
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright © 2025 Isla Storme

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Art Painter
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


While She Slept

One bed. No boundaries.


Prologue

People act like the word “step-mom” makes it wrong.

But it wasn’t the title that did it.

It was the way she used my towel the first week she moved in—draped it over her body like it belonged there. The way she’d bend over the dishwasher and hum to herself, like she didn’t feel my eyes crawl over the shape of her hips.

It was how she smiled at me.

Tight-lipped. A little too patient.

Like she knew.

Like she liked it.

Celeste married my dad when I was sixteen. She wasn’t supposed to matter. Just another woman he’d burn through. But she stayed.

And worse?

She stayed perfect.

The kind of pretty that makes you angry. Smooth voice, smooth skin, high-maintenance mouth. And every time I caught her watching me—just for a second, just long enough to make me question it—she’d look away like it never happened.

Like I was imagining things.

Maybe I was.

But then dad bailed on this road trip. Said he’d fly out later, asked Celeste to drive with me instead.

Two states. Three nights. One motel room.

One bed.

She didn’t flinch when the clerk said it. Just glanced at me, then turned back with a polite smile. Like she hadn’t noticed the way my jaw clenched. The way my hands stayed in my pockets.

Like she wasn’t the reason I’ve been waking up hard for three years.

She doesn’t know what she’s doing.

Or maybe she does.

Either way—she’s sleeping beside me tonight.

And I’m not going to survive it.


Chapter 1

The motel room smelled like old carpet and cheap soap. One queen bed, stiff pillows, a loud AC unit rattling in the corner. She didn’t complain.

Celeste dropped her bag by the chair, kicked off her sandals, and stretched like she owned the place.

Like she hadn’t just agreed to sleep beside me.

“It’s not so bad,” she said, pulling her hair into a knot. “I’ve stayed in worse.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, jaw tight. “Only one bed.”

She glanced at it like she hadn’t noticed.

“Oh. Guess we’ll have to share.” Her voice was breezy, casual. “We’re both adults, Dylan.”

My name in her mouth did things it shouldn’t. Always had.

She disappeared into the bathroom. I stared at the ceiling. Tried to slow my breathing. Tried not to imagine the sound of her changing clothes behind that thin door.

When she came out, the light behind her framed the soft curve of her body like a halo.

T-shirt. No bra. Tiny shorts. Bare legs.

She didn’t look at me as she slid under the covers, her side of the bed dipping with her weight.

“You gonna stand there all night?” she asked, voice muffled against her pillow.

I exhaled, hard. Stripped down to my boxers and tank and climbed in—far side, edge of the mattress, spine straight.

Don’t look.

Don’t breathe.

Don’t move.

Then she shifted.

And curled into me.

Her back against my chest. Bare legs tangling with mine like it meant nothing. Like this wasn’t the first time I’d had to bite my tongue just watching her lick peanut butter off a spoon.

“Sorry,” she mumbled, already half-asleep. “I get cold.”

I was burning.

Her body was soft and warm and right there, pressed against mine like it belonged. Like she belonged.

I didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Because if I said one word—if I let one sound out—I’d forget every reason this was supposed to be wrong.

And the only thing I’d care about is how right it would feel to touch her.

She’d been out for hours.

I could tell by her breathing—slow, even, soft little exhales against the curve of my throat. Like she trusted me.

Like she didn’t know what I was thinking.

I hadn’t moved. Not really. Just laid there, stiff with heat and guilt, eyes wide in the dark, trying to count anything but the shape of her pressed against me.

Celeste slept like she meant it.

Arms tucked in, thigh over mine, her shirt riding high on her hip. Her skin was warm, bare. The kind of skin that begged to be touched.

She shifted in her sleep—just slightly—and her ass pressed flush against the front of my boxers.

That was it.

That was the fucking moment.

I let out a breath through my nose, slow and shaky. My hand drifted to her waist—light, careful, barely touching.

She didn’t stir.

So I let it rest there.

Just that.

Just… contact.

Her skin was soft. Smooth. Warmer than I expected.

She moved again, just a breath, but enough. Enough to make me wonder if she was really asleep.

