell me who you want to fill you again.”

She trembles, lips parted, eyes wet from overstimulation and want.

I spank her thigh sharply with one hand—enough to make her cry out and refocus on me.

“Say. It.”

“I—I’m yours,” she whispers, barely audible.

“Louder.”

“I’m yours…”

I thrust deep, making her choke on the words.

“Louder, Maya.”

Her voice breaks—

“I’M YOURS, DANIEL!”

The sound tears something out of me.

Something primal.

Something possessive.

I slam into her—harder now, faster, my control evaporating as her admission echoes in my head.

“That’s right,” I growl, kissing her hard enough to bruise. “You’re mine. Not his. Mine.”

She screams into my mouth when I thrust again—deep, punishing, perfect.

I grab one of her legs and push it up toward her chest, opening her wider, fucking her deeper than before.

Her nails rake down my back, desperate.

“Daniel—Daniel—please—let me feel it—please come inside me again—fill me again—”

Hearing that destroys the last bit of restraint I had left.

My thrusts turn frantic—

deep, fast, sloppy, desperate—

my hips slamming into hers with every ounce of need I’ve been choking on since sunrise.

Her voice breaks into helpless sobs of pleasure.

“I want it—I want your cum again—I want it so deep—Daniel—PLEASE—”

I grab her face again, forcing eye contact.

“Look at me.”

She tries—fails—

I tighten my grip, gentle but commanding.

“Eyes. On. Me.”

Her gaze locks to mine, shaking, overwhelmed.

And I break.

My hips slam into hers and I come—

harder than the first time,

long, pulsing waves that rip through me

as I spill deep, deep inside her.

I groan her name into her mouth as I fill her again—warmth flooding her, leaking out around me as her body milks every drop.

She cries out softly—

fulfilled, trembling, undone beneath me.

I stay there, buried inside her, holding her face, kissing her again and again, less rough now, more tender.

When the shock fades, she whispers:

“Daniel… I’m yours.”

I kiss her slow, deep, claiming.

“Yes,” I breathe against her lips.

“You are.”


Chapter 6

She’s still beneath me, breathing in broken little gasps, her body soft and warm and trembling from how hard she came—how hard we came.

My cum is already leaking out of her in slow, creamy drips.

But my cock is still inside her.

Still thick.

Still hard.

Still aching for more.

Her eyes are half-lidded, unfocused, dazed with pleasure. She tries to shift, winces at the sensitivity, then freezes completely when she realizes—

I haven’t gone soft.

At all.

Her eyes fly open, wide.

“D–Daniel… you’re still— oh my God— you’re still so hard…”

I tighten my grip on her hips, pushing deeper just a fraction. She gasps, hands flying to my arms.

“Yes,” I murmur, brushing her hair back from her forehead. “You thought I was done?”

She tries to speak—fails—her cheeks flushing beautifully.

“I… I felt you—”

Her voice shakes.

“So much… all of it… and you’re still— Daniel, how is that even—?”

I smirk, lifting her hips slightly, watching more of my cum spill out around where we’re joined.

“You’re that good,” I whisper. “You make me want you again the second I finish inside you.”

A dazed, stunned sound slips from her throat.

I slide out of her slowly—

thick, wet, obscene—

and she whimpers at the sudden emptiness.

Then I sit back against the headboard and hold out my hands.

“Come here,” I tell her. “On my lap.”

She’s shaky, exhausted, raw from pleasure… but she climbs into my lap anyway, instinctively straddling me, her thighs trembling as she settles over my hips.

The moment she feels my cock—still hard, slick with both of us—pressing between her legs, she shivers violently.

“Daniel,” she whispers, breathless, “you’re still… you’re still so big…”

I guide her hips with my hands, slow and steady, sliding the head of my cock along her slit. She gasps, her whole body jolting.

“And there’s more,” I murmur, kissing the hollow of her throat. “All of that cum in you, and I still have more to give.”

She looks at me, eyes overwhelmed, awed, hungry.

“I don’t understand,” she whispers. “How you’re still able to keep going…”

I grip her hips harder—firm enough to make her gasp.

“Because you asked for more,” I growl.

