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Chapter One

The parade had long since passed, but Temple Bar refused to quiet down. The streets outside were a riot of green—shamrocks on cheeks, glitter catching the pub lights, fiddles and laughter spilling from every open door.

Inside the old pub off the main drag, things were a touch calmer: dim wood panels, the low hum of conversation under the trad session, and the steady clink of pints.

At 52, I’d learned to claim a corner stool early on days like this and let the madness come to me.

I was halfway through my Guinness when the door swung open and she stepped in.

She looked like she’d been swept along by the crowd outside—mid-20s, cheeks flushed from the March wind and whatever she’d already been drinking, dark hair tousled, wearing a short green dress that hugged her curves and ended high enough to show the edge of a shamrock temporary tattoo on her thigh.

She scanned the room, eyes bright and a little lost, clearly hunting for a seat in the packed place.

Our gazes met for a second.

She smiled—small, hopeful—and made her way over.

“Mind if I squeeze in?” she asked, nodding at the empty stool beside mine. Her voice had that soft American accent that stood out against the Dublin burr all around us.

I shifted my jacket off the seat. “Not at all. It’s yours.”

She slid up, close enough that her knee brushed my thigh when she settled. “Thanks. I’m Sophie. I’ve been wandering for ages—everywhere’s full.”

“Declan,” I said, catching the barman’s eye and signaling for another pint. “First Paddy’s in Dublin?”

She laughed, a bright sound that cut through the music. “First one anywhere. It’s wild out there. I lost my friends somewhere near the bridge and just… kept walking until I found this place.”

The fresh Guinness arrived. She thanked the barman, took a careful sip, then turned to me with a grin. “You look like you’ve done this before. Local?”

“Born and bred,” I told her. “Seen more parades than I care to count.”

We talked easily after that. She told me about flying in for the week, how the parade had been louder and greener than she’d imagined, how she’d danced in the street until her feet hurt. I told her a few stories—nothing heavy, just enough to keep her laughing and leaning closer. Every time she did, her breast grazed my arm, her perfume mixing with the malt and hops in the air.

She finished her pint faster than I expected. When she set the glass down, her fingers brushed mine on the bar.

“You’re staring,” she said softly, eyes flicking to my mouth.

“Can’t help it,” I replied, voice low. “You’ve got that look—like you’re hoping someone shows you how the night’s really supposed to go.”

Her breath caught. She bit her lip, cheeks going pinker.

“Maybe I am. And maybe I’ve been waiting for someone who looks like he knows exactly what to do with a girl who gets lucky on St. Patrick’s Day.”

The words hung between us. My pulse kicked up.

I leaned in, close enough that only she could hear. “Lucky girls ask nicely, Sophie.”

She swallowed, eyes locked on mine. Then, barely above a whisper: “Please… Daddy?”

The word hit like a match to petrol. My cock stirred hard against my jeans.

I stood slowly and offered my hand. “Come with me, little one.”

She took it without a second’s hesitation.

The pub had one of those narrow Victorian snugs tucked off the main bar—dark wood, tiny table, door that latched from the inside. I pulled her in and clicked the lock shut.

The roar of the crowd dulled to a muffled pulse; the fiddles still thumped through the wall like a second heartbeat.

I backed her gently against the bench seat, hands settling on her hips. “You sure about this?”

She nodded, eyes wide and hungry. “Yes, Daddy. Please.”

I kissed her then—slow at first, tasting the faint sweetness of Guinness on her tongue, then deeper, claiming.

My hands slid under the hem of her dress, finding lace already damp. She whimpered softly when my fingers pressed against her through the fabric.

“Good girl,” I murmured against her lips. “Already so wet for me.”

I turned her and bent her over the small table. Her barely-there green dress was pushed up to her waist. Her ass was perfect—soft curves, that little shamrock tattoo winking at me. I gave one firm smack and watched the skin bloom pink.

I gave one firm wack and watched her skin bloom pink.

She gasped, arched back for more.

“Count,” I ordered.

“One… thank you, Daddy.”

Another, sharper. Her thighs trembled.

“Two… thank you, Daddy.”

I built it slowly—five, six, seven—each smack turning her skin warmer, her voice breathier. By the tenth she was rocking subtly, whispering, “Please… touch me…”

I slid her panties aside, fingers gliding through slick heat. She was drenched. I circled her clit lazily, teasing, never quite pressing hard enough.

“Not yet,” I said when her hips jerked. “Daddy decides when you come.”

She let out a small, frustrated sob, but stayed still, obedient.

I curled my fingers inside, stroking that spot until she tightened, then pulled away right at the brink. Her legs shook; she gripped the table edge so hard her knuckles whitened.

“Please… please, I need it…”

The music outside swelled—another round of cheers, perfect cover.

I unzipped my trousers just enough to free myself, stroked once, and rubbed the head along her slit, coating myself in her wetness.

“Beg properly.”

She looked back, eyes glassy. “Please fuck me, Daddy. Make me your naughty girl. Make me come on your cock.”

I thrust in deep in one smooth stroke, filling her completely. Her pussy tightened around my thickness.

She cried out, but I quickly brough my to her mouth to muffle her scream.

I fucked her steady and hard, the table creaking under us with every deep thrust. One hand stayed tangled in her dark hair, fingers wrapped tight enough to tug her head back just a little—enough to make her arch prettier, to bare that long line of her throat so I could lean in and graze my teeth along the side of her neck. My other hand slid around her hip, fingers finding her clit again, swollen and slick, and I rubbed tight, relentless circles the way I knew would drive her wild.

She was so fucking tight around me—hot, wet velvet gripping every inch as I pulled almost all the way out, then sank back in slow and deep, letting her feel every ridge, every pulse.