And then my fingers slid lower.

Over the swell of her hip. The curve of her thigh. Until I found the hem of those tiny shorts and dipped just beneath it.

Still no reaction.

No twitch. No tension. Just soft, steady breathing.

So I kept going.

Her inner thigh was silk. Her skin down there? Hot. Bare.

No panties.

Fuck.

My cock throbbed against her ass, hard and aching, and I pressed my forehead into the back of her shoulder.

“Celeste…” I whispered, like a curse, like a prayer.

She didn’t wake.

Not even when I let my fingers brush over the heat between her legs—barely there, feather-light, just enough to feel how wet she was.

She was already soaked.

Asleep.

Wet.

Waiting.

I froze, breath caught in my chest.

If I stopped now, I could pretend I didn’t do it. That it didn’t mean anything.

But the way she whimpered in her sleep—barely a sound, a little shift of her hips like she wanted more—

That broke me.

My fingers slid deeper.

And Celeste moaned, quiet and low, her body arching into it like she’d been dreaming of this.

Like I wasn’t the only one losing sleep over it.

My fingers barely moved.

Just enough to feel her warmth. Her slick.

Just enough to tell myself it wasn’t really touching.

But it was.

It fucking was.

Celeste shifted in her sleep again, sighing like she was melting into me. Her knee slid higher over my leg, opening herself up without even knowing it.

Or maybe she knew.

Maybe she’d left the panties off on purpose.

Maybe she wanted this.

I slid my hand deeper between her thighs, the backs of my knuckles dragging up the center of her heat—slow, reverent, just enough pressure to coat them.

She was soaked.

Dripping.

I pressed my face into her shoulder to hide the sound of my breathing, jaw tight, cock throbbing behind my boxers. The thin cotton was damp, stretched, useless now.

I didn’t mean to slip between her folds.

Not at first.

I was just feeling her.

That’s what I told myself.

But then she shifted again—hips tilted, just slightly—and my middle finger slid in.

Deep.

Hot.

Tight.

I froze.

Her breath caught.

Just for a second.

But she didn’t move.

Didn’t flinch. Didn’t wake.

Didn’t stop me.

So I didn’t stop.

My hand stayed still, buried inside her, the rhythm of her body pulling me deeper with every soft inhale. Every slick clench.

“Fuck, Celeste…” I whispered against her neck, so low it wasn’t even sound. Just breath.

She whimpered.

No movement. No struggle. Just that tiny sound. Like she was dreaming it. Like maybe she wanted it there.

I pulled back slowly—almost out—then pushed back in.

Deeper this time.

Her body gave way like it knew me.

My thumb found her clit, soft and swollen, and I circled it once.

Twice.

She twitched.

I froze again, my hand trapped between her thighs, every nerve on fire.

And then—

A breath. Soft. Shaky.

And a whisper.

Not clear. Not loud.

But I swear to God I heard it:

“Don’t stop…”

My whole body went still.

Because that wasn’t sleep-talk.

That was permission.

And I didn’t need to be told twice.

Her whisper echoed in my skull.

“Don’t stop…”

Maybe I imagined it.

But her hips said otherwise.

They rolled—slow, instinctive, chasing the pressure of my hand like she needed it. My fingers were slick with her, buried up to the knuckle, her walls clenching around me like she was already close.

She didn’t speak again.

But she didn’t stop me, either.

Not when I slid a second finger in, stretching her.

Not when I curled them just slightly, searching for the place that would ruin her.

Not when my thumb circled her clit again—firm, steady, teasing the edge of what she could take.

She moaned.

God.

It was soft, almost shy, buried against the pillow. The sound pushed right down my spine, hot and dangerous.

I shouldn’t be doing this.

I should have stopped the second I felt how wet she was.

The second I realized how easy it was to slip inside her.

But now?

Now she was riding my hand, slow and sin-soaked, her thighs parting wider on instinct.

She wanted it.

Even if she didn’t know it.

Even if she wouldn’t admit it.

Her body was honest in ways her mouth never was.

Her leg hooked over mine, dragging me closer. Her ass pressed back harder, grinding against the thick line of my cock beneath the sheets.

