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Wrong Room

               He Walked In. She Didn’t Stop Him.


Prologue

Summer smells like sweat and gasoline and too many people packed into a house meant for half of them. Dad’s place out near the lake gets chosen every other year for the family reunion—big enough yard, fire pit, half a dozen folding tables in the garage. Someone strings up those crappy paper lanterns. Someone brings homemade potato salad. The cousins swarm in like bees, loud and sticky and smelling like sunblock. And there’s me, Luke, stuck in the middle of it, too old to care, too young to be left alone.

I don’t mind the crowd, really. I know how to blend—polite hello here, shake an uncle’s hand, ruffle some kid’s hair. Smile when they ask about work, nod when they say I’ve grown. I drink slow. I talk less. I find walls to lean against. Mostly I watch.

And I saw her the moment she walked through the back gate.

Harper.

She wasn’t supposed to be here. Last I heard, she was working some PR job out in the city, too busy for weekends like this. But there she was—my stepmom’s little sister, moving like the sun hit just her and nobody else. Loose white dress, tan lines peeking out, sunglasses pushing back thick waves of dark hair. She waved. Smiled. Laughed at something my stepmom said. Everyone was happy to see her. I didn’t say a word.

Didn’t need to.

Because she saw me too.

And her smile faltered for just a second.

She hugged everyone. Took a white wine spritzer from the cooler. Found a seat in the shade. I watched the condensation roll down her cup while she crossed one bare leg over the other. She caught me watching and raised a brow. I didn’t look away. She blushed. Took a sip.

That was day one.

I never called her Aunt Harper. Never had. She’s not blood. Just some technical branch off a tree no one really cares about. She’s older. Softer. Always smelled like vanilla and wine. When I was a kid, she ruffled my hair and called me cutie. When I turned eighteen, she stopped calling me anything.

Now I’m twenty-four. And this summer, she came back.

To sleep under the same roof.

To dance barefoot in the kitchen, a little tipsy, dress sliding off one shoulder.

To kiss her wine glass after every sip like her lips needed something warmer.

She came back. I waited. I watched.

And one night, when the lights were low and the house was quiet and my room was too hot to sleep—I opened a door I thought was mine.

And Harper didn’t tell me to leave.


Chapter 1

The hallway’s dark. Everyone else is asleep, or passed out in guest rooms, sprawled across air mattresses and couches, limbs hanging off in all directions. The only light is from the moon slivering in through the hallway window, silver painting down the hardwood floor, stretching shadows long and soft.

I don’t make noise when I walk. Years of sneaking out past curfew built that into my bones. I’ve got a glass of water in my hand, bare feet on the floor, and nothing but boxer briefs and the sweat-slick breath of a summer house pressing down on me.

My door’s the third on the right. I count them off in my head, passing my dad’s, then the nursery where the twins are out cold, then—

Click.

I twist the knob soft, shoulder the door open.

Inside, the room’s darker than the hall. No nightlight, no blinking charger light, just the faint shape of a bed and a body under a sheet. I move slow, letting my eyes adjust. Set the glass down on the dresser. The fan spins in lazy circles overhead. Something smells warm, not like my room—like vanilla lotion and maybe wine.

I get halfway to the bed before she stirs.

“Luke?”

Her voice breaks the air like a dropped glass.

I freeze.

Harper’s voice. Not sleepy. Just surprised. And very much not in my room.

I don’t flinch. I don’t stammer out an apology. I just stand there and say, “Didn’t know this room was taken.”

She’s sitting up now, sheet clutched to her chest. Moonlight slices across her shoulder, bare, smooth. Her hair’s down, messy in a way I haven’t seen before—bed-tangled, soft, real.

“I—thought you were in the end room?” she says, pulling the sheet tighter. “Did they switch you?”

“Nope.” I tilt my head, eyes dragging slow over her silhouette. “Guess I miscounted.”

She laughs, nervous, and it trembles right down her arms. “You didn’t see me?”

“I saw someone,” I say. “Didn’t think she’d mind.”

Her mouth opens, then shuts again. She’s flustered—shoulders shifting like she’s trying to stay covered and confident at once. Her knees draw up under the sheet. That thin cotton doesn’t hide much. Especially when she moves like that.

“I’m, uh…not really dressed,” she murmurs.

“I noticed.” I don’t smile. Just take a step closer. “Didn’t think you’d mind that, either.”

Harper’s breath catches. Just a small inhale, but I hear it. Feel it. The moment the room shifts—tension thickening like honey warmed on the stove. Her wineglass is still on the nightstand. Half full. Lipstick smudged on the rim.

“Want me to go?” I ask, quiet.

She bites her lip. Looks away.

Then shakes her head.

“No,” she says. “Just…close the door.”

Click.

The latch slides into place behind me.

She doesn’t move when I sit on the edge of the bed. Doesn’t speak when my hand drags over the sheet, slow, deliberate, until my fingers graze her shin. Her skin’s hot, smooth, shivering under my touch. I could stop there. I won’t.

She whispers my name again, softer this time, almost like prayer.

I lean down, breath brushing her ear. “Not gonna call me nephew tonight, are you?”

She exhales like it hurts to admit it. Like not calling me that rips something loose in her.

“No,” she says.

She says it again when I slide the sheet lower, over her thighs, exposing the heat she’s hiding. My fingers trail up her knee. Her hands stay still in her lap, not stopping me.

She just breathes.

And I keep going.

She’s breathing like she’s already been touched.

Sheet tangled in her lap, hands tight around the fabric like she needs something to hold on to, like letting go would mean letting everything else spill out. Her legs are bare, thighs pressed, knees slightly bent inward like she still thinks modesty might save her. But the sheet’s slipping. My hand already pulled it halfway down her legs. She’s not stopping me.

Her skin glows pale silver in the moonlight, smooth all the way to the soft dip of her hip where that sheet hitches in barely held protest. She’s naked under it. I know. I can feel the heat rising from her body like steam off a mug—quiet, curling, ready to scald.

I lean closer, slow, not touching her yet. Just breathing. Letting her feel me above her, eyes locked on hers. She tries not to look back. Her lashes flick down. Her throat tightens when she swallows. She’s trying to be good, or maybe not start something she knows she won’t stop. But her legs shift, spread an inch, a soft press of thigh against thigh, like instinct just betrayed her.

“Harper,” I say, voice low.

She lifts her eyes. They’re wet. Wanting.

“Lie back.”

It’s not a question.

She hesitates.

Then she moves.

Slow, uncertain, she eases onto her elbows, then her back, the sheet dragging with her until it pools at her waist. I don’t help her—just watch as the shape of her breasts rise in the dark, nipples peaked and tight from the night air or from being looked at like this. She covers nothing.

“I—Luke, I don’t know if this is…”

“Don’t think,” I cut in gently. “Just feel.”

She closes her eyes and lets out a breath that could be a moan or a prayer.

My hand finds her ankle first, thumb pressing into the delicate bone, then sliding up the inside of her calf, inch by inch. She shivers. Her legs part more.

I don’t move fast. I don’t give her everything.

Just my fingers, trailing up, not quite reaching the heat she’s hiding in the dark.

“Touch yourself,” I say, still calm, still even.

Her eyes snap open, wide.

“W-what?”

“You heard me.”

She flushes all over—cheeks, chest, throat—but her hand moves.

Shaky at first. Hesitant. Then sliding between her thighs, sheet dropping off completely now. She doesn’t even flinch when I watch her fingers part herself, slow and trembling, breathing harder now. I don’t help. I just watch her do it, watch her bite her lip to keep quiet while her palm presses in gentle circles.

She’s beautiful like this. Desperate. Embarrassed. Wet.

I lean down, voice right in her ear.

“You ever do this while thinking of me?”

She whimpers, turns her head away. Doesn’t answer.

I reach down, fingers curling around her wrist to stop her movement. She gasps, hips twitch.

“Answer.”

Her lips part, shaky, breathless. “Y-yes.”

“Good girl.”

She moans.

The sound is high, choked, like she hates how easy it comes out. Like hearing praise from me breaks something inside her.

I slide her hand away and take over.

She spreads for me.

She was waiting to be told.

She spreads like she’s giving up, thighs loose, chest rising, breath catching with every inch I don’t touch yet. Her eyes are wide, mouth open but saying nothing. The sheet’s gone now—crumpled beside her like it never mattered, and maybe it didn’t. Not with the way her skin glows under me, flushed and soft and trembling in all the right places. I keep my weight off her, one knee on the mattress, one hand on her hip.

“You don’t move,” I say, low and close to her cheek.

She nods without thinking. I let my fingers trail back down, slow over her stomach, circling her navel, feeling her muscles flinch and flex under the glide of skin on skin. I don’t go between her legs yet. I trace the outside of her thighs, her hips, the curve of her pelvis.

She whines.

Soft and broken.

“Luke, please…”

I press a hand flat against her stomach. She freezes again.

“I said don’t move.”

“I’m—trying,” she gasps. “I just…”

She cuts herself off with a moan when my fingers slide between her thighs, middle and ring finger parting her folds with no rush, just firm, slow pressure. She’s soaked. Slippery and hot and dripping like she’s been waiting for this since the moment I walked into that room.