The snug was small; our bodies filled it completely. Her palms slapped flat against the worn wood of the table for leverage, nails scraping as she pushed back to meet me, greedy little whimpers slipping out every time I bottomed out.

“Fuck, Daddy—” she gasped, voice breaking on the word. “So deep… you’re so big…”

I growled against her ear, breath hot. “That’s it, Sophie. Take every inch. You were made for this cock, weren’t you?”

She nodded frantically, hair catching in my fingers. “Yes—yes, Daddy, only for you—”

I picked up the pace, hips snapping harder now, the wet slap of skin on skin barely covered by the muffled roar of the pub outside.

Each thrust shoved her forward a fraction; her breasts bounced under the thin green fabric of her dress, nipples hard points I could see even through the material. I wanted to rip it off her, but the urgency was too sharp for that.

Instead I reached up, yanked the neckline down just enough to free one breast, palmed it roughly, thumb flicking over the stiff peak.

She moaned louder—too loud—and I clamped my hand over her mouth again, pressing firm but not cruel. Her eyes rolled back a little at the restraint, lashes fluttering. I could feel her pulse hammering under my palm, her tongue darting out to lick at my skin like she couldn’t help herself.

“Good girl,” I rasped, thumb still working her clit in fast, merciless circles. “Keep quiet while Daddy fucks this pretty pussy. Don’t want the whole pub knowing what a needy little slut you are, do we?”

She shook her head under my hand, muffled “mm-mm” vibrating against my fingers, but her hips rocked back harder, chasing every stroke.

I could feel her getting close again—walls fluttering, thighs starting to quiver uncontrollably.

I slowed deliberately, grinding deep instead of pounding, dragging the head of my cock over that spot inside her that made her whole body jerk.

She whined into my palm, desperate, hips trying to fuck herself back onto me faster.

“Not yet,” I told her, voice low and rough. “You don’t come until I say. Daddy’s not done playing with his toy.”

I eased almost all the way out, let just the tip tease her entrance, watched her try to push back and fail because I held her hips pinned.

Then I sank in again—slow, inch by torturous inch—until she was stuffed full and trembling.

I held there, buried to the hilt, rocking in tiny circles so she felt me everywhere without giving her the friction she craved.

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes; her breath came in short, ragged pants against my hand. “Please… please, Daddy… I can’t—I need—”

I leaned down, lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Beg prettier.”

“Please fuck me hard, Daddy,” she whispered, voice cracking. “Please let me come on your cock. I’ll be so good—I’ll be your perfect girl—just please—”

That did it.

I pulled back and slammed in, setting a brutal rhythm now—no more teasing.

The table scraped an inch across the floor with the force of it.

My fingers flew over her clit, rubbing fast and firm, matching every punishing thrust.

Her body locked up—back bowing, thighs clamping around my hips, a choked sob muffled against my palm as she came apart.

She clenched so tight it dragged me right to the edge with her. Walls pulsing, milking me, wet heat flooding around my cock.

I fucked her through it, drawing it out until she was shaking, whimpering, oversensitive and still grinding back like she couldn’t stop.

“Fuck—good girl—coming so hard for Daddy—”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. One last deep thrust and I buried myself as far as I could go, groaning low and rough against her neck as I spilled inside her—hot, thick pulses filling her up, marking her.

She whimpered at the feel of it, inner muscles fluttering like she was trying to pull every drop deeper.

We stayed locked like that for long seconds—her slumped over the table, me draped over her back, both of us breathing like we’d run a marathon. The fiddles outside were still going strong, cheers rolling through the walls, none the wiser.

I eased out slowly, watching the way she shivered at the loss, a thin trickle of us starting to leak down her thigh. I tugged her panties back into place, smoothed her dress down over the pink handprints on her ass, then turned her gently to face me.

Her eyes were glassy, lips swollen, cheeks flushed. She looked beautifully wrecked.

I cupped her face, thumb brushing away a stray tear. “Such a good girl,” I murmured, kissing her soft and slow this time. “You took that so perfectly.”

She melted against me, arms looping around my neck. “Thank you, Daddy…”


Chapter Two

We stayed like that for what felt like only seconds—her body still trembling against mine, my cock still hard, our breaths syncing in the dim, wood-scented snug.

I had just started teasing her with my fingers again when it came: three sharp knocks on the door.

“Oi, anyone in there?” A thick Dublin accent, slurred with drink and good cheer. “Need the snug for me mates—come on, don’t be selfish!”

Sophie froze, her inner walls fluttering around my hands in sudden panic. Her eyes went wide, pupils blown, and a fresh flush crept up her neck.

I didn’t pull out.

Instead I pressed my palm firmly over her mouth again—gentle but unyielding—muffling the tiny whimper that escaped. My other hand was still between her thighs, fingers finding her still-swollen clit, slick with both of us.

I gave it one slow, deliberate circle.

Her whole body jerked, a muffled “mmph!” vibrating against my hand.

“Shhh,” I breathed against her ear, lips brushing the shell. “Not a sound, baby girl. Daddy’s got you.”

The knob rattled—someone trying it, finding it locked. A low chuckle from outside. “Locked. Someone’s gettin’ lucky in there. Fair play.”

Another voice, female this time: “Leave ’em to it, ya gobshite. We’ll grab the corner table.”

Footsteps shuffled away, fading into the pub’s roar.

But I didn’t stop.

I kept my hand over her mouth, thumb stroking along her cheek in reassurance even as my fingers between her legs picked up a slow, torturous rhythm.

Two fingers slid easily into her soaked pussy—still stretched from my cock, still leaking my come—and curled upward, stroking that sensitive ridge inside her with steady pressure.

Sophie’s eyes rolled back, lashes fluttering. Her thighs quivered, trying to close around my hand, but I wedged my knee between them, keeping her open.