I bit down on my lip, hard enough to taste blood.

Because if I moved my hips—just once—I’d rub against her heat. Feel her slick through the cotton. Maybe let her feel just how badly I wanted to be inside her.

But I didn’t.

Not yet.

I stayed still, hand buried deep, letting her use me in her sleep.

She rocked on my fingers like she’d been doing it forever.

So fucking slow.

So fucking sweet.

Her breath hitched.

A little whine escaped her throat.

And then—

Her thighs tensed.

She was close.

I felt it in the way her body tightened around me, the way her clit throbbed under my thumb.

Celeste was about to come.

On my hand.

In her sleep.

Like it was the most natural thing in the world.

And I wasn’t stopping.

Not until she broke for me.

Her thighs tensed tighter.

Breath catching.

Chest rising faster.

She was close.

So close.

The kind of close you don’t fake.

The kind that grips your gut and makes your whole body forget how to lie.

And Celeste?

She wasn’t pretending now.

My fingers curled just right—deep and slow, dragging against that spot inside her that made her hips jerk, made her mouth fall open in a breathless gasp.

She didn’t moan loud.

She didn’t say my name.

But she clung to me.

Her hand slid across my forearm, not to stop me—just to anchor herself. Soft fingers curling around my wrist like she needed it. Like she didn’t even know what she was holding onto.

Her cunt tightened, wet and pulsing around me.

And then—

Her whole body shuddered.

A long, slow exhale against my throat.

Hips grinding down harder once, twice—riding it—until the tremors rolled through her, smooth and deep and helpless.

Celeste came on my fingers.

Soundless.

Breathless.

Utterly undone.

I held her through it, still and steady, my hand trapped between her thighs, her slick coating my skin.

And she never opened her eyes.

Not once.

She just sighed.

Like she was safe.

Like she didn’t know what I’d just done.

Or worse—like she did.


Chapter 2

She was still.

Breathing soft. Even. Her body slack against mine.

But I couldn’t.

Not like this.

Not with the ache still pulsing between my legs. Not with my cock trapped and throbbing, soaked in her heat, so hard it hurt.

I stared down at her in the dark, my fingers still wet from where she came for me.

Because of me.

She didn’t wake.

Not even when I shifted closer, lining her body up with mine.

Not when I reached for her hand—small, relaxed, fingers barely curled in sleep.

I picked it up slowly. Carefully. Holding my breath.

She murmured something wordless. A hum. A sigh.

Then went quiet again.

I brought her hand under the covers.

Guided it to my waistband.

My cock strained behind it, heavy and soaked from where I’d been grinding against the sheets.

I pulled her palm over it.

Pressed her fingers to the outline.

Hot.

Thick.

Hard.

I didn’t move.

Just let her feel it.

Let her sleep with her hand wrapped around the thing she did to me.

She shifted, barely.

Fingers twitching.

Thumb brushing the head through the cotton, slow and instinctive.

Like she wanted it.

Like her body recognized it in the dark.

And when her grip tightened—just slightly—I nearly lost it.

“Fuck,” I breathed, eyes shut, hips shaking.

Still no sign she was awake.

Still no word.

Just her soft body against mine, her hand on my cock, her thighs sticky with what we already did.

And I knew right then—

Next time?

I wouldn’t stop there.

Her fingers twitched again.

Still loose. Still slow.

Still not pulling away.

I stayed frozen a moment longer, her hand cupped over my cock through the thin cotton of my boxers. The heat of her skin against me made my breath catch, sharp and low in my throat.

She shifted in her sleep.

Her thumb brushed the head again, slow and innocent.

A little roll of pressure—like she was exploring in a dream.

That broke something in me.

I moved.

Just a little.

Just enough to grind against her palm.

A low, aching thrust—friction through fabric, her hand still wrapped around me, limp but perfect.

My cock throbbed.

I did it again.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Fucking into her palm like it belonged to me.

Like she did.

Celeste didn’t wake.

Didn’t speak.

Just lay there breathing softly, lips parted, thighs still damp with her own release.

I reached down and eased my boxers lower.

Freed my cock.

The air hit it—cool, electric—and then I wrapped her fingers around it bare.