Her hands clutch at the sheets again, knuckles white.

I stroke her clit in lazy circles, soft at first, watching her hips try to rise, resisting the command I gave her. Her legs twitch. She moans again, longer this time, and her toes curl.

“Good,” I murmur, leaning down, breath hot against her ear. “Just take it. Let me feel you.”

Her head rolls to the side, lips parted, eyes fluttering closed. She’s gone already—half-lost in the sensation, hips trembling under my hand. I let my other palm rest on her chest, right between her breasts, just the weight of it there like a pin holding her down.

“You’re so fucking soft, Harper.”

She moans my name again, broken, need-heavy.

One finger slips inside her, slow, all the way to the knuckle.

She gasps, thighs clenching around my wrist, but she doesn’t move away.

“You ever had someone just take their time with you?”

She shakes her head. Too far gone to speak.

I curl my finger, then slide another in beside it.

She cries out, hands flying up to grip my forearm, not to stop me—just to hold on. I keep the rhythm steady, fingers stroking that slick inner wall, curling with purpose while my thumb drags over her clit. Her hips rock without meaning to.

“Luke—oh god—”

“Say it louder.”

She does. Moans my name like she wants to cry it.

I push harder. Deeper. Find her sweet spot and press. Her whole body jumps.

“There?” I whisper.

“Yes—oh fuck, yes, yes—don’t stop—”

I don’t.

I keep her pinned to the bed with my weight and my rhythm, her body writhing under my control, sweat starting to bead on her stomach, her chest, breathless and panting. Her moans turn frantic, higher-pitched, desperate.

“Keep your eyes on me,” I say, and she obeys, wide-eyed, lip bitten, cheeks red.

“Look at you,” I murmur. “So fucking pretty like this. All mine right now, aren’t you?”

She nods, whimpers, mouth falling open.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she gasps. “Luke—I’m—oh fuck—”

She doesn’t finish the sentence.

Her whole body locks, hips buck once, twice, thighs clamping around my hand as she comes hard, crying out with no shame. She tries to squirm away from the intensity, but I don’t stop—not until her orgasm breaks completely, not until she’s trembling, begging, voice wrecked.

“Too much—please, I—”

I finally ease off.

Her legs fall open. Her arms drop to the bed. She’s panting like she ran a mile, eyes glassy, lips swollen from biting them.

I slide my fingers from her, slow, wet, glistening.

She watches me bring them to my mouth.

Tastes like surrender.

She’s still catching her breath, chest rising in little trembling waves, legs parted, sheets twisted beneath her like she’d tried to hold herself together and failed gloriously. I’m still kneeling at her side, hand slick, mouth dry, watching her ride out every last shiver like it belongs to me.

Because it does.

She turns her head, lips parted, eyes dazed but clear enough to find mine. The flush in her cheeks hasn’t faded. Her hair’s a mess across the pillow, wild and sexy and perfect. There’s a little shine at the corner of her mouth where she bit her lip too hard. I want to taste it.

So I do.

I lean in and kiss her slow.

Not teasing. Not testing. Claiming.

My mouth moves over hers like I’m branding her from the inside, like if I kiss her deep enough I’ll leave something behind she can’t scrape off. Her lips part under mine without hesitation—like they were made for this. She moans into it, soft and surprised, her fingers twitching at her sides like she wants to grab me but doesn’t dare.

My tongue pushes past her lips, and she welcomes it, lets me taste her without shame. She’s still wet, still aching, I can feel the tension in her jaw, the heat in her breath.

When I pull back, I let my teeth drag her bottom lip just enough to make her gasp.

Her eyes open.

She looks at me like I’ve ruined her. Like I could do it again and she’d say thank you.

“From now on,” I say, voice low against her mouth, “you don’t go to bed without a kiss goodnight.”

Her breath catches.

“Luke…”

I kiss her again, shorter this time, but firmer. Possessive.

“I mean it.”

She stares up at me, wide-eyed, lips swollen, hair a mess, skin flushed from the orgasm I gave her.

And then she nods.

Slow.

Like she knows she’s not going to get away from this. Like she doesn’t even want to.

“Yes,” she whispers. “Okay.”

She’s still watching me, eyes unfocused and lips parted like she doesn’t know if she wants to speak or kiss me again. Her body’s slack but tense all over—used and warm and humming under the skin like something I just tuned perfectly. I lean down, slower this time, and press my lips against the corner of her mouth. Not a kiss. A seal. Her breath stutters like it touches something deeper than before.

“Next time,” I whisper, letting my fingers drag up her inner thigh, lazy and slow, “you ask before you touch yourself.”

She twitches.

Her thighs clamp, her lips part, a soft, surprised whine sliding out of her without permission. I don’t move farther, just rest my hand there, possessive, warm. She looks at me like she’s trying to stay afloat.

“But—Luke…”

“No buts.” I tilt my head. “You want to come again, you ask. You wait. Or you don’t get to come at all.”

Her whole face flushes again. Pink spreads down her neck, her chest, blooms between her breasts. Her nipples harden from the words alone.

“I—okay,” she whispers.

I smile, slow. She said okay. Not yes sir. Not maybe. Just okay. Like it’s natural. Like it fits.

I let my hand slide back up her thigh and settle there, fingers curled around the soft, sensitive skin just above her knee.

“You gonna be good for me, Harper?”

She nods fast, eyes glassy.

“I’ll be good,” she says, like she believes it, like being good just means doing what I say. She leans into it. Soft. Eager. Mine.

I shift beside her and tug the sheet back up over her hips, then slip into the bed with her, settling close enough that our legs tangle. She stiffens for a second before melting, letting her body curve into mine.

I drape an arm over her waist and press a kiss against her hair.

She exhales like it’s the only thing holding her together.

“You sleep next to me tonight,” I say, voice a low rumble behind her ear. “And from now on, you fall asleep like this. With me. Tucked against my chest. That clear?”

She nods, slow, curling into my body, her breath hitching in her throat.

“Good girl,” I murmur, pressing my mouth to her temple.

And then softer—almost too soft to hear—“Sleep, Harper.”

She does.

Eventually.

But not before I feel her thighs squeeze together again.

Not before she shifts once more like her body’s begging to disobey.

But she doesn’t.

Not tonight.


Chapter 2

The sun hasn’t fully risen—just a pale haze at the edges of the curtains, soft gold bleeding in through the slit where the fabric doesn’t quite meet. The rest of the house is still wrapped in sleep, quiet except for the distant thrum of the air conditioner kicking on. I feel her breath first. Warm against my chest, slow and steady. Then the weight of her thigh over mine, the curve of her hip under my palm. Harper’s tucked against me like she never left.

She didn’t.

Her hair’s in my mouth a little. I don’t move. I just breathe her in—vanilla and cotton and that faint trace of sweat from the night before. I could stay here for hours. Hell, all day. But then—

Knock.

Sharp and sudden.

My body goes rigid.

So does hers.

Another knock, harder this time. Then a voice.

“Luke?” It’s my dad. Groggy, confused. “You in there?”

Harper jerks upright like she’s been shot, eyes wide and mouth already forming the beginning of a panic. I catch her wrist, grip her tight, and shake my head.

“Shh.”

She’s already clutching the sheet to her chest, hair wild, heart hammering against my arm.

“Shit,” she whispers. “Shit, this is my room, they think—”

Another knock.

“You awake, buddy?”

“Yeah!” I call, calm, steady. “Just give me a sec.”

Harper’s mouth is open but no sound comes out. She’s mouthing what do we do? eyes wide, frantic. I sit up, yank the sheet down hard, and point.

“Under.”

“What?” she hisses.

“Get under the covers.”

“Luke—”

I grab the back of her neck and kiss her hard. Firm. No time. Just command.

“Now.”

She stares at me one second longer, then dives under the sheet just as the doorknob starts to jiggle. I yank the comforter up, making it look like a solo tangle of blankets, and lean back against the headboard as the door creaks open.

Dad sticks his head in, hair mussed, coffee mug in hand. “You switched rooms?”

“Yeah,” I say, cool as ever. “Too hot in mine.”

He squints, glances around, shrugs. “Weird, thought Harper was in here. Guess she moved too.”

“Guess so.”

He doesn’t step inside. Just sips his coffee and nods. “We’re getting breakfast started. Eggs and stuff. Come down when you’re up.”

“Will do.”

He closes the door.

The second it clicks shut, Harper erupts from under the blanket, face flushed, hair sticking up like she’s been electrocuted.

“Are you insane?” she whispers.

I grin, lazy and slow. “You should be thanking me.”

She slaps my chest, but there’s no real force in it.

“I’m serious, Luke. I could’ve died.”

“You almost gave us away by panicking.”

“I didn’t panic—”

“You were about to crawl out in front of my dad with your tits hanging out.”

She opens her mouth. Closes it. Looks at the ceiling like she wants it to crush her.

I reach over, brush her hair off her cheek, and tuck it behind her ear.

“You were perfect,” I murmur. “Obedient. Soft.”

She glares. Blushes deeper.

“You hid me like a dirty secret.”

I lean in, kiss her neck.

“You are a dirty secret.”

She shivers.

Then she bites her lip.

Then she says, “You still owe me a good morning kiss.”

