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Prologue

If anyone had told me four years ago that I’d spend my college years half-in-love with my best friend’s mother, I’d have laughed, crossed myself, and sworn off American beer.

And yet here I am.

At their house.

On St. Patrick’s Day.

Trying not to stare at her mouth.

Her name is Marian Hayes, and God help me, she’s the sort of beautiful that ages like scandal—soft, warm curves wrapped in a dark green dress that fits her too well for a married woman who wasn’t trying to kill me. Forty-seven. Confident. Effortlessly kind. And completely fucking oblivious to the way she ruins me.

I shouldn’t even be here. Not tonight. Not at her husband Daniel’s big “Irish bash,” as he calls it—complete with shamrock garlands, cheap beer dyed green, and a playlist that would embarrass any actual Irishman. But this has been tradition since my freshman year: I show up, drink too much, pretend not to notice Marian, and go home thinking about her more than any sane man should.

She’s across the room now, laughing at something one of the neighbors said, head tipped back, neck exposed—Christ. Four years around her and I still feel nineteen again, tongue-tied, sweaty-palmed, and desperate for something I have no business wanting.

Daniel slaps me on the back as he passes.

“Liam, my man! Grab a drink! Marian baked those soda breads you like!”

As if food is why I’m here.

I look over just as she glances my way. Her eyes catch mine. She smiles—small, polite, familiar—but it hits me like a blow to the ribs. I smile back, probably too soft, too eager. She looks away first. She always does. I don’t know if that’s kindness or caution.

The room is buzzing—neighbors, coworkers, couples half-drunk and loud enough to be heard from the street. It’s light, playful, harmless. Which is exactly why I keep coming back. There’s safety in crowds. In pretending.

In pretending I’m not watching the way Marian tucks a strand of hair behind her ear when she’s flustered. In pretending I don’t feel a sick twist of jealousy whenever Daniel touches her waist. In pretending I haven’t spent the last four years fighting the impulse to get too close.

Tonight, though—there’s something different in the air. The kind of reckless festive buzz that makes people behave badly and blame it all on the holiday.

Someone starts chanting for shots. Someone else turns up the music.

And Marian moves through the house like a quiet green flame.

I tell myself I’ll survive it like I always do.

But a part of me—dark, hungry, stupid—wonders if tonight might finally be the night something slips.

After all, it’s St. Patrick’s Day.

And Americans love their traditions.


Chapter 1

The kitchen is the only half-quiet place in the house, which makes it dangerous. Too many surfaces. Too many memories of Marian leaning over counters, laughing while she handed me snacks before late-night study sessions with her son. Too many moments where I almost told her she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.

And of course she’s here now.

She’s slicing something on the island—soda bread or cake, I can’t tell—her green dress pulling at her waist every time she reaches forward. Her hair is pinned up, a few strands loose at her neck, the kind of careless perfection that makes a man think things he shouldn’t.

I’m pretending to look for napkins when Tyler, one of Daniel’s overly drunk coworkers, bursts through the doorway waving something bright green.

“Ay! Found the perfect thing for our resident Irishman!” he shouts, voice booming off the tile.

Before I can protest, he shoves a ridiculous sash against my chest—sparkly, loud, and reading in bold white letters: KISS ME I’M IRISH.

Christ.

The kitchen erupts in laughter. Marian looks up, and when she sees what I’m holding, she presses her lips together, trying not to smile.

Her husband, Daniel, follows behind Tyler, a beer in hand and an expression that screams I’m about to make this worse.

“Put it on him!” Daniel crows. “C’mon, Liam, don’t be shy. It’s a national holiday for you people.”

“National embarrassment,” I mutter, but he’s already slinging the sash over my shoulder before I can escape.

Marian laughs softly. God, that sound.

It’s warm and soft and sinks right into me.

Daniel steps back, admiring his handiwork, then snaps his fingers like he’s had the most brilliant idea of his life.

“There! Perfect! Now go on—” he gestures toward Marian with a flourish, “—kiss your American mom!”

A wave of teasing groans and cheers ripples through the group.

“Oh my god, Daniel, stop,” Marian says, half laughing, half mortified. She wipes her hands on a towel, face flushed but smiling. “He’s not a child.”

“He’s practically our son after the last four years!” Daniel insists. “Give him a holiday kiss!”

My stomach drops.

My pulse spikes.

This is a joke.

A stupid, harmless, thoughtless joke.

But Marian’s eyes meet mine—and there’s something flickering there. Surprise. Embarrassment. Something else I can’t name.

She steps closer. Too close.

Close enough that I smell the light vanilla of her lotion, the faint sweetness of wine on her breath.

She lifts a hand as if to brush a wrinkle from the sash, fingers grazing my chest far too softly for pretend.

And she smiles up at me—small, careful, as if she’s checking whether I’m about to bolt.

“Just a little peck,” someone chants from the other room.

“Holiday tradition!” someone else adds.

Daniel crosses his arms, grinning wide.

“Go on, you two!”

Marian hesitates.

And that’s when I realize—so do I.

Because for the first time in four years…

I don’t know if she’s going to pull away.

And worse—

I don’t know if I will.

She’s close enough that I feel the warmth of her breath against my cheek.

Close enough that my pulse trips over itself like it’s trying to outrun my common sense.

Marian lifts her hand, fingertips brushing my jaw in a way that makes my whole body lock tight. She’s aiming for my cheek—of course she is. A polite, harmless little peck to satisfy the crowd.

But someone behind me shouts, “Don’t be shy, Liam!”

And at the same moment, a hand slaps my back—friendly, drunken, careless—rocking me forward.

I turn to steady myself.

She turns to meet me.

And our mouths collide.

Not cheek to cheek.

Not close.

Not almost.

Mouth. To. Mouth.

Full and warm and shockingly soft.

The room explodes with laughter—howls, cheers, clapping.

They think it’s hilarious.

They think it’s a mistake.

But Marian doesn’t pull away.

Her lips go still in surprise, just for a heartbeat…

Then soften—just barely—like her body recognizes mine before her mind catches up.

She tastes faintly like sweet wine and something floral.

Her breath hitches—quiet, almost swallowed—but I feel it.

I fucking feel it.

My hands hover uselessly at my sides, but every instinct I have screams to grab her waist, drag her closer, kiss her properly, claim every second of this mistake.

She’s the one who finally pulls back.

But not quickly.

Not like someone embarrassed.

Slow. Controlled.

Her eyes open last.

And when they do—

Christ, she looks wrecked.

Not visibly. Not in a way anyone else could catch.

But I’ve known her for four years.

I know the difference between her polite smile and the look she’s wearing now.

Her fingers are still on my jaw.

We’re too close.

We’re both breathing too hard.

She blinks, lips parted, voice barely a whisper.

“Liam… I—”

But Daniel bursts in laughing, clapping his hands like he just watched a comedy skit.

“That’s my boy! Look at you two—should’ve filmed it!”

A roar of agreement comes from the doorway.

Marian jerks her hand back like she’s been burned, smoothing her dress, pretending nothing happened. Her smile is brittle, her cheeks pink.

Daniel slings an arm around my shoulders.

“You really went for it, huh?”

I swallow hard.

“I—yeah. Sorry. Just—”

“Accidents happen,” he says cheerfully, oblivious. “Right, hun?”

Marian laughs, light and thin.

“Right. Total accident.”

Our eyes meet again.

We both know that’s a lie.

The laughter doesn’t die down.

It swells—loud, drunk, delighted—as more people stumble into the kitchen to see what caused the commotion.

Tyler raises his drink.

“Ohhh, look at them! Liam found himself a proper American wife tonight!”

The room howls.

“Not his American mom anymore,” someone else shouts.

“Upgraded model!”

I should laugh.

I should.

But Marian’s face is flushed, pupils blown wide in a way I don’t think anyone but me notices. She tries to brush it all off, smoothing her dress, tucking her hair back—but her hands shake just a little.

Daniel throws his head back, roaring with laughter.

“Oh come on, guys—don’t embarrass them! It was an accident!”

“Then let ’em do it again!” Tyler yells.

A surge of voices follows, loud and playful:

“Kiss! Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!”

My blood runs hot.

Marian’s eyes widen.

She shakes her head slightly, trying to shush them, but the sound is swallowed by the chant.

Someone slaps my back again.

“Kiss your wife, Liam!”

“She’s taken,” Daniel says, wiping tears of laughter from his eyes. “Happily married — but I’m not against letting him borrow her for the holiday!”

He nudges Marian toward me—gently, but noticeably.

My heart slams against my ribs.

Marian stiffens, one hand rising instinctively to Daniel’s chest.

“Daniel,” she murmurs, mortified, “stop it…”

But he’s grinning like this is pure comedy.

“For luck, hun! It’s St. Paddy’s!” he calls out. “Give the boy another kiss—show him how Americans celebrate!”

The chant crescendos.

“KISS! KISS! KISS!”

Her gaze snaps to mine.

And for a split second, everything around us goes quiet—not literally, but in the way your brain shuts out noise when something you want too much suddenly seems possible.

Her chest rises with a shaky inhale.

I can’t look away.

She whispers—barely audible, probably not meant for me—

“God… this is so inappropriate.”

I don’t move.

I don’t blink.

Because the word she didn’t say was wrong.

She didn’t say stop.

She didn’t say no.

Daniel nudges her again, chuckling.

“Go on, Marian—one more little kiss won’t kill anyone.”

“Yeah! Give him another!” someone echoes.

Marian swallows hard.

Her hand drops from Daniel’s chest.

Her fingers curl at her side.

And she takes the tiniest step toward me—so small no one else would catch it—but it hits me like a match dropped in gasoline.

My breath goes shallow.

Her lips part—in protest, or in surrender, I can’t tell.

The room chants louder.

“KISS! KISS! KISS!”

And Marian Hayes—my best friend’s mother, my quiet four-year obsession, the woman I should never touch again—

is standing inches from my mouth, trembling like she might.

Marian’s flushed, breath unsteady, eyes darting between me and the door like she’s searching for an escape route that doesn’t exist. I’m frozen in place, every muscle tight, waiting for her to move—toward me or away.

Then Daniel grins, shakes his head, and says the words that shift everything:

“Alright, fine—you two clearly need help.”

Before I can register what that means, he plants both hands on our shoulders—

—and shoves us together.

Hard.

It happens fast.

Too fast to stop.

Too fast to pretend.

Our mouths collide again—this time not soft or hesitant but full, hot, direct—a shock of contact that punches the breath out of me.

Her lips part with a tiny gasp against mine.

My hands shoot out instinctively, gripping her waist to steady her as her body bumps into my chest.

She grabs my forearm for balance—

at least, that’s what she’ll tell herself later.

But her fingers curl tighter than they need to.

The room erupts in wild cheers and laughter.

None of it reaches me.

All I feel is her mouth.

Warm. Tender. Trembling.

Opening under mine for a fraction of a second too long.

She tastes like wine and something sweet I’ve wanted for years.

Her breath catches—sharp, shaky—

and it’s the rawest sound I’ve ever heard from her.

For a split second—

a sinful, perfect heartbeat—

she kisses me back.

Not a deep kiss.

Not a bold one.

But a real one.

Her lips fit mine with terrifying ease.