Skin to skin.

Fuck.

I gritted my teeth, barely stopping the sound in my throat.

Her hand was so small.

So soft.

So warm.

I guided it—careful, reverent—stroking her palm over the length of me once… then again. Letting her hold the weight of it. Letting her feel what she did to me.

Still, she didn’t pull away.

Didn’t flinch.

Her thumb brushed the head again, slick now with pre-cum, and her fingers curled tighter.

Like she liked how it felt.

Like her body recognized what she was holding.

And I was past pretending.

I fucked into her fist slow, controlled, grinding against her hand with every aching pulse of need.

You came on my fingers, I wanted to say.

You touched me in your sleep. You let me do this.

And if she woke now?

If she opened her eyes?

I’d keep going.

I’d look her right in the face and finish.

Because this wasn’t just fantasy anymore.

It was happening.

And I wasn’t stopping.

Her hand was still on me.

Still warm.

Still letting me fuck into it like it belonged there.

I guided her grip—stroking her fingers over my length, her thumb slick with precum, her palm wrapped soft and steady around the heat of me. My hips moved on instinct now, slow but building, pressure twisting hard in my gut.

She was still asleep.

Still quiet.

Still fucking perfect.

Every little breath against my chest made it worse.

Every soft sound in the dark just pushed me closer.

I needed more.

I needed all of her.

I let go of her hand just long enough to shift above her—slow, careful, holding my breath. My cock was heavy in my fist, aching, soaked from where she’d held me.

She rolled onto her back beneath me, face tilted toward the ceiling.

Eyes closed. Lips parted.

So fucking soft.

So fucking vulnerable.

I hovered above her, one hand braced beside her head, the other stroking myself—tight and fast now, the wet sounds of it loud in the dark, obscene and shameless.

Her skin glowed in the strip of moonlight cutting through the blinds.

And I needed to mark it.

My stomach clenched.

Jaw tight.

Pulse hammering.

“Celeste,” I groaned, the name breaking from my throat like sin.

And then—

I came.

Hard.

Hot.

It hit her neck first.

Then her cheek.

A thick stripe across her lips. Her chin. Her throat.

Fuck.

It didn’t stop.

Pulse after pulse, all over her skin—his mess, his claim—hers.

I watched it drip down the curve of her jaw, sliding toward the hollow of her throat. A bead glistened on her lower lip, clinging there like it had every right to.

Celeste didn’t move.

Didn’t blink.

Didn’t wipe it away.

Just lay there, breathing soft.

And I stayed there over her, cock still twitching in my hand, heart pounding out of rhythm.

She never opened her eyes.

But I swear—

I saw her smile.

The sun was too bright.

I wore my sunglasses to hide the way I kept looking at her.

Celeste sat in the passenger seat, barefoot, legs tucked up, sipping gas station coffee like she hadn’t slept with her hand on my cock all night.

Like I hadn’t come across her face while she breathed sweetly through it.

“God,” she mumbled, rubbing at her eyes. “Why am I so tired?”

My hands tightened on the wheel.

“Didn’t sleep well?” I asked, casual.

She yawned. Fucking yawned.

“No, I was out like a rock. Just… weirdly drained. Like my body’s tired but I don’t remember waking up.”

My jaw clenched.

I remembered everything.

Celeste leaned her head against the window, hair brushing her cheek. That same cheek I’d painted hours earlier. She didn’t notice the slight crust near her collarbone. Didn’t feel the faint stiffness of her shirt.

I did.

Every time I looked at her, I saw it.

Where I’d marked her.

Where she let me.

Or… didn’t stop me.

I glanced at her again. She was blinking slowly, slouched in the seat now, looking a little dazed.

“You should take a nap,” I said.

She laughed, soft and sleepy. “In the car?”

“We’ve got hours. I don’t mind.”

Celeste stretched her arms above her head. The hem of her tank top rode up, revealing a sliver of stomach. My knuckles whitened on the steering wheel.

“Sure,” she murmured, already settling in.

She tugged the seatbelt loose, curled up sideways, cheek pressed to the headrest. Her eyes fluttered shut.