And I give it to her.

Deep, slow, tongue pushing past lips she opens willingly, hips pressing against mine under the sheets she just hid beneath.

The kitchen smells like eggs, bacon, burnt toast. People talk too loud for how early it is—cousins clattering dishes, uncles arguing about coffee strength, babies screaming like someone stole their bottles. It’s chaos wrapped in family. And Harper’s sitting across the table from me pretending her hands aren’t shaking.

She hasn’t looked at me once.

Not since she walked in wearing a long sundress with a cardigan buttoned too high, like covering more skin might erase what I did to her under those sheets. Her hair’s up now. No makeup. Lips bare. And she keeps adjusting her napkin like it’s the only thing keeping her sane.

I don’t say anything.

I let my foot find hers under the table.

Light brush.

She twitches.

Doesn’t pull away.

But when breakfast ends, when the noise spills into the living room and most people disappear to get ready for the lake trip or a nap or more goddamn small talk, Harper grabs my wrist with a hand that’s almost steady.

“Upstairs,” she says, low.

I follow.

We step into a narrow hallway—half-lit, empty. She tugs me into a corner, near the laundry closet, and presses her back to the wall. Her eyes are wide. Her chest rises too fast. That cardigan is still too tight.

“This was a mistake,” she blurts, voice just above a whisper. “Last night. This morning. It can’t happen again, Luke.”

I stare at her.

She tries to keep going. “I mean it. I’m your stepmom’s sister. I’m almost—Christ—I’m almost twice your age.”

“You’re not.”

“Close enough. This isn’t right. We can’t—”

I take a step in.

She stops talking.

Another step.

Her back hits the wall harder.

“You came last night, didn’t you?”

Her breath catches. “What—”

“You soaked my fingers. Moaned my name. Told me you were mine.”

“That doesn’t—” Her voice cracks. “Luke, that doesn’t mean it was right.”

I press one hand beside her head, trapping her.

“You want it to stop?”

She stares at me.

“No games, Harper,” I murmur. “Say it if you mean it. You want it to stop, I’ll walk away. I won’t touch you again.”

She opens her mouth.

Closes it.

Tries again.

But her eyes are already betraying her.

“I don’t kno—”

I grab her chin, gently but firm, tilt her head up.

“You’re mine now,” I say. “You gave that to me. Last night. This morning. You knew what you were doing.”

“Luke—”

“And if you ever get scared again, ever start doubting it, you come to me. You don’t run. You don’t hide. You ask.”

Her lips part. Her legs press together. Her pupils dilate like she’s drunk on the words.

“I’ll remind you what you are.”

I lean in, mouth at her ear, breath hot.

“You’re not my aunt. You’re my good girl.”

She moans.

Soft. Broken.

Then whispers, “I’m scared of how much I want this.”

I kiss her cheek.

Then lower.

Kiss her neck.

Then whisper into her pulse:

“Then let me carry it for you.”

Her eyes widen like she knows what I’m about to say before the words even leave my mouth. She’s still pressed to the wall, chest heaving, mouth parted, breath brushing fast across my cheek. One button of her cardigan has come undone—she doesn’t even notice. Her pulse is jumping at her throat.

I pull back just enough to look down at her, slow and steady, hands still framing her body like a cage she doesn’t want to escape from.

“Take off your panties.”

Harper freezes.

Her lips move but no sound comes out. Just a shiver that starts in her shoulders and rolls straight down to her knees.

“Luke—”

“I’m not asking.”

She swallows. Hard.

Down the hall, someone laughs. A cousin, probably. Music kicks on faintly from the kitchen downstairs. The house is full, alive, echoing with family noise—and she’s pinned against the wall like a secret waiting to unravel.

I tilt my head, eyes locked on hers.

“Hand them to me,” I say, low and quiet, “and then you go back downstairs. Like nothing’s changed.”

“But everything has.”

“Exactly.”

She hesitates. Her fingers twitch near her sides. She looks both ways, even though no one’s here. Then back at me.

“Now, Harper.”

Her hands move. Shaky but obedient.

She hikes up the hem of her sundress, inch by inch, fingers trembling, breath stuttering as the fabric slides higher. I see the flash of her thighs, the curve of her hips. No hesitation now. She hooks her thumbs into the waistband of pale pink lace and begins to ease them down.

My eyes never leave hers.

She pulls them over her hips, past her thighs, lets them fall to her ankles. Then bends, slowly, one hand on the wall to keep steady, and steps out.

She stands.

Panties in hand.

Blush creeping up her chest in waves.

I hold out my palm.

She places the warm, damp scrap of lace into it like she’s handing me a piece of herself. Because she is.

I curl my fingers around it. Slip it into my pocket.

“Good girl,” I say.

She whimpers. Quiet, desperate, half a moan masked as breath.

“You feel that breeze on your legs when you walk?” I whisper against her cheek. “That’s me. That’s mine.”

She nods, wide-eyed, lips parted.

“You go downstairs,” I say. “You eat. You smile. You act normal.”

“And if I get wet?”

“You will.”

She shudders.

I press a kiss just under her jaw.

“You don’t touch,” I murmur. “You wait. And later tonight, you’ll tell me how bad it got.”

Her knees nearly give.

But she stands.

Straightens her dress.

Fixes her cardigan.

Doesn’t say a word as she walks down the hall barefoot, head high, heart pounding.

And I watch her go, her panties still warm in my pocket.

Her seat’s across the patio, two long tables away, plastic cup of sweet tea sweating beside her elbow. She’s laughing at something my stepmom said, but the way she’s sitting—ankles crossed, knees tight, hands in her lap—tells the real story. Every now and then, she shifts just slightly, like the wood slats of the chair are too rough, too hot, too much when she’s got nothing on underneath.

She hasn’t looked at me once.

But her phone’s in her hand. Screen tilted just enough.

I take mine out.

11:37 a.m.

Text:

You soaked through that chair yet?

I watch her across the space.

She reads it.

Freezes.

Thumb hovers.

Then:

Harper:

Luke…

Me:

Don’t make me come over there.

She looks down at her lap. Her legs cross tighter. Her shoulders tense like she’s already leaking onto the chair, and she’s praying no one notices.

Me:

Go to the bathroom. Now.

No reply.

She stands two minutes later. Too fast. Says something to the table. Walks toward the house. Not too fast. Just fast enough. I follow five seconds behind.

I wait outside the bathroom door. She doesn’t lock it.

I push it open.

She’s standing at the mirror, cheeks red, lip caught between her teeth. Her hands are braced on the edge of the sink. The hem of her dress sways above her knees. No panties. Her thighs glisten.

“You didn’t reply.”

She swallows. “I—I couldn’t.”

“Tell me how wet.”

“I don’t—Luke…”

I step behind her, press my chest to her back, hands sliding to her hips. She gasps when I spread her thighs gently with my knee.

“Show me.”

She hesitates.

Then reaches down. Hand trembling.

She dips two fingers between her folds, gasping when she finds how soaked she really is. She pulls them back, slick and shiny, holding them up to show me.

I grab her wrist.

Bring her fingers to my mouth.

Suck them clean.

She shudders like I just made her come.

“You do that again,” I murmur against her skin, “every time I ask. No excuses. No delays.”

She nods, helpless.

“Say it.”

“I will,” she whispers. “I’ll show you.”

I kiss her throat.

Then pull her dress back into place.

“Go sit down. Try not to drip on the seat this time.”

The house is quiet again. Summer dark, soft and humming outside, moonlight stretching lazy across the floorboards. The last of the fire pit laughter died an hour ago. Everyone’s drunk or full or asleep. Doors shut. Lights off. And the only sound in the hallway is the shift of my weight as I walk barefoot toward the last room at the end.

Harper’s room.

The one I’ve already claimed.

I don’t knock. I just open the door and step inside.

First thing I see is her dress, folded at the foot of the bed. Neat. Intentional. Her shoes tucked beside it like she laid them out for me to find. The lamp on the dresser’s on, turned low, casting gold across her skin like syrup. The sheet’s drawn halfway up her thighs, the rest of her bare.

She’s on her back.

Breasts rising slow with every breath, nipples tight, arms limp at her sides like she’s afraid to move without instruction. Her legs are parted slightly, not wide, but enough that I know she meant it. The curve of her stomach tightens when I close the door.

She’s already waiting.

Not touching.

Just ready.

The sheet doesn’t hide her.

She watches me.

Wide eyes, lashes fluttering, throat working hard around the breath she’s trying to hold.

“I told you,” I say, voice low, slow, walking toward the bed, “this is how you fall asleep now.”

She doesn’t speak.

She doesn’t need to.

I sit on the edge of the mattress, eyes on her like she’s prey that already laid down. She smells warm. Vanilla and heat and something more raw, more recent.

“You touch yourself today?”

She shakes her head fast. “No.”

“You think about it?”

Her eyes flutter closed. She nods.

I smile. My hand slides to her knee, tracing the smooth inside of her thigh. She twitches.

“How bad?”

Her voice is so quiet I have to lean in to catch it.

“All day.”

I drag my hand higher. She spreads just a little more.

“You do what I told you?”

She nods again. “I didn’t wear anything.”

“You check like I said?”