She was so sensitive now—post-orgasm nerves raw—that every glide of my fingers made her hips twitch involuntarily.

I leaned in closer, voice a low rumble only she could hear.

“Feel that, little one? That’s Daddy’s come still inside you. Sloppy and full. And you’re gonna come again—quiet this time. No screaming for the whole pub to hear what a needy slut you are.”

She nodded frantically under my palm as tears of overstimulation gathered at the corners of her eyes. Her muffled breaths came in short, desperate pants against my skin.

I worked her slowly at first—fingers pumping in shallow thrusts, thumb circling her clit in tight, wet loops. Her pussy clenched around me like it was trying to pull me deeper, greedy even after everything.

I could feel the mess we’d made—my come and her slick coating my hand, dripping down her thighs, soaking into the lace of her panties I’d never fully pulled aside.

Her hips started rocking in tiny, helpless jerks, chasing the pressure.

I sped up just enough—curling harder, rubbing faster—watching her face the whole time. Her brows knit, mouth open under my hand, silent pleas forming against my palm.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Give it to Daddy. Come all over my fingers like a good girl. Quiet now—don’t you dare make a sound.”

Her body locked up—back arching off the table, thighs clamping hard around my wrist.

A choked, muffled sob vibrated through my hand as she came again, harder this time, walls pulsing wildly, fresh wetness flooding my palm.

Her whole frame shook, legs trembling so badly I had to brace her hips with my free hand to keep her from sliding off the edge.

I held her through it, fingers still buried deep, stroking gently now to draw it out until she was whimpering softly, oversensitive and boneless.

When the aftershocks finally eased, I slid my fingers free, brought them to her lips under my palm. She opened instinctively, tongue darting out to taste us both—salty, musky, intimate.

I let her suck them clean, then pulled my hand away.

She gasped for air, chest heaving, looking up at me with glassy, adoring eyes.

“Good girl,” I said, voice rough with pride. I kissed her forehead, then her swollen lips—soft this time. “You took that so beautifully.”

The knocks were long gone; the pub noise rolled on outside like nothing had happened.

I helped her stand on shaky legs, smoothed her dress down over the fresh pink marks on her ass and thighs, and tucked a stray lock of hair behind her ear.

She clung to my arm, voice small and wrecked. “Daddy… I don’t want to stop yet.”

I smiled, dark and promising. “Then we won’t.”

She looked up at me with those glassy, pleading eyes, still flushed and trembling from the heat we’d just built in the snug.

Her lips were parted, swollen from earlier kisses, and she licked them once—slow, deliberate—like she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

Before I could move toward the door, she sank down slowly, knees hitting the worn floorboards with a soft thud.

The snug was cramped; her back brushed the bench seat behind her as she settled between my legs. She reached for my belt, fingers shaking just a little, but her gaze never left mine.

“Daddy,” she whispered, voice hoarse and needy. “Let me thank you properly. Please. I want to taste you.”

My cock twitched at the words, already half-hard again from watching her come apart twice. I threaded my fingers into her dark hair, not pulling yet—just holding, grounding her.

“Go on then, baby girl,” I said, low and rough. “Show Daddy how grateful you are.”

She didn’t hesitate.

Her small hands worked my jeans open, tugging them down just enough to free me completely. I was thick in her palm—still slick from being inside her, the scent of us both heavy in the tight space.

She made a soft, hungry sound at the sight, then leaned in and dragged her tongue along the underside in one long, slow stripe from base to tip.

I hissed through my teeth, grip tightening in her hair. “Fuck… that’s it.”

She wrapped her lips around the head, sucking gently at first—teasing, swirling her tongue over the slit to taste the bead of pre-come there.

Her eyes flicked up to mine again, wide and submissive, checking for approval. I gave her a small nod, thumb brushing her cheek.

“Good girl. Take more.”

She moaned around me—the vibration shooting straight up my spine—and slid down further, taking half my length in one smooth glide. Her mouth was hot, wet, perfect.

She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder now, tongue pressing flat against the underside as she bobbed slowly. Saliva glistened on her lips, dripping down to coat me; she used her hand to stroke what she couldn’t fit yet, twisting gently at the base.

I let her set the pace for a minute—watching her cheeks flush deeper, lashes fluttering every time she took me to the back of her throat and gagged just a little. The tiny, choked sounds she made were obscene in the quiet snug, barely covered by the muffled pub noise outside.

When she pulled back to catch her breath, strings of spit connecting her lips to my cock, I couldn’t hold back anymore. I tightened my grip in her hair, guiding her back down—firmer this time.

“Deeper, Sophie,” I growled. “Daddy wants to feel that throat.”

She whimpered but opened wider, relaxing as I pushed past her gag reflex.

Her nose brushed my pelvis; tears pricked at the corners of her eyes from the stretch. I held her there for a long second—feeling her throat flutter around me, hot and tight—then eased her off just enough for her to breathe through her nose.

She came back eagerly, sucking harder, faster, head bobbing in earnest now.

One hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently; the other braced on my thigh for balance.

The wet, sloppy sounds filled the small space—gluck-gluck-gluck—mixing with her muffled moans and my low groans.

“Fuck, baby… just like that,” I rasped. “Such a perfect little mouth. Made for Daddy’s cock.”

Her eyes watered. Her mascara was starting to smudge, but she didn’t stop—didn’t pull away. If anything, she took me deeper, throat working around me like she was trying to milk every drop. I could feel the pressure building fast, balls tightening, heat coiling low.

I tugged her hair to slow her, not ready to finish yet. “Enough,” I said, voice strained. “Don’t want to come down your throat just yet. Save that for later.”

She pulled off with a wet pop, gasping, lips shiny and red. A thin string of saliva broke between us. She looked wrecked—beautifully so—eyes dazed, chin wet, breathing hard.