Her body softens against me.

Her hand flattens on my chest, feeling my pulse slam against her palm.

Then she pulls away—

too slow to be innocent,

too fast to be satisfying.

Her chest rises in a shaky inhale.

Her eyes are wide, glazed, startled.

Daniel is laughing like this is all slapstick comedy.

“Ha! There we go! A proper St. Paddy’s kiss!”

Someone else shouts,

“Damn, they’ve got chemistry!”

“American wife material!” another adds.

Marian lets out a strangled laugh, face burning.

Her hand is still on my chest.

She snatches it back like she’s touched fire.

“I—okay, that’s enough,” she manages, voice thin. “You’re all ridiculous.”

But her eyes flick to my mouth again—

a tiny, helpless glance.

No one else sees it.

I do.

And she knows I do.


Chapter 2

Time blurs.

The kitchen incident becomes the talk of the night—loud, endless, embarrassing, electrifying. Everywhere I go, someone grins at me like they know a secret I shouldn’t have.

I’m leaning against the hallway wall now, half-listening to one of Daniel’s buddies ramble about a fishing trip while I nurse a beer I don’t need. My pulse hasn’t settled since the second kiss. It might never settle again.

Across the room, Marian stands with Daniel and a small cluster of neighbors—laughing, smiling, pretending she’s not rattled to her core.

Pretending she’s fine.

But every so often her eyes flick my way.

Quick. Sharp. Guilty. Hungry.

No one else notices.

But I do.

Every damned time.

Tyler shouts from across the living room, “Hey, Liam! Where’s your American wife?!”

The group around Marian erupts in laughter.

Daniel throws an arm around her shoulders, beaming. “Right here! Though I’m not sure I’m willing to share her permanently!”

More laughter.

More teasing.

And then something in me snaps.

Not in anger.

In confidence.

In the reckless, heat-flooded certainty that if I don’t touch her again, I’ll lose my mind.

I push off the wall.

Someone calls my name. I ignore them.

My beer disappears onto a side table.

I walk straight across the room—steady, deliberate, heart hammering—and the moment I reach her, Marian’s breath catches.

She knows.

Before I even move, she knows.

I slip an arm around her waist—not tentative this time, not innocent—and pull her clean out of Daniel’s hold and against my chest.

The room gasps, cheers, explodes at once.

Marian’s hands flutter uselessly in surprise, landing on my chest as she looks up at me—eyes wide, lips parted, face flushed with shock and something much darker.

I grin down at her, playful, bold, far past the point of pretending.

“Well,” I say loudly enough for the whole bloody house to hear, “seems I’m due a proper kiss from my American wife, yeah?”

The crowd roars.

Daniel laughs so hard he nearly spills his beer.

“Go on, man! Claim your bride!”

And before Marian can speak—

before she can protest or escape or overthink—

I bend my head and kiss her.

Not an accident.

Not a push.

Not a joke.

A full, hungry, claiming kiss.

Her lips are soft and warm and trembling as I catch them with mine. Her gasp melts into my mouth. Her fingers tighten on my shirt. Her body curves into me like she’s been waiting four years to do exactly this.

The room cheers.

Someone whistles.

Someone else shouts, “Get a room!”

Daniel laughs like this is the best entertainment he’s seen all year.

But Marian—

Marian kisses me back for a heartbeat too long.

And I feel it.

Everyone feels it.

She pulls away at last, breathless, stunned, staring up at me like she doesn’t recognize the person she’s become in the last ten seconds.

Her chest rises in shallow pants.

Her lips are red.

Her pupils blown.

She looks ruined.

And I know I look the same.

Daniel slaps my back again, grinning.

“Jesus, Liam! Save some for after midnight!”

The crowd laughs.

But Marian…

She can’t laugh.

Not now.

Her gaze drops to my mouth.

And she swallows.

Marian is still trying to steady herself.

Her cheeks flushed, lips swollen, hands trembling slightly where she keeps smoothing down her dress. I’ve got one hand on her waist, still holding her close, because letting go feels impossible.

And then Tyler raises his phone and yells—

“Hey! Newlyweds! Let’s get a picture of the happy couple!”

The crowd cracks up.

Someone claps.

Someone else whistles.

Daniel grins like this is the best night of his life.

“Yeah—come on, babe. Stand with Aiden. One pic!”

Marian’s eyes widen at Daniel’s casual cheer, but she doesn’t protest.

Not loudly, anyway.

She tries to step back — just a subtle shift of weight — but I tighten my arm around her waist. Not enough to trap her. Just enough to tell her:

Not yet.

Not done.

Her breath catches.

Tyler waves us closer.

“No—stand like you like each other! She’s your American wife now!”

More laughter explodes around us.

Marian gives a shaky laugh of her own, trying to play along.

“Oh my God… you guys are ridiculous.”

But she leans back into me.

Just enough.

My hand slides a little lower on her waist.

Maybe I shouldn’t.

Maybe I don’t care.

Her body goes warm and taut against mine.

Daniel folds his arms, beaming like this is a sitcom.

“C’mon, babe. Smile. It’s funny!”

Funny.

Right.

Tyler lifts the phone again.

“Okay—big smiles! Actually, wait—Aiden, kiss her cheek. It’ll be hilarious.”

My pulse spikes.

I look down at her.

She looks up at me.

And in that tiny moment — one breath between us — we both know exactly what would happen if I kissed her cheek.

It wouldn’t land on her cheek.

She wets her lips.

A terrible, perfect giveaway.

“Go on!” someone hollers.

“Kiss your wife!”

Daniel laughs, shaking his head.

“Do it, man — she won’t bite!”

If only he knew.

I lean in.

Slow.

Deliberate.

My mouth hovers a whisper from her cheek.

Her scent hits me again — warm skin, soft perfume, something faintly sweet. It knocks the sense clean out of me.

She tilts her head the smallest bit… toward me.

Tyler says, “Hold that pose!”

Flash.

But neither of us moves.

Her breath brushes my mouth.

My lips graze her cheekbone — barely, but enough to feel the heat of her skin.

Something inside her stutters — a tiny tremble I feel all the way to my spine.

The room cheers again.

“Damn, Aiden!”

“Get a room!”

“They’re too good at this!”

Marian pulls back at last, smiling too brightly, cheeks burning.

She tucks hair behind her ear with shaking fingers.

“Okay, that’s enough photos,” she says, voice too thin to hide anything.

But she glances at me again.

Quick.

Guilty.

Wanting.

And I know —

She’s not getting through the rest of this night untouched by what we’ve already done.

Neither am I.


Chapter 3

Daniel and I are half-sunk into the couch, two beers in, pretending to follow whatever story he’s telling about a work buddy who once caught a fish “the size of a toddler.” The living room is packed, loud, warm with alcohol and laughter. I nod along, though every nerve I have is tuned to one thing:

Marian.

She moves through the party like she’s trying not to touch the ground — smiling at neighbors, refilling bowls, brushing her hair behind her ear every time someone mentions the word kiss.

She hasn’t looked at me in ten minutes.

But I feel her.

Then she steps into the living room, weaving past the coffee table, carrying a tray of drinks.

And something inside me snaps again.

I don’t think.

I don’t plan.

I just move.

As she passes in front of me — close enough that her skirt brushes my knee — I reach out.

My hand wraps gently, firmly around her waist.

She startles, eyes widening as I tug her off-balance and straight onto my lap.

Gasps pop around the room like firecrackers.

Then laughter.

Then cheers.

Daniel barks a surprised laugh beside me.

“Oh my God, Aiden! What the hell—”

I grin up at her, playful, bold as sin.

“Sorry, man. Needed some American wife time.”

The room erupts.

“GET IT, AIDEN!”

“AMERICAN WIFE!”

“KISS HER!”

Marian’s breath stutters across my cheek.

Her hands land on my shoulders — not to push away, just to stabilize herself. Her dress hikes a little higher on her thighs as she straddles one of my legs, heat seeping through the fabric into me.

“Aiden,” she whispers — mortified, breathless, trembling — “you can’t— we can’t—”

“Sure we can,” I murmur, voice low enough only she can hear. “They’re beggin’ for it.”

Her lips part.

Her pulse flutters at her throat.

She should get up.

She doesn’t.

Daniel throws an arm up like he’s conducting the crowd.

“KISS YOUR WIFE, MAN!”

The chant starts like a wave:

“KISS! KISS! KISS!”

Marian looks at me, panic and desire warring bright in her eyes.

I see her break.

Right there.

Just a tiny crack — but it’s enough.

I slide a hand up her spine, fingers curling into the back of her dress.

“C’mere, a stór,” I whisper.

Then I pull her down into me.

Our mouths crash together — hot, deep, hungry.

She gasps into my mouth and then melts, absolutely melts, fingers curling behind my neck as she kisses me back in front of her husband, in front of everyone, like she’s forgotten the entire world exists.

Her body shifts on my lap, sitting fully now, thighs tightening around me, heat blooming at every point of contact.

Someone shouts,

“DAMN, THAT’S A KISS!”

Daniel laughs louder than anyone.

“Jesus, Marian! Save some for later!”

But she doesn’t pull away.

Not for a long, reckless, devastating moment.

And when she finally breaks the kiss, breath ragged, lips swollen, pupils blown — she doesn’t move off my lap.

She just sits there.

Breathing me in.

Ruined.

Ruining me right back.

And the crowd loves it.

Daniel’s phone buzzes, and he glances at the screen.

“Oh shit—Mike’s outside with the keg. I gotta help him.”

He pats Marian’s hip—my hand is already there.

“Babe, stay put. Aiden, watch her for a minute.”

He says it laughing, casual, absolutely clueless.

Then he disappears with half the room following him.

And suddenly—

she and I are alone in the center of the party.

People are still around us, drinking, cheering, joking—but no one is really watching now. No one is close enough to hear. No one is paying attention to the way she’s shaking on my lap.

Her hands stay on my shoulders.

Her knees tighten against my hips.

Her breath ghosts across my lips.

“Aiden,” she whispers. “This is… we’ve gone too far.”

She doesn’t move away.

I slide my hand from the middle of her back to the curve of her waist, savoring the warm, soft give of her body beneath the green fabric.

“Marian,” I murmur, “we’ve only just started.”

Her breath catches.

Her fingers curl into my shirt.

“Aiden—don’t—”

I tilt my head and kiss the corner of her mouth.

Barely a brush.

Barely anything.

And she shivers like I’ve touched every inch of her at once.

She lets out a soft, helpless sound—too quiet for anyone but me.

I kiss her again.

A little firmer.

A little lower.

Her nails bite lightly into my shoulder.

“God…” she whispers, eyes fluttering shut.

The room is loud, chaotic, drunk—

and she’s melting on my lap like we’re alone in a dark room.

I slide my hand up her back, fingers splaying beneath her hair, gently guiding her mouth to mine again. She doesn’t resist. She leans in, lips parting before mine even touch hers.

When our mouths meet this time, it’s slow—and filthier than anything we’ve done tonight.

She kisses me like she’s starving.

Like she’s been starving for years and finally let herself taste something forbidden.

I feel her thighs shift on my lap, her hips settle a little heavier against me.

She’s trying not to move.

Trying not to grind.

Failing.

