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Chapter 1

She walked in just before closing.

I’d been halfway through wiping down my station, earbuds in, hoodie sleeves shoved up, black nitrile gloves still on. I looked up when the bell jingled, expecting one of the regulars—some last-minute add-on or reschedule.

Instead, she stepped in.

White sundress. Baby-blue nails. Like she’d wandered off the set of a perfume commercial and straight into the wrong part of the city. Her hair was soft, shiny, real—she didn’t walk like she belonged here, but she looked around like she wanted to.

She froze when she saw me, like maybe I looked worse than she expected. I probably did—shaved head, neck ink crawling up to my jaw, black boots scuffed from a fight I didn’t start last week, forearms littered with ghosts of every piece I’d ever done. Her eyes dropped, scanned the sleeve creeping under my shirt, then flicked up again fast.

I took out my earbuds. “We’re about to close.”

“Oh—I…” she bit her lip. Fucking hell. Of course she did. “I know. I saw on your site you sometimes take walk-ins?”

I tilted my head. “You have an appointment?”

She shook her head, hair bouncing. “No. I just—I’m sorry, I know it’s last minute. I was just kind of…” She looked around, flustered. Her bag was floral. She had ballet flats on. Her knees were knocking together.

“…Spur of the moment?”

She smiled—relieved I hadn’t laughed. “Exactly.”

“First tattoo?”

That caught her off guard. Her gaze dropped again, like I wouldn’t have noticed the clean skin otherwise. She nodded. “Yeah.”

I exhaled through my nose and peeled off one glove. “What were you thinking?”

She hesitated, then pulled out her phone and showed me a screenshot. A small, fine-line piece—barely larger than a matchbook. A sprig of rosemary and lavender intertwined, tucked behind a crescent moon. All soft lines and quiet meaning.

“You want it this size?”

She nodded. “Just here.” She touched the inside of her forearm with her index finger. That soft spot between wrist and elbow, where the skin’s like silk. Where I’d need to hold her arm steady while I worked.

I stared a beat too long. Not at the spot—at her. The way her breath caught when I didn’t look away. The flick of her throat when she swallowed. Innocent girls don’t walk in alone before closing unless they’re looking for something.

I finally spoke. “I’ll draw it fresh. The stencil on your screenshot’s gonna blow out.”

She blinked. “Oh. Okay.”

“You trust me?”

That got a reaction. A slow flush up her neck, blooming under her cheeks like wine. She hesitated—just a beat too long—then whispered, “Yes.”

I gestured to the back. “Sit. I’ll sketch. If you don’t like it, you walk. No charge.”

She slid past the counter, close enough I caught something—vanilla and something lighter. Shampoo, maybe. Innocent as sin.

I sat across from her at the drafting desk, pulling out a sheet and fresh pen. Her fingers were laced in her lap, ankles crossed. She was watching my hands. Not the drawing—my hands. She didn’t even blink.

I made it better than the screenshot—curved it with her arm in mind, softened the moon so it wasn’t so tacky. When I passed her the paper, she didn’t speak for a few seconds.

“…It’s beautiful.”

“You want it tonight?”

She nodded. Her voice was quiet. “Please.”

I tilted my head toward the station. “Go roll your sleeve up and sit down. I’ll prep.”

She stood, hands fidgeting at her wrist as she pushed the sleeve up. The fabric caught, riding higher than it needed to, exposing the pale skin of her upper arm, the curve of her bicep. She caught me looking again. She knew. But she didn’t pull it down.

She sat in the chair. Her eyes darted to the tray—the needles, the black ink. Her thighs pressed together. Her breathing picked up.

I snapped on a new pair of gloves, nodded once.

“Name’s Cole,” I said.

She looked up. “Avery.”

“Alright, Avery,” I murmured, stepping between her knees to line up the stencil. “I’m gonna touch you now.”

Her breath hitched. Just a little.

I pressed the transfer to her skin. Perfect placement. She watched my face, not the stencil. I was close enough to see the gold in her irises.

“Take a deep breath.”

She did.

I picked up the gun.

I’d barely laid the first line when she whimpered.