I helped her to her feet, steadying her when her knees wobbled. She leaned into me, pressing a soft, open-mouthed kiss to my throat.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she murmured against my skin.

I kissed the top of her head, then reached for the door handle.

I cracked the snug door an inch, just enough to scan the narrow hallway beyond. The pub’s main room was still loud—fiddles winding down into a slower reel, laughter rolling in waves—but the corridor looked clear.

No one lingering near the back exit. Good.

I pulled the door wider, wrapped my arm firmly around Sophie’s waist to steady her. Her legs were still unsteady, thighs pressed together like she was trying to keep everything we’d done locked inside. She leaned into me, cheek against my shoulder, breathing shallow and quick.

“Stay close, little one,” I murmured, lips brushing her temple. “We’re slipping out the back.”

She nodded, fingers curling into my shirt.

We moved fast but quiet—down the short, dimly lit staff corridor that smelled of spilled stout and old wood polish, past a stack of empty kegs and a half-open kitchen door where someone was shouting orders over sizzling pans.

No one looked twice.

I pushed the heavy fire door at the end; cool night air rushed in, carrying the distant thump of music from another pub and the faint metallic tang of the Liffey nearby.

The alley behind the pub was narrow, shadowed, lit only by a single flickering bulb over a delivery door and the glow spilling from upper windows.

Trash bins lined one wall; the opposite was rough brick streaked with old posters and graffiti.

The crowd noise felt farther away here—muffled, like we’d stepped into a pocket of the city that didn’t belong to the festival anymore.

I didn’t give her time to catch her breath.

I spun her gently but firmly, pressed her back to the brick.

The wall was cold; she gasped at the shock of it through her thin dress. I caged her there with my body, one hand braced beside her head, the other sliding up her thigh under the hem.

“Legs around me,” I ordered, voice low.

She obeyed instantly—hopping a little so I could catch her under the thighs, lifting her until her back scraped the rough brick and her ankles locked at the small of my back.

Her dress rode up; I felt the damp heat of her through my jeans, the sticky reminder of what we’d already done leaking down her inner thighs.

I ground against her once—hard—letting her feel how ready I was again.

She whimpered, head tipping back against the wall and exposing her throat.

“Quiet,” I reminded her, even as I reached between us to unzip. “Someone walks by that street mouth and they’ll hear every little sound you make.”

She bit her lip hard, nodding, eyes glassy with want.

I freed myself, stroked once—still slick from her—and notched at her entrance.

She was swollen, sensitive, but so wet it was obscene.

I pushed in slow this time, watching her face the whole way—watching her mouth fall open in a silent cry as I stretched her open again, inch by thick inch, until I was seated deep and her nails were digging into my shoulders through my shirt.

“Fuck,” I breathed against her neck. “Still so tight for Daddy. Greedy little pussy can’t get enough.”

She rocked her hips in tiny, helpless circles, trying to take more.

I pinned her harder against the wall to still her, then started moving—long, deliberate strokes that dragged along every sensitive spot inside her.

The brick scraped at her back with each thrust; I could feel her shiver every time it happened, a mix of sting and pleasure that made her clench around me tighter.

Her breaths came in short, stifled pants against my shoulder. I could feel her trying so hard to stay quiet—teeth sunk into her bottom lip, whimpers swallowed down. It only made me want to ruin her more.

I shifted my angle, grinding deep on every upstroke so the base of my cock rubbed her clit with every movement. Her thighs trembled around my waist; her fingers twisted in my hair.

“Daddy—” she whispered, barely audible, voice cracking. “I’m—oh god—”

“Not yet,” I growled. “Hold it. Daddy wants to feel you shake first.”

I fucked her harder now—short, sharp thrusts that slapped wetly between us, the sound obscene in the quiet alley. Her head knocked back against the brick again; I slid my hand up to cradle the back of her skull, protecting it even as I drove into her relentlessly.

She was close—dangerously close. I could feel it in the way her walls fluttered, the way her whole body tensed like a drawn bowstring.

“Come for me,” I ordered against her ear. “Quiet, baby. Come all over Daddy’s cock right here where anyone could see.”

That broke her.

Her mouth opened on a silent scream—eyes squeezing shut, body locking up so hard I nearly lost my rhythm. She pulsed around me in violent waves, fresh wetness soaking us both, thighs quivering uncontrollably.

I fucked her slower now, drawing it out until she was limp and shuddering in my arms, soft, broken whimpers slipping past her lips.

I wasn’t far behind.

The sight of her—wrecked, flushed, clinging to me in this dirty alley while the city roared on just yards away—pushed me over.

I buried deep one last time, groaned low against her throat, and came hard—thick pulses spilling into her again, marking her deeper.

She whimpered at the feel of it, inner muscles milking me like she wanted every drop.

We stayed there—her pinned to the wall, legs still wrapped around me, my forehead pressed to hers—until our breathing steadied.

The alley was still empty. No footsteps, no voices. Just us and the distant echo of St. Patrick’s Day winding down.

I eased out slowly, set her feet back on the ground. Cum dripped down her thighs as her knees buckled; I caught her, held her against me while she trembled.

“Good girl,” I murmured, kissing her temple, her cheek, her swollen lips. “So fucking perfect for Daddy.”

She looked up at me, eyes soft and dazed. “Can we… go somewhere warmer now?”

I smiled, tucking her hair behind her ear. “My flat’s ten minutes away. Think you can walk, or do I need to carry my little one?”

She laughed weakly, clinging tighter. “Carry me. Please, Daddy.”


Chapter Three

I scooped her up without another word—arms under her thighs, her legs wrapping instinctively around my waist, dress still rucked up around her hips.

She buried her face in my neck, lips brushing my skin in soft, grateful kisses as I carried her the last few blocks through the quieter streets.