Five minutes passed.

Then ten.

Then her breathing deepened.

Slower.

Softer.

She was asleep again.

And I was alone with her body.

Again.

The hum of the road was hypnotic.

Wind against the windows. Miles melting under the tires.

And Celeste—soft beside me, head tilted against the seat, hair falling over her cheek.

She looked younger like this.

Or maybe just more breakable.

Her breathing was slow. Steady. Barely audible over the drone of the tires.

She was out cold again, just like last night.

I shouldn’t have.

But I did.

And now?

Now I was going to do it again.

I reached over slowly, one hand still on the wheel, the other sliding across the console.

Her tank top had ridden up just enough. A peek of soft skin above the waistband of her shorts.

I brushed my knuckles over her stomach.

Light.

Testing.

She didn’t stir.

My hand drifted lower.

Down the slope of her hip. Over the curve of her thigh.

Her legs were tucked up, loose and lazy, like she didn’t expect to be touched.

But I did.

My fingers slipped beneath the elastic band of her shorts.

No panties.

Again.

My cock throbbed behind the zipper.

I pressed my palm down, slow and steady, until I felt her heat—wet already, soaked from nothing but sleep and breath and the rhythm of the road.

I bit down on a groan, my eyes on the yellow lines rushing past.

And then I slid one finger inside her.

Soft.

Deep.

She twitched.

Not enough to wake.

But enough to keep going.

My thumb found her clit again—slow, careful circles.

She moaned.

A tiny sound.

One I’d never forget.

I kept my pace steady. One finger stroking her from the inside while the pad of my thumb rolled over the spot that made her body tense in sleep.

She shifted in her seat, thighs spreading just slightly.

Dreaming, maybe.

Or remembering.

Her cunt clenched.

Again.

And again.

And I knew—she was close.

Right here, in the passenger seat.

Wearing my name on her skin and nothing between us but heat.

She was about to come for me.

Again.

And I wasn’t going to stop.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

The way she clenched around my fingers. The slick sounds of her cunt as I worked her under the seatbelt. The way her breath hitched—again, and again—like she was hovering on the edge, asleep and soaked and right there.

One more moan, and I’d lose it in my jeans.

So I did the only thing I could.

I eased off the highway—steering with one hand, the other still buried inside her—and pulled onto a quiet, gravel shoulder.

Middle of nowhere. Trees. Empty stretch of road.

Perfect silence.

The car idled.

My heart didn’t.

I unbuckled her belt.

She stirred a little. A soft hum. Nothing more.

Still asleep.

Still mine.

I reached across, slipped both arms around her, and pulled her onto my lap.

She came easy—loose and heavy with sleep, her thighs spreading naturally over mine. Her cheek fell against my shoulder, lips parted, breath warm on my throat.

Her cunt settled right over the thick, aching bulge in my jeans.

Fuck.

I held her there. One hand on her back. The other sliding under her shorts again.

And just like before, she opened for me.

Wet.

Hungry.

Like her body remembered me.

I slid two fingers in this time.

Deep.

She whimpered.

A soft noise against my neck.

No resistance. No tension. Just her body, working with mine like she belonged there.

I rocked her gently on my lap. Slow, shallow thrusts of my hips as I fucked her with my fingers, her slick soaking my palm.

She shifted.

Not waking.

Just grinding.

The rhythm was perfect—her cunt pulsing around me, her ass grinding down on my cock like she wanted to ride it in her sleep.

I dragged my lips to her temple.

“Mom,” I whispered, voice raw. “You have no idea what you’re doing to me.”

But maybe she did.

Because when my thumb brushed her clit again—

She whined.

One soft, desperate sound.

And her hips jerked once.

Then again.

Tighter now. Her pussy clenching around my fingers like it didn’t want to let go.

“Come for me,” I breathed, low against her skin. “Come in my lap, Celeste. Just like last night.”

And fuck—

She did.

She came in my lap like she was made for it.

Soft little shudders rolling through her hips, slick gushing over my fingers, soaking the front of my jeans. Her thighs trembled. Her breath hitched once, twice—then went slow again. Deep. Even.

Still asleep.

Still mine.

And now?