The needle hit her skin and she made that sound—soft and high and unintentional, like she’d meant to hold it in.

I looked up. She was gripping the sides of the chair, knuckles already white.

“You good?”

She nodded fast, but her eyes were huge, lashes fluttering.

“You can tell me if it’s too much,” I said, voice low, even. “I’m not gonna be offended.”

“No,” she said quickly. Her breath shook. “It’s just—it’s intense. I didn’t think it’d feel like that.”

I smirked, just a little. “What’d you think it would feel like?”

She blinked. “I don’t know. Like…a cat scratch, maybe?”

I angled my hand to stretch her skin gently, guiding the next line with slow precision. “A cat scratch?” I murmured. “You let a cat scratch you for twenty minutes straight?”

That made her laugh. It was light, breathy. But her body was still tense.

“Relax,” I said. “You’re gonna bruise.”

She tried. I could feel her working on it. Her shoulders softened a little, her breathing more even.

But she was still too aware of me.

She watched the needle. Then my hand. Then my face. Over and over again, like she didn’t know where to look but needed to look somewhere. The way she’d bite her lip when I shifted my grip. The way she flinched when the needle dragged over the bend of her arm, so sensitive her breath stuttered.

“You okay?”

“Yes.” It came out as a whisper.

“You’re jumpy.”

“I know.” Her voice was tight, like she was trying not to moan. Not even from pain—just from how it felt. From being touched.

I pressed in a little closer. “You this sensitive everywhere?”

She swallowed, and for a second, didn’t answer.

“Don’t know,” she said finally.

I didn’t smile this time.

My hand was steady. The hum of the gun filled the room, vibrating soft and constant. Her pulse was right there under my fingertips. Her skin warm, pinking up just enough to tell me exactly how alive she felt right now.

She gasped again when I hit the thinner line—along the curve of the lavender stem, delicate work, tight control. Her thighs tensed. I saw it in my peripheral.

“You need a break?”

She shook her head. “I can take it.”

Her voice had dropped. She wasn’t whining anymore. She wanted to take it.

I pressed my hand firmer to her arm to keep her still. She looked at me then. Eyes wide, pupils blown. Her chest rising faster now, breasts lifting under that little white dress, the neckline low enough that when she shifted, the fabric slipped lower.

She didn’t fix it.

I reached for the ink cap. Dipped. Lined again, smooth and exact. She whimpered.

“You sure this your first?” I asked quietly.

She nodded. “I just didn’t expect it to feel so…”

“So what?”

“…Good.”

She blushed the second it came out. Looked away, embarrassed.

I stopped the gun.

Her eyes snapped to mine.

“You want to finish it?” I asked.

She nodded.

“You want to finish it like this?” I let the silence stretch. Let her sit with the way her breath shook and her legs squeezed together and her body betrayed everything she hadn’t said.

“…Yes.”

I leaned in again. Needle back to skin. Her body trembled—subtle, controlled, like she didn’t want me to know she was soaking under that pretty dress but couldn’t help it.

She whimpered again—high, quiet, needy.

And this time, she didn’t even try to hide it.

I was halfway through the stem when she moaned.

It wasn’t sharp, like pain. It wasn’t shy.

It was soft. Wet. Barely-there and caught in her throat, like it had slipped out by mistake. Like she’d been holding it in since the moment I touched her and finally cracked.

I lifted the needle and cut the power.

The silence roared.

She froze—eyes wide, breathing sharp, lips parted. She knew what she’d done. Her whole body stiffened like I’d caught her stealing.

I set the gun down carefully, peeled the gloves off slow. Didn’t say a word.

She still didn’t look away.

Her thighs were pressed tight together now, dress bunched up high around her hips, and her knees were shaking. That slick little sound from her throat? It hadn’t been the first. Just the first she couldn’t smother.

“You moaned.”

She tried to swallow. Failed the first time. “I—I didn’t mean to—”

“You meant to.” I stepped closer. Her breath hitched. I was standing right between her knees again, her whole body small and tight in the chair, like she couldn’t decide whether to pull away or pull me closer.