The festival noise had faded to a distant hum; the night air was crisp, carrying the faint smell of the river and wet cobblestones. Her weight was perfect against me—warm, pliant, still trembling from everything we’d done.

My flat was on the second floor of an old Georgian building just off Dame Street—short walk, thank Christ. I fumbled the key one-handed, shouldered the door open, kicked it shut behind us. The hallway light flicked on automatically, casting long shadows across the narrow entry.

We barely made it past the threshold.

Sophie’s hands were already everywhere—tugging at my shirt buttons, nails scraping lightly down my chest as she squirmed in my arms.

She kissed me hard, messy, tasting of Guinness and desperation, grinding her soaked panties against the front of my jeans like she couldn’t wait another second.

I spun us, pressed her back to the cool plaster wall just inside the door. The impact made her gasp into my mouth.

I pinned her there with my hips, one hand braced beside her head, the other sliding up to cup her jaw—thumb pressing her lower lip down so I could kiss her deeper, claim her tongue.

“Greedy little thing,” I growled against her lips. “Can’t even wait for the bedroom.”

“Please, Daddy—” she whimpered, hips rocking uselessly. “I need you again. I’m so empty without you.”

I set her feet on the floor long enough to strip her—fast, no teasing this time.

I yanked the green dress over her head in one motion; lace bra and panties followed, tossed somewhere behind me.

She stood there naked, skin flushed and marked—pink handprints on her ass, faint bruises blooming on her thighs where I’d gripped her, that shamrock tattoo still clinging stubbornly to her skin. Beautiful. Wrecked. Mine.

I dropped to my knees in front of her.

Her breath hitched as I hooked one of her legs over my shoulder, opening her wide against the wall. She was a mess—swollen, glistening, my come still leaking slowly from earlier. I groaned at the sight, then leaned in and dragged my tongue through her folds in one long, slow lick, tasting us both.

Sophie cried out, hands flying to my hair. “Oh—fuck—Daddy—”

I ate her like I was starving.

Tongue flat and broad at first, lapping up every drop, then pointed—circling her clit in tight, teasing spirals.

I sucked the swollen bud between my lips, flicked it with quick, relentless strokes, then pulled back just as her thighs started to shake.

“Not yet,” I said, voice rough against her wet skin. “You come when I say.”

She sobbed, hips jerking toward my mouth. “Please—please—I’ve been good—”

I slid two fingers inside her—easy, she was still so slick—and curled them upward, stroking that spot while I sucked her clit again. Her walls clenched hard; I felt her start to flutter, right on the edge.

Then I stopped. Pulled my fingers free. Blew a cool breath over her throbbing clit.

She whined—high, broken, legs trembling. “Daddy—no—please don’t stop—”

I did it twice more—bringing her right to the brink with my mouth and fingers, then pulling away at the last second.

By the third time she was crying softly, tears streaking her cheeks, body shaking so hard the wall rattled faintly behind her.

“Please,” she begged, voice cracking. “I can’t—I need to come—need you inside me—please, Daddy, I’m yours—”

That was it.

I surged to my feet, lifted her again—legs around my waist, back to the wall for one last bruising kiss—then carried her down the short hall to the bedroom.

I kicked the door open, dropped her onto the mattress. She bounced once, sprawled on her back, legs falling open, eyes locked on mine.

I stripped fast—shirt, jeans, boxers—then crawled over her, caging her with my arms. My cock nudged her entrance; she whimpered, hips lifting to meet me.

“Look at me,” I ordered.

Her eyes snapped to mine—wide, glassy, completely open.

I pushed in slow—inch by thick inch—watching every flicker across her face as I filled her. Her mouth fell open on a silent gasp; nails dug into my shoulders.

“You’re mine,” I whispered, bottoming out, holding there so she felt every pulse. “This pussy—this body—this night—all fucking mine.”

“Yes—yours—Daddy—” she breathed, voice trembling.

I started moving—deep, possessive thrusts that rocked the headboard against the wall. No rush now; I wanted her to feel every stroke, every drag along her sensitive walls.

I kept my eyes on hers the whole time—watching her pupils blow wide, watching her lips part on soft, needy moans.

“Say it,” I growled, grinding deep on every upstroke so my pelvis rubbed her clit. “Who do you belong to?”

“You—Daddy—you—” she gasped, legs wrapping tighter around me. “Only you—please—don’t stop—”

I fucked her harder—steady, relentless—hand sliding between us to circle her clit in time with my thrusts. Her back arched, breasts pressing against my chest, nipples hard against my skin.

“Come for me,” I commanded, voice low and dark. “Come on Daddy’s cock. Show me you’re mine.”

She shattered—eyes never leaving mine, mouth open in a silent cry as her whole body locked up. Walls pulsed hard around me, milking me in violent waves, fresh wetness soaking us both.

I fucked her through it, drawing it out until she was shaking, whimpering, oversensitive and still grinding up to meet me like she couldn’t bear to let the pleasure stop.

Her body was slick with sweat, trembling under me, but I wasn’t done claiming her yet.

I pulled out slow—watching the way her pussy fluttered at the loss, a thin string of her wetness connecting us for a second—then flipped her over onto her stomach in one smooth motion.

She gasped, cheek pressed to the sheets, ass lifting instinctively like she already knew what was coming.

“On your knees, baby girl,” I ordered, voice rough. “Ass up for Daddy.”

She obeyed fast, pushing her hips back, thighs spread, that perfect round ass presented with the faint pink handprints still glowing from earlier. The shamrock tattoo on her thigh looked almost mocking now—cute and filthy all at once.

I knelt behind her, gripped her hips hard enough to leave fresh marks, and thrust back in deep. One hard stroke buried me to the hilt; she cried out into the pillow, back arching sharply.