“And I’m not stopping until you can’t remember how empty feels.”

Her breathing fractures again, chest rising fast against mine.

I raise her hips in my hands—lifting her easily—until the head of my cock lines up perfectly beneath her.

She stares down, watching how thick I am, how drenched, how ready to take her again.

“Oh my God…” she whispers. “Daniel… you’re still… you’re so— Daniel, I’m still full from the last time—”

“And I’m going to fill you again,” I murmur, pulling her closer, lowering her slowly onto me. “Every drop you take just makes me want to give you more.”

Her thighs shake uncontrollably.

She sinks an inch onto me—

and her whole body convulses.

“DANIEL—!”

I hold her there, halfway down, savoring the tight squeeze of her overstimulated cunt.

“You feel that?” I whisper in her ear. “That’s how deep I am before I even start fucking you again.”

Her nails dig into my shoulders.

“You’re— you’re too big— I’m still so sensitive— I can’t—”

“Yes,” I murmur, kissing her neck. “You can. And you want to.”

I lift her slightly—

then ease her down another inch.

She cries out, clinging to me.

“That’s it,” I praise softly. “Let me stretch you open again.”

Her lips tremble, her breath shatters.

“Daniel… I can feel… everything… you’re still so hard— how are you still this hard—”

I lift her hips again, then slide her down even deeper onto my cock.

She screams, shaking violently, burying her face in my neck.

“You’re going to come on my lap,” I growl. “Full of me. Sitting on my cock. While you’re still dripping from the last time.”

She whimpers—broken, overwhelmed, dazzled by what her body is doing.

“I’m… I’m still so full…” she whispers, voice cracking. “I can feel your cum inside me— Daniel— I’m still leaking— and you’re still— still so big—”

“And you’re going to take every inch again,” I breathe, lifting her hips for one final, perfect descent.

“Because I’m not done fucking you, Maya.”

She’s barely seated on me—half lowered, barely halfway on my cock—when her whole body starts shaking, her thighs quivering against my hips.

She’s still slick with my cum, still overstimulated, still flushed and trembling from the last orgasm…

And I’m about to take her through another one.

Harder.

Deeper.

Slower.

All at once.

I keep one hand firm on her hip as I lower her another inch.

She gasps—sharp, desperate.

“Daniel—oh God— I can’t— I can’t— you’re— you’re too big—”

“You’re taking me,” I growl, pulling her closer. “Every inch. Just like this.”

I guide her hips down another inch.

She cries out, grabbing my shoulders like she’s falling.

“You’re so full of me you’re leaking, sweetheart,” I whisper, letting my thumb collect the thick drip sliding down her inner thigh. “And you’re still taking more.”

Her body ripples with a trembling moan.

“Daniel… please… please be gentle—”

“No,” I murmur, pulling her hips down harder so she sinks nearly to the base of me. “You asked for everything. So I’m giving you everything.”

Her back arches violently, her breasts pressing up against my chest, nipples flushed and swollen—perfect targets.

I tilt my head down and take one into my mouth.

She screams—high, choked—her entire body clenching down around my cock.

I suck slowly, deliberately, using my tongue to circle the stiff peak while my other hand holds her ass and keeps her exactly where I want her.

Her voice is barely a whisper:

“D-Daniel… I’m… I’m gonna lose my mind…”

“Good,” I growl against her breast. “Then ride me.”

Her breath stutters.

“Wh-what—?”

“You heard me,” I murmur, guiding her hips up an inch. “Up.”

She rises shakily, lifting her body off my cock until only the head is inside her.

She’s dripping—even like this—my cum slicking her thighs, her folds glistening.

Then I bring her back down.

Slow.

Deep.

All the way.

She screams into my shoulder.

I kiss her nipple again, sucking it deeper into my mouth as she trembles.

“That’s it,” I whisper, breaking away just long enough to look her in the eyes. “Now again.”

I guide her hips—

up,

down,

up,

down—

slow and controlled, bouncing gently on my lap, each descent pushing me deeper into her overstimulated core.

Her eyes roll back.

Her nails scratch at my chest.

Her thighs shake uncontrollably.