“Every hour.”

“And were you wet?”

She doesn’t answer.

I press my fingers between her legs.

She gasps.

Soaked.

So fucking wet I don’t even need to part her folds to feel the heat clinging to her skin.

“I asked you a question.”

“Yes,” she chokes out. “I was—I was soaked all day, Luke—”

I push two fingers in, slow, knuckle deep, and she arches off the mattress.

“Then why didn’t you ask?”

She moans, breath breaking.

“I wanted to, I—I almost—”

“You don’t almost ask.”

I curl my fingers. Press against that spot I know makes her legs jerk.

“You ask.”

She’s panting now. Hair stuck to her forehead. Chest rising and falling fast, nipples flushed, throat tight.

“I’m sorry.”

I lean down, mouth at her ear.

“I know.”

She grabs at the sheets again. Like she always does when she’s coming apart. Her legs are already shaking. I press deeper. Pull back. Slow again.

“You gonna be better for me tonight?”

“Yes.”

“You gonna do what I say, when I say it?”

“Yes, Luke, please—”

“Good.”

I pull my fingers out. Let her whimper. Let her hips rise, desperate, empty.

And then I stand.

She looks up at me, dazed, confused, pleading.

But I’m already walking toward the door.

I glance back.

“You don’t get to come yet.”

Her mouth opens. Shuts.

“Keep your legs spread. I’ll be back in ten.”

Then I leave.

And shut the door behind me.


Chapter 3

I take exactly ten minutes.

I count them in my head, slow, steady, leaning against the hallway wall just outside the room. Listening. Not knocking. Not moving. Just breathing through the silence, letting the air hang thick, letting it wrap around her until need eats manners, until obedience slips.

The moment I push the door open again, I know.

Her hand jerks back like she’s been burned. Her other hand still grips the sheet, legs bent, parted, chest rising fast, pupils blown wide with guilt. Her fingers glisten in the lamplight. Her thighs are damp.

She doesn’t speak.

Doesn’t even try.

I close the door behind me.

Latch clicks like a trigger.

“You think I wouldn’t know?”

Her breath hitches. She sits up a little, shame curling her spine. “I—I’m sorry—”

“Did I say you could touch yourself?”

“No, but—”

I cross the room in two steps.

She flinches when I grab her wrist, drag her fingers back down between her legs.

“Is this what sorry looks like to you?”

She gasps, thighs clenching, hips lifting instinctively against her own slick touch.

“Luke, please—”

“Turn over.”

She stares.

Then obeys.

Her body moves like it already knows what’s coming—slow, breathless, guilty as sin. She shifts to her knees, presses her cheek to the pillow, offers her bare ass up in silence. Her back arches. Her hands grip the sheets. Her thighs tremble.

I run my palm over the curve of her ass, warm and full and soft.

“You’re not sorry yet.”

She whimpers when my hand lifts.

The first slap lands hard.

Loud.

She gasps, a choked sound caught between shock and something that sounds suspiciously like relief.

I don’t wait.

The second one hits lower.

She jerks, thighs spreading more like she’s bracing for balance.

The third lands across both cheeks.

She moans.

That one isn’t shame. It’s surrender.

“You wanted this,” I murmur, dragging my hand down, rubbing slow over the heat already blooming in her skin. “Didn’t you?”

“Yes,” she breathes.

“Say it louder.”

“I wanted it,” she whimpers. “I needed it, I—I was just—Luke, I was aching, I couldn’t—”

Another slap. This one earns a full-body shiver, her hips grinding into the mattress.

“You don’t come unless I let you.”

“I know.”

“You don’t touch unless I say.”

“I know, I’m—I’m sorry—”

I grab her hips, pull her back toward me, her ass high, her thighs glistening.

Her breath stutters when she feels my hand between her legs again.

Still soaked.

Dripping.

“Now you ask.”

She swallows, hard. Her voice is shaking.

“Please, Luke. Please touch me. Please let me come.”

“Good girl.”

I take exactly ten minutes.

I count them in my head, slow, steady, leaning against the hallway wall just outside the room. Listening. Not knocking. Not moving. Just breathing through the silence, letting the air hang thick, letting it wrap around her until need eats manners, until obedience slips.

The moment I push the door open again, I know.

Her hand jerks back like she’s been burned. Her other hand still grips the sheet, legs bent, parted, chest rising fast, pupils blown wide with guilt. Her fingers glisten in the lamplight. Her thighs are damp.

She doesn’t speak.

Doesn’t even try.

I close the door behind me.

Latch clicks like a trigger.

“You think I wouldn’t know?”

Her breath hitches. She sits up a little, shame curling her spine. “I—I’m sorry—”

“Did I say you could touch yourself?”

“No, but—”

I cross the room in two steps.

She flinches when I grab her wrist, drag her fingers back down between her legs.

“Is this what sorry looks like to you?”

She gasps, thighs clenching, hips lifting instinctively against her own slick touch.

“Luke, please—”

“Turn over.”

She stares.

Then obeys.

Her body moves like it already knows what’s coming—slow, breathless, guilty as sin. She shifts to her knees, presses her cheek to the pillow, offers her bare ass up in silence. Her back arches. Her hands grip the sheets. Her thighs tremble.

I run my palm over the curve of her ass, warm and full and soft.

“You’re not sorry yet.”

She whimpers when my hand lifts.

The first slap lands hard.

Loud.

She gasps, a choked sound caught between shock and something that sounds suspiciously like relief.

I don’t wait.

The second one hits lower.

She jerks, thighs spreading more like she’s bracing for balance.

The third lands across both cheeks.

She moans.

That one isn’t shame. It’s surrender.

“You wanted this,” I murmur, dragging my hand down, rubbing slow over the heat already blooming in her skin. “Didn’t you?”

“Yes,” she breathes.

“Say it louder.”

“I wanted it,” she whimpers. “I needed it, I—I was just—Luke, I was aching, I couldn’t—”

Another slap. This one earns a full-body shiver, her hips grinding into the mattress.

“You don’t come unless I let you.”

“I know.”

“You don’t touch unless I say.”

“I know, I’m—I’m sorry—”

I grab her hips, pull her back toward me, her ass high, her thighs glistening.

Her breath stutters when she feels my hand between her legs again.

Still soaked.

Dripping.

“Now you ask.”

She swallows, hard. Her voice is shaking.

“Please, Luke. Please touch me. Please let me come.”

“Good girl.”

She’s shaking under me already—hips raw red from my palm, thighs soaked, breath coming in harsh, ragged bursts against the pillow. Her ass lifts like an offering, slick and trembling, every nerve screaming for release. But I don’t give her that. Not yet. Not even close.

I drag my fingers up the inside of her thigh again, slow enough she cries out.

“Please—Luke—”

“Beg prettier.”

She whimpers, bites the sheet, then lifts her head, gasping.

“Please, let me come,” she says, voice raw, desperate. “I need it—I need you—I’ll do anything—”

I slide two fingers in deep.

She jerks forward like she’s being electrocuted.

“Then you’ll wait.”

“Wh-what—”

I start to move my fingers—slow, smooth, deliberate strokes inside her soaked cunt, dragging against the spot that makes her legs twitch and her back arch. Her whole body’s begging now, even if her mouth can’t keep up. I keep the rhythm steady, merciless.

“You’ll come when I say. Not before.”

“Luke—please—I can’t, I can’t—”

“You can. And you will.”

I push deeper, grind my palm against her clit.

Her scream’s muffled in the sheets.

“You’re not coming yet.”

I stop.

Pull out.

She sobs. Shakes. Clenches down on nothing.

“No—please, Luke, please—”

“Not yet.”

I drag my slick fingers down the curve of her ass and slap it again.

She cries out like it’s relief.

Then I slide back in—faster this time, curling deep, thumb on her clit, her whole body tensing again, tight as wire. Her voice breaks.

“Oh my God—I’m close—I’m gonna—”

I stop.

Again.

She chokes on air.

“Why?”

“Because I said.”

“Please,” she gasps, “Luke, please, I’ll be good, I swear, I’ll never touch myself again, I’ll do anything, just let me—please—”

I slide in slow again.

“Not until I say.”

She’s crying now—small, desperate tears that streak into the pillow while her hips rock uselessly, searching for friction. I give her enough to almost get there. Then take it away. Again. Again. Her body writhes. Her mind’s gone. She’s not even speaking anymore—just begging with broken sounds.

“You’re mine, Harper.”

She nods violently.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours—I’m yours, Luke, please, I’m yours—”

“Again.”

“I belong to you—please—please—”

I slide back in, curl hard, grind deep.

Her scream’s ragged, primal.

“Come now.”

She explodes.

Legs lock. Thighs quake. She sobs through it, broken and shaking, body clenching so tight around my fingers I can barely move. I don’t stop. I keep going until she’s begging again—not for release this time, but for mercy. Her voice is wrecked. Her hips fall limp. She collapses forward into the sheets, breath gone, thighs twitching.

I pull my hand back slowly.

She doesn’t move.

Just pants.

Broken. Spent. Wrecked.

I lean over, lips at her ear.

“You’ll never come without my permission again.”

She whimpers.

And nods.