“You’ve been moaning since the first line,” I said. “Tried to hide it. Thought I wouldn’t notice.”

She looked down.

I didn’t let her.

I slid two fingers under her chin and tilted her face back up to mine. She gasped—light, pretty. Her pupils were huge now, lips parted and shining, cheeks pink and hot.

“You didn’t come here for a tattoo.”

“I—I did—”

“You came here to be touched.”

She shook her head, but her legs were trembling. Her thighs rubbed together again, chasing pressure, chasing friction.

“You’re soaked.”

She whimpered—whimpered, not even a protest. Like just hearing it out loud was too much.

I dropped my hand. Leaned in, voice low.

“You want me to ruin you in this chair?”

A little gasp. Her hands clutched the seat under her thighs, knuckles going white.

“You want it messy? Hands all over you, my mouth on your pussy while your pretty little arm bleeds?”

She squeezed her eyes shut.

“Say it.”

She opened them.

“…Please.”

I grinned.

That was it. That was all it took.

I grabbed her hips and yanked her forward in the chair, spreading her thighs wide and stepping between them. Her breath stuttered out of her, the chair’s vinyl squealing under her back. The dress rode high—white cotton, soft and thin, exposing more skin than she realized.

I pushed it up higher.

No panties.

I fucking laughed—low and mean. She squirmed under me.

“No panties, huh?”

My fingers slid up the inside of her thigh—slow, teasing, dragging her open inch by inch. Her breath hitched again when I hit the heat.

Soaked.

Her little cunt was already glistening, lips pink and swollen, dripping onto the chair under her. Every time I grazed her clit, she jumped.

I didn’t even take off her dress. Just pushed it up past her waist, grabbed her thighs, and spread her wide.

“You’re shaking.”

She nodded, breathless. “I can’t help it.”

“You want it like this?”

She moaned.

I knelt between her legs, hooked one ankle over my shoulder, and dragged my mouth over her pussy like I owned it. Slow, wet, deliberate. She cried out—sharp and startled, hands shooting down to grab my head.

“Fuck—Cole—oh my god—”

Her hips bucked into my face. I didn’t let her move. I held her open, tongue working over her clit in tight circles, then lower, slow passes through her slit, tasting everything. She was sweet. Innocent. Ruined already and I hadn’t even fucked her yet.

She writhed against me. Begged. Sobbed through clenched teeth.

Her fingers tangled in my buzzcut and pulled when I sucked harder, lips sealing over her clit while I pushed two fingers deep inside.

She shattered.

It hit fast—too fast. Her whole body spasmed, her thighs squeezing around my face as she came with a high, helpless cry. Her cunt clenched around my fingers, fluttering tight and hot, soaking my hand and the chair beneath her.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “F-fuck—”

I kept going.

She tried to twist away, hips bucking, too sensitive—but I didn’t let her. I wanted her wrecked. I wanted her squirming and sobbing with overstimulation, her dress wrinkled and her cunt swollen and mine.

When I finally stood, her eyes were glassy, mouth slack. Her chest rose and fell with each desperate breath.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. My jeans were tight, hard as a fucking rock, and she noticed. Her eyes dropped. Stayed there.

“You done?” I asked.

She shook her head. Slowly.

“…Want more.”


Chapter 2

She said it quiet, almost like she regretted it the second it left her mouth.

“…Want more.”

Her voice was wrecked—low, hoarse, soaked in the tremble still leaking through her body. She was panting in the chair, thighs slick and spread, cunt dripping against the vinyl. Her dress was hiked around her waist, her skin flushed and twitching.

I stared at her for a second. Took her in.

Then I undid my belt.

Her eyes widened. She watched every movement—fingers, buckle, the low metallic click as it came loose, the rasp of my zipper dragging down. I was already hard. Painfully. My cock kicked free, thick and flushed, heavy with everything she’d built up in me since the second she walked in.

She made a sound when she saw it. Not fear. Not shock. Need.

I stepped between her thighs again, fisting my cock and dragging the head through the mess between her legs. She flinched when it brushed her clit—little gasp, hips jumping. I pressed harder. Rubbed slow circles around it with the crown, watching her twitch and jerk.