“Fuck—Daddy—yes—”

I set a punishing rhythm—hard, deep snaps of my hips that slapped skin on skin, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet bedroom.

Each thrust shoved her forward; her fingers twisted in the sheets, knuckles white.

I brought my hand down—sharp smack across one cheek, then the other—watching the flesh jiggle and bloom redder.

“Count them,” I growled.

“One—thank you, Daddy—”

Another smack, harder. She jolted forward onto my cock.

“Two—thank you, Daddy—”

I kept spanking her in time with my thrusts—left, right, left—each one making her clench tighter around me, milking me harder.

Her moans turned broken, desperate; she pushed back to meet every punishing stroke like she craved the sting as much as the stretch.

Then her hand reached back between us—small fingers finding my balls, cupping them, rolling gently at first, then squeezing just enough to make my rhythm stutter.

“Fuck—Sophie—”

She looked back over her shoulder, eyes glassy and wicked. “Come for me, Daddy… please… fill me up again—”

The sight of her—face flushed, lips parted, hand working my balls while I pounded into her—snapped something in me.

I pulled out at the last second, fisting my cock fast. Hot ropes of come splashed across her ass and lower back—thick, white streaks painting her red skin, dripping down the curve of her spine toward the dimples above her hips.

She whimpered at the feel of it, hips still rocking back like she was chasing the sensation even after I’d pulled away.

I smeared the mess with my palm—slow, deliberate—spreading it over her marked ass like I was marking territory.

“Who do you belong to?” I demanded, voice low and dark. My hand came down once more—final, stinging smack on her come-slick skin.

She gasped, body jerking. “You—Daddy—you—”

“Louder.”

“You!” she cried, voice cracking. “I belong to you—only you—Daddy’s girl—please—”

I leaned over her, chest to her back, lips at her ear. “That’s right. Every fucking inch of you. Don’t forget it.”

She shivered under me, boneless, sated, a soft, wrecked laugh bubbling out of her. “Never… I won’t forget, Daddy.”

I stayed draped over her a moment longer—breathing her in, feeling her heartbeat slow against mine—then eased off, pulling her gently into my arms as I rolled us to our sides.

My hand rested possessively on the sticky mess I’d left on her back, thumb tracing lazy circles.

“Good girl,” I murmured, kissing the nape of her neck. “Such a perfect, filthy little thing for me.”

I eased off her slowly, my palm still resting possessively on the warm, sticky mess I’d painted across her lower back and ass.

Sophie stayed on her stomach for a long moment—cheek pressed to the rumpled sheet, breathing shallow and uneven, body still twitching with aftershocks.

The room smelled of sex and sweat and the faint trace of her perfume clinging stubbornly to her skin. Moonlight slipped through the half-open curtains, catching the glossy streaks on her back, turning them silver.

I traced one slow line through the come with my fingertip, watching goosebumps rise in its wake. She shivered, a soft, wrecked sound slipping from her lips.

“Come here, baby girl,” I murmured.

I helped her roll onto her side, then pulled her gently against my chest.

Her limbs felt heavy, boneless; she curled into me like she belonged there—face tucked under my jaw, one leg hooking over mine, sticky skin sticking to sticky skin. I reached for the bedside lamp, flicked it off. Darkness settled, soft and intimate, broken only by the faint street glow and the distant, dying echoes of late-night revelers outside.

I kissed her temple, then her forehead, then the corner of her eye where a tear track had dried. “You were perfect,” I whispered against her hair. “So fucking perfect for Daddy.”

She made a small, contented hum, fingers tracing lazy patterns on my chest. “Felt… so good. Being yours.”

We lay like that for long minutes—heartbeats slowing together, breaths syncing.

My hand moved in slow, soothing strokes down her spine, skirting the cooling mess on her back, then lower, cupping the curve of her ass where the skin was still hot and tender from my handprints.

She sighed into my neck every time my thumb brushed a particularly sensitive spot.

Eventually I shifted. “Let’s get you cleaned up, little one.”

She protested weakly when I eased out from under her—“Nooo, stay”—but let me scoop her up anyway.


Chapter Four

I carried her to the en-suite bathroom, her arms looped loosely around my neck, legs dangling. The tiles were cool under my feet.

I set her on the edge of the tub and turned on the shower, letting the water run hot until steam began to curl up toward the ceiling.

When the temperature was right, I stepped under the spray first, then held out my hand.

She took it, stepped in after me.

The water hit her skin in a warm rush; she tipped her head back with a soft moan as it cascaded over her shoulders, washing away the sweat and the evidence of what we’d done.

I grabbed the shower gel—plain, unscented—and poured a generous amount into my palm.

I started with her shoulders, working the lather in slow circles, thumbs pressing into the knots there until she melted against me.

I moved down her arms, between her fingers, then back up to cup her breasts—gentle now, no pinching, just soft palms gliding over sensitive nipples until they pebbled again under the warm water.

She leaned into every touch, eyes half-closed, lips parted. “Feels nice… Daddy taking care of me…”

I turned her so her back was to my chest, let the water rinse the last traces from her skin while my soapy hands moved lower—over the curve of her belly, between her thighs.

She parted her legs without being asked; I washed her carefully there, fingers gentle on swollen folds, careful not to overstimulate.

She whimpered anyway—soft, needy—and rocked subtly against my hand.

“Sensitive still?” I asked, lips brushing her ear.

“Mmm… yeah. But… don’t stop.”

I didn’t.

I kept the touches light—circling her clit with just the pad of one finger, slow and slippery with soap—until her breathing turned shallow again, hips chasing the pressure.