The way she collapses against the bed—limp, spent, hair clinging to her cheeks and throat—she doesn’t even flinch when I shift my weight behind her. She’s still trembling, little aftershocks twitching through her legs, thighs spread wide, breath broken into quiet, gasping hiccups.

I kneel between her legs.

Slide a hand up her back, from the small of her spine to the nape of her neck, palm flat, anchoring her to the bed.

“You still with me?”

She nods. Barely.

Her lips part, but no words come out. Just a sound. A whimper. An invitation.

I reach down, fist around my cock, thick and hard, already leaking for her. Line myself up.

Slide the tip through the slick mess between her thighs, slow and steady.

She moans. High, soft, throat-raw.

She’s soaked. Still warm. Still open.

I push in.

She arches.

Not from pain—not from surprise—but from need. Deep, guttural, desperate need. Her body welcomes me, clenching down like it never wanted to be empty in the first place. I grip her hips and bury myself all the way to the hilt, inch by inch, slow and deliberate.

She gasps.

Then whimpers, “God, Luke…”

I lean over her, chest flush to her back, mouth near her ear.

“Say it again.”

“Luke—fuck—oh my God—”

I pull back.

Thrust deep.

She cries out.

The bed creaks beneath us, quiet but steady, rhythm building slow, grounded in control. Her arms stretch forward, hands gripping the sheets, pulling tight with each stroke. She’s panting now. Small, breathless moans with every thrust. No resistance. No fear.

Just surrender.

“You’re mine,” I growl against her neck.

She nods, frantic, lost in it.

“All yours—God, yes—all yours—”

I reach around, palm flat against her stomach, pulling her back into every thrust. Her ass slaps against my hips with wet, filthy sounds that’d echo if the door weren’t closed. I stay deep, every movement dragging thick and hard through the tight squeeze of her.

“You like being used like this?”

“Yes—yes—please don’t stop—please—”

I fuck her slow, punishing, pace steady, no rush. She takes it all. She wants it all. Her moans rise again, pitch climbing, her body starting to quiver, tightening around me like she might come again, too soon, too sensitive.

I press my mouth to her ear.

“You ask.”

She sobs. “Please—can I come—please—Luke—”

I slam deep and stay there, grinding slow, hand on her hip, another in her hair.

“Come for me.”

She breaks.

Again.

Harder than before.

Clenches down, cries out my name like it’s the only word she knows, body shaking so violently I have to hold her in place to keep fucking through it. I chase her through the climax, not letting up, not slowing down, her walls pulsing around me, sucking me deeper, dragging me right to the edge.

I grab her throat, gently, firmly.

“Where do you want it?”

She moans, breath ragged, hips twitching.

“Inside—please—inside me, Luke—fill me—”

I groan—deep, guttural—and slam one final time, burying myself to the base.

And come.

Hot, hard, endless.

Thrusting through the pulses, hips jerking, breath shaking against her neck while I empty myself into her, letting it drip down her thighs, marking her, claiming her in every way that matters.

When I finally still, when my body’s trembling with hers, I slide my hand under her chest and pull her back into me.

Both of us slick. Spent.

Claimed.

I kiss her shoulder.

“You’re mine now,” I whisper.

She nods.

And whispers back—

“I know.”

She’s limp in my arms, breath slowing, skin hot and slick, thighs trembling, my cum dripping out of her in thick, wet trails down the insides of her legs. But I’m still hard. Still deep. Still thick inside her—because I’m not finished. Not even close.

“Don’t move,” I whisper.

She doesn’t.

I pull out slow, watching her back arch with the loss, the slick, messy sound of it loud in the quiet room. She whimpers, thighs twitching like she wants to collapse, but I catch her wrist and pull her up. No time to let her rest.

“On your knees,” I say.

She blinks up at me, dazed. “Luke…”

“You wanted to touch yourself without permission,” I murmur, wrapping my hand around her throat, not tight, just there, just present. “Now you’re gonna make up for it.”

I guide her down. Knees hit the rug. Her hands go to my thighs automatically, lips already parting. Her eyes wide, lips swollen, flushed and wrecked but willing. So willing. She licks her lips like instinct.

“Open that mouth.”

She does.

I slide my cock between her lips, still wet with her, coated in the mess I left inside her. Her moan vibrates around me. Her eyes flutter shut.

“Yeah,” I groan, hand in her hair, “taste yourself, baby. Taste what you made me give you.”

She whines around my cock, starts bobbing her head, slow and eager, tongue swirling under the shaft, around the tip, sucking me clean. Her hands stroke what she can’t take in her throat, her spit and my cum making her palms slick.

“Look at you,” I growl. “Filthy little thing. My fucking step-aunt on her knees like she was made to suck cock.”

She moans harder, eyes wide again, cheeks hollowing.

“Is this what you wanted? Huh?” I tighten my grip in her hair, guide her rhythm faster. “Act innocent at breakfast, then get on your knees and lick me clean like the cumslut you are?”

Her eyes roll back.

She gags a little.

I pull her off for a second—thick line of spit still connecting her lips to the head of my cock. She gasps, panting, mouth dripping.

“Get up,” I say. “On the dresser.”

She stumbles to her feet. I spin her around, shove her front-first against the wood. Her tits press to the mirror, palms flat against the surface, her legs wobbling.

I lift one of them, push her knees wide.

Slide back in from behind—messy, fast, no warning.

She screams.

“Oh God—Luke—fuck—”

“You like this, don’t you?” I slam in harder. “You like knowing anyone could walk in and find you bent over, dripping my cum down your thighs, stuffed full again like you’re nothing but a warm hole for me.”

She sobs. Nods. “Yes—yes—please—”

I grab her jaw, force her to look at herself in the mirror.

“Watch.”

Her reflection’s a mess—hair tangled, lips red, sweat on her chest, drool at the corner of her mouth, pupils blown wide. And she watches herself get fucked like it’s all she’s ever wanted.

“You see her?” I hiss in her ear. “That’s mine. That dirty little slut in the mirror belongs to me.”

She moans so loud I swear the window shakes.

Her pussy clamps down again.

She’s close.

So am I.

“Tell me who you are.”

She gasps.

“I’m yours—I’m your good girl—I’m your slut—please, Luke, please—”

I slam deep and come with a growl, filling her again while she screams through another climax, legs shaking, body jerking against the mirror as she completely falls apart.

And even when she slumps forward, breasts dragging down the glass, panting and twitching and barely able to speak, I keep her pinned.

Because she’s still mine.

And now she knows it.

She’s still bent over the dresser, gasping into the mirror, skin slick with sweat, her body painted in all the ways I’ve marked her—thighs glistening, lips swollen, mascara streaked under her eyes. She tries to straighten up, and I don’t stop her. I guide her gently with hands on her hips, until she’s upright and facing me, legs still shaking, eyes soft and glazed like she’s trying to remember how to speak.

She’s beautiful like this.

Ragged.

Undone.

Owned.

I wrap an arm around her waist and lift her, effortless, her weight folding into me without resistance. I carry her back to the bed, lay her down soft. She makes a sound, something between a moan and a sigh, her head lolling to the side, arms above her head, like she’s giving me everything now, like she knows I’m not finished.

Because I’m not.

I crawl over her slowly, kissing up her stomach, dragging my mouth across her skin like I want to taste the sweat and salt and surrender. And then I reach her breasts.

God, those fucking tits.

Full, flushed, bouncing with every panting breath she takes. Her nipples are already stiff—deep pink, glistening with sweat. I don’t ask. I don’t tease. I devour.

I wrap my lips around her left nipple and suck hard.

She screams.

Her back arches off the bed, thighs clench, hips twitching like I’ve just touched her clit again. I flatten my tongue and drag it slow across the sensitive bud, then suck it in deep, letting my teeth scrape just a little. Her hands fly to my hair, not to stop me, just to hold on.

“Luke—oh my god—fuck—”

“You like that?” I growl against her breast. “You like your tits sucked like the filthy little toy you are?”

“Yes—yes—please don’t stop—”

I don’t.

I worship them.

I move to the other, licking a slow circle around her nipple before biting down just enough to make her cry out. I cup both of them in my hands, squeezing, kneading, rolling the weight of her breasts in my palms like I could mold them to fit me.

“They’re perfect,” I mutter, kissing down the curve of one. “Soft. Heavy. Mine.”

She whimpers, legs spreading again instinctively.

I press them together and bury my face between them, licking and biting, marking her chest with kisses that are more bruise than affection. Her nipples are slick now, spit-covered, red, aching.

“You ever let anyone touch them like this?”

She shakes her head, breathless. “No—never—just you—”

I pinch both nipples at once.

She screams again.

I pull them gently, tugging her forward by the weight of her breasts, mouth dragging over her skin.

“You ever come just from your tits being used?”

“N-no—”

“You will.”

I suck one deep into my mouth again, and slip a hand down between her thighs, find her clit already swollen, already throbbing. She gasps. Starts to pant again. Her nipples stiffen even harder between my lips.

“Look at you,” I growl. “Dripping down your thighs while I suck your tits like they belong to me.”

“They do—fuck—they do, Luke, they’re yours—”

She’s shaking already, so close again she can’t even keep her eyes open.

I suck harder.