Now I was going to fuck her.

I pulled my hand from between her legs, coated in her—sticky, dripping, still warm. My chest heaved once, twice, my restraint hanging on by threads.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t resist.

Didn’t do anything but lie in my arms, spent and open and ready.

I reached down with shaking hands and unzipped my jeans.

My cock sprang free—thick, wet, throbbing.

The tip glistened with pre-cum. My whole body was pulsing, aching, shaking from the pressure.

She was still straddling me, her cunt hovering just above the tip.

All I had to do was lower her.

That was it.

Just one motion.

I braced one hand on her hip and guided her down—slowly, carefully—until the head of my cock pushed into her.

Fuck—

Heat.

Tightness.

Perfect.

I paused there, holding her still, letting her body stretch around the tip. Her walls fluttered like they knew me. Like they’d been waiting for this moment.

She didn’t wake.

Just shifted again—barely—but enough to sink lower.

More.

Deeper.

She took me like a dream.

Like a memory.

Like her cunt already belonged to me.

I held her by the hips, breathing ragged, as I slid her down the rest of the way.

Until I was fully inside.

Buried.

My head fell back against the seat, teeth gritted, groan trapped behind clenched teeth.

She was pulsing around me. Tight. Wet. So fucking soft.

Still asleep.

Still letting me fuck her.

And I hadn’t even moved yet.

She didn’t stir.

Not when I bottomed out.

Not when I held her there, cock buried deep, hands locked tight on her hips.

Not even when I moved.

The first thrust was slow—testing—just enough to feel the drag of her walls over my length.

The second?

Harder.

She moaned.

Barely audible.

A little breath of sound against my neck, like a broken dream.

Her cunt fluttered around me, still wet, still so fucking tight I could barely hold back.

I gritted my teeth, jaw aching, and fucked her again.

Deeper.

Rougher.

Her body took every inch.

No resistance.

No hesitation.

She sank into my lap like she belonged there—like this wasn’t the first time I’d used her in the dark.

Like she knew, somewhere deep in her sleep-soaked mind, exactly who was inside her.

And she wanted it.

I held her still and fucked up into her, sharp thrusts pounding through her wetness, the sound obscene in the small space of the car.

Slap.

Slap.

Slap.

My hands dug into her thighs, holding her open.

Her ass hit my lap with every thrust.

My cock throbbed inside her—pushed to the edge by the way she pulsed around me, perfect and slick and totally silent.

Except she wasn’t silent.

She whimpered.

A soft, high sound in the back of her throat.

Her body twitched like it was dreaming again—like she felt it.

Felt the way I stretched her.

The way I owned her.

The way I was fucking her like she wasn’t ever waking up.

I thrust harder.

Faster.

Losing rhythm, losing control, using her cunt like it was the only thing I’d ever wanted.

And in that moment?

It was.

My vision blurred.

Everything narrowed to the heat wrapped around my cock, the wet slap of her cunt every time I drove into her, the way her breath caught when I hit the deepest part of her.

Celeste was gone.

Asleep.

Boneless.

Used.

And she was still letting me fuck her.

Still gripping me every time I sank in—like her body knew exactly how to keep me there. How to keep me desperate.

I couldn’t stop now.

My hands tightened on her hips, fingers bruising her skin as I pulled her down harder.

Faster.

The slap of her ass against my thighs filled the car.

Each thrust was rougher. Deeper. Messier.

I could feel it building—low in my spine, tightening behind my balls, crawling up my stomach.

“Fuck, Celeste…” I groaned, teeth clenched.

I was close.

So fucking close.

Her head rolled back slightly, lips parting in a soft, breathless whine.

She didn’t wake.

Didn’t flinch.

She just took it.

My cock twitched inside her. I rammed up into her, one last, brutal thrust—and held her there.

Buried.

Balls-deep in her heat, my hands gripping her so tight she’d wear the marks.

And then I came.

Hard.

Hot spurts flooding into her, thick and endless.

I held her still, pressed flush to my lap, locked tight around me as I emptied everything inside her.

Every last drop.

Her pussy milked it out of me, still pulsing around my cock, swallowing every bit of my cum like she was made for it.

