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Chapter 1


Chapter 1

The bar’s low amber lighting glosses over Mara’s bare shoulders as she slides onto the leather stool beside him. Hale doesn’t look at her at first—just the mirror behind the liquor bottles, catching her reflection as she crosses one leg over the other, the slit in her dress opening like an invitation.

“You’re late,” Hale murmurs, voice like a low scrape of gravel.

Mara smiles, slow and deliberate. “I wasn’t sure you’d show.”

“Oh, I was always going to show.” He finally turns toward her, eyes sweeping up her body, unapologetically lingering. “You’re the one who wanted rules.”

Her pulse jumps. “Just the one rule.”

“No names,” Hale says. His fingers brush her thigh under the bar counter—light enough to be deniable, intentional enough to make her inhale sharply. “No limits.”

Mara leans closer, lips nearly grazing his ear. “And no strings.”

Hale signals the bartender without breaking eye contact. Two glasses appear, untouched. Neither of them drink.

Mara’s hand drifts to Hale’s knee, sliding higher, nails tracing the inside of his thigh. “Room’s paid for,” she whispers. “Top floor.”

Hale’s jaw clenches. He stands without a word, and she follows. The elevator doors close behind them with a soft metallic sigh. Hale pins her against the mirrored wall before the numbers even start moving.

His mouth is all hunger. Her gasp fogs the glass.

Her dress hikes up his wrist; his palm curls around her hip and drags her forward. Open mouth, clashing breath, hands everywhere. The elevator dings for another floor—but no one is brave enough to get on.

Mara breaks the kiss just long enough to murmur, “Don’t be gentle.”

Hale’s answering smile is wicked. “Wasn’t planning to.”

Door opens. Their night begins.

The doors part with a chime, but neither Mara nor Hale hesitates. They step into the hallway still fused at the mouth, moving backward and forward at the same time, hands roaming like they’re trying to memorize each other by touch alone.

Hale grabs her waist and pulls her flush against him, the hard line of his body leaving no confusion about how badly he wants her. Mara bites his lower lip—hard enough to make him growl—and then she walks backward, tugging him by the collar of his shirt.

“Come on,” she breathes. “Try to keep up.”

Hale does more than that.

He reaches for the zipper at the back of her dress and drags it down with obscene slowness, the sound loud in the quiet hallway. The dress loosens, sliding off one shoulder… then the other… until it hangs by a whisper of fabric around her hips.

Mara lets it fall.

She steps out of the dress right there in the corridor, standing in heels, panties, and nothing else—smirking at the way Hale’s restraint fractures.

His hands are on her instantly. One at her throat, thumb pressing lightly under her jaw; the other gripping her ass, pulling her up onto her toes as he kisses her again, deeper, hungrier.

When he breaks away, his voice is a rough scrape:

“Your turn.”

Mara doesn’t waste time. She fists Hale’s shirt and yanks, popping buttons that scatter across the carpet. She pushes the shirt off his shoulders as they walk, palms sliding over the heat of him, tracing muscle, teasing the waistband of his slacks.

By the time they reach the room, he’s shirtless and breathing unevenly; she’s half-naked and flushed, pupils blown wide with anticipation.

Mara reaches the door first. Instead of unlocking it, she leans back against it, grabs Hale’s belt, and pulls him hard between her legs.

He braces one hand beside her head. The other slips beneath the waistband of her panties.

Mara gasps—loud, needy.

“Open the door,” Hale murmurs against her neck.

“Make me,” she whispers back.

Hale’s smirk turns dangerous. His fingers dip lower.

The keycard clatters from Mara’s hand.

Mara barely has time to inhale before Hale spins her, pressing her front-first against the hotel room door. Her palms slap the cool surface, her body arching instinctively as his heat crowds in behind her.

He kicks her legs just slightly apart.

“That’s better,” he murmurs into her ear.

His hand slides down her stomach, over the lace of her panties, then under it—no hesitation, no gentleness. His fingers find her already wet, and he makes a low, approving sound that vibrates against the back of her neck.