Flick my tongue fast, precise, while my fingers tease her clit in the exact rhythm she can’t fight.

She moans.

Cries out.

“Come.”

She does.

Hard.

Hips jerking off the mattress, hands clutching my hair, her tits bouncing as she screams through the orgasm, her whole body buckling under the overload. I don’t stop sucking until she goes limp, until her moans fade into sobs, until her thighs fall open and her nipples pulse against my tongue.

I kiss them both, slow and reverent now.

Then drag my mouth up to hers.

“I’m not done yet.”

She’s still shaking, body limp, tits flushed and shining with spit, her chest rising fast like her lungs can’t figure out if they need more air or more me. Her legs twitch open, then closed, then open again, helpless aftershock pulses that make her whole body throb with need and sensitivity.

I kiss her collarbone.

Drag my lips up the slope of her breast, slow now, reverent, tongue flicking her nipple just once—she whines, flinches.

“Sensitive?” I murmur.

She nods, eyes glassy, lips barely able to part.

I cup both her breasts in my hands again. Squeeze gently. Just enough pressure to make her breath hitch.

“I’m not going to stop touching you,” I whisper. “Not while you’re still mine to hold.”

She whimpers, legs curling up under her, like she’s trying to protect herself—but she doesn’t pull away.

She never pulls away.

I crawl up beside her, one arm sliding under her neck, the other curling across her stomach. I tug her in close until her back’s pressed to my chest, her ass tucked against my lap, both her breasts pillowed between my arm and her chest. I keep one hand cupped over the soft weight of one tit, fingers spread wide, thumb dragging slow over her nipple again and again.

She gasps.

“Luke—please—”

“I told you,” I whisper against her ear. “You sleep like this now. Pressed against me. Your body warm and soft and mine.”

She breathes faster. Legs shifting, rubbing together.

“No bra,” I murmur. “No shirt. Just your tits bare in my hand. All night.”

I pinch her nipple lightly.

She cries out, then covers her mouth.

“Shh,” I chuckle. “Don’t wake the whole house.”

I shift behind her just enough to kiss the back of her neck, trail kisses down to her shoulder, all while my fingers start rolling her nipple in slow, lazy circles. Her breathing’s already ragged again.

“You gonna fall asleep for me like this?” I whisper.

“I don’t know if I can,” she gasps.

“Don’t worry. I’ll keep touching until you do.”

She moans into her pillow, face flushed, body writhing in my arms as I toy with her tits like they were made for nothing else.

“You’re going to sleep every night like this,” I say. “Tits in my hand. My cock against your ass. And every time you twitch, I’m going to know you’re dreaming of getting fucked.”

Her moan is high, broken, barely there.

I kiss her ear.

“You’ll learn to love it. You’ll learn to come from it.”

I pinch again—harder this time—and she bucks in my arms, nipples stiff, breath a sob.

“Sleep,” I whisper. “Be my good girl.”

And she goes limp.

Still twitching.

Still moaning.

But she doesn’t stop me.

Not even when I keep playing with her tits long after her eyes drift shut.

She’s still shaking, body limp, tits flushed and shining with spit, her chest rising fast like her lungs can’t figure out if they need more air or more me. Her legs twitch open, then closed, then open again, helpless aftershock pulses that make her whole body throb with need and sensitivity.

I kiss her collarbone.

Drag my lips up the slope of her breast, slow now, reverent, tongue flicking her nipple just once—she whines, flinches.

“Sensitive?” I murmur.

She nods, eyes glassy, lips barely able to part.

I cup both her breasts in my hands again. Squeeze gently. Just enough pressure to make her breath hitch.

“I’m not going to stop touching you,” I whisper. “Not while you’re still mine to hold.”

She whimpers, legs curling up under her, like she’s trying to protect herself—but she doesn’t pull away.

She never pulls away.

I crawl up beside her, one arm sliding under her neck, the other curling across her stomach. I tug her in close until her back’s pressed to my chest, her ass tucked against my lap, both her breasts pillowed between my arm and her chest. I keep one hand cupped over the soft weight of one tit, fingers spread wide, thumb dragging slow over her nipple again and again.

She gasps.

“Luke—please—”

“I told you,” I whisper against her ear. “You sleep like this now. Pressed against me. Your body warm and soft and mine.”

She breathes faster. Legs shifting, rubbing together.

“No bra,” I murmur. “No shirt. Just your tits bare in my hand. All night.”

I pinch her nipple lightly.

She cries out, then covers her mouth.

“Shh,” I chuckle. “Don’t wake the whole house.”

I shift behind her just enough to kiss the back of her neck, trail kisses down to her shoulder, all while my fingers start rolling her nipple in slow, lazy circles. Her breathing’s already ragged again.

“You gonna fall asleep for me like this?” I whisper.

“I don’t know if I can,” she gasps.

“Don’t worry. I’ll keep touching until you do.”

She moans into her pillow, face flushed, body writhing in my arms as I toy with her tits like they were made for nothing else.

“You’re going to sleep every night like this,” I say. “Tits in my hand. My cock against your ass. And every time you twitch, I’m going to know you’re dreaming of getting fucked.”

Her moan is high, broken, barely there.

I kiss her ear.

“You’ll learn to love it. You’ll learn to come from it.”

I pinch again—harder this time—and she bucks in my arms, nipples stiff, breath a sob.

“Sleep,” I whisper. “Be my good girl.”

And she goes limp.

Still twitching.

Still moaning.

But she doesn’t stop me.

Not even when I keep playing with her tits long after her eyes drift shut.


Chapter 4

The room glows soft gold with morning—no harsh light yet, just the kind that kisses skin and settles in the sheets like it wants to watch. The fan hums low overhead, and the house is still quiet. Too early for footsteps or chatter or the whine of coffee machines. It’s the kind of hush where anything can happen and no one will know.

Harper’s warm in my arms. Breath steady. Her back flush to my chest, legs drawn in just slightly, ass pressed right into the cradle of my hips. One of her hands curled under her cheek, the other draped over my forearm. Her skin is warm, silky, soft all over from the sweat we never really washed off. Her hair smells like my breath and her body smells like mine.

And I’m already inside her.

I don’t remember sliding in—don’t think I ever slid out. Her pussy’s still wet, still swollen, still loose enough to take me without resistance, clenching down in soft, slow squeezes like she knows I’m there even in her sleep.

She moans faintly, a sound like a dream breaking open.

I don’t move.

Not yet.

I keep her close, cock buried deep, hand resting over one perfect tit, thumb flicking her nipple in lazy circles. It’s hard already—responding before her mind does. Her thighs shift. She makes a sound again, throatier this time, hips grinding back just an inch, dragging herself tighter around me in her sleep.

“You waking up, baby?” I whisper against the back of her neck.

She breathes deep. Shivers.

“Mmnh…Luke?”

“Morning.”

She blinks slowly, confusion giving way to awareness. Her thighs squeeze. Her back arches, just a little, as she realizes exactly how deep I am inside her.

“I—what are you—”

“Shh,” I murmur, tongue flicking the curve of her shoulder. “Just relax. Let me have you.”

My hips shift—barely a thrust. Just enough to make her gasp. To feel me pulse deep inside her.

Her hands tighten on my arm.

“Luke, I—I was dreaming you were touching me.”

“I was.”

I cup her tit fully now, knead it slow, my thumb brushing her nipple again and again until her hips roll back against me, instinctual and begging.

“I’m still touching you.”

Her moan is soft, breathy, thighs trembling.

“You always wake your toys up like this?”

“No,” I whisper, teeth grazing her ear. “Only the ones that belong to me.”

I thrust again. Just once. Deep. Controlled.

Her whole body jerks in my arms.

“Fuck—Luke—”

“Shh. Feel me.”

I don’t rush. I don’t fuck hard.

I claim.

Each thrust long, slow, dragging the ridge of my cock along her soaked walls while I grope her tits from behind, kneading them like I’m shaping her. She starts panting, soft breath hitching every time I grind up into her.

“You gonna come from this?” I whisper. “From being used before you even open your eyes all the way?”

She nods. Fast. Desperate.

“Good girl.”

I pinch her nipple.

She cries out, hips jerking back, cunt gripping me so tight I groan into her neck.

“Go on,” I murmur. “Let me feel it.”

She comes hard.

Silently. Violently. Whole body trembling, legs shaking, breath broken and sharp, her walls milking me, dragging me right to the edge with her. I keep fucking through it, using her twitching body until I can’t hold back. I grab her tighter, slam deep, bury my cock all the way inside.

And come.

Hot. Thick. Buried deep.

She gasps when she feels it flood her.

Then sighs.

“Holy shit,” she breathes. “I’m not even awake yet.”

I kiss her neck.

“You are now.”

The sheets are still tangled around Harper’s ankles, her thighs slick and glistening where my cum’s begun to spill out—thick and lazy down the inside of her leg, staining the mattress under her. Her back is pressed to my chest, her breath slowing, face half-buried in the pillow like she’s trying to hide from what we just did.

I’m still inside her.

Still hard.

Still twitching with the aftershocks of flooding her again.

“You awake now?” I murmur, kissing just behind her ear.

She whines. Soft. Wrecked.

“Barely.”