“Daniel—Daniel—Daniel—”

Each repetition of my name gets more broken, more needy, more desperate.

“You feel what you’re doing to me?” I pant, guiding her bounce. “Feel how hard you’re keeping me? Evan could never—never—make you move like this.”

Her moan fractures.

“He—he never—he never even—”

“I know,” I growl, thrusting up into her suddenly—hard, a brutal deep stroke that makes her scream. “He couldn’t handle you.”

I thrust again—another deep, punishing snap of my hips.

Her body jerks, overwhelmed.

She tries to talk, but she can’t get air.

So I take her hips in both hands.

“Now hold on,” I whisper, voice wrecked with want.

And I start fucking up into her.

Hard.

Deep.

Fast.

Her body collapses against me, head falling onto my shoulder, mouth open in a soundless cry as my cock drives into her, filling her so deep she can’t catch her breath.

I grab a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back so I can see her face, her lips trembling, her pupils blown wide.

“You want more?” I growl.

She nods—broken, frantic, shaking.

Her voice finally rips free:

“YES—Daniel—yes—please—oh God—yes—!”

I take her breast in my mouth again, sucking so hard her entire body convulses, her thighs tightening around me as I pump into her.

Her orgasm hits without warning.

Her entire body seizes—

tight, hot, pulsing—

and she lets out a strangled scream, collapsing against me as she comes violently in my lap, squeezing my cock in rhythmic, desperate spasms.

I keep fucking her through it.

Using her grip.

Using her pulse.

Using everything she gives me.

Her voice cracks, her body limp, trembling beyond control.

“Oh—oh—Daniel— I can’t— I can’t— oh God—”

I pull her closer, burying my face in her neck as I thrust deep, grinding into her, savoring her aftershocks, every shudder, every pulse.

“You can,” I whisper. “Because I’m not done.”

She sobs—half pleasure, half disbelief.

“You’re still hard…”

“Because I’m not finished,” I murmur, gripping her hips tight. “Not until you come again.”

She trembles.

“And sweetheart,” I add, lifting her hips again—

“you’re going to.”

I place my hands on her hips—warm, steady, grounding—and she flinches in that delicious, oversensitive way.

“Daniel… I—I can’t—”

Her voice breaks.

“I just came…”

“I know,” I murmur, pressing my forehead to hers. “And you’re going to come again.”

She lets out a desperate, broken sound that shoots straight through me.

“I’m too sensitive— it’s too much—”

“No,” I whisper, guiding her hips in a slow, shallow roll.

“Oh—God—Daniel—”

“You can take it,” I breathe. “You’re already doing it.”

She tries to lift her hips—instinct, habit, overstimulation—but I tighten my hands on her waist and keep her exactly where I want her.

“No running,” I murmur. “Not from this. Not from me.”

She shivers, pupils blown wide.

“Daniel… I can feel you… everywhere… you’re still so big— it’s too much—”

“Then break for me,” I whisper, pulling her down to kiss her deeply.

“Break on my cock again.”

I start a slow rhythm—

not deep, not fast—

just enough to rub her clit against the firm line of my pelvis.

Her breath catches instantly, eyes rolling back.

“Oh—oh god—Daniel—”

“That’s it,” I murmur. “Let me feel you melt.”

I kiss down her jaw, suck at her pulse, and keep her moving in those small, devastating circles. Her body reacts even before she understands what’s happening—her thighs tightening around my waist, cunt pulsing around me, her nails dragging down my back.

“Daniel— I’m— I’m too close— I can’t stop—”

“I’m not trying to stop you,” I murmur, running one hand up her spine.

I take her breast in my mouth again—

soft first.

Then harder.

She screams into my shoulder.

Her whole body jolts, trembling violently.

“Daniel, I’m gonna— I’m gonna— I’m gonna—!”

I hold her hips tight, lift her just an inch—

And thrust upward.

Deep.

Precise.

Perfect.

She shatters.

She comes with a violent, helpless cry, her entire body convulsing in my arms, her cunt clamping around me so hard my vision goes white.

I groan—

a deep, primal sound—

as her orgasm milks me, pulling everything from me.