My head dropped back against the seat, heart thundering, chest heaving.

And Celeste?

She stayed slumped against me.

Soft.

Silent.

Full.

I didn’t move.

Didn’t pull out.

Just kept her there—plugged, filled, claimed.

Because she was mine now.

Whether she knew it or not.


Chapter 3

Her breathing shifted.

Subtle.

But I felt it.

The way her shoulders tensed slightly. The way her fingers twitched against my chest. The change in her body—not resistance, not fear. Just… awareness.

She was waking up.

Still in my lap.

Still on my cock.

Still full of what I’d left inside her.

I didn’t stop.

Didn’t freeze.

I just smiled.

And thrust up into her.

Slow.

Deep.

Her breath hitched—a little gasp.

I did it again.

She made a sound—soft, broken, somewhere between confusion and pleasure.

“Shh,” I murmured, mouth against her ear. “Just like that.”

Her body reacted before her brain could.

She rolled her hips—instinctive.

Her cunt clenched, still soaked, still stretched wide around me.

Another thrust.

Another moan.

Her eyelids fluttered open.

She looked down.

Saw where our bodies were joined.

Saw the mess.

Felt it.

“Dylan…” she breathed. No anger. No panic. Just his name, soft and stunned.

I kept moving.

Lazy, possessive thrusts.

My hands roamed up her spine, one slipping under her shirt, palm flat against her bare back.

“You were already mine,” I whispered. “I just made sure you knew it.”

She shivered.

I kissed the hollow of her throat, where last night’s release had dried. My cum still faint on her skin. Inside her.

She didn’t pull away.

Her hands gripped my shoulders.

Tighter.

Like she wasn’t leaving.

Like she’d felt every second of it.

I thrust again, this time sharper—just to hear her gasp.

“I dreamed this,” she whispered.

“No, baby,” I said, voice low and final.

“You remembered it.”
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In Her Sleep: HE CLAIMED HER NIGHT AFTER NIGHT

A darkly obsessive, small-town breeding romance.

She came here to start over.

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

Except me.

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

I waited. Watched. Wanted.

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

She thought it was just a dream.

She still does.

But her body knows the truth.

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

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

And now she’s waking up.

She’s not ready for how real I am.

But I’ve never been more sure of anything.

She’s mine.

And I’ll claim her again. In her sleep. In the light. Forever.
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For readers who love:

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

Taking Her at Midnight: A Steamy Step Romance of Control and Desire

She married my father five years ago.

I’ve been obsessed with her ever since.

I was already a grown man when I met Juliana—twenty, cocky, and smart enough to know she wasn’t just beautiful… she was breakable.

She tried to pretend I was just her husband’s son.

But I saw the way she looked at me when she thought no one was watching.

I heard the way she breathed when I stood too close.

And I felt the way her body responded when I finally touched her.

Now I’m back.

Rich. Unattached. Living in their house.

And I don’t sleep alone.

She never tells me no.

Not when I crawl into her bed.

Not when I use her in the morning.

Not even when he’s asleep beside her.

My father still thinks she’s his.

But Juliana was never his.

She’s mine.

Dark. Obsessive. Forbidden.

If you crave stories where the man takes what he wants and never gives it back, Taking Her at Midnight will own you from page one.

age gap, step dynamic, sleep play, public teasing, spanking, power exchange, absolute possession.

Dreambound: A Forbidden Step Romance

She’s his father’s new wife.

And every night, she sleepwalks.

Naked. Needy. Moaning his name.

Cole knows it’s wrong to watch her.

To crave her.

But when Isabel wanders into his room—her body bare, her dreams unguarded—his restraint shatters.

She doesn’t know she’s reaching for him in the dark.

She doesn’t know she’s calling him.

But her body does.

Now he’s giving her exactly what she wants…

While she sleeps.

And when she finally wakes?

She won’t want him to stop.

Dreambound is a short, scorching-hot forbidden step romance featuring intense sleep play, power exchange, and a younger man who knows exactly what his stepmother needs—even before she does.

This is not sweet.

This is not safe.

But it is everything your darkest fantasies have been waiting for.
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