I chuckle, and start to move again. Slow thrusts, hips grinding up into her, dragging her open like she’s not already stretched to the edge. Her moan’s sharp this time, raw and sleepy and helpless. Her hand grabs my wrist where it’s cupping her tit again, not to stop me—just to cling.

“You can’t be serious—” she gasps.

I pinch her nipple.

She sobs.

“Oh God…”

“You don’t stop just ‘cause we finished,” I whisper, tongue hot against her neck. “You’re still mine.”

“I’ll die,” she moans.

“You’ll come.”

Her hips rock against mine. She can’t help it. Her body’s already reacting, ready to break again. I keep it slow, keep her pinned against me, rolling my hips up just enough to keep her right there—wet and fucked full and trembling.

Then I hear it.

A footstep.

Then two.

Hallway floorboards creak outside the door.

Harper freezes.

I don’t.

She gasps, tries to pull forward—but I wrap an arm around her waist and thrust hard.

She screams into the pillow.

“Shh,” I hiss. “Door’s still shut.”

Her eyes go wide. Terrified. Dripping.

“You keep moving,” I whisper, voice like gravel. “Even if it opens.”

“L-Luke—”

“I said don’t stop.”

Another step outside.

Someone’s outside the door.

Harper moans—softer now, panicked and wild, grinding against my cock like she’s trying to obey and hide. Her tits bounce in my hand with every thrust. Her body’s soaked in sweat. My cum’s still leaking out around where I’m buried inside her.

“Luke—if they—if someone comes in—”

“They’ll see what you are.”

Her gasp is silent.

“They’ll see my pretty little fucktoy getting ruined in bed, crying from how good it feels.”

A knock.

Three soft raps.

She stiffens so hard I almost come.

“Luke?” It’s my stepmom. “You awake?”

I press a hand over Harper’s mouth. Pinch her nipple with the other.

“Yeah,” I call back, casual, calm, hips still grinding up into Harper’s dripping pussy. “Just getting dressed.”

“Okay, breakfast soon.”

Her steps fade.

The hallway goes quiet.

I don’t stop.

I slam into her.

She screams into my palm.

Comes like she’s being torn open, body spasming, legs kicking, eyes rolled back.

I fuck her through it until she’s boneless, twitching, soaked in sweat, my cum and hers smeared down her thighs and soaking the sheets.

Then I kiss her temple.

Whisper, soft and sweet—

“Next time, you come while they’re knocking.”

She’s limp when I finally pull out—thighs glossy, trembling, lips parted in a daze, eyes half-lidded like she’s forgotten her name. My cum spills in slow, thick trails from her swollen cunt, pooling between her legs, soaking into the sheets and her skin like a brand. Her body twitches when the air hits her, over-sensitive, open, ruined.

I lean down and kiss the curve of her shoulder, then her jaw.

“Time for breakfast.”

She moans.

“No. No way. I can’t—I can’t move—”

“You don’t have to. I’ll help.”

She doesn’t resist when I hook an arm under her waist and lift her gently from the bed. Her body folds into mine, soft and obedient, her legs dangling a little as I carry her to the bathroom. I set her on the edge of the tub, let warm water run, grab a washcloth.

She watches me with glassy eyes, still trying to focus.

“Did anyone actually hear?” she asks, voice barely there.

I smile.

“Does it matter?”

She shivers.

I kneel between her legs, drag the warm cloth up the insides of her thighs, catching the mess I left behind. She flinches with every stroke, breath catching like even the soft fabric makes her toes curl. I clean her slow, reverent, but I don’t let her close her legs. I keep them spread until every drop is gone.

When I’m done, I rise and kiss her mouth. She moans into it, hands weak around my neck.

“I want you in something short,” I murmur.

“I shouldn’t be down there at all,” she whispers.

“You’re going,” I say, brushing her hair back. “And no panties.”

“Luke…”

“You’re wearing my cum,” I say into her throat. “You’re going to sit at the table across from me dripping wet, and every time you feel it run down your thigh, you’ll remember what you begged me for.”

She moans.

But she obeys.

She throws on a little sundress—white, thin, harmless-looking. It hits mid-thigh and hugs the curves I’ve already had my hands and mouth all over. Her nipples peek faintly under the fabric. No bra. No panties. Just flushed skin, sore legs, and a mouth that won’t stop biting her lip.

We head downstairs.

The kitchen’s full.

Laughter, coffee, dishes clinking. Bacon sizzling on the stove. Someone’s asking about kayaking. Someone else is arguing over toast settings. Harper sits across from me at the long table, next to my dad, across from my stepmom, legs clenched tight together, hands folded in her lap.

She won’t meet my eyes.

But I watch her thighs twitch.

Watch the shift in her jaw when she feels another drip of cum leak down her leg.

She reaches for her glass of orange juice with a shaking hand.

I lean in across the table.

Low enough that only she hears.

“You feel that?”

She freezes.

Slowly, nods.

“That’s mine.”

Her thighs clamp tighter.

“Luke,” she whispers. “Please…”

“I’ll help you clean up again later,” I murmur. “If you earn it.”

Then I sit back. Calm. Cool. Eat my toast like I didn’t just fuck her into the mattress, flood her full, clean her up, and send her out here dripping down her thighs in front of half the family.

Harper doesn’t finish her juice.

She just presses her legs tighter.

And keeps squirming in silence.

The table hums with family noise—forks clinking, laughter spilling out in bursts, someone shouting for more syrup. Harper’s sitting with perfect posture, face politely smiling, but I can see it. The tight clutch of her thighs. The tremble in her hand when she reaches for her coffee. The flush that rises whenever I so much as shift in my seat.

She’s dripping down her legs under that sundress. My cum soaking into her skin, tickling its way down inch by inch with every breath, every twitch of her thighs, every word she tries to smile through.

I lean back.

Watch her.

Wait.

Until I see the exact moment her will breaks.

She sets her fork down. Stands too fast. “Excuse me. Bathroom.”

Nobody blinks. Everyone’s too busy eating. She walks stiff, careful, head down, bare feet nearly silent across the kitchen tile. I let the beat stretch.

Then I stand.

No one asks why.

They won’t.

The hallway is narrow, the door to the pantry half-cracked, the light inside off. I hear her breath before I see her—fast, shallow, panicked. She’s leaning back against the shelves, hands braced behind her, one foot slightly lifted like she’s trying to cross her legs, trying to hide the leak between her thighs.

I push the door open the rest of the way.

She jumps.

“Luke—I needed to—”

I close it behind me.

Click.

Darkness wraps around us, faint light spilling under the crack at the bottom of the door, just enough to see her wide eyes, her flushed cheeks, the outline of her tits rising and falling under that thin white fabric.

“You ran.”

“I didn’t—I just—Luke, I needed to clean up—”

I step in close. Press her back into the shelves.

“You asked to wear me.”

“I—yes—but—”

“Then you wear me.”

My hand lifts her dress. No teasing. No warning.

She gasps, thighs instinctively closing—but I step between them, grip her hip with one hand, slide my other down between her legs.

My cum’s still leaking.

Warm. Wet. Slick on her thighs.

“Fucking look at that,” I growl, fingers gathering it up, smearing it higher, letting it coat her again. “Dripping down your legs while you sit with your family like a good little cumtoy.”

She whimpers.

“You liked it,” I hiss. “Sitting there full. Trying to act normal. You loved it.”

“I—I did—Luke, please—”

I press two fingers into her without warning.

She chokes on a moan.

Her back hits the shelf behind her with a soft thud, hands flying to grip my shoulders. She’s tight again, clenching hard, body already pulsing like she wants to be caught, like her cunt aches for the risk.

“You want to come?” I growl.

“Yes—yes—please—”

I pull my fingers out. Lick them.

Then grab her waist, spin her around, bend her over the middle shelf so fast the jars rattle.

She gasps, palms flat on the dusty wood, dress rucked up to her waist.

“Luke—someone might—”

“Let them.”

I yank my zipper down, fist my cock, and slide into her in one long, hard thrust.

She screams—choked into her arm, teeth biting down on her forearm to stay silent. She’s soaked, tight, still hot from the night before, and I bottom out with no resistance.

My hand clamps over her mouth.

I fuck her deep.

No buildup. No mercy.

Just raw, slick thrusts in the dark, her body jerking with every slam, her moans muffled in my palm, her fingers clawing at the shelves like she’s trying to hold on to the world. Her cunt clamps so tight I can feel every twitch, every tremble, every gasp she swallows.

“You come now,” I growl, hips slamming into her, cum smearing across her thighs, between us, down her legs.

She explodes.

Her cry is silent, choked against my hand, her whole body convulsing as she comes around my cock, squeezing me so hard I nearly collapse over her.

I follow.

Groaning through gritted teeth, I empty into her again, deeper this time, flooding her so full it leaks instantly, smears down her thighs all over again.

I lean over her, breath hot in her ear.

“You don’t fucking run from me again.”

She nods.

Still bent. Still full.

Still trembling.

She’s still bent over, dress bunched around her waist, thighs glistening with fresh release, my cum already leaking in thick streaks down her legs, pooling between them, dripping onto the pantry floor. Her breath is broken, wrecked, stuttering through her lips like she doesn’t know if she’s about to pass out or beg for more.