“Fuck— Maya— I’m close— I’m—”

Her nails bite into my shoulders, her broken voice whispering:

“Please—please cum with me— inside me— Daniel— please—”

That’s all it takes.

My hips snap up—once—twice—

And I come with her.

Hard.

Deep.

Pulse after pulse spilling inside her already-full cunt.

She gasps when she feels it—my release flooding her a second time, hotter and thicker, her body still pulsing from her own climax.

I hold her tight against me, buried to the hilt, kissing her sloppy and breathless as we both ride the crashing waves together.

When the trembling finally fades, she collapses against my chest, boneless and shaking.

I wrap my arms around her, still inside her, still hard enough to keep every drop in.

She whispers, dazed, awe-struck, voice barely a breath:

“Daniel… I don’t… I don’t know how you’re still going…”

I kiss her forehead.

“Because I’m not done,” I murmur.

“And you haven’t had enough.”

She shivers in my lap—

and tightens around me again.


Chapter 7

She’s slumped against my chest now, her whole body warm and trembling and soft.

Her breathing is uneven at first—still trying to recover from the orgasm that tore through her—but it slowly steadies into these sweet, heavy exhales.

Her lashes flutter.

Then lower.

Then lift again, fighting to stay awake.

“Maya…” I whisper, stroking her hair back, feeling her shiver as my fingers trace her scalp. “Sweetheart, look at me.”

She tries—

tries so hard—

but her eyes are barely half-open, glazed with exhaustion and pleasure.

“I’m… I’m sorry,” she mumbles against my throat, her words slurring adorably. “I’m so tired… I don’t… I don’t wanna fall asleep on you…”

I smile against her hair, holding her closer.

“Why would you apologize?” I murmur, kissing the top of her head. “You’ve given me everything. You’re allowed to be tired.”

She shifts a little, hissing softly as the movement reminds her I’m still inside her—still deep, still thick, still filling her completely.

“Daniel…”

Her voice is a whisper.

“You’re still… you’re still in me…”

“Yeah,” I breathe, brushing her cheek with my knuckles. “I’m not going anywhere.”

She blinks slowly, her body melting heavier into mine.

“I can’t keep my eyes open,” she whispers, embarrassed by her own exhaustion. “I feel like I’m floating… like I’m dreaming…”

I cup the back of her head, guiding her to rest fully against my chest.

“That’s okay,” I whisper into her hair. “That’s exactly where I want you.”

Her breathing slows even more, her body sinking deeper against me, muscles relaxing completely around me. Her cunt softens around my cock, still warm and soaked from everything we’ve done.

“Daniel…”

Barely a breath now.

“What if I fall asleep like this… and you’re still…”

“Inside you?” I finish for her, voice low and warm. “Good. That’s exactly how I want you sleeping.”

She shivers—weak, exhausted, but deeply affected.

“You sleep,” I murmur, kissing her forehead. “I’ll take care of everything else.”

Her eyes flutter once more…

then finally close.

Her body softens entirely, melting into me, trusting me to hold her up.

I wrap one arm around her lower back, the other around her shoulders, cradling her while she drifts in that warm, hazy limbo between consciousness and sleep.

And then—

very slowly—

I lift her hips just half an inch.

She lets out a tiny, unconscious whimper.

I lower her again.

Deep.

Slow.

Perfect.

Her breath flutters, but she stays asleep—or close to it—her forehead resting against my collarbone.

“That’s it,” I whisper, guiding her hips with feather-light touches. “Let your body rest. I’ll do the moving.”

Another slow rise.

Another soft, deep descent.

Her cunt tightens instinctively with each motion—even asleep she reacts to me.

“You’re so good for me,” I murmur into her hair, rocking her gently on my cock in a slow, rhythmic glide. “My perfect girl. So tired you can’t stay awake… and still taking me.”

Her breathing stutters—

then steadies.

She’s drifting.

I keep the rhythm small, subtle, barely-there thrusts that still slide me deep inside her each time—keeping her filled, keeping her warm, keeping us connected while she sleeps.

“Go ahead,” I whisper, kissing the top of her head again.

“Fall asleep stuffed full of me.”