My hand slides lower, curving around the top of her hip, thumb brushing the edge of her thigh where her dress pulls tight.

She gasps into my mouth.

“Marian,” I murmur against her lips, “you should get off my lap if you don’t want me touchin’ you.”

She doesn’t move.

She whispers, voice breaking,

“Aiden… don’t say things like that.”

“Why not?” I kiss her jaw, slow, savoring. “Does it make you want somethin’ you shouldn’t?”

Her breath trembles.

Her fingers tangle in the back of my hair.

Down the hall, someone shouts about beer pong.

Nearby, someone laughs too loudly.

But she’s focused only on me—lost, overwhelmed, wanting.

I slide my hand to the side of her thigh, thumb stroking the warm skin just above her knee.

She inhales sharply, hips tilting a fraction into mine before she can stop herself.

“Aiden…”

Her voice is barely a breath.

“You have to stop.”

I kiss her again—slow, deep, deliberate.

“No,” I whisper, lips brushing hers, “I don’t think I do.”

And she doesn’t pull away.

Not even a little.


Chapter 4

Marian is still on my lap, trying to breathe, trying to pretend she hasn’t kissed me like she meant it. Her fingers stay tangled lightly in my shirt, as if she’s forgotten to let go.

A couple of partygoers wander back into the living room.

Tyler.

One of the neighbors.

Someone’s brother-in-law.

They see her on my lap and instantly light up.

“Ohhh, the lovebirds again!”

“American wife check!”

“Aiden, man, you’re killing it!”

Marian squeezes her eyes shut for half a second like she wants the floor to swallow her.

But she doesn’t move off me.

Tyler grins. “C’mon, dude, give her another one! Do it for the crowd!”

I lean in without needing more permission.

I kiss Marian’s neck.

Slow.

Open-mouthed.

Deep enough that her whole body jerks.

She clamps a hand over her mouth to stop a sound from escaping.

The room explodes.

“DAMN!”

“He’s bold!”

“Marian, girl—get it!”

Her face goes crimson, but her thighs tighten around me just a little, and the way her hips settle down?

That’s not fear.

That’s need.

I let my hand drift up her thigh again, fingers wrapping firmly around the warm flesh just below her skirt.. Her breath hitches instantly, body going taut.

“You okay, Marian?” someone calls teasingly.

She nods too quickly, voice barely above a whisper.

“I’m—yeah. I’m fine.”

Lie.

She’s trembling.

I kiss her neck again, lower this time, letting my teeth graze her just enough to make her gasp.

And then—

I guide her hips.

My hands slide to her waist, slow and deliberate, fingers spreading over her curves. I lift her just a breath and pull her forward until her body settles perfectly over me.

Her breath shatters.

“Aiden—” she whispers, horrified at herself. “Not here. Not—god—”

But I keep my hands firm on her waist.

I move her.

Barely a shift.

Barely a grind.

But enough.

Enough that her heat presses right against me.

Enough that she knows exactly what she’s doing.

Enough that I know exactly how wet she is.

She bites down on her bottom lip, a helpless little sound escaping her throat. She tries to hide it in a cough.

Tyler snickers.

“Damn, she’s into it.”

Her nails dig into my shoulders.

Not pushing away.

Holding on.

I kiss the hollow of her throat, slow and sinful, and whisper against her skin:

“Just movin’ you, a stór. You’re the one doin’ the rest.”

Her entire body flushes hot.

I roll her hips again—just a slight rock, enough for her to feel the hard press beneath her, enough for her to melt a little more into me.

She whispers, voice wrecked,

“Aiden… please…”

But she doesn’t stand up.

She doesn’t even try.

The people nearby cheer again, completely oblivious to the line she’s crossing in my lap.

“Marian! He’s gonna steal you for real!”

“Aiden, man, she’s whipped!”

I nip gently at her neck, and her hips jerk in my grip, sliding exactly where I want her.

She chokes on a breath.

My lips brush her ear.

“Keep movin’, love. They think it’s all a joke.”

And God help her—

She does.

Marian’s breath is coming too fast, too shallow, too needy for her to hide anymore.

My hands stay locked on her waist as she rocks against me — tiny movements that no one but I can fully see, but everyone can feel the heat of.

Her thighs are trembling now.

Her chest rising and falling erratically.

Her nails digging into my shoulders like she’s holding onto the edge of something she can’t afford to fall from.

I guide her again, subtle but firm — rolling her hips down just enough to drag her across the hard line beneath her. Her breath catches, breaks, then escapes in a soft, bitten-off moan she hides behind my neck.

“Easy, a stór,” I murmur against her jaw. “They think it’s just more kissin’.”

She’s gone — completely gone — eyes unfocused, lips parted, trying so hard to look normal when she’s seconds from coming on me in a room full of people.

And then—

Daniel’s voice cuts through the noise.

“Hey! What’d I miss?”

Marian goes rigid.

I keep her moving.

My fingers press into her hips, subtle, controlling, shifting her just enough. Just right. Just where she’s already sensitive and aching.

She sucks in a sharp breath, panic flickering in her eyes.

Daniel drops into an armchair across from us, completely oblivious, sipping his beer with a grin.

“Still hoggin’ my wife, man?”

I grin back lazily, never stopping the slight roll of her hips.

“Aye,” I say lightly. “Borrowin’ her a bit longer.”

Marian swallows hard, her entire body vibrating with tension. Her thighs clamp around me, trying to stop herself from moving — but my hands keep her going. Slow. Sinful. Inescapable.

She whispers into my shoulder, voice broken:

“Aiden… please… I can’t— not now—”

“You can,” I whisper back, low and sure. “You’re right there.”

Her breath shatters.

Her hips jerk.

She grips me like she’s drowning.

Daniel laughs at something someone says behind him, drumming his hand on the arm of the chair.

He doesn’t see her falling apart on my lap.

No one does.

Only me.

I move her again — a small, perfect grind.

Her entire body stiffens.

“Aiden—oh—”

Her voice breaks on the last sound, barely a whisper, just air — but her body says the rest.

Her thighs clamp around me hard.

Her hips stutter.

Her fingers twist into my shirt, knuckles white.

Her breath collapses into a silent cry against my neck.

And then she comes.

Right there.

On my lap.

In a crowded living room.

While her husband sits ten feet away laughing with friends.

I hold her steady through it, hands firm on her hips, guiding her as she shudders and melts, her whole body softening, trembling, giving in.

When it hits her fully, she buries her face in my neck, teeth sinking lightly into my skin to keep quiet.

I feel everything.

Every pulse.

Every tremor.

Every desperate grind she can’t stop.

I stroke her back slowly, soothingly, like I’m comforting her instead of the one who just broke her.

Daniel glances over, grinning.

“Everything good over there?”

I smile lazily, brushing a hand through Marian’s hair.

“Aye,” I say softly, eyes locked on hers. “Everything’s perfect.”

She can’t even lift her head.

Her breath is still shaking.

Her thighs still trembling.

Her body completely undone in my lap.

And no one knows.

Except me.


Chapter 5

Marian is still shaking on my lap when the last of her orgasm finally ebbs. Her breathing is shallow, uneven, her face buried against my shoulder like she can hide from what just happened.

She can’t.

Not from me.

Slowly — carefully — she lifts her head.

Her cheeks are flushed deep pink, eyes glassy, lips parted like she’s struggling to relearn how to breathe. Anyone looking at her would think she’s just tipsy.

Only I know better.

Her thighs twitch around me again.

She feels it.

She remembers exactly what she did.

And so do I.

She swallows hard.

“I— I need to— I should get up,” she whispers.

Her voice is wrecked.

I loosen my grip on her waist but keep one hand at her hip, steadying her as she shifts off my lap. Her legs slide down on either side of mine, her skirt brushing dangerously up her thighs.

When her feet hit the floor—

Her knees buckle.

Completely.

She gasps, grabbing my shoulders to stay upright.

Her whole body giving out from the force of what she just did.

A couple people nearby laugh lightly, thinking she’s drunk.

“Whoa, Marian! You okay?”

“Girl, you need water!”

Daniel barely glances over, still mid-conversation, amused.

“She’s fine. She’s a lightweight.”

I catch her firmly, hands closing around her hips, pulling her back against my chest before she can fall.

“Aye, careful, a stór,” I murmur against her ear. “Didn’t mean to wear you out.”

She sucks in a sharp breath, mortified, but leans into me because she has no choice.

Her thighs are still trembling.

Tyler whistles.

“Damn, she really DOES like bein’ his wife!”

Laughter ripples through the room again.

Marian goes rigid with embarrassment—

but I don’t let her go.

I slide one arm securely around her waist, steadying her completely. She fits against me like she was made for it.

Daniel finally notices, chuckles, and shakes his head.

“She’s wiped out already? Babe, you good?”

She nods too fast.

“Yeah—yes, I’m fine, I just— just stood up too fast.”

She is lying.

Badly.

I brush my thumb along her waist, subtle but intimate.

Then I look straight at Daniel, casual grin on my face.

“Think I better take my wife to lie down for a moment,” I say, perfectly timed, perfectly teasing.

The room howls.

“OH SHIT!”

“PUT HER TO BED, AIDEN!”

“TAKE CARE OF THAT WIFE!”

Daniel laughs, shaking his head, totally oblivious.

“Yeah, man, go settle her down before she falls over.”

Marian makes a strangled noise in her throat — half protest, half need — but she’s still clinging to me for balance.

Her body betrays everything she can’t say.

I lean in, my mouth brushing her ear.

“Come with me,” I whisper. “You’re not steady enough to stay out here.”

Her breath stutters.

But she nods.

Just once.

Small.

Helpless.

Mine.

She walks like her legs don’t belong to her.

Soft steps, thighs brushing, breath catching every few seconds as I guide her down the hallway with my hand firm at the small of her back. The house is loud behind us—laughter, music, people still shouting “American wife!”—but it all fades the moment we turn the corner.

Her bedroom door is cracked open.

Her room.

Not the guest room.

Not some spare space.

Hers.

She stops in front of it, hand trembling on the frame.

“Aiden… we can’t—this is—this is my bedroom.”

I step behind her, chest pressed to her back.

My hands skim slowly up her arms.

“I know,” I murmur into her hair.

“That’s why we’re goin’ in.”

She shivers—full body, helpless—then nods once, almost imperceptibly.

I push the door open.

Warm lamplight.

Soft sheets.

Her perfume lingering in the air.

I guide her inside and close the door behind us with a soft click.

Marian turns toward me, breath shaky.

“Aiden… please. You can’t—”

I cup her jaw gently with one hand.

“A stór… I already have.”

She melts.

Completely.

I back her toward the bed, step by slow step, until the backs of her knees touch the mattress. She sways, palms bracing on my chest like she wants to push me away but can’t remember how.

I drag my knuckles lightly down her neck, over the green fabric hugging her waist.

“Take off your dress,” I say softly.

Her breath catches like I’ve hooked a finger under her ribs.

“I—Aiden—”

I slide my hands down her hips and grip the hem of her dress, lifting it an inch.

“Do you want me to do it?”

Her entire body answers for her.

I pull the dress upward, inch by inch, exposing trembling thighs, the soft curve of her stomach, the pale lace of her bra. When I lift it over her head, she gasps, arms instinctively crossing over her chest.