Mara’s knees nearly buckle.

Hale’s free hand clamps over her mouth before her moan can escape, pinning her firmly in place.

“Quiet,” he breathes. “Or do you want someone walking by to hear what you’re letting me do to you before we’ve even entered the room?”

Mara’s muffled whimper answers for her.

His fingers stroke her—slow at first, just enough to make her hips push helplessly back into him. Then faster. Deeper. The kind of rhythm that’s meant to ruin her composure completely.

Her breath fogs the door. Her body shakes.

Hale presses his chest to her back, boxing her in, guiding every movement until she’s grinding into his hand, panting into his palm.

“Good girl,” he whispers, voice low and lethal. “Let me feel you fall apart.”

She does.

Her climax tears through her, sharp and overwhelming. Hale holds her up, hand still over her mouth, fingers working her through every trembling aftershock until she’s weak enough that he has to support her weight.

Only then does he release her mouth, letting her gasp open-mouthed against the wood.

Her panties cling to her thighs. Her pulse is wild.

Hale kisses the back of her shoulder—slow, dangerous—while unbuckling his belt one-handed.

“We’re not done,” he murmurs. “Not even close.”

Mara’s still trembling when Hale slips the keycard into the slot. The lock clicks, the door gives—and that’s all the invitation he needs.

He pushes her forward with a hand on the small of her back, guiding her into the dark room. The door swings shut behind them, and before the latch even settles, Hale grabs her hips and bends her over the nearest surface: a narrow entryway table.

Mara sucks in a breath as her palms hit the cool wood, spine arching, ass lifting instinctively for him.

Hale pulls her panties down in one rough motion, letting them fall around her knees. He kicks her legs farther apart with his boot, the tone of it unmistakable:

Stay open.

He runs one hand up her back, fingers splaying wide, pressing her down just enough to make her breath hitch.

“So pretty like this,” he murmurs, lining himself up behind her, the head of his cock sliding teasingly through the slick he left on his fingers earlier. “Still shaking from coming on my hand.”

“Hale—”
He cuts her off with a sharp thrust.

She cries out, gripping the table edge, the force pushing her forward an inch. He pulls back and drives into her again—harder, deeper—establishing a rhythm that’s all hunger and possession.

“Look at you,” he growls, hands gripping her hips, pulling her back onto him with every stroke. “Taking me so well.”

Mara can barely form words; her voice melts into gasps and choked-off moans, the kind that fill a room even when someone tries to hold them back.

Hale drags one hand up her spine, gripping the back of her neck, not pushing—just holding her there, controlling the angle as he fucks her deeper.

Her thighs shake. Her breath stutters.

“Already close again,” he murmurs in her ear, thrusts turning sharper. “A door and a table, and you’re falling apart for me.”

“Hale—please—”

His grip tightens, his pace brutal and relentless.

“Come,” he orders, voice low enough to shatter her. “Do it while I’m still buried inside you.”

The sound she makes isn’t a word—it’s a breaking point.

Her climax hits hard, body tightening around him, legs trembling so violently he has to hold her up. Hale fucks her through it, groaning as her body clenches around him, dragging him right to the edge.

He pulls out with a sharp breath—barely restraining himself.

“Bed,” he says roughly. “Now. Before I finish in you the first round.”

Mara barely gets halfway across the dark room before Hale catches her wrist and yanks her backward. She lets out a startled gasp—but he’s already lifting her, hands gripping under her thighs, carrying her the last few steps until her back hits the mattress.

The bed bounces. Mara sprawls, flushed, lips parted, still shaking from the orgasm he dragged out of her against the door.

Hale stands at the edge of the bed for a beat—shirt gone, belt undone, chest rising sharp with restraint that’s seconds from breaking. The sight of her spread out, slick, wanting, ruins whatever control he had left.

He drags her hips to the edge of the bed, hard enough to make her breath catch, and pushes her knees open wide.