“You ready to take this?” I asked, hand around my base, cock gliding through her folds. “You’re so fucking tight. That little pussy’s gonna fight me, isn’t it?”

She nodded.

I slapped the tip against her clit—smack, smack—then lined up.

Held.

Waited.

Her hands grabbed the armrests of the chair. She sucked in a breath, chest rising fast.

“Look at me.”

She did.

I pushed.

Not hard—just enough to make her stretch. The head forced its way in, hot and slow, and she gasped like I’d punched the air out of her.

“Oh my god—”

I kept going.

Slow, thick, controlled. She was tight. Fucking unreal. Her cunt squeezed me like it didn’t want to let go, her walls pulsing and fluttering with every inch. I had to grit my teeth, grip the base of the chair, breathe so I didn’t come too fast.

“F-fuck,” she whispered, voice breaking. “It’s—ahh—”

I bottomed out with a low groan, hips flush to hers, balls pressed against her ass.

She whimpered, eyes fluttering. Her hands let go of the chair, reached for me like she didn’t even know she was doing it. I caught her wrists and pinned them down to the armrests, locking her there.

“You’re gonna sit still and take it.”

She nodded, whimpering.

I started to move—slow drag out, agonizing, then slammed back in with a brutal snap of my hips. The chair rocked. She cried out.

I did it again.

Again.

She broke fast.

“Cole—Cole, I—I can’t—!”

“You can. You wanted more.”

She moaned. Her cunt squeezed me tighter, like her body was trying to hold me in every time I pulled out. Wet noises filled the room—slick, obscene, echoing off the walls. Her dress slid down one shoulder. I bit it. Pulled it lower with my teeth until her breast spilled free.

I ducked down and took her nipple into my mouth, sucking hard, tongue rolling over the stiff little peak while I fucked her raw. She arched under me, crying out again.

“I’m—I’m gonna—oh fuck—!”

“Come for me,” I growled. “Now.”

She shattered.

Harder than before.

Her whole body convulsed, back arching off the chair, cunt clamping around me like a vice. Her legs kicked, hands jerking against my grip on her wrists. She was wailing, crying out my name, tears in her eyes as her orgasm ripped through her.

I didn’t stop.

She was too sensitive—she screamed when I kept pounding her through it, begging, babbling, whimpering nonsense. Her slick soaked my cock, splashing against my thighs. The chair squealed and bucked under us.

I slammed into her one last time and let go.

Came deep.

Hard.

Cum pulsed out in thick waves, filling her tight little pussy to the brim, stuffing her full. I held her hips down and groaned low into her neck, grinding slow as I emptied myself inside.

We stayed like that—me buried deep, her twitching under me, skin flushed and wet and glowing.

I finally pulled out, slow and deliberate, and watched as cum leaked out of her and ran down the crease of her ass to the seat below.

Her eyes were still glassy. Dazed. Fucked-out.

I leaned over, pressed a kiss just under her jaw.

“Still want the rest of your tattoo?”

She couldn’t walk.

Her legs were trembling when I stepped back, her cunt still twitching, the inside of her thighs slick with my cum. She looked down at herself—at the mess between her legs, the stickiness already cooling on her skin—and gave a weak little laugh. Embarrassed. Still glowing.

I grabbed her chin and kissed her.

Not rough this time. Slow. Deep. Letting her taste the salt of her own sweat on my tongue, the heat still lingering in my chest.

She melted into it, soft and sweet, arms sliding up to my shoulders. When I pulled back, she was dazed again, lips kiss-swollen and parted, eyes fluttering like she was drunk off it.

I stroked her cheek with my thumb.

“Come on,” I said. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

The back room was cooler—tiled floor, sink against the far wall, cabinet full of soaps, bandages, antiseptics. No windows. No sound but the slow drag of her breathing and the faint tap of water as I filled the basin.

She stood by the counter, gripping it like she still didn’t trust her legs. Her dress was still bunched around her hips, one strap fallen off her shoulder. Her thighs were sticky, flushed red where I’d held her down.

I turned the water off, stepped behind her.