I gently take her wrists and lower them.

“Don’t hide from me,” I whisper. “Not tonight.”

Her blush deepens.

Her pulse flutters.

I let my eyes roam down her—slow, reverent, hungry.

She is beautiful.

I step closer, until my mouth is brushing her ear.

“A question for you, Marian.”

She swallows hard.

“What?”

I trail a finger down her bare stomach.

“D’you have any Irish in ye?”

She lets out a small, breathless laugh—half nerves, half desire.

“No,” she whispers.

I grip her hips and pull her flush against me, my voice low and wicked in her ear.

“Well…”

I kiss the corner of her mouth.

“You’re about to.”

She trembles so hard she has to clutch my shoulders to stay standing.

I take one slow step back and begin unbuttoning my shirt.

Her eyes track every movement—wide, glassy, hungry despite the way her hands keep fluttering like she doesn’t know where to put them.

I drop the shirt.

Undo my belt.

She swallows.

“It’s not too late to stop,” she whispers, but she says it like she hopes I won’t.

I don’t.

I let my zipper fall open and push my pants off my hips. Her breath catches the second she sees the strain beneath my briefs—thick, hard, already aching for her.

I step close, hooking a finger under her bra strap.

“Arms up,” I say softly.

She obeys.

I lift the bra over her head, letting the straps fall down her arms, her breasts spilling free into my hands—soft, warm, perfect. She shivers violently when my thumbs brush her nipples, arching into the touch like she didn’t mean to.

“Beautiful,” I murmur.

Her panties are next—white lace, damp at the center.

I slide them down her thighs slowly, watching her face as I bare her inch by inch. She steps out of them with a shaky breath.

Now she’s naked.

In her own bedroom.

In front of me.

I catch her chin lightly between my fingers.

“Lie back, love.”

She does—crawling onto the bed, sinking into the sheets with her legs parted just slightly, like she can’t decide whether to hide or invite.

I follow her, climbing over her body until I’m straddling her waist. My cock hangs heavy above her breasts, and her eyes drop to it instantly—lips parting in a soundless gasp.

I take her wrists and guide her hands to her sides.

“Let me,” I say.

Then I press myself between her tits.

Her breath breaks.

I wrap her breasts around me with both hands, sliding my length through the soft, warm valley of her chest. The friction is obscene—slick, hot, perfect. She moans softly as the head of my cock drags up toward her throat, then back down toward her ribs.

“Christ, Marian…” I grit out. “You feel unreal.”

She tries to speak, but all that comes out is a whimper.

I thrust again—slow at first, letting her feel the weight of me, the heat, the need. Her breasts close tighter around me each time I move, her nipples brushing my skin, making her tremble beneath me.

I lean closer, voice low.

“Use your hands,” I murmur.

She reaches up, takes her breasts in her palms, and squeezes them around my shaft. The sight of her—naked, flushed, holding herself around me while I slide through her tits—nearly undoes me.

“Good girl,” I breathe.

Her hips twitch at the praise.

I guide her hands lower, down to the base of my cock, then even lower.

To my balls.

“Touch me,” I whisper.

She hesitates only a second before her fingers curl around them—light at first, almost shy.

The groan that tears out of my chest is raw.

“Marian… fuck—yes, just like that.”

She cups them gently, then rolls them in her palm, massaging softly while my cock glides between her breasts in slow, hungry strokes.

Her thighs part more.

Her lips fall open.

Her eyes are fixed on the length of me sliding over her chest.

“Aiden…” she breathes. “I shouldn’t want this.”

I thrust harder—slow, deliberate, pressing the head of my cock up toward her throat.

“You do,” I growl.

“And I’m not stoppin’ until you say so.”

She doesn’t say a word.

She just squeezes her breasts tighter around me and strokes my balls with trembling fingers while I use her exactly how I’ve wanted to for years.

Her breasts are wrapped tight around me, her fingers playing with my balls like she can’t stop touching me. Her lips are parted, eyes glazed, cheeks flushed—completely undone beneath me.

I slide higher on her body.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Until my knees are planted on either side of her ribs and my cock is poised just over her mouth.

She looks up at me like she’s starving.

I take my length in one hand, stroking it slowly right above her lips.

“You want your first bit of Irish, Marian?” I ask softly.

Her breath breaks—a shuddering exhale that shakes her whole body.

“Yes,” she whispers.

It comes out immediately, like she meant to deny herself and couldn’t.

I guide the head of my cock to her mouth.

Just resting it there.

Letting her feel the weight of it.

The heat.

The promise.

“Open,” I murmur.

She does—so obediently it nearly pulls a groan straight from my chest.

I slide the head between her lips, just a taste, just enough for her tongue to flick against the underside.

Her eyes flutter.

She devours me.

Her mouth closes around me hungrily, sucking me in slow, deep, deliberate pulls like she’s been dreaming of it. Her lips stretch around the girth, cheeks hollowing as she works the head, her tongue swirling in maddening, desperate circles.

I brace one hand on the headboard behind her, the other gripping her hair to guide her pace.

“Christ, Marian…”

My voice cracks.

“You’re takin’ me so well.”

She moans around my cock—vibration shooting straight through me, nearly buckling my arms.

I slide deeper, inch by inch, feeling her lips glide down my shaft, feeling her breath hitch as she takes more of me.

Then I shift, lifting myself slightly.

“Hands,” I say.

She instantly brings both hands to my balls, cupping them, massaging them softly, rolling them in her palms while her mouth works me with growing urgency.

Heat rips through me.

Her tongue drags up the underside of my cock as she pulls back, then she takes me again—deeper this time, as if she can’t bear to lose contact. She moans again, louder, filthy and helpless.

“Good girl…” I groan through clenched teeth. “Fuck, that’s it.”

She sucks me with a wet, obscene enthusiasm that sends my vision blurring. Her tongue flicks at the slit, then she takes me halfway to her throat, gagging softly and grinding her palms against my balls at the same time.

I almost collapse.

I force myself to breathe, hips shaking as she milks me with her mouth like she’s addicted to the taste already.

“You want more?” I ask, voice low and wrecked.

She nods with her lips wrapped around me, moaning again.

I guide her head gently, sliding deeper, letting the head of my cock press against the back of her throat—not enough to hurt her, just enough for her to feel how big I am, how much she wants this.

Her nails dig into my thighs.

She pulls back, gasping, spit connecting her lips to my shaft.

Then—

Before I can move—

She grabs my hips with both hands and pulls me back in, swallowing me greedily while her fingers knead my balls harder.

A sharp, broken curse tears out of me.

“Jesus—Marian—fuck—”

She devours me like she’s starved for it.

Like tasting me is the only thing keeping her alive.

And I let her.

I let her take every inch she wants.

Every sound she makes

every flick of her tongue

every squeeze of her hands

drags me closer to losing control right above her.

And she loves it.

Her mouth is still wrapped around the head of my cock, spit shining her lips, breath coming in hot little gasps between every hungry suck. Her hands are cupping my balls, rolling them in her palms like she can’t get enough.

I’m right at the edge.

Too close.

Too much.

I slide my cock from her mouth with a wet sound that makes her whimper. Her eyes dart up to mine—dazed, flushed, needy.

“Open,” I say, breath rough.

She obeys instantly.

I lower myself to her face, guiding her hands at my hips. Then I take her chin in one hand and tilt her head back slightly.

“Now suck my balls, a stór,” I growl.

The sound she makes is pure surrender.

She leans in and takes me into her mouth—warm, wet, soft. Her tongue flicks gently at first, then with growing boldness. My entire body jolts.

“Fuck—Marian—Christ—”

Her hands stroke the base of my shaft while she draws each ball into her mouth in turn, swirling her tongue, sucking greedily like she wants every part of me.

My vision blurs.

My legs shake.

My breath comes in ragged, broken growls.

She moans around me—deep, vibrating, filthy—sending heat ripping up my spine.

“Enough,” I hiss, pulling back before I lose the last shred of control. “Look at me.”

She looks up, mouth swollen, chest heaving, spit on her chin, eyes half-lidded with want.

I wrap my fist around my cock and stroke once—twice—

“Aiden…” she whispers, voice trembling. “Please…”

That’s all it takes.

My body snaps.

I come with a deep, guttural groan I can’t contain.

Thick, hot ropes spill across her face—her cheeks, her lips, her nose—marking her beautifully. She gasps softly, staring up at me like she’s been branded.

Another pulse hits her throat, sliding down between her tits.

Her breasts rise as she inhales sharply, the cum streaking across her skin, warm and dripping.

She looks ruined.

Marked.

Mine.

Her fingers move without thinking, spreading it across her breasts, her nipples, her collarbone, like she needs to feel all of it.

I stroke the last drops onto her chin, rubbing it gently with my thumb.

She doesn’t look away.

She doesn’t blush.

She just whispers, breath trembling:

“Aiden… oh my God…”

I lean down, kiss her forehead, and murmur against her skin:

“You’re perfect like this, Marian.”

Her legs fall open a little.

Her chest heaves.

Her nipples tighten under the streaks of white.

I drag my thumb down her sternum, smearing the cum lower.

“You look like you were made to take me,” I murmur.

She shudders, whole body reacting.

“And we’re nowhere near done.”


Chapter 6

Her skin is still streaked with my cum—cheeks, chin, breasts, the soft rise of her belly. She looks like sin incarnate lying there in her own bed, legs parted, breath shallow, eyes unfocused from the orgasm she already gave me.

I drag my hand slowly down her stomach, smearing the mess lower, letting it glisten over her skin.

When my fingers reach the inside of her thigh, she gasps—hips twitching, already sensitive, already needy again.

I settle between her legs, hands sliding up to grip her hips. She spreads for me instinctively, like her body can’t help it. Like it’s begging without permission.

“Aiden…” she whispers. “Please…”

“Not yet,” I murmur.

I angle myself forward, letting the head of my cock brush the slick heat between her thighs—just barely. The faintest pressure. Enough to make her inhale sharply.

Her hips jerk up toward me.

I pull back.

She lets out a frustrated whimper that goes straight to my spine.

“Oh, Marian,” I say softly, dragging my cock along her slit again, slow enough to make her shake. “You’re desperate already.”

She bites her lip hard.

“I want you.”

“Say it properly.”

She squeezes her thighs around me, trying to pull me closer, but I hold her hips firmly, keeping her spread wide.

I slide the head of my cock along her again, letting it catch on her entrance for a split second—enough for her to feel the size of me, the pressure, the stretch she’s missing.

She gasps, arching.

“Aiden… please—put it in—”

I shake my head slowly, savoring every second.

“No.”

My voice drops, low and sure.

“You’re not gettin’ this cock until you beg for it.”

Her eyes flutter.

Her breath stutters.

Her fingers claw lightly into the sheets.

“Aiden—please—”

“Not enough.”

I drag the head across her clit in one slow stroke.

Her entire body jolts.

“Oh—God—Aiden—”

I smirk and hold her hips down as she tries to grind into me.

“Tell me you need it,” I murmur. “Tell me you need your Irish cock.”

Her face burns, shame and desire mixing dangerously. She tries to look away, but I guide her chin back with one finger.

“Look at me.”

She does.

Shaken.

Flushed.