She exhales a tiny, broken breath against my neck—

and slips fully under.

I keep moving her gently.

Slow.

Deep.

Endless.

“And when you wake up,” I murmur into her hair, “I’ll still be right here inside you.”

She’s asleep now.

Fully.

Her breath slow and steady against my chest, her lashes resting against flushed cheeks, her body soft and loose with exhaustion. One of her hands remains curled weakly against my skin, like she fell asleep mid-clutch and never let go.

And I’m still inside her.

Still thick.

Still hard.

Still slowly moving her on my cock.

Her warm, sleepy cunt squeezes around me with each tiny shift of her breathing. She doesn’t even know she’s doing it—her body is working on instinct alone, reacting to me in her dreams.

She lets out a small, soft moan against my throat.

God, it’s adorable… and devastating.

I wrap both arms around her, holding her close as I guide another barely-there roll of her hips. Not enough to wake her… just enough to keep her body moving on mine.

Her breath stutters, then settles.

She’s dreaming of something sweet.

And I whisper into her ear:

“That’s it, baby… sleep on my cock.”

She whimpers quietly—

a helpless, drowsy sound that goes straight to my spine.

“You’re so full of me already,” I murmur, kissing the shell of her ear, “and you’re about to be fuller.”

Another slow thrust upward—

deep, steady, controlled—

and she gives a sleepy gasp, her brows knitting for half a second before smoothing out again.

She’s not waking.

She’s too tired.

Too used.

Too blissed out to do anything but melt in my arms.

“Good girl,” I whisper, brushing my lips down her neck. “Even asleep, you take me so well.”

Her thighs twitch around my waist, just a little.

A tiny pulse ripples through her cunt.

She’s dreaming of me.

I move her hips again—

a slow, deep slide that seats her fully onto my cock—

and I feel myself pulse inside her, thick and ready to spill.

She makes a soft, content sound…

almost like a kitten.

Almost like happiness.

“I’m gonna fill you again,” I breathe into her hair. “Right here… while you sleep on top of me.”

Her mouth falls open against my skin, a warm sigh escaping her.

She doesn’t wake.

She just lets me use her.

Slowly, gently, intimately.

I start a deeper rhythm—still soft, still careful, but with enough force that her body responds unconsciously. Her cunt clenches around me in little fluttering squeezes, her breath catching just a little bit each time I brush deep inside her.

“You hear that, sweetheart?” I whisper. “Your pretty little pussy’s milking me in your sleep.”

Another soft moan slips from her—breathy and sweet.

She has no idea how perfect she is like this.

I pull her closer, nosing into her hair, inhaling her warmth.

My hips move again—slow, deep—and I grip her ass just tightly enough to keep her steady on my cock.

“If you were awake,” I murmur into her ear, “I’d tell you how pretty you look stuffed full of me. So full you’re leaking down your thighs.”

A small shiver runs through her sleeping body.

I fuck her a little deeper.

“I’d tell you Evan never deserved to see you like this,” I whisper, voice dark with possessive heat. “Soft and sweet and sleeping on my cock after begging to be bred.”

She moans in her sleep—

high, breathy, needy.

I thrust again, slightly harder this time, and feel the tight pull in my stomach—

that electric, heavy swell of release building far too quickly.

“Yeah…” I whisper, tightening my arms around her. “I’m close again. You gonna take more of me in your sleep?”

She whimpers.

Her hips shift a fraction, unconsciously trying to take me deeper.

That’s all it takes.

My body locks against hers, and I spill into her again—

slow, hot pulses filling her already full cunt,

pushing warmth deep inside her until I feel my cum dripping around where we’re joined.

She lets out a soft, sweet moan—

not waking—

just dreaming her way through it, her mouth brushing my collarbone as she sighs.

“Good girl,” I whisper, stroking her back while I pulse the last of my release into her. “You keep sleeping. Daddy’ll keep you full.”

She sighs again—

a tiny, grateful little breath—

and relaxes completely.

I stay inside her, still half-hard, still deep.

And I keep rocking her gently…

slow, soft thrusts…

just enough to keep my cum warm inside her

as she sleeps peacefully in my arms.