“Look at you,” he says, voice shredded. “Ruined and still ready for more.”

Mara reaches for him, nails grazing his stomach, but Hale pins her wrist to the bed with one hand and guides himself into her with the other—slow for a single heartbeat…

Then he slams in to the hilt.

Mara’s cry shatters the quiet room.

Hale groans, head falling forward as her body clamps around him. “Fuck—Mara—”
Her name slips out. The rule breaks. Neither of them cares.

He pulls out almost completely, then thrusts back in with a force that arches her off the mattress.

Again.
Again.
Hard, fast, absolutely unrestrained.

The bedframe complains beneath them. Hale braces one hand beside her head, the other gripping her hip firm enough to leave finger-shaped shadows. His rhythm is brutal, hungry, the kind that doesn’t give her time to breathe, let alone recover.

Mara’s voice is wrecked with moans, choked pleas, breathless sobs of pleasure she can’t hold back.

Hale lowers his mouth to her throat, kissing, biting, growling against her skin as he fucks her deeper, faster—every thrust hitting a spot that tears another sound out of her.

“Feel how hard you’re making me?” he pants, thrusts stuttering with need. “God, you’re so tight—keep squeezing me like that and I’m not gonna last.”

Her nails rake down his back. “Don’t—don’t stop—”

Hale snarls his answer into her mouth, kissing her like he’s devouring her, hips snapping against hers with messy abandon. The wet slap of bodies, the creak of the bed, her gasps—everything tangles into something feral.

Mara breaks first.

Her climax slams into her with no warning, her entire body locking around him, pulling him deeper, dragging a guttural groan from his chest.

He thrusts through it—once, twice—before his restraint gives out completely.

He pulls out fast, breath ragged, hand wrapping around himself as he spills across her stomach and thighs, groaning her name like a confession he never meant to reveal.

For a long moment, the only sound is the harsh drag of their breaths.

Hale finally leans down, kisses her—slow this time—and murmurs against her lips:

“We’re nowhere near done.”

Mara is still sprawled across the mattress, chest heaving, skin flushed and slick with sweat. She barely has time to catch her breath before Hale brackets her hips with his hands and flips her onto her stomach.

A startled gasp escapes her, muffled by the sheets.

Hale drags her hips upward, lifting her onto her knees, arching her back into the perfect angle he wants. He keeps one hand on her ass, thumb stroking deliberately close to where she’s still sensitive, swollen, trembling.

“Stay right there,” he growls, voice low and wrecked. “I want you open for me.”

Mara tries to push back against him—but Hale pins her in place with one palm between her shoulders, pressing her down into the mattress while her hips stay raised.

“Good,” he murmurs, admiring the way she presents for him—helpless, needy, glistening. “Just like that.”

He runs the head of his cock through her slick folds, teasing her overstimulated clit, sliding lower until he feels her body twitch in anticipation.

“Already shaking again,” Hale says, breath harsh. “I haven’t even touched you properly.”

He grips her hips. Hard.

And thrusts into her in one deep, brutal stroke.

Mara cries out, her voice dissolving into the sheets. Hale doesn’t pause—he sets a relentless pace immediately, hips snapping forward with force that drives the air from her lungs. Each thrust pushes her up the bed, the momentum jarring, intense, addictive.

His hand slides up her spine, fingers curling around the back of her neck—not choking, just holding her exactly where he wants her while he takes her as deeply as her body can handle.

“You feel that?” he pants, thrusts brutal and precise. “Feel how hard I am again already?”

Mara nods desperately into the mattress, voice wrecked.

“Use your words,” Hale orders, tightening his grip on her hip to pull her back onto him harder.

“Yes—yes, I feel you—god, Hale—”

He groans at the sound of his name on her tongue. “Good girl.”

He releases her neck only long enough to grab a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back so he can hear every sound she makes. Her mouth falls open; her eyes squeeze shut; her body clenches around him with every slap of skin on skin.