Completely undone.

“I need it…”

Her voice cracks.

“I need your cock, Aiden.”

I press the head against her entrance again—just an inch, just enough for her body to pulse around nothing.

“More,” I breathe.

She swallows.

Then whispers, wrecked:

“I need your Irish cock inside me… please…”

Heat explodes through me.

“Good girl.”

I push forward—

the head stretches her, slow and hungry—

just the tip, barely anything, but enough to make her cry out softly and dig her nails into my arms.

I hold still, teasing her with that first inch.

She gasps, writhing, trembling around me already.

“Aiden—more—please—”

I lean down, lips brushing her ear.

“You’ll get every inch of me,” I whisper, pressing slightly deeper, feeling her pulse around me—

“right after you say you’re mine.”

I hold at her entrance—just the thick head of my cock stretching her open, just enough to make her tremble and gasp beneath me. Her thighs quiver around my hips, her nails dig into my arms, her breath breaks into these soft, helpless little sounds that tell me exactly how close she is to losing every bit of control she has left.

“Say it,” I whisper, my mouth brushing her ear.

“Say you’re mine.”

She tries to inhale and her body tightens instinctively around the inch I’ve given her. Her knees rise, her hips tilt, her hands clutch at me as if the answer has been living under her ribs for years.

She looks up at me—eyes wide, pupils blown, lips trembling—and whispers:

“I’m yours, Aiden.”

Her voice cracks.

Her whole body arches into me.

And that’s it.

My restraint snaps.

I grip her hips, pull back half an inch, and then—

I thrust into her in one deep, claiming stroke.

She cries out—sharp, broken, gorgeous—her back arching clean off the mattress as I fill her to the hilt. Her walls clamp around me like her body’s been waiting for this exact moment, gripping me so tightly I groan through clenched teeth.

“Jesus—Marian—fuck—”

I wasn’t prepared for how perfect she’d feel.

How hot.

How tight.

How absolutely made for me.

Her legs wrap around my waist immediately, heels digging into my lower back, pulling me impossibly deeper.

“Oh—God—Aiden—”

Her voice is breathless, high, stunned.

“You’re—so big—I—can’t—”

I kiss her jaw, her cheek, the corner of her mouth—quick, hungry presses of my lips as she tries to breathe through the stretch.

“You can,” I murmur against her ear. “You’re takin’ me beautifully.”

Her nails drag down my back as another trembling sound breaks from her throat.

I pull out halfway—slow enough for her to feel every inch leaving her—

then slam back into her, hard.

She gasps, head falling back, throat exposed.

Her breasts bounce with the movement, still streaked with the dried mess I left on her.

I grab her thigh and thrust again—deep, filling her completely—her breath shattering into a moan she tries and fails to swallow.

“That’s it,” I growl. “Let me hear you.”

She does.

Every sound is for me.

Raw, soft, desperate.

I pull out slower this time, teasing the head against her entrance before pushing deep again, making her feel every inch of the claim she just gave me.

Her walls flutter around me—tight, wet, perfect.

“Aiden—oh—oh my God—”

“You’re mine now,” I whisper, thrusting once more, deep enough that her hips lift helplessly into me.

She nods wildly, barely coherent.

“Yes—yes—Aiden—I’m yours—”

Her entire body arches, trembling, gripping me tighter, her orgasm already building again from the force of my strokes.

Her words — I’m yours — are still ringing in my skull when I hook her legs over my shoulders and drive into her with a force that knocks the breath straight out of her lungs.

She cries out — head thrown back, hands gripping the sheets — her whole body arching like she’s been electrified.

“Aiden—oh—oh God—”

Her voice breaks with every thrust.

I grab her hips, pulling her down onto my cock as I pound into her, deeper than before, deeper than she’s ever been taken. Her breasts bounce wildly, her mouth falling open with helpless little gasps she can’t control.

“Look at ye,” I groan, thrusting harder. “Taking me so deep. My good girl.”

She whimpers — loud, needy — the sound dissolving into a moan that borders on a sob.

“Aiden—don’t stop—please don’t stop—”

“Not stoppin’ till you scream, love.”

I angle my hips upward — and hit that perfect spot inside her.

Her entire body breaks.

She claws at the pillow behind her head, legs trembling against my shoulders as her voice punches out of her:

“YES—AIDEN—FUCK—RIGHT THERE—”

My grip tightens.

I slam into her again.

Harder.

Hard enough that the headboard rattles quietly against the wall.

“You feel me up in your belly, Marian?” I spit out through clenched teeth. “Feel how deep I am?”

“Yes—yes—God yes—”

“You’re squeezin’ me so tight I can barely move,” I growl. “Greedy little thing.”

She wails softly, hips lifting to meet every thrust even though she’s shaking uncontrollably.

Her pussy clamps around me like she’s trying to pull every inch deeper.

Her eyes roll back.

“Aiden—oh my God—oh my—Aiden—!”

I lose the last shred of control.

I fold her knees back toward her chest, practically bending her in half as I drive into her — fast, punishing, claiming.

She screams.

Actually screams.

“FUCK—AIDEN—”

“That’s it,” I snarl. “Let the whole fuckin’ house hear who’s inside ye.”

Her pussy spasms around me, pulsing, fluttering — she’s close, so close, teetering right at the edge.

Her voice breaks:

“Aiden—I’m gonna—I’m gonna—”

My thrusts get rougher, deeper, unrelenting.

“Go on,” I groan. “Come for me again. Come on your Irish cock.”

“Oh—God—Aiden—AIDEN—”

She shatters.

Her orgasm hits like a wave — body arching, thighs trembling violently against my shoulders, pussy gripping me so hard I nearly collapse. She sobs out a sound that’s all pleasure and no breath.

And as she’s shaking beneath me, lost in it, I lean down and whisper against her mouth:

“Gonna give you somethin’ proper for St. Paddy’s, a stór.”

She gasps, still spasming.

I thrust deeper — impossibly deep — grinding against her swollen, trembling body.

“Gonna fill ye,” I murmur, voice guttural. “Give you a whole brood of little leprechauns.”

Her eyes fly open, pupils blown, the words slamming into her like a physical force.

“Aiden—oh God—”

“You want it?” I snarl. “Want me to fuckin’ breed ye on St. Patrick’s Day?”

“Yes—yes—yes—Aiden, please—fill me—”

That’s it.

I plunge into her one last time, burying myself fully, her legs tight around my shoulders as she clenches around me—

And I cum hard inside her.

A deep, broken groan rips out of me as heat floods into her — pulse after pulse, thick and hot, filling her exactly the way she begged for.

Her back arches, a strangled cry breaking from her chest as she feels it—

Feels me

filling her

claiming her

marking her from the inside now too.

I stay there, shaking, buried deep, her legs wrapped tight around me.

Her breath is uneven.

Her chest is rising fast.

Her body is still fluttering around me, milking every drop.

I whisper against her lips:

“There ye go, love. Full of Irish now.”

She moans, breathless, wrecked.

And I don’t pull out.


Chapter 7

Marian’s legs are still shaking when I finally ease out of her, my cum spilling warm between her thighs. She gasps softly at the loss, immediately closing her knees like she’s trying to hold on to the heat I left inside her.

I press a slow kiss to her inner thigh.

“A stór,” I murmur, “don’t bother closin’ up. I’m fillin’ you again later.”

Her breath stutters — wrecked, flushed, wanting.

She tries to speak and fails. Instead, she just nods, trembling.

I help her sit up. The mess between her legs glistens, soft streaks of white across her skin, visible even in the low lamp light.

She looks down at herself and freezes.

“Aiden… I can’t go out there like this.”

“You’re goin’ out there exactly like this,” I murmur, lifting her dress from the floor. “No bra. No panties. My cum still warm inside ye.”

Her thighs clench involuntarily.

“Aiden—people will know.”

I smirk as I slide her dress over her head, smoothing it down her trembling body.

“No, they’ll suspect. But only you’ll know you’re drippin’ with Irish.”

She covers her face with her hands for a moment, half laughing, half horrified.

“Oh my God…”

I take her wrists gently and pull them down, kissing her fingertips, then her mouth, then her neck.

When she stands, she almost buckles again — thighs still weak, heat still pulsing between them. I steady her, adjusting her dress, letting my fingers drag along her hips one more time.

“You ready?” I ask softly, brushing my thumb across her lower lip.

She exhales shakily.

“No,” she whispers. “But take me anyway.”

Jesus Christ.

I open the door.

The noise of the party crashes into us — laughter, clinking glasses, music, voices calling across rooms. The living room is bright, crowded, loud.

And Marian steps out with her hair messy from my hands, her cheeks flushed, lips kiss-swollen, nipples visible through her dress, and no underwear to save her.

My cum slips faintly down her inner thigh as she walks.

I see it.

She feels it.

No one else notices.

Not yet.

Tyler spots us first.

“There you two are! Took your wife for her nap, huh, Aiden?” he jokes.

Marian nearly trips.

I steady her with a hand at her lower back — right above where she’s leaking.

I grin lazily.

“Aye. Had to settle her down.”

Daniel turns, beer in hand, completely oblivious.

“Feel better, babe?”

Marian nods quickly, trying to stand still, trying not to feel my cum slide lower.

“Yeah,” she manages. “Just needed… a minute.”

“A minute?” Tyler laughs. “Look at her—she’s glowing!”

Someone whistles.

“American wife looks satisfied!”

Marian’s face flames red, but her thighs squeeze together — instinctive, too late — pushing another warm bead of me down her leg.

She swallows, eyes darting to mine in panic.

I lean in just enough for her to hear my whisper:

“Let it drip, love. That’s mine.”

Her breath catches.

Daniel claps Aiden on the shoulder.

“Good job takin’ care of her, man.”

I smirk.

“Oh, I did.”

Marian gasps softly — and only I hear it.

Marian is trying her best to act normal — chatting politely, smiling too widely, standing far too stiff. Every few seconds she discreetly presses her thighs together, like that will stop the slow, warm leak creeping down her inner leg.

It doesn’t.

And the way she glances at me every time it moves tells me she feels every drop.

I drop onto the couch beside Daniel, who’s laughing at some joke. Marian lingers nearby, pretending to listen, shifting her weight awkwardly as she tries to keep herself composed.

I watch her for exactly three seconds.

Then I reach up, grip her wrist, and tug.

She gasps as she collapses right onto my lap — her dress riding up her thighs, her heat settling directly against me. Her blush shoots high across her cheeks.

“Aiden—” she whispers, panicked.

I wrap an arm firmly around her waist and pull her even closer, pressing her down tight against my lap.

“Relax, a stór,” I murmur. “Just makin’ sure you don’t fall again.”

Her breath shakes — because she knows exactly what pressure she just pressed herself onto.

The guys around us erupt into cheers and laughter.

“Oh look—Aiden’s got his wife back!”

“American wife time round two!”

“Don’t break him, Marian!”

Marian covers her face with one hand in embarrassment — but she doesn’t move off me.

She can’t.

My cum has soaked her, and sitting on me like this is pushing it higher, spreading it across her already sore folds. She shivers.

Daniel snorts.

“Man, she really can’t stay off you tonight!”

I grin, kissing Marian’s bare shoulder — slow, intimate, a little too lingering.