Chapter 8

She sleeps against me like a dream—

warm, soft, trusting,

her cheek resting on my shoulder, her breath washing over my neck in sweet, sleepy exhales.

Her arms are draped loosely around my waist, her legs open around my hips, and her body is relaxed in a way she never lets herself be awake.

And she is still full of me.

My cock rests deep inside her—

heavy, thick, half-hard—

surrounded by nothing but warmth and the slow, lazy pulse of her sleeping body.

Every time she exhales, her cunt tightens just slightly around me.

Just enough to tease.

Just enough to remind me she’s mine.

A soft, involuntary moan escapes her—barely audible.

I smile against her hair.

Even asleep, she can’t help but react.

I run my palm slowly down her spine, feeling her melt deeper into my arms. The movement shifts her hips by an inch—just enough for her inner muscles to squeeze me tighter.

My breath catches.

Not hard—

not yet—

but getting there.

I keep rocking her hips, tiny motions, barely-there thrusts that slide me deeper into her resting body.

She moans again, softer this time, a sweet sigh of dream-drunk pleasure.

Her pussy gives a slow, sleepy clench around me.

Heat floods through my stomach.

“Mmm… that’s it, baby…” I whisper into her hair. “Just keep holding me like that.”

I move her again—

up a fraction,

down a fraction,

slow enough that she doesn’t wake,

deep enough that her body responds in its own quiet language.

Her breath stutters.

Her thighs twitch.

Her pussy tightens around me again.

And I can feel myself growing inside her—

thickening,

swelling,

hardening

with each tiny unconscious squeeze.

“Good girl…” I murmur softly. “You’ll get me ready again. Even in your sleep.”

Her lips part against my skin, a soft exhale brushing my collarbone.

I shift my hips just a little—slow, gentle—feeling the way her warmth wraps around me, molding to me, welcoming me even without her awareness.

My cock pulses in response.

Her pussy clenches.

I throb.

I bury my face in her hair, kissing the crown of her head as I start a slow, barely-there rhythm inside her.

Little movements.

Little rolls.

Little glides of her soft inner walls over my cock.

She moans again—

a dream-sound,

sweet and helpless.

“Yeah…” I whisper. “That’s it. Keep milking me, sweetheart. You’re gonna make me hard again.”

And she does.

Every tiny movement I guide her through—

every unconscious squeeze of her warm, wet cunt—

every sleepy sigh—

pulls more blood into my cock,

makes me swell deeper inside her,

makes her tightness grip me more insistently.

She shifts in her sleep, adjusting her head on my shoulder.

And her hips roll forward just a little.

Just enough.

A deep, involuntary throb shoots through me—

thickening me fully,

hardening me against her slick, sleepy heat.

I groan low in my chest.

“Oh, baby… you have no idea what you’re doing to me.”

She doesn’t stir.

She doesn’t wake.

She just moans softly, content,

and settles her weight more firmly onto my lap—

onto my fully hard cock.

I slide my hands down to her hips, holding her there, savoring the new tightness, the new depth, the way her body reacts even while she dreams.

I rock her hips again—

slow, deep, deliberate.

My cock sinks even deeper inside her swollen, sleeping cunt.

And she moans—

a soft, helpless, blissful little sound that melts me completely.

“There it is…” I whisper, thrusting gently inside her now. “You’re ready for another round.”

I kiss her forehead.

But then her breathing changes.

At first it’s subtle—

a tiny hitch,

a trembling inhale,

a faint whimper that brushes my throat.

Then her hips twitch.

Not much.

Just enough to drag her slick inner walls along my fully hard cock.

I groan quietly, tightening my arms around her.

She’s waking.

But not fully—

not yet.

Her pussy clenches again, harder, a deep instinctive pulse.

She lets out a soft cry, muffled against my skin.

Oh, sweetheart.

She’s not waking.

She’s coming.

Her thighs tense around my hips, her fingers curl against my chest, her breath stutters—

and she arches weakly in my lap, her cunt fluttering around me in quick, helpless spasms.

She’s still mostly asleep.

And she’s coming so hard her voice breaks into tiny, breathy moans.