The rhythm gets harsher, deeper—his hips driving into hers with the full strength of his body behind it. The bed frame smacks the wall in a steady, obscene rhythm.

Mara’s arms give out. She collapses onto her forearms, body arching beautifully as Hale keeps her hips lifted, using them like handles.

“You’re going to come again,” he growls. “Right on my cock this time.”

“I—can’t—” she gasps, shaking violently.

“Yes,” he snarls, thrusting deeper. “You can. And you will.”

His thumb finds her clit.

Just one touch—one—

Mara shatters.

The orgasm rips through her, wild and helpless, her body clamping down around him so hard Hale’s rhythm stumbles. He swears—loud, unrestrained—as she milks every inch of him, her cries spilling into the sheets, thighs trembling uncontrollably.

Hale thrusts once—twice—then yanks out of her with a ragged groan, hand wrapping around himself as he spills across the curve of her ass and lower back, his breath hot and uneven against her ear.

He collapses over her for a moment, chest to her back, both of them shaking.

“Still not done,” he pants, voice dark with promise. “Not even close.”

Mara is still catching her breath when Hale scoops her up without warning. She lets out a broken laugh—half protest, half arousal—but he’s already carrying her toward the bathroom, her legs dangling over his arms, her skin still sensitive and trembling.

The overhead light flicks on. Steam curls from the glass-walled shower as Hale twists the handle, sending a rush of heat into the room.

He sets her on her feet only long enough to strip the last of their clothing away—her ruined panties, his half-open slacks—discarded in a trail across the tile.

The moment the water heats, Hale backs her into the shower.

The steam hits them instantly, warming her skin, making the air heavy and intimate. Water cascades down Mara’s chest, her nipples tightening, her breath going thin.

Hale steps in after her, closing the glass door with a soft click that feels like a seal around a private world.

He presses her back against the slick tile—his palms braced on either side of her head, caging her in. The water makes his hair fall over his eyes, droplets sliding down his jaw, across his throat, down the hard lines of his torso.

Mara reaches for him, dragging her nails down his wet chest. Hale groans, low, deep, stepping closer until his body pins hers to the wall, heat to heat, hard length already twitching against her stomach.

“You’re going to ruin me,” he mutters against her lips. “I can’t get enough of you.”

His hands slide down her sides, gripping her thighs, lifting them. Mara wraps her legs around his waist instinctively, water rushing between their bodies, making every slide, every grind impossibly slick.

Hale lines himself up with her—teasing, gliding, making her gasp with every brush.

“You want this?” he asks, voice a dark rumble.

“Yes—god, yes—”

He thrusts into her in one long, deep stroke.

Mara cries out, head tipping back against the tile as the water pours over her, heat inside and outside merging until she can’t tell which sensation is which. Hale’s grip on her thighs tightens, hoisting her higher, driving into her harder, deeper, the slap of wet skin echoing in the fogged-up shower.

The tile vibrates with every thrust. Her breath fogs the glass behind him.

Hale buries his face in her neck, groaning as her body tightens around him, his hips slamming forward with a force that pushes her up the wall.

“You feel so fucking good,” he grits out, thrusts growing ragged. “Hold on to me.”

Mara clings to his shoulders, nails digging into soaked skin as he pounds into her, water splashing around them, steam swallowing every broken sound she makes.

He shifts his angle—just slightly—and her cry shatters into something raw.

“There,” Hale growls, pinning her tighter. “Right there? That’s where you want it?”

She can’t speak. She nods, breathless, squeezing around him so hard he groans against her throat.

His pace turns punishing.

Wet, slick, deep enough to steal her voice.

Her orgasm hits like another wave—sharp, overwhelming, tearing through her body until she’s shaking against him, clinging to him like she’ll fall if he lets go.

Hale thrusts through every ripple of her climax, cursing into her skin.

Then he pulls out just enough to rut against her soaked heat, jaw clenched, pumping hard, fast—

He comes with a low, wrecked sound, shuddering as he spills across her lower stomach, water immediately carrying it down her skin in warm rivulets.