I edged her there under the spray—bringing her close, then easing off—until she was trembling, forehead pressed to the cool tile, whispering “please… please…”

Her voice was raw, cracked with need, barely audible over the steady hiss of the shower. Water streamed down her back in rivulets, tracing the faint red handprints I’d left earlier, pooling at the small of her back before sliding lower.

She was shaking—thighs quivering, hips rocking in tiny, helpless circles against my hand—but she hadn’t come. Not yet.

I pressed my chest to her back, caging her gently against the tiles.

My cock—hard again, aching—was heavy between us, sliding along the slick cleft of her ass as I moved. I kissed the nape of her neck, tasting clean water and the faint salt of her skin.

“Shh, baby girl,” I murmured against her ear. “Daddy’s got you. Turn around.”

She obeyed slowly, legs unsteady, turning in my arms until her back was to the wall and her front was pressed to me. Her eyes were glassy, pupils blown wide, cheeks flushed darker than the steam should account for. She reached for me immediately—small hands sliding up my chest, nails grazing lightly—then looped her arms around my neck.

I lifted one of her thighs, hooking it over my hip so she opened for me. The hot water pounded against my shoulders as I guided myself to her entrance—still swollen, still slick from everything before—and pushed in slow, one long, deliberate glide until I was buried deep.

She gasped, head tipping back against the tile, mouth falling open. “Oh—fuck—Daddy—”

I held there a moment—letting her feel every inch, every pulse—then started moving.

Slow at first, deep rolls of my hips that kept me grinding against her clit with every stroke.

The water made everything slicker, warmer; the sound of our bodies meeting was soft, wet, intimate under the steady rain of the shower.

Her leg tightened around me; I slid my hand down the back of her thigh, cupping the curve of her ass, fingers spreading her gently.

I let one fingertip trace the sensitive skin just behind her entrance—light, teasing circles around her tight little ring, never pressing in, just stroking the puckered skin in slow, soothing rhythms that matched the lazy thrust of my cock inside her.

She whimpered—high and surprised—hips jerking forward onto me harder. “Daddy… that feels—”

“Shh,” I soothed, lips brushing her collarbone. “Just feel it. Relax for me.”

I kept the touch feather-light—circling, petting, occasionally dipping just enough to press the pad of my finger flat against her, letting her feel the gentle pressure without breaching.

It made her clench around my cock in rhythmic pulses, drawing a low groan from my throat.

“Fuck, you like that, don’t you?” I rasped, picking up the pace of my thrusts now—deeper, firmer, water splashing between us with every snap of my hips. “My sweet girl… so sensitive everywhere.”

She nodded frantically, nails digging into my shoulders. “Yes—yes—please don’t stop—”

I wasn’t planning on it.

I fucked her steady and deep—each stroke dragging along her front wall while my fingertip kept up that slow, teasing orbit around her rim.

The combination had her trembling harder, thighs shaking around my waist, breath coming in short, broken pants against my neck.

“Look at me,” I ordered softly.

Her lashes lifted; eyes locked on mine through the steam—wide, vulnerable, completely surrendered.

“You’re mine,” I whispered, grinding deep, thumb still circling lightly behind. “Every part of you. This pretty pussy… this tight little hole I’m teasing… all of it belongs to Daddy.”

“Yes—” she sobbed, voice cracking. “Yours—only yours—please let me come—please—”

I angled my hips just right—hitting that spot inside her with every thrust—and pressed my fingertip a fraction firmer against her rim, holding steady pressure while I rubbed her clit with the heel of my other hand.

“Come for me,” I growled against her lips. “Come on Daddy’s cock while I play with your sweet ass. Let me feel you.”

My command made her whole body lock up—back bowing off the tile, thigh clamping hard around my hip, a choked, shuddering cry muffled against my shoulder as she came.

Walls pulsed wildly around me, milking me in deep, rhythmic waves; fresh wetness flooded between us, mixing with the shower water running down our legs.

She trembled through it—long, rolling aftershocks—clenching so tight it dragged me right to the edge with her.

Her pussy gripped me like a fist, fluttering in deep, greedy pulses that milked every inch buried inside her. Water streamed down our bodies, hot and relentless, but all I could feel was her—hotter, tighter, soaking me from the inside out.

Her nails raked down my back; her mouth was open against my shoulder in silent, broken sobs of pleasure that vibrated straight through my chest.

I couldn’t hold back anymore.

I drove in harder—one last brutal thrust that slammed her ass against the tile with a wet slap. She cried out, high and wrecked, legs locking around my waist like she never wanted me to leave.

“Fuck—Sophie—gonna come—” My voice came out raw, almost a snarl. “Gonna fill this greedy little cunt again. Gonna pump you so full you’ll be dripping Daddy’s load for days.”

She whimpered, nodding frantically, hips grinding down to take me deeper. “Yes—yes—please—fill me, Daddy—breed me—make me yours—”

The words snapped the last thread.

I buried myself to the hilt, hips grinding in tight, possessive circles so the base of my cock pressed hard against her clit while I unloaded.

Heat surged through me in thick, violent pulses—rope after hot rope of come flooding her, spilling deep, claiming every inch I could reach.

I groaned low and filthy against her ear, hips jerking with each spurt.

“That’s it—take it all, baby girl. Take every fucking drop. Daddy’s marking you inside—gonna leak out of this sloppy pussy all night and remind you who owns it.”

She shuddered violently around me, walls spasming harder like she was coming again just from the feel of me emptying into her.

A fresh gush of her wetness coated my cock, mixing with my release, running down her thighs in warm rivulets that the shower couldn’t quite wash away fast enough.

I kept grinding slow through the last pulses, milking every bit of pleasure out of both of us until I was spent, cock twitching inside her oversensitive heat.

She was limp against me now—legs still wrapped tight, arms heavy around my neck, forehead pressed to mine, breathing in short, shaky gasps.