I hold her tighter, whispering into her hair:

“That’s it, baby… come for me in your sleep… just let go…”

She gasps—a soft, shocked sound—and her eyes flutter half-open.

Confusion.

Fog.

Pleasure.

All mingling in her sleepy, dazed expression.

Her body keeps convulsing around me, squeezing my cock in hot, rhythmic waves.

“D-Daniel…?” she whispers, barely conscious.

“I’m here,” I murmur, brushing my lips against her temple. “I’ve been here the whole time.”

Her breath catches.

Her fingers dig into my chest.

Her hips jerk again, grinding down on me.

“W-why does it— f-feel like— oh—!”

Another wave hits her, harder than the first, her cunt clamping around me like she’s trying to pull me deeper.

Her head falls back, lips parted, eyes rolled upward.

She’s drowning in it.

An orgasm she didn’t expect.

Didn’t chase.

Didn’t even fully wake up for.

And she’s helpless to stop it.

“Oh my God— Daniel—what— what’s happening—?”

I kiss her throat, letting my words melt right into her skin.

“You’re coming,” I whisper, sliding my hands under her thighs to hold her steady. “Your body woke up before you did.”

She moans—long and soft and broken.

I lift her hips just enough to thrust up into her once, slow but deep.

The movement drags a shattered cry from her lips.

Her orgasm spikes.

She collapses forward, forehead against mine, trembling violently as I guide her through it.

Her pussy grips me in desperate, pulsing waves—

wet, tight, helpless—

milking my cock like she doesn’t have a choice.

“That’s it…” I murmur, kissing her jaw. “Let it happen. Let your pretty body do what it wants.”

She gasps, tears prickling her lashes—not from sadness, but from how intense it feels.

“Daniel— I can’t— I can’t— it’s too— too strong—”

I cradle her face, forcing her to look at me as she comes apart.

“You’re safe,” I whisper. “You’re mine. Come as hard as you need.”

Her body jerks—

one last deep pulse—

and then she melts against me, completely limp, panting into my mouth.

Even then, her cunt still flutters around me… soft, warm, dream-drunk squeezes that make my cock throb inside her.

She barely manages a whisper:

“Did I… really… come?”

I kiss her slow, deep, gentle.

“You did, sweetheart.”

I roll my hips just enough to make her gasp again.

“And you’re going to do it again.”

She’s still shaking gently from the orgasm that tore her awake.

Barely conscious.

Barely aware.

Warm and pliant in my lap, her skin flushed, her limbs loose, her breath soft against my throat.

I kiss her jaw, her cheek, her temple—

slow, grounding kisses that keep her floating.

“Easy,” I whisper. “You’re safe. You’re still on me.”

She makes a tiny, sleepy whimper, hips shifting on instinct—

a soft, unconscious attempt to take me deeper.

I suck in a breath, my hands tightening on her waist.

“Oh, sweetheart… you’re still moving?”

She barely nods, eyes half-lidded, voice a warm, dreamy whisper:

“Want you… need you…”

That’s all it takes.

I start rocking my hips up into her—

slow, deep thrusts that make her mouth fall open against my shoulder.

She gasps softly, eyes fluttering shut.

“Daniel… it feels… so good…”

“That’s because you’re still soft from your orgasm,” I breathe into her ear. “Your body’s still open for me. You’re perfect like this.”

I lift her hips just an inch—

and slide her back down onto me.

She moans.

A sweet, broken sound that makes my cock throb deep inside her.

I fuck her slowly—

not waking her fully yet,

just letting her drift in that warm, hazy place between dream and pleasure.

Her breathing deepens.

Her arms tighten weakly around my neck.

She rolls her hips again, barely awake but wanting more.

“Daniel,” she breathes, “don’t stop…”

“I’m not stopping, baby,” I whisper, kissing her deeply. “Not until you tell me to.”

She doesn’t answer—

she just kisses me back, slow and wet and sleepy, and grinds down on my lap.

Then she wakes.

Not all at once—

but in a sudden, sharp inhalation that carries clarity with it.

Her eyes open fully.

Her body tightens.

Her breath turns sharp and furious with need.