They stay like that, breathing hard, Hale holding her up against the tile, water thundering around them.

He kisses her once—slow, lingering, hungry despite everything they’ve already done.

“Round three,” he murmurs, voice dark with promise, “isn’t far away.”

Hours later, the room is dark except for the faint glow leaking through the curtains. The shower steam is long gone. The sheets are still warm from their bodies, tangled loosely around Mara’s waist as she sleeps on her stomach, hair spilled over the pillow.

She doesn’t hear Hale wake.

She only feels him.

A warm hand slides up the inside of her thigh—slow, deliberate, testing how deeply she’s asleep. Mara stirs, breath hitching, but doesn’t open her eyes. Hale’s palm curves over the softness of her skin, thumb brushing higher, grazing the tender place between her legs that’s still swollen from the last round.

Her body reacts before her mind does—hips shifting faintly toward the touch, thighs parting by instinct.

Hale exhales a quiet, wicked sound.

“Good morning,” he murmurs, though it’s still the middle of the night.

Mara mumbles something incoherent into the pillow.

He answers by slipping his hand between her thighs and cupping her heat from behind. She gasps awake, half-delirious, hips jerking backward into his palm.

“Hale—”
He kisses the back of her shoulder. “Shh. I’ve got you.”

His fingers slide through her folds—slow, teasing strokes that make her melt into the mattress. She’s sensitive, achingly so, but the way her breath catches tells him she doesn’t want mercy.

“Already wet,” he murmurs, voice rough with sleep and hunger. “You missed me.”

Mara tries to push up on her elbows, but Hale presses a hand to her lower back, keeping her pinned, keeping her open.

“Don’t move,” he says softly. “Let me wake you up properly.”

His fingers slip inside her—gentle at first, as if reacquainting himself with the shape of her—then deeper, curling in a way that makes her body tense beautifully under his hand. Her cheek presses into the pillow, lips parted in a soft, helpless moan.

Hale’s cock is already hard against her thigh, nudging, pulsing with impatience.

He kisses along her spine, murmuring into her skin, “I’m not done with you. Not till you’re shaking again.”

His thumb finds her clit.

She gasps. He strokes slowly—agonizingly slowly—just enough pressure to make her hips roll into his hand.

“You’re so responsive,” he whispers, fingers moving in steady rhythm. “One touch and you’re already—”

Her whole body jerks.
“Oh—god—”

He smiles against her shoulder. “There it is.”

The pleasure builds fast, sharp, overwhelming; her thighs tremble around his hand. Hale knows exactly how close she is—knows exactly how to hold her there, right on the edge, trembling.

“You gonna come for me?” he asks quietly. “Like this? Face down, half-asleep, stuffed with my fingers?”

She nods, breath broken, hips rocking helplessly.

“Then let me hear you.”

He presses his thumb harder, curls his fingers—

She breaks.

Her orgasm crashes through her, muffled cries into the pillow, body shaking under his weight. Hale holds her through it, fingers still moving, wringing every last aftershock out of her until she’s limp and gasping.

Then he withdraws slowly—too slowly—and pulls her hips back against his own.

His voice is a low promise against her ear:

“Now it’s my turn.”

Mara is still soft and shaking from the orgasm he dragged out of her when Hale curls his fingers around her hips and pulls her backward, guiding her onto her knees. Her thighs feel boneless. Her breath comes in unsteady little gasps.

“Easy,” he murmurs, though the intent in his voice is anything but gentle. “Let me take care of you.”

Her cheek is still pressed to the pillow, hair mussed and damp across her face. She shifts just enough for him to position her, legs parting instinctively, offering herself even through the trembling.

Hale strokes a hand down her spine—slow, warm, possessive.
“Beautiful,” he whispers.

He nudges the head of his cock through her folds, already soaking wet again from the orgasm he gave her moments ago. Mara whimpers softly at the contact, hips tilting back, seeking more.