“Bend.”

She looked at me in the mirror.

“What?”

“Over,” I said, pressing her down with one hand between her shoulder blades. “Palms on the counter. Legs apart.”

She gasped—but obeyed.

I watched her in the mirror as she folded, dress riding up even higher, ass arching into the air. She was perfect. Pink and flushed and glistening, lips swollen and parted, her messy cunt on full display. A trickle of cum still leaked from her.

I grabbed a soft cloth and dipped it in the water, wrung it out, dragged it slow and firm between her thighs. She whimpered, hips twitching, knees almost buckling when the cloth brushed her clit.

“Sensitive now?” I murmured.

She nodded.

“You’re going to be more than that.”

I tossed the cloth aside and pressed one hand to the small of her back, holding her in place.

The other hand came down hard on her ass.

SMACK.

She yelped—sharp and startled, hips jumping away from the blow. But I didn’t let her move. I gripped her waist and brought my hand down again—smack, this time on the other cheek.

“Cole—!”

“You knew what you were doing when you walked in here in that little dress.”

Smack.

“You knew what you wanted when you bent over my chair with no panties.”

Smack.

“And you knew what would happen when you started moaning on my table.”

Her thighs were quivering now. Her cunt glistened again—already wet, again, her body begging even if her mouth stayed quiet.

“You gonna deny it?”

“No…”

“No, what?”

“No, sir.”

Fuck.

I paused. Let that word soak.

She looked back at me in the mirror, eyes glassy, cheeks burning red.

I stepped in close—chest against her back, cock hard again, rubbing against her ass. She gasped when she felt it.

“You like getting punished, baby?”

She nodded.

“You want more?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “Please.”

I spanked her again—harder. The sound echoed, her hips jerking, moan catching in her throat. Her ass was pink now, hot under my palm.

I bent lower. My mouth found the nape of her neck, teeth scraping down her spine while my fingers slipped between her legs.

She was soaked.

I slid two fingers inside, curling them slow, and her moan spilled into the crook of her elbow. Her knees buckled. Her ass pressed back into me, desperate, greedy.

“You wanna come again like this? Bent over the sink, fingers in your pussy, sore and dripping?”

“Please—yes—”

I curled deeper, thumb on her clit, mouth still at her neck, whispering filth while I worked her open. She was sobbing with it now, sounds spilling like she couldn’t keep them in. Her pussy clenched so tight around my fingers I could feel her coming again—fast, ragged, body spasming with every wave.

She screamed.

I didn’t stop.

When she collapsed against the sink, I held her up with one arm around her stomach, fingers still deep inside, grinding into her until she was sobbing—soft little broken gasps, twitching under me.

Her ass was pink and hot. Her thighs shaking. Her cunt ruined.

And when I finally pulled my fingers out, the way she whimpered made my cock ache.

I leaned in again.

“You want to go home?” I asked.

She didn’t answer.

“…Or do you want to see what it feels like when I fuck you from behind with your face in the mirror?”


Chapter 3

She didn’t answer me. Didn’t need to.

I saw it in the mirror—her reflection trembling, lips parted, eyes glassy and full of please. Her breath hitched when I stepped in closer, chest to her back, cock nudging against the mess between her thighs. She didn’t move away.

I grabbed her chin, forced her to look up.

“You want it in front of the mirror?”

She nodded. Shaky. Barely holding herself up.

I ran my hand down her front, from throat to tits, down her soft belly, then between her legs. She shivered when I touched her clit again—soaked, twitching, sore and wanting more. My cock throbbed just from the way she looked at herself, seeing everything: her ruined mouth, the tears in her lashes, the raw pink of her thighs.

“Tell me.”

“I want it.”

“Want what?”

“I want you to fuck me from behind.” Her voice cracked—soft and shamed and desperate. “I want to watch.”

I didn’t wait.

I shoved the dress up to her ribs and grabbed my cock, dragging the tip through her again. She moaned—high, wanton, legs spread for me like her body was already begging for it.

I lined up behind her and slammed in.

She screamed.

“Fuck—Cole—!”