“Ah, she just needed a proper… stretching earlier,” I say casually.

Marian’s whole body goes rigid.

Daniel laughs, totally oblivious.

“Stretching? You two do yoga or something?”

I kiss Marian’s neck this time — lower.

Her breath stutters.

“Ye could say she touched her toes,” I murmur, lips dragging along her skin, “and I helped her hold the pose.”

A small, involuntary sound escapes her throat before she covers it with a cough.

Daniel nods approvingly.

“Good for you, babe. Flexibility’s important.”

Tyler nearly chokes on his drink.

I kiss Marian again — her jaw this time, soft and wet, letting my lips linger just a heartbeat too long.

“She’s very flexible,” I add, mouth brushing her ear, voice pitched low. “Held her legs all the way up for me.”

Marian trembles violently, her nails digging into my forearm.

Daniel?

Clueless.

“Hey, that’s great! She used to be a gymnast.”

“Yes,” I murmur into her hair, “I noticed.”

Marian squeezes her eyes shut, mortified, aroused beyond belief, and absolutely trapped on my lap with no panties, no bra, and my cum still dripping between her thighs.

I shift my hips slightly beneath her.

She sucks in a breath — sharp, audible — as the movement pushes her down against me again, pressing her swollen, used body into exactly the right pressure.

Tyler laughs.

“Careful, Marian! Looks like Aiden’s tryna get lucky again.”

I kiss her cheek, slow and possessive.

“Oh, she already found her luck tonight,” I say. “Plenty of Irish luck to go around.”

Marian’s blush darkens so deeply her ears go pink.

Daniel grins.

“Yeah! Best St. Paddy’s ever, right babe?”

She whispers, barely audible:

“…yes…”

I kiss her again — this time on the mouth, full and deep.

She gasps into me, then melts, lips parting, kissing me back despite everyone watching.

The room roars.

“AWWW DAMN!”

“KISS YOUR WIFE!”

“GET IT, AIDEN!”

Daniel throws his hands up.

“Alright! That’s my girl!”

He thinks it’s all a joke.

He thinks it’s harmless fun.

He has no idea she’s leaking my cum onto my jeans.

No idea her body is still twitching with aftershocks.

No idea I’m holding her down so she can’t squirm away from the pressure.

And Marian?

She’s shaking.

But she doesn’t move.

She kisses me again — slow, trembling, utterly lost.

And she whispers against my mouth:

“Aiden… please…”

I smile.

“Don’t worry, a stór,” I murmur. “We’ll go back to your bed soon enough.”

She shivers hard.

I slip an arm fully around her waist and hold her there—tight, like she belongs exactly where she is.

Someone cracks another joke about “Aiden’s wife,” and the room chuckles. Marian forces a smile, but her hands tremble where they rest on my forearm.

I lean into her ear.

“Feel me still inside ye?” I whisper.

She jerks—tiny, trembling.

“Aiden… stop…”

I move my hand lower on her waist, just enough for her to feel my fingers brush the thin fabric of her dress where her underwear should be.

“Because I feel you,” I murmur. “Still warm… still open… still drippin’ down your thigh.”

She inhales sharply—too sharp—earning a grin from Tyler.

“Damn, Marian, you okay?”

She nods way too quickly.

“I’m—fine. Aiden’s just—ah—being silly.”

I kiss her neck, slow and wet, letting my lips drag up to her ear.

“No, a stór. I’m bein’ honest.”

I angle her slightly on my lap so her inner thigh presses right against the growing hardness beneath me. She gasps softly, hips twitching in instinct before she freezes.

“Remember how you sounded when I bent you in half?” I whisper. “When ye were beggin’ me to fill ye?”

She shivers violently.

Daniel catches the motion and laughs.

“Jesus, you cold, babe?”

Marian swallows hard.

“N-No, just—just a draft.”

I grin into her shoulder.

“Aye,” I murmur, low enough only she hears.

“Draft of my cum slidin’ out of ye.”

Her fingers clamp over my wrist, trying to steady herself.

I kiss her cheek.

Soft.

Deliberate.

She barely manages to bite back a moan.

Then Daniel, oblivious and grinning, turns to me.

“Hey, Aiden—why don’t you stay the night? You know we’ve always got room.”

Marian goes stiff.

Absolutely, utterly stiff.

I feel her heartbeat kick into overdrive—fast, panicked, wanting.

I keep kissing her neck as I answer.

“Aye, I’d love to stay.”

Daniel laughs.

“Good! You and Marian seem inseparable tonight.”

I smile against her skin.

“Oh, we are.”

Daniel elbows me lightly.

“Man, she’s like glued to your lap!”

I slide my hand lower on her hip, fingers brushing dangerously close to her inner thigh.

“Aye,” I say, meeting Marian’s eyes as she trembles,

“we’ve been… stuck together all night.”

Tyler cracks up.

“Oh my God—Marian’s blushing!”

If only they knew.

I kiss her again—this time on the corner of her mouth, slow enough she feels it, fast enough no one else reads it wrong.

“Aiden…” she whispers, barely sound. “I can’t— I can’t take this—”

I press my palm flat on her lower belly, right above where she’s still full of me.

“You’re takin’ it beautifully,” I murmur. “And you’ll take more before the night’s over.”

She trembles so hard she nearly collapses against me.

And no one sees a thing.


Chapter 8

Marian is trembling on my lap — her dress hiked just enough that I can feel the warmth of her thighs brushing against mine. Her breathing hasn’t steadied since we came back into the living room, and every minute she stays on top of me like this pushes her closer to breaking again.

And she knows it.

Her body knows it.

I definitely know it.

The group is still rowdy — beer flowing, jokes flying — and Daniel is mid-story about something stupid his coworker once did. Everyone’s laughing, talking over each other.

And no one thinks twice about me kissing Marian again.

I start light.

Soft kisses along her jaw.

Then under her ear.

Then the side of her neck.

She tries to swallow the sound it pulls from her.

Tyler spots us and laughs.

“There they go again — Jesus, you two are glued together!”

Daniel looks over and grins.

“American wife’s gonna wear you out, man.”

I smirk into her skin.

“Oh, she already did.”

Marian stiffens — but her hips press down onto me anyway, involuntarily.

A perfect invitation.

I let my hand drift from her waist… lower… lower… until my fingers slip beneath the hem of her dress.

She goes absolutely still.

“Aiden—no,” she whispers, but it’s breathless, weak, not even close to convincing.

I explore the soft inside of her thigh first — tracing light circles with my fingertips, feeling goosebumps bloom under my touch.

She shudders.

A soft gasp escapes her lips.

One of the neighbors chuckles.

“Damn, Marian, you good? You look like you just ran a mile!”

She laughs shakily.

“I—I’m fine, just a lot of wine.”

My hand slides higher.

Much higher.

Her thigh opens without her permission — the slightest shift, but enough.

Her whole body heats in my grip.

I press a kiss to her temple, then her cheek, then her mouth.

Slow, deep kisses she tries to keep small, tries to keep polite — but fails.

She melts against me, sighing into my lips.

And at the same time…

My fingers finally reach her.

Her entrance is still wet — hot — slick with the mix of her arousal and my cum.

She nearly jumps out of her skin.

“Aiden—oh God—stop—someone will see—”

“No they won’t,” I murmur against her mouth.

“They’re too busy talkin’ shite to notice you’re soaked for me.”

Her thighs clench around my hand.

Daniel slaps my shoulder playfully, clueless.

“Man, Marian looks like she’s havin’ the night of her life. Whatever you said to cheer her up worked!”

I kiss her again — deeper this time, swallowing her soft gasp.

“Oh, she’s cheered up,” I say without breaking the kiss. “I made sure of it.”

She whimpers into my mouth.

My fingers slide gently, teasing the swollen lips of her pussy, spreading her slick. She tries to keep her body still — tries so hard — but her hips give this tiny roll into my hand.

Her entire body betrays her.

I curl my fingers just barely — a whisper of a stroke — along her folds.

She breaks.

Not visibly.

Not loudly.

Just this tiny, shattered exhale against my lips — a trembling, breathless sound only I hear.

I keep kissing her, slow and indulgent, while my fingers work between her legs with small, controlled motions.

The party carries on around us — oblivious.

People cheer as someone wins a drinking game.

Someone shouts “Irish toast!”

Daniel keeps laughing and retelling stories.

And Marian sits on my lap, leaking me, thighs spread, dress hiked up, body shaking, kissing me helplessly while I finger her in a room full of people who think we’re just being cute.

I nip her lower lip, making her gasp.

She clutches my shirt with both hands.

“Aiden,” she breathes, “I can’t— I can’t hold— I can’t—”

“You can,” I whisper, curling my fingers the slightest bit deeper.

“And you will.”

She trembles harder.

She kisses me again — desperate, hungry, unable to stop herself.

And all the while, my fingers move beneath her dress.

Slow.

Sure.

Taking her apart in full view of everyone.

Marian is trembling on my lap, her breath shaking against my mouth as we kiss — soft, desperate, drowning in each other — while the living room buzzes around us with noise and laughter.

No one sees my hand slip higher beneath her dress.

No one sees my fingers trail up her slick folds.

No one sees me guide her hips just slightly.

Just enough.

She gasps into my mouth — a tiny, broken sound nobody else hears — and I know she’s ready.

More than ready.

I move my other hand down, undoing my belt buckle with a quiet click masked by someone shouting about winning beer pong.

Marian stiffens.

“Aiden—no—no, not—not here—”

I kiss her, slow and deep, swallowing her panic.

“No one’s watchin’ us, a stór,” I whisper. “And you’re already so fuckin’ wet.”

Her thighs clamp around me.

I ease my zipper down, slow and smooth, lifting her dress just enough to free myself. My cock slides out beneath the fabric — heavy, throbbing, hot — and her eyes widen, pupils blown.

“Aiden… please… we can’t—”

I grip her hips.

“Yes, we can.”

And before she can protest again —

I line myself up.

The head of my cock brushes her entrance.

She jolts.

Her breath catches.

The room erupts in laughter as someone tells a joke.

And no one realizes I press up into her.

Just an inch.

Just enough for her lips to part in a silent cry.

“Aiden—oh—God—”

I kiss her to shut her up — deep, messy, tongues tangled — while I sink her slowly down onto my cock.

Her body takes me.

All of me.

Warm, tight, slick — already trembling around the thick stretch she remembers too well.

She whimpers into my mouth, fingers gripping my shoulders hard enough to leave marks.

Daniel glances over and laughs.

“Jesus, you two look like teenagers. Get a room!”

Tyler winks.

“Nah, leave ’em! It’s cute!”

Cute.

If only they knew she was sliding down my cock inch by inch right now.

I grip her hips tighter, guiding her.

“Easy, love,” I whisper into her ear. “Just sit down on it. Slow.”

She obeys helplessly.

Her pussy clenches around me as she sinks fully into my lap — our hips flush, her dress hiding everything but her shaking.

She exhales shakily against my cheek.

“Aiden… you’re inside me—oh my God—we’re—oh—”

I grip her hips and roll them forward.

She nearly screams — biting her lower lip desperately, her whole body collapsing against my chest.

“Shh,” I murmur, kissing her jaw. “Good girl. You’re ridin’ me perfectly.”