I stayed buried deep a moment longer, letting her feel the full weight of me softening inside her, the slow trickle of our combined mess starting to leak out around where we were joined.

“Feel that?” I rasped, voice hoarse. “That’s Daddy’s come dripping out of you already. Such a filthy, perfect little slut for me.”

She made a soft, broken sound—half moan, half whimper—and clenched weakly around me one last time, like her body was trying to keep me there forever.

I finally eased out slow, watching the thick white mix of us spill from her swollen entrance and run down her inner thighs before the water carried it away. She shivered at the loss, thighs trembling.

I turned off the shower, wrapped her in the biggest towel, and lifted her against my chest again. Her head lolled against my shoulder, completely wrecked and blissed-out.

“Mine,” I murmured into her damp hair, carrying her back to the bedroom.

“Yours,” she whispered back, voice barely there, already half-asleep against me. “Always yours, Daddy.”

I laid her gently on the clean sheets, climbed in beside her, and pulled her close—her back to my chest, my arm draped possessively over her waist, hand resting low on her belly where I could still feel the faint warmth of what I’d just left inside her.

The city outside had finally gone quiet.

Just us now—sticky, sated, tangled together in the dark.

No more words. Just her soft, even breathing and the steady thump of my heart against her back, both of us drifting under the weight of everything we’d done.


Chapter Five

Morning light filtered through the thin curtains, soft and pale, turning the bedroom gold at the edges.

I woke slowly—first to the weight of Sophie curled against my side, her dark hair spilled across my chest, one leg thrown over mine like she’d claimed me in her sleep.

Her breathing was deep and even, lips parted slightly, face still flushed from the night before.

The faint scent of her shampoo mixed with the lingering musk of us clung to the sheets.

I didn’t move right away. Just watched her—chest rising and falling, the faint red marks on her neck and thighs peeking out from under the duvet like quiet evidence. 

My hand rested low on her hip, thumb tracing idle circles over the curve of her ass where the skin was still tender. 

She stirred at the touch, made a small, sleepy sound, and pressed closer. 

Then her phone buzzed on the nightstand—sharp, insistent. Once. Twice. 

She groaned softly, eyes fluttering open. For a second she looked disoriented—then recognition hit, and a slow, sated smile curved her lips when she saw me watching her. 

“Morning, Daddy,” she whispered, voice hoarse from all the moaning and begging. 

“Morning, little one.” I leaned in, kissed her slow and lazy—tasting sleep and the faint trace of last night’s whiskey on her tongue. She sighed into it, fingers threading through my hair. 

The phone buzzed again. She reached for it reluctantly, squinting at the screen. 

“Shit,” she muttered. “My friends. They’re freaking out—group chat’s blowing up. They think I got kidnapped by a leprechaun or something.” 

I chuckled low against her throat. “Tell them you survived. Barely.” 

She typed a quick reply—fingers flying—then set the phone face-down. “They’re meeting for brunch in like an hour. I should… probably go.” 

She didn’t move right away, though. Just lay there a moment longer, tracing the line of my collarbone with her fingertip, eyes soft. 

“I don’t want to leave,” she admitted quietly. 

I caught her wrist, brought her hand to my lips, kissed her knuckles. “Then don’t. Stay. I’ll make coffee. We can pretend the world’s still asleep.” 

She smiled—small, wistful. “Tempting. But I promised them I’d show up. And… I kind of need to shower again. Properly this time.” 

I let her go. 

She slid out of bed, naked and unselfconscious, the morning light painting every curve and mark I’d left on her. Handprints on her ass, faint bruises blooming along her inner thighs, a soft red ring around one nipple from my teeth. 

She stretched—arms overhead, back arching—and I watched every inch of her like I was memorizing it. 

She padded to where her clothes had landed last night—green dress crumpled near the door, bra somewhere in the hallway. 

She bent to pick up the dress, ass presented for a perfect second, and I felt my cock stir despite how thoroughly I’d spent myself. 

She glanced back over her shoulder, caught me looking, and smirked. “Behave, Daddy. I’m already sore.” 

“Sore’s good,” I said. “Means you’ll think of me every time you sit down today.” 

Her cheeks went pink, but she didn’t argue. 

She stepped into the dress—didn’t bother with the bra, just slipped it over her head and let the thin fabric settle. 

No panties. 

She looked down at the floor where the black lace ones lay discarded—damp, crumpled, ruined from the night. 

She paused. 

Then she stepped over them deliberately, leaving them right there in the middle of the hardwood like an offering. 

“Keep those,” she said softly, meeting my eyes. “Something to remember me by. Or… to use next time I come back.” 

I raised a brow. “Next time?” 

She crossed the room to me in two steps, climbed onto the bed, straddled my hips over the sheet. Leaned down until her lips brushed mine. 

“I’m coming back,” she whispered. “Next St. Patrick’s. Or sooner. Whenever I can get a flight. I more of you. More of… everything.” 

I gripped her hips, pulled her down harder against me so she could feel exactly how much I liked that idea. “Careful what you promise, little one. I don’t do half-measures.” 

“Good.” She kissed me once—deep, slow, filthy—then pulled back. “Because I don’t want half. I want all of you ruining me again.” 

She slid off me, stood, smoothed her dress. Grabbed her phone, her bag from the chair. At the bedroom door she turned one last time—hair messy, lips swollen, eyes bright with promise. 

“Text me when you miss me,” she said. “I’ll answer. Promise.” 

Then she was gone—soft footsteps down the hall, the front door clicking shut behind her. 

I lay there a long moment, staring at the ceiling, cock half-hard under the sheet just from the memory of her. 

Then I looked down at the black lace panties still on the floor—small, damp, smelling faintly of her arousal and my come. 

I smiled. 

Next time couldn’t come soon enough. 
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