I grabbed her hips and fucked into her hard, fast, deep, no warm-up this time. Just wet heat and friction, her cunt so fucking tight even after everything I’d done to her. Every time I bottomed out, she squealed—small, breathless, helpless.

“Eyes up,” I growled. “Look at yourself.”

She tried. Her face flushed, lips bitten and swollen, her tits jiggling every time I slammed into her. Her moans were open-mouthed, raw and needy, no filter left. She gripped the edge of the counter like she’d fall through the floor without it.

“You see that?” I hissed against her ear. “That’s what you look like getting fucked.”

Smack. I slapped her ass again, harder this time, and she wailed. Her legs started to buckle.

“Too much?” I mocked.

“No,” she gasped.

“No, what?”

“No, sir—please—harder—”

I fucked her rough. Held her in place with both hands on her waist, watching the mirror shake as I pounded into her. Her ass rippled with every thrust, red and glowing, dripping down her thighs like a slut in heat.

She tried to hold herself up, but I could see it—how close she was, how fucked her body felt, like she was hanging by a thread.

“Touch yourself,” I growled.

She hesitated.

Smack.

“I said touch yourself.”

Her hand shot between her thighs. Fingers found her clit, and she screamed again—loud, unfiltered, a desperate cry as her body clenched around me.

Her orgasm ripped through her like a wave. She collapsed forward, face pressing into the mirror, fingers trapped between her pussy and the counter while her cunt clutched my cock like a fist. Her sobs were soaked, breaking open in her throat as her legs gave out.

I didn’t stop.

I held her hips, locked deep, and ground into her while she shattered around me, pumping thick and hard until I couldn’t hold it back. I grabbed her by the hair, yanked her head back, and came deep inside her.

Hard.

My cum spilled into her in waves, filling her to the brim until it leaked down her legs again. I stayed inside, holding her tight, watching both of us in the mirror—her fucked-out body limp against the sink, my cock buried to the base, our skin shining with sweat.

I pulled out slow. Watched her tremble. Watched more of my cum leak out, dripping down her inner thighs to the floor.

She stared at herself.

At what she looked like ruined.

I kissed the back of her neck and whispered:

“You look perfect.”

She didn’t say a word.

Just turned around, slow and fluid, legs wobbling like she wasn’t sure they’d hold her weight. Her dress was still rucked up to her ribs, one strap dangling off her shoulder, tits bare and flushed, lips parted, eyes ruined.

And she dropped.

Right there on her knees, on the cold studio tile, no hesitation.

I stood above her, cock still wet and shining, cum slicked down the shaft and dripping. She looked up at me, wide-eyed and reverent, breathless like she was watching something sacred.

Like I was sacred.

“Let me,” she whispered. “Please.”

Her fingers wrapped around my cock—soft, tentative—and she leaned in to kiss the tip. Just that. A soft press of lips to the head, tongue flicking out to taste the mix of her slick and my cum. She moaned. Fucking moaned.

I growled low in my chest.

Her lips opened and she took me in, slow and warm, sucking me past her tongue inch by inch. I was still half-soft, used and sensitive, and I twitched in her mouth the second she started to bob—shallow, careful, teasing.

“Fuck, Avery,” I groaned, one hand going to the back of her head.

She whimpered around me. I felt it in my bones.

Her mouth was perfect—wet and slow and sweet. She wasn’t trying to impress me. She was just devoted. Like this was her apology for every second she’d made me wait. She sucked the head, tongue flicking under the ridge, then slid lower, mouth stretching around me with a messy little slurp.

Slrk, slrk…

She drooled on me. Spit ran down my cock to her fist, mixing with cum, slicking her hand as she pumped what she couldn’t swallow. Her eyes never left mine. Wide. Shining.

I tightened my grip in her hair and fed her more.

She choked. Gagged.

Didn’t stop.

Slrk—guh—slrp…

I dragged her forward until her nose brushed my stomach, then held her there. Her throat fluttered around me, hands bracing on my thighs, tears spilling from her lashes. She took it. All of it.

Then I let her breathe.