“Oh—god—Daniel—yes—there—please—”

Her hands clutch at my shoulders, hungry, awake, desperate.

I smirk against her mouth.

“There she is,” I growl softly. “My pretty girl’s awake now.”

She rides down on me with a needy roll of her hips, a deeper grind, her breath shaking.

“I want more,” she whispers fiercely. “Please—please give me more—”

I grip her hips, holding her steady, thrusting up into her slow and deep.

“You want another?”

Thrust.

“You want to come awake this time?”

Thrust.

“You want to feel every inch while you’re conscious?”

“Yes—yes—Daniel—please—”

I thrust deeper—

and that’s when I hear it.

The front door.

Opening.

A cold blast of air.

Footsteps.

A familiar voice clearing its throat.

Evan.

I freeze.

She doesn’t.

She doesn’t hear anything—

too lost in the rhythm of my cock sliding deep inside her body, her breath warming my mouth as she clings to me.

“Daniel—don’t stop—” she pleads, kissing me again, messy and wild.

I look toward the bedroom door—

half-open.

A sliver of the cabin visible.

A shadow moving.

Evan is home.

Maya’s nails dig into my back, pulling me closer, grinding down on me with a gasp.

“Please—Daniel—please keep going—”

And I do.

I thrust up into her again, slow but deep enough to make her cry out softly into my neck.

“Good girl,” I whisper, watching the shadow move closer to the bedroom hallway. “You keep riding me, sweetheart. Don’t think about anything else.”

She moans—

soft, breathy, needy—

unaware of anything but the feeling of me filling her.

Her pussy tightens around me, drawing me deeper.

I kiss her, slow and consuming, while Evan steps closer.

“I’m right here,” I whisper against her lips. “Just focus on me.”

She shivers.

She doesn’t hear the footsteps.

She doesn’t know he’s home.

She doesn’t realize she’s riding his father’s cock while her boyfriend stands only steps away.

But I know.

And I don’t stop.

Her body rolls against me in slow, desperate waves—

still sleepy,

still raw,

still clinging to my shoulders like I’m the only solid thing in her world.

And I am.

Evan’s footsteps get closer.

Maya doesn’t hear them—

she’s too focused on the way I’m sliding deep into her,

too lost in the warmth and stretch and fullness of my cock inside her.

“Daniel…” she breathes, barely a whisper, “don’t stop… please don’t stop…”

I keep my eyes on the hallway.

The footsteps pause.

Then—

slowly—

Evan appears in the doorway.

He freezes.

He sees everything.

His girlfriend—

his sweet, innocent Maya—

sitting on my lap,

legs spread around my hips,

my cock buried deep inside her,

her breasts pressed against my chest,

her mouth on my neck,

her body rolling for more.

She doesn’t even flinch.

She doesn’t even notice.

She’s so lost in the slow, deep rhythm I’m giving her that she couldn’t hear a bomb go off.

Evan’s face goes white.

Then red.

Then confused, devastated, furious, disbelieving—all at once.

I meet his eyes.

And I do not stop.

I thrust up into her again—

slow, deep—

watching her gasp softly, her eyelids fluttering, her hips tilting to take me deeper.

Evan hears the wet slide of her pussy around my cock.

He hears her breathless, dreamy moan in my ear.

He hears me whisper:

“That’s it, sweetheart… ride me…”

His hands curl at his sides.

He looks like he might step inside—

might yell,

might break,

might attack—

But Maya moans again—

a soft, needy sound—

and buries her face in my neck.

And that’s what breaks him.

His shoulders fall.

His breath shakes.

He steps back from the doorway—

silent, shattered—

and walks away.

The front door closes behind him.

Maya doesn’t even stir.

She just kisses my neck, sleepy and needy, whispering:

“More… Daniel… please…”

I cradle her face, kiss her slow and tender, and thrust deeper into her warm, perfect body.

She gasps, her lips brushing mine, eyes barely open.

I brush my thumb across her cheek and whisper:

“Happy Valentine’s Day, sweetheart.”

She smiles—

soft, dreamy, unaware of anything but me—

and sinks down onto my cock again.
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