Hale steadies her with a hand on her lower back.
“Don’t rush,” he breathes against her shoulder. “I want to feel every inch of you.”

He slides into her agonizingly slowly.

A low, broken sound spills from her lips. He fills her inch by inch, the stretch deeper than before, somehow more intense for the pace he forces them into.

When he bottoms out, Hale exhales a shuddering breath against her neck.
“God, you’re perfect.”

He doesn’t thrust—not yet. He just holds there, buried to the hilt inside her tight, warm heat, letting her feel him fully. Mara’s fingers clutch at the sheets as her body clenches around him.

“Too deep?” he murmurs, though his hands are already gripping her hips like he knows the answer.

“No…” Her voice cracks. “Just—don’t stop.”

He pulls out an inch.
Pushes back in.
Slow. Deep. Deliberate.

Mara’s breath stutters with every movement, her body rocking softly under his control. The pace is torture—no frantic slapping of skin, no overwhelming force—just this molten, intimate pressure that reaches places hard thrusts never could.

Hale kisses between her shoulder blades.
“You feel that?”
Another slow stroke, deeper this time.
“That’s me inside you. That’s how I want you.”

His hands slide up her ribs, guiding her arch, adjusting her angle until she gasps—sharp, involuntary.

“There,” he murmurs. “Right there.”

He moves in that exact rhythm, unhurried but devastating, each deep push hitting the spot that makes her toes curl and her breath break in her throat. Her orgasm builds with no warning, no pacing—just raw inevitability.

“Hale—please—”
“I’ve got you,” he whispers, body pressing fully against her back as he thrusts, slow and overwhelming. “Let go.”

She comes with a soft, high cry, body clenching violently around him, hips trembling against his. Hale groans at the feeling, his pace faltering but still slow, still deep, milking every shiver from her.

Her body collapses forward, but Hale catches her, holding her up, keeping her close as he thrusts through the aftershocks.

His own climax hits seconds later—buried deep inside her, his breath hot and ragged against her ear, his fingers digging into her hips as he spills himself with a low, helpless groan.

For a long moment, they just breathe.

Then Hale lowers her gently onto the sheets, pressing a kiss to her shoulder.

“I’m still not finished,” he murmurs, voice soft but dark with promise. “We have hours until sunrise.”

Mara lets herself melt into the sheets for a moment, her breath still shaky, thighs trembling from the deep, deliberate way Hale just took her. He settles beside her, arm draped loosely over her waist, thumb stroking her hip in lazy circles.

But she can feel it—the heat still simmering beneath his skin. The way he’s trying not to immediately pull her back against him. The restraint.

It makes her smile.

Slowly, deliberately, Mara shifts, rolling onto her back. Hale’s hand follows her automatically, thumb tracing the curve of her waist as if magnetized. His eyes open, dark and heavy with exhaustion and want.

“What are you doing?” he murmurs, voice rough.

Mara doesn’t answer.
She swings a leg over him.

Hale inhales sharply as she straddles his hips, her warm, slick heat settling over the length of him—not taking him in yet, just resting there, teasing, letting him feel how ready she still is. His cock twitches against her, half-hard, already aching to fill her again.

Mara leans forward, hands braced on his chest, and kisses him—slow, deep, stealing his breath and replacing it with hers.

Hale groans into her mouth. His hands go to her hips, but she slaps them away lightly.

“No,” she whispers against his lips. “My turn.”

A low, dangerous sound vibrates in his chest.
“Fuck… okay,” he breathes. “Take what you want.”

She smiles—a slow, wicked thing—and sinks down on him just barely, the head sliding into her heat. Hale’s entire body tenses, a guttural groan leaving him as she stops right there, holding him at the edge of depth.

“Mara,” he warns, breath stuttering.

She grinds forward instead of down.

A long, slow roll of her hips that drags the head of his cock against her swollen entrance, every bit of slick heat teasing him without giving him what he wants. His fingers dig into the sheets, knuckles white.