Someone from across the room yells:

“Hey newlyweds, kiss!”

I slide one hand up her back and kiss her hard — tongues tangled, her body clenching around me as I guide her hips into the smallest, filthiest grind.

She gasps into my mouth, her thighs quivering.

Daniel laughs harder.

“God, you two really are somethin’ tonight!”

I pull back from Marian just enough for the group to hear me.

“Aye,” I say with a grin, hands on her hips, moving her subtly. “We’re just… bonding.”

Tyler cackles.

“Well, shit, keep bonding! Best entertainment all night!”

I thrust up into her — tiny, quick, sharp.

Marian digs her nails into my neck, burying her face against me to hide the sound.

I whisper against her ear, voice filthy:

“You’re sittin’ on my cock in front of everyone and they don’t have a clue. You feel that, a stór? Feel how bad you need it?”

She nods against me, shaking.

“Aiden… I—I can’t hold it—oh God—”

“You’re gonna ride me slow,” I growl, guiding her hips in small circles, “and you’re gonna come on me again right here.”

She shivers violently, biting my shoulder to stay quiet.

“Talk to them,” she whimpers. “Please—just—talk so—so they don’t hear—”

I smirk.

“Aye, love.”

I look up casually.

Totally normal.

“So, Daniel,” I say with a straight face, “how’s work been?”

He launches into a story immediately.

And while he talks —

I guide Marian’s hips.

Slow.

Steady.

Hidden.

Obscene.

Her breath breaks against my neck as she rides me quietly, desperately, clinging to me like she’s falling apart.

Every grind pushes another soft pulse of pleasure through her.

Every tiny movement makes her clamp down around me.

She’s close.

Too close.

And everyone around us is still laughing, drinking, completely unaware that I’m fucking her right in front of them.

Marian is on my lap, riding my cock in the smallest, filthiest motions imaginable — slow circles and barely-there thrusts she can’t control. Her breath is shaking into my neck, her fingers clutching my shirt like she’s drowning.

And she’s close.

So close she’s trembling every time she exhales.

I guide her hips, hidden under her dress.

“Easy, love,” I whisper. “Slow… just like that…”

She whimpers, almost silently.

And that’s when the chatter of the living room shifts — louder, closer — and suddenly half the party is looking right at us again.

Tyler shouts,

“Careful Daniel! He’s stealing your wife,”

Someone else laughs.

“Marian, he’s got you glued to him all night!”

Daniel grins, lifting his beer.

“That’s my wife! She picked her favorite Irishman!”

Marian tenses — hard — her walls clamping around me suddenly.

I don’t let her stop.

I kiss her neck, soft and slow, rocking her hips just enough to keep her moving.

One of the neighbors smirks.

“Alright, married couple, real question — how many kids you two planning?”

The room erupts in laughter.

Marian’s entire body stiffens, thighs shaking on either side of me. She’s seconds from losing it.

Daniel calls over, utterly oblivious, “Yeah, babe, how many little leprechauns you and Aiden planning?”

My cock twitches inside her at that.

Her cunt does too.

I grin at the room, keeping my voice perfectly casual, perfectly playful.

“Oh, we’ll see what happens tonight,” I say, rocking her hips down onto me a little harder, “but I’m thinking least a dozen.”

She gasps into my shoulder — a broken, barely-there sound.

Tyler howls.

“Damn! Aiden’s already working on it!”

Another voice:

“Better make a whole Irish brood!”

I kiss Marian’s cheek — innocent-looking — while whispering filth into her ear:

“Come for me right now, love. Come on your real husband’s lap in front of all of them.”

She shudders violently.

Daniel laughs again.

“Seriously, Marian, you two gotta stop being so cute!”

Cute.

She is grinding on my cock, seconds from screaming, and they think it’s cute.

Her pussy tightens suddenly, her nails dig into my shoulders—

She’s breaking.

I slide one hand under her dress, fingers rubbing her clit in tiny, perfect circles.

She chokes on a breath.

“Aiden— please— I—”

I kiss her hard — swallowing her moan — and murmur against her lips:

“Come for me, a stór. Give ’em a show they’ll never forget.”

Her entire body locks—

Then shatters.

Her orgasm hits like a jolt, her hips jerking uncontrollably against me, pussy pulsing, clenching, milking me in desperate, trembling waves.

She buries her face in my neck, biting down on my shoulder to keep quiet as she comes on my cock in a room full of people laughing and cheering.

And they don’t notice a thing.

They think she’s laughing with them.

Tyler raises his beer.

“Man, she LOVES you, Aiden!”

I grin, fucking her slowly through the aftershocks.

“Oh, I feel the love.”

Marian’s whole body twitches, wracked with aftershocks, still clutching me.

And her pussy won’t stop squeezing.

That’s all it takes.

Heat rips through me, sudden and violent.

My vision blurs.

My hips jerk up into her.

“Fuck—Marian—” I hiss, teeth gritted. “I’m—”

I thrust deeper, holding her hips down tight on my cock.

She gasps—

feels me thicken—

feels me swell inside her—

“Aiden—oh God—”

And then I cum inside her with a low, guttural groan I can barely choke back.

Pulse after pulse floods into her.

Hot.

Heavy.

Deep.

I bury myself fully, filling her until I feel it spill past me.

And the party cheers — oblivious.

“Damn, they’re really in love tonight!”

“Kiss her again, Aiden!”

“That’s the cutest couple I’ve ever seen!”

Daniel laughs the loudest.

“Jesus, you two! Save some for me!”

I kiss Marian sweetly — tender, affectionate — as if we aren’t both falling apart.

I whisper into her hair:

“Ye just came on my cock in front of everyone, love… and none of them know you’re full of me again.”

She trembles — destroyed — still clinging to me.

And I don’t let her move.

Not yet.


Chapter 9

Marian tries to shift off my lap after we both come — or at least she makes the attempt. Her breath is shaky, thighs trembling uncontrollably, her pussy squeezing me with little aftershocks she can’t stop.

But the moment she lifts her hips an inch—

I grip her waist.

“A stór,” I murmur, quiet but firm, “I didn’t say you could move.”

She freezes.

Her breath catches in her throat.

And then she sinks right back down onto my cock —

a soft, helpless gasp escaping her lips as I settle deep inside her again.

She’s still drenched.

Still warm.

Still so tight around me she twitches just trying to breathe.

“Good girl,” I whisper into her ear. “You stay right there.”

Her fingers dig into my forearm as she tries desperately to keep her face neutral — because the party is still going on around us, loud and unaware.

Someone shouts from across the room,

“Newlyweds! Still cuddling?”

Tyler laughs.

“Jesus, get a room already!”

I kiss Marian’s cheek, slow and affectionate, while quietly rolling my hips up into her.

She swallows a moan.

They all think it’s adorable.

They have no idea I’m buried inside her.

And then—

Daniel drops down on the couch next to us.

Right. Next. To. Us.

He throws an arm casually around Marian’s shoulders.

“Man, you two,” he chuckles, squeezing her lightly. “I swear, never seen her this clingy. Aiden, she must really like you tonight.”

Marian nearly jolts off my lap — her whole body tenses, her pussy clamping around me so hard I almost groan out loud.

I kiss her temple instead, hiding the sound.

“She’s perfect,” I murmur, stroking her hip beneath her dress. “I’m happy to keep her warm.”

Daniel laughs.

“Well, she sure looks cozy!”

Marian somehow manages a strangled smile.

“Y-yeah… cozy…”

Her hips shift unintentionally — her body trying to adjust, trying to relieve the pressure of me deep inside her.

It only sinks me deeper.

She bites her lip hard, eyes fluttering.

Daniel grins, oblivious.

“You okay, babe? You’re all flushed.”

I answer for her, kissing the side of her neck:

“She’s just… full.”

Marian’s breath breaks.

Her nails dig into my thigh.

Daniel nods sympathetically.

“Yeah, after all those shots earlier? I bet.”

I smirk against her neck.

“Oh, I filled her with a bit more than that.”

Marian shakes, actually shakes, pretending to laugh at something someone else says across the room.

Daniel leans back, totally clueless, sipping his beer.

Meanwhile, I slide one hand under Marian’s dress again.

Soft, slow, deliberate.

My fingertips brush the slickness still spilling out around where we’re connected.

She nearly whimpers.

Daniel notices nothing — he’s too busy waving at someone across the room.

“Aiden,” he says casually, “you guys staying over tonight?”

I grin at Marian’s ear.

“Aye,” I murmur, thrusting the tiniest bit — just enough for her eyes to widen.

“I plan to stay… right where I am.”

Daniel claps my shoulder.

“Good, man! Marian loves hosting.”

Marian gasps softly — she covers it with a fake laugh, leaning her head on my shoulder to hide her face.

I whisper:

“You’re still squeezin’ me, a stór. Relax or they’ll know.”

She trembles.

“I can’t,” she whispers, voice breaking.

I press a kiss to her jaw, moving my hips just a little, barely noticeable —

But she feels every inch.

“You don’t need to relax,” I breathe. “Just keep takin’ me while they talk.”

She shudders violently.

Tyler raises his drink.

“To the cutest couple here!”

Daniel laughs.

“Hell yeah! Look at them—like they’re on their honeymoon!”

I grin, pulling Marian just a bit tighter onto my cock.

“Oh, we’re celebratin’,” I say.

“You’ve no idea.”

Marian nearly comes undone right then and there.

And no one sees a thing.

Marian’s body is soft and heavy on my lap, her breath warm on my neck, her thighs trembling every few seconds as aftershocks ripple through her. She’s been holding herself together for far too long — shaking quietly while her husband and friends laugh three feet away, completely oblivious that she’s still full of me.

Then—

She yawns.

A long, soft, exhausted sound she tries to hide behind her hand.

The entire party coos at once.

“Awwww!”

“She’s sleepy!”

“Long night for the newlyweds!”

“Someone tuck her in!”

Daniel laughs, patting her shoulder.

“Babe, you tired?”

She nods… but her eyes go straight to me.

Not her husband.

Me.

I feel her tighten around me for one last trembling second before she pushes against my chest gently, trying to stand.

I keep my hands on her hips as she rises —

and my cum slips out of her in a warm spill down her inner thigh, glistening faintly in the living room light.

She freezes.

Her knees wobble.

She presses her thighs together, cheeks flaming… but it’s too late. She’s leaking down both legs, the mess trailing under her dress.

And everyone thinks she’s just tipsy.

She swallows, breathless, and turns to me — eyes soft, pleading, undone.

“Aiden…”

Her voice is barely more than a whisper.

She reaches out a hand to me.

“Come to bed with me.”

The room erupts.

“Oh SHIT!”

“She picked her man!”

“Look at that! American wife wants her husband!”

“GO AIDEN!”

“Put her to bed, dude!”

“Take care of your bride!”

Daniel laughs the loudest.

“My God, Marian! You’re not even subtle tonight!”

He points at me, grinning.

“She wants YOU, man. Better get her tucked in before she passes out on your lap again!”

My. God.

If only he knew.

I get to my feet slowly — deliberately — my eyes never leaving hers. She’s swaying slightly, thighs trembling as another drop slides down her leg.

I offer her my hand.