I don’t pull away.

Don’t let her move.

I slide down to my knees behind her.

Her body tenses.

“L-Luke?”

I spread her legs wider, hands firm on her thighs.

And lick.

She screams into her arm, high and helpless, thighs trying to close on instinct—but I hold her open. My tongue drags slow from her inner knee up to the heat between her legs, collecting the mess we made, the raw mixture of her release and mine, thick and obscene.

“Fucking soaked,” I growl against her skin. “Look what you did.”

She trembles.

I dip my tongue between her folds, tasting everything at once—her slick, my cum, sweat, need, filth. She moans like it hurts, like she’s too raw to be touched but too addicted to stop. My hands slide up the backs of her thighs, spread her wider, my tongue burying deep, flicking, lapping, teasing the swollen edges of her clit.

She jerks forward, hands slapping the shelves.

“Fuck—oh my god—Luke, I can’t—”

“You can.” I growl into her cunt. “You’ll come for me again.”

She shakes her head—but her hips rock back into my mouth.

So I suck.

Loud. Wet. Shameless.

I suck her clit between my lips and swirl my tongue around it until she screams, and I don’t stop. I feel her thighs twitch, her knees nearly give. Her whole body convulses as she sobs through another climax, mouth open, eyes wide, bent over the pantry shelf like an offering, broken and taken and worshipped.

I lick her clean until she collapses into the wood, hips still jerking every time my tongue grazes that throbbing spot.

And then I kiss the back of her thigh.

Pull her dress down slow.

Stand behind her and drag my hands up her sides while she shivers.

“You taste like fucking heaven,” I whisper against her neck.

She can’t even speak.

She just leans back into me, thighs still trembling, cunt still leaking, dress still hiding the ruin.

“I’m not letting you shower yet,” I murmur. “You stay soaked. You stay mine.”

She nods.

Still dazed.

Still moaning under her breath.

She’s light in my arms when I finally lift her—dress wrinkled, body flushed, eyes barely able to stay open. Her legs don’t work, not after what I just did to her, not after how many times I made her come. I carry her out of the pantry with her head tucked into my shoulder, her breath soft against my neck, the scent of sex still clinging to her skin like smoke.

We should’ve waited. Cleaned up better. Hid.

But we didn’t.

The hallway is empty, just a strip of morning sunlight across the floorboards, the hum of conversation from the kitchen still loud and careless. I carry her toward the stairs—slow, deliberate steps.

Almost make it.

And then the door to the guest room opens.

My stepmom stands there. Holding a cup of tea. Mid-sip. Eyes locking onto Harper in my arms—her flushed face, her wrinkled dress, the faint trail of moisture running down her inner thigh.

Her jaw drops.

She doesn’t speak.

She just stares.

I stop walking.

Harper’s head lifts slowly. She blinks.

Sees her sister.

Her face drains.

“Oh my God—”

My stepmom’s hand shakes. The tea sloshes.

“What the fuck is going on?”

Harper tries to stand—her legs buckle immediately.

“Wait—please—it’s not—”

She doesn’t get to finish.

“You’re—Jesus Christ, Harper. That’s—he’s—” She looks at me, eyes wide and wild. “Luke? You?”

I don’t say anything.

I don’t look away.

Harper starts crying. Quiet. Like shame finally caught up to the pleasure and crushed it.

“Please, I didn’t—he—it just happened—”

“No,” I say, voice flat, even. “It didn’t just happen.”

My stepmom gapes.

“You’re twenty-four,” she says, voice breaking. “She’s—she’s my sister—”

“She’s mine,” I say.

Harper sobs harder.

And the silence that follows isn’t silence at all—it’s the death of something.

Trust. Family. Normalcy.

Everything cracking open.

I set Harper down on the stairs, hands on her shoulders, firm.

“Go upstairs,” I whisper.

She shakes her head.

“Now.”

She moves, barely able to walk, disappearing up the steps like she’s trying to run from herself.

My stepmom watches her go.

Then looks at me like she doesn’t even know who I am.

“You’re sick.”

I don’t argue.

I don’t explain.

I just say:

“She begged.”

And I walk away.


Epilogue

The apartment smells like wine and sweat and faint vanilla, the same scent that’s lived on Harper’s skin since summer, the one that clings to every pillow she’s ever slept on, every collar she’s ever pulled down just enough for me to leave a mark. Her laugh echoes from the kitchen—low, breathy, cracked at the edges because I’ve already had her twice tonight and she’s still walking crooked from the last one.

Six months, and she’s still insatiable.

Six months, and I still can’t keep my hands off her.

She leans over the counter in one of my t-shirts, too big, draped down to her thighs, no bra. Nothing underneath. I can see the curve of her ass from the living room couch, just a peek of bare flesh every time she shifts her weight from foot to foot. She’s pouring another glass of wine, humming something off-key.

“You think I forgot how you moan when you lie about being done?” I call.

She snorts.

“I said maybe I was done. Not definitely.”

“Come here.”

She glances back, smirking. “You gonna make me walk?”

“No,” I say, standing. “I’m gonna carry you.”

Her breath catches. Not because she doubts it—because she knows what it means when I do. When I lift her off her feet and throw her down, legs over shoulders, hands gripping her tits while she screams into the couch cushion.

She sets the wine down.

Starts walking.

I meet her halfway, grab her by the hips, haul her up. Her legs wrap around my waist before I even make it to the couch. Her lips crash into mine, wet and needy, tongue deep, teeth dragging over my bottom lip like she’s starving.

We fall together.

Skin to skin.

We fuck like it’s still secret. Still forbidden. Still a crime we never got punished for. Her nails rake my back, her tits bounce against my chest, her thighs clamp tight around me every time I thrust in deep and growl her name like it’s mine now.

Harper.

Always Harper.

Six months since her sister screamed at us. Since the family stopped calling. Since the shame stopped mattering. Since she walked into my bed and never left.

Six months later, she’s still soaked when I touch her.

Still spreads her legs the second I say her name.

Still moans “Luke” like it’s the only word she remembers.

And I still make her beg.

Every.

Single.

Night.
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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.

—

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.

Given to Him: A Dark Family Power Shift

She was dad’s wife.

Now she’s whatever I want her to be.

I didn’t ask for her.

I didn’t need to.

One clause in a contract. One overlooked signature.

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

He thought it was symbolic. Temporary.

He didn’t realize it was permanent.

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

She doesn’t say no.

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

She doesn’t beg for forgiveness.

She begs for more.

And he just watches.

Because this isn’t a marriage anymore.

It’s a quiet war. And I already won.

This short, high-heat story includes:

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

The House He Claimed: One Man’s House. Another Man’s Claim.

The House He Claimed

One man’s house. Another man’s claim.

He brought me into their home.

He thought I was part of a program.

Thought I was temporary.

He didn’t read the fine print.

I watched her for years before I ever crossed their threshold. I knew everything—her routine, her voice, the way she kissed him like she was pretending. And when I walked into their life with a smile and a stack of papers, I wasn’t just invited in.

I was claiming the whole house.

Now I take her when I want. On the kitchen table. In their bed. In front of him. She opens for me without hesitation, moans when I touch her, leans into every slow thrust like she was made to carry what I give her.

She was supposed to be his wife.

She’s not anymore.

And soon, even her womb will forget him.

What You’ll Find Inside:

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

The Cabin: A Dark Captive Breeding Romance

She walked into my woods.

Now she’s not walking out.

She was shivering, scared, looking for a way home.

I gave her a bed.

Then I tied her wrists, spread her legs, and made her mine.

She told me to stop. Her pussy begged me to keep going.

Now she moans in her sleep while I take her slow and deep. She leaks when I leave her empty. She twitches when I tell her what I’m going to do next.

She doesn’t know it yet, but she was made for this.

To be used.

To be ruined.

To be bred.

And I’m going to keep filling her until her body forgets anything else.

The Cabin: A Dark Captive Breeding Romance is a filthy, high-heat novella told entirely from the obsessed male POV. No cliffhanger, no escape—just unrelenting, raw, ruin-you dark romance.

🔥 Inside you’ll find:

Dubcon / noncon
Breeding kink
Captive / Stockholm spiral
Sleep play
Spit, spit, more spit
Spanking & rimming
Multiple creampies
He’s obsessed. She’s addicted.
If you’re looking for polite love stories, keep walking.

If you want to be wrecked until you forget your name—

Come inside.

Therapy Made Her Mine: A Steamy, Obsessive Romance

Therapy Made Her Mine: a Steamy, Obsessive Romance

Everyone said I was obsessed with her.

They weren’t wrong.

Bella married my dad when I was eighteen. I spent four years pretending I didn’t want her—watching, wanting, needing. And when I came home after college, that obsession wasn’t just still there… it was worse.

My dad wanted me out of the house.

Bella said therapy.

But the therapist?

He’s my friend.

And the plan he gave us?

Let me have her. For real. Share a bed. Play the role. Pretend I’m the man of the house—until the fantasy dies.

Except it didn’t.

Every kiss felt too right.

Every touch, too necessary.

Every moan from her lips… mine.

What started as a lie became something we couldn’t stop.

She was never supposed to be mine.

But I made her mine anyway.
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