She gasped, lips popping off with a soaked little gck, eyes glassy, spit connecting us in long strands. She looked so fucking good down there. Ruined mouth, flushed chest, dripping thighs.

“You like that?” I murmured.

She nodded. “I want all of it. Don’t waste it.”

Jesus.

I let go.

Hot and sudden, my cock twitched once, twice, then spilled thick down her tongue. She opened wide for it—tongue out, drool dripping down her chin—and swallowed every drop I gave her, moaning as it coated her mouth.

She licked me clean after. Tender. Worshipful.

When she finished, she sat back on her heels, mouth still open, tongue showing me she’d swallowed it all. My cum. Her idea.

She smiled.

A soft, shy, good girl smile.

And I realized then—I wasn’t letting her leave tonight.

Not a fucking chance.


Chapter 4

She stayed on her knees a moment longer, licking the corner of her mouth, eyes still soft and shining like she hadn’t just swallowed every drop I’d given her. She looked dazed. Content. Perfect.

But her gaze lifted to the chair.

The tattoo.

The reason she came.

And when she turned back to me and whispered, “Finish it,” her voice had no edge, no demand. Just obedience. Want. Like she was asking permission to be good again.

I took her hand, pulled her gently up—she winced a little as her thighs pressed together, sore and sticky—and I guided her to the chair. The vinyl was still warm with our sweat and everything we’d spilled. I grabbed a clean towel, laid it down over the mess, then sat first and pulled her with me.

She straddled me.

The weight of her body settling across my thighs, the soft brush of her cunt against my cock. I was half-hard again just from the feel of her. Her slick was still hot, still everywhere.

But she didn’t grind.

She didn’t ask.

She just reached down between us, found me with her fingers, and eased my cock inside.

Warm.

Deep.

She moaned, softly, resting her forehead against mine as her pussy swallowed me slow. Her cunt stretched—used and aching—and she gasped when she took all of it, hips pressing down until she was seated fully in my lap.

Not bouncing. Not moving.

Just holding.

Keeping me inside. Like she wanted to stay there. Like she didn’t know how else to exist anymore.

“Keeping it warm, baby?” I murmured, one hand sliding up her spine, the other brushing her damp hair off her cheek.

She nodded.

“Such a good girl.”

She shivered when I said it.

I kissed her—slow, deep, tongue sliding against hers while her cunt twitched around me, clenching like she needed to come again just from sitting there. But she didn’t rock. Didn’t grind.

She waited.

I reached for the machine.

She whimpered when I moved. Just a little shift inside her, and her breath caught, thighs squeezing around my hips.

“I need to hold your arm now,” I said, voice low.

She nodded and offered it—already lined with the faint purple stencil, only half-finished. Her skin trembled as I wrapped my fingers around her wrist, angled her forearm gently across my chest.

She kept still. Obedient.

While I picked up the needle and started again.

The buzz of the machine filled the room—different now. Steady. Almost meditative. My cock stayed inside her, thick and buried, twitching with every subtle clench of her pussy. Every time I breathed, she shifted on me. Every time she whimpered, I paused to let her settle.

The lines flowed.

The lavender stem, the curve of the rosemary, the softened crescent moon. I worked slow, precise, ink sinking into her skin while her warmth clung to me. Her head rested against my shoulder, lips brushing my neck, tiny gasps every time her cunt tightened just a little too much from the pressure.

“You alright?” I murmured.

“Mmhmm,” she breathed. “It’s just…a lot.”

“Too much?”

“No. I like it.”

I smiled.

I inked her like that—her pussy wrapped around me, legs tangled at my hips, her breath soft and steady while I worked. Her little whines when I shifted, the faint wet squelch when her cunt clenched, the way she gasped when I palmed her tit with my free hand…

She stayed still.

Let me finish.

Let me mark her.

When I cut the machine off, her eyes fluttered open.

“Done,” I said softly.

She looked at her arm. The fresh lines, clean and perfect, a little red but not bleeding. She smiled.

“You gonna come back for more?” I asked.

She looked down.

At where we were still joined.

Then she kissed me.

“Yes, sir.”
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Her First Tattoo. His Hands. One Chair. No Mercy.