She takes it with both of hers like it’s the only thing keeping her upright.

Tyler whistles.

“AWW LOOK! THE MARRIED COUPLE WANTS BEDTIME!”

Then he claps his hands loudly.

“One more kiss before bed!”

The room cheers.

“KISS! KISS! KISS! KISS!”

Marian’s breath catches — not from embarrassment, but because she feels my fingers brush up her inner thigh, guiding the drip higher.

Daniel throws his arm up like a conductor.

“Come on! One more kiss for the road!”

I step close — as close as I’ve been all night outside her bedroom — and slip my hand to the back of her neck, pulling her flush against me. Her body fits mine perfectly, heat pressing through the thin fabric of her dress.

Her breath trembles against my mouth.

“Aiden…” she whispers, barely sound. “Please…”

I smile.

Then I kiss her.

Slow.

Deep.

Possessive.

A claiming kiss—mouth open, tongues sliding, her body melting against me while the room hoots and hollers like it’s a game.

She clutches my shirt, lips clinging to mine with soft, helpless sounds only I can hear.

The cheers get louder:

“HOT DAMN!”

“THAT’S A KISS!”

“PUT HER TO BED, AIDEN!”

“MARRIED COUPLE GOALS!”

Daniel laughs, shaking his head.

“Alright, alright — take her upstairs before she jumps you down here!”

I break the kiss slowly, letting her lips chase mine for a final second.

She’s trembling.

Leaking.

Breathless.

I lean down, my voice low enough only she hears:

“Ready to be filled again?”

Her knees nearly buckle.

She nods—tiny, shaking, desperate.

And I lead her toward the stairs while the party cheers.

Marian stumbles through the bedroom doorway, clinging to my hand like her legs barely belong to her. The second the door closes behind us, the noise of the party fades into a distant murmur — nothing but our breathing and the hum of the lamp between us.

She looks up at me with heavy-lidded eyes.

Exhausted.

Flushed.

Dripping.

Mine.

I turn the lock.

She exhales, shaky, relieved… and wrecked.

Her fingers find the hem of her dress and she pulls it up — not shy this time, not hesitant — she wants to be bare for me. The fabric falls to the floor, leaving her naked, trembling, thighs still shining with the mess I put in her downstairs.

She sways.

I catch her hips.

“Aiden…” she whispers, voice too soft for anything but desperation. “I’m so tired…”

Her head tips against my chest.

She’s warm.

She smells like sex and sweat and faint freckles on summer skin.

I slide my hands up her back, undoing the last tension in her shoulders.

“Then let’s get you into bed, a stór.”

I strip quickly — shirt, pants, everything — as she watches with parted lips and glassy eyes. When I step toward her naked, her breath hitches, her pupils dilate, her body answering before her mouth can form words.

She climbs backward onto the bed, knees sinking into the mattress, her body folding lazily against the pillows like she’s offering herself up without thought.

“Aiden,” she murmurs, reaching out, “come here… please…”

I crawl onto the bed, hovering over her, kissing her collarbone, her neck, her jaw — slow, lazy kisses that match her melting body.

She lifts her hips, needy.

“Please…” she whispers again, voice breaking on the word. “Before I fall asleep… I need one more…”

I stroke her thigh, spreading her gently.

“One more what, love?”

My voice is low, warm, coaxing.

She blushes — a deep flush across her chest and cheeks — her eyes fluttering shut as she whispers:

“Fill me. One more time.”

Her breath catches.

“And… and fill me with your leprechauns.”

Jesus Christ.

I go hard instantly again — thick, ready, pulsing for her.

I lower my forehead to hers, breathing in her need.

“You want more of my leprechauns?”

She nods, almost frantically, her thighs opening wider without her realizing she’s doing it.

“Aiden… I want it… I want you inside me again… fill me before I sleep… I want to fall asleep with you inside me…”

Her hand slides to my cock, stroking me weakly — exhausted but determined — guiding me to her soaking entrance.

I groan.

“You’re desperate for it, aren’t ye?”

She nods against the pillow.

“Please,” she whispers, voice trembling with exhaustion and lust. “I want to be full of your little leprechauns… please fill me again…”

I line myself up, teasing her folds with the thick head.

Her hips lift, a shaky little plea.

I push in — slow, deliberate — letting her feel every inch as her body opens around me again, slick and warm and perfect.

She gasps, head tipping back, legs wrapping weakly around my waist.

“Aiden—oh—God—yes—”

I slide deeper, until I’m fully seated inside her, buried to the hilt.

She moans long and soft — her entire body relaxing around me, melting under the weight of me inside her.

“That’s it,” I murmur, kissing her lips softly.

“Let me fill you one more time before you sleep.”

She nods with her whole body, trembling.

“Please… do it… give me… give me more…”

I thrust slow, deep, steady — the kind of rhythm meant not to break her but to put her under, like I’m rocking her toward sleep with my cock.

Her breaths grow shorter, softer, whimpering into my mouth.

“Make me full again,” she breathes.

“I want to fall asleep with your seed inside me…”

Her voice breaks.

“Aiden… please… fill me with your leprechauns…”

I groan into her neck, grip her hips, and start fucking her harder — but still slow enough to lull her toward bliss.

She clings to me weakly, body spent but craving.

And she’s getting close.

Very close.

Marian clings weakly to my shoulders as I thrust into her — slow, deep, rhythmic, like each movement rocks her further into exhaustion. Her body is limp beneath me, warm and soft, the sheets cling to her skin with sweat and the faint sheen of everything we’ve already done tonight.

Her breath is shallow.

Her eyelids flutter.

She’s so close to sleep she’s barely holding on — but her body is reaching for the edge anyway.

I press my forehead to hers, holding her hips gently as I move inside her.

“That’s it, love,” I whisper.

“Let yourself feel it. I’ve got you.”

She moans softly into my mouth — quiet, broken, half a whimper, half a plea.

Her pussy grips me with little fluttering spasms, and she gasps, chest rising sharply.

“A-Aiden… I think I’m… I’m gonna—”

“I know,” I murmur, kissing her cheek, her jaw, the corner of her lips.

“Let it happen. Let go for me.”

Her hips tremble under my hands.

Her legs shake around my waist.

And then—

She comes.

A soft, sleepy orgasm that takes her whole body by surprise — her breath catching, her pussy tightening in long, slow waves as a quiet moan slips from her lips.

“Aiden… oh… oh God…”

Her eyes close.

Her body arches faintly, just a fragile curve against me, before collapsing into the mattress. She clings to me with barely any strength left, more like instinct than action.

I groan against her throat as her pussy squeezes me — slow, pulsing, milking — drawing me right to the edge.

“That’s it,” I whisper, voice breaking. “Come on my cock while you fall asleep… you feel so fuckin’ good…”

Her orgasm lingers, trembling through her thighs, her belly, her breath.

I thrust deep — burying myself fully inside her — and the sensation of her climaxing, warm and tight and helpless around me, knocks the air out of my lungs.

“Christ, Marian— I’m—”

I wrap my arms under her shoulders and hold her close.

And then I cum inside her, slow and deep, pressing my hips tight to hers as pulse after pulse fills her.

She moans softly as she feels it —

the warmth spreading inside her,

my cock throbbing deep in her,

my breath stuttering against her neck.

“Aiden…” she whispers, eyes barely open. “Don’t… don’t pull out yet…”

I kiss her, soft and slow, my cock still seated deep inside her, still giving her the last of my release.

“I’m not goin’ anywhere,” I murmur.

She exhales a shaky, relieved breath.

“I want to fall asleep… with your cock in me…”

Jesus Christ.

Her words make my cock twitch inside her again.

I stroke her hair gently.

“Aye, love. I’ll keep them right where they belong.”

She wraps her arms around my neck — weakly, almost sleep-drunk — pressing her body to mine.

“Stay inside me,” she whispers.

“Please… just stay…”

I shift just enough to settle us comfortably, then sink fully into her again, our bodies joined in one slow, warm, perfect fit.

She sighs — long, content, utterly vulnerable — as I cradle her against my chest.

Her breath steadies.

Her eyes close fully.

She drifts toward sleep with my cock still deep inside her, keeping her filled exactly as she wanted.

I brush a soft kiss to her forehead.

“Sleep, a stór,” I whisper.

“I’ll fill ye again when you wake.”

She smiles faintly — the last flicker of consciousness — before she sinks into sleep, full of me.

And I hold her, still inside her, until I drift after her.


Epilogue

The house smells like beer, cheap decorations, and green-dyed everything — St. Patrick’s Day chaos. Again.

But this year, Marian isn’t pretending she’s not mine.

This year, she walks into the party with:

	my wedding ring on her finger 
	my three-month-old daughter strapped against her chest 
	and my next baby growing quietly inside her — just two months along 


Her cheeks are flushed, her body soft and glowing in the way she gets when she’s pregnant, and she keeps kissing me between conversations like she can’t help herself.

Everyone notices.

Everyone loves it.

Everyone except two people.

Daniel lingers near the kitchen doorway, beer in hand, trying (and failing) to smile like this is all fine. His eyes flick from Marian’s belly to the baby in her sling to my hands on her waist.

Beside him, her son — my old college friend — stands stiffly, jaw clenched, refusing to look at either of us directly.

The rest of the room?

Absolutely delighted.

“Look at Marian!”

“She’s glowing!”

“THAT is St. Paddy’s luck!”

“Another baby already? Damn, girl!”

“You two don’t waste time!”

Someone laughs loudly:

“You makin’ a whole Irish family over there, Aiden?”

I grin, sliding my arm around Marian’s hips and kissing her cheek.

“Ah well, she keeps askin’ for more leprechauns,” I say.

The room howls.

Marian turns crimson and buries her face in my chest for a moment — not shy, just flustered in that adorable way she gets when she’s turned on in public. Her hand slips up my shirt like she forgets where she is.

The baby sleeps peacefully against her.

Our little girl.

Black hair, Marian’s lips, my stubborn scowl.

Someone coos,

“That baby is basically a tiny Aiden.”

Daniel flinches.

Marian beams.

She shifts closer to me, pressing her belly into my hip. I slide a hand over the tiny swell — barely showing but absolutely there — and she sighs softly.

Her ex-husband looks like he’s swallowing nails.

Her son looks like he wants to vanish.

Everyone else?

“Look at the newlyweds!”

“So damn cute!”

“Marian’s livin’ her best life!”

“Get it, girl!”

Marian kisses me again — slow, warm, tender — fingers curling into my shirt. The baby between us shifts, but she doesn’t break the kiss.

Daniel finally mutters,

“Jesus… do you two ever come up for air?”

I grin against Marian’s lips.

“No.”

The room laughs.

Marian pulls back, breathless, eyes soft.

“This is the happiest I’ve ever been,” she whispers. “I love our life.”

I brush my thumb along her cheek.

“Next year,” I murmur, “we’ll be showin’ off two little leprechauns.”

She bites her lip, trying and failing not to smile too wide.

“I can’t wait,” she says.

Daniel looks away.

Her son clears his throat and escapes to the kitchen.

And everyone else cheers — loud, rowdy, absolutely thrilled — because none of them are surprised.

Marian and I always looked like this was where we were headed.

Now we’re here.

And next year?

We’ll need a bigger house.
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