“Please,” he exhales.

Mara’s smile widens.
“You’re begging me already?”

He swallows hard.
“You’re doing it on purpose.”

She leans back, placing her hands on his thighs. Her hips roll again—slow, deliberate circles that make his abdominal muscles tighten under her touch. Her slickness coats him, making every movement slippery, torturous, perfect.

Hale’s head presses back into the pillow.
“God, Mara—if you don’t let me touch you—”

“You won’t,” she murmurs, grinding down another inch. His breath breaks. “You’re going to lie there and take it. Just like I did.”

Her words hit him as hard as her body does.

And then—slowly, beautifully—she lowers herself onto him fully.

Hale’s moan is deep, wrecked, involuntary.

Mara sits there, hips flush against his, letting him feel the full, tight heat of her wrapped around him. His hands flex uselessly at his sides. He wants to grab her hips. He wants to fuck up into her. He wants everything.

She lifts her hips an inch.
Drops them again—slow, measured, unbearably sensual.

“Fuck,” he groans, voice breaking, “you’re killing me.”

“Good.”

She rides him with that same torturous pace—unhurried, rolling, controlling every inch of depth and speed. Her hands roam his chest, his stomach, her nails dragging lines that make his muscles twitch under her palm.

His breathing turns ragged, desperate.
“Mara—please—let me—”

She cuts him off with a sharp grind, her body clenching around him.
“No. You come when I say.”

His entire body shudders.

And she keeps going—hips gliding, rolling, rising and falling with slow, devastating precision—until Hale is trembling, sweating, begging under her.

Her voice drops to a whisper as she leans down, lips brushing his ear:

“Now. Come for me.”

Hale’s climax hits instantly—hard, explosive, his hands finally grabbing her hips as he spills inside her with a broken groan.

And Mara keeps grinding through it, watching him fall apart beneath her, completely undone.

Mara is still riding out the last slow roll of her hips, watching the way Hale comes undone beneath her—muscles tight, jaw slack, breath broken. He looks wrecked, gorgeous, trembling in the aftermath she forced from him.

She’s smirking—satisfied, smug, victorious—

And that’s exactly when Hale moves.

Fast.

Before she can even gasp, his hands clamp around her waist. He surges up, flipping her onto her back in one swift, overpowering motion, her breath knocking out in a shocked, breathless sound.

“Hale—!”

He’s already on top of her, pinning her wrists above her head, his body still shaking from the orgasm she just wrung out of him.

“You think,” he growls against her throat, “I’m done?”

His cock is still half-hard inside her—sensitive, overstimulated—and the moment he shifts his hips, the friction makes him groan, makes Mara’s back arch violently.

“You’re not—” she begins, breathless.

“No,” he cuts in, voice dark and low. “Not even close.”

He pulls out almost completely—just the head still inside—then slides back in with a long, slow grind that makes both of them gasp. Overstimulation sparks through him in sharp waves; the aftershocks make his breath catch, make his grip on her wrists tighten.

But the heat in his eyes?
That’s hunger.
That’s a man reclaiming every ounce of control she stole from him.

He thrusts into her—deep, slow, deliberate.
The kind of stroke that says he’s not recovering.

He’s restarting.

Mara moans, legs instinctively wrapping around his waist, trying to pull him deeper. Hale growls, pulling back just enough to deny her the angle she wants.

“Oh no,” he whispers against her lips. “You had your turn.”

He rolls his hips again—slow but devastating, hitting the deepest part of her with a pressure that makes her cry out. His sensitivity only makes him rougher, more determined, each thrust sharper than he intends but exactly what she needs.

Mara twists her wrists under his grip, desperate for something to hold onto. Hale pins them harder above her head.

“Keep them there,” he warns, voice gravel. “Or I’ll tie them.”

Her whole body shivers.

“That’s what I thought,” he murmurs, thrusts deepening, pace building from slow dominance to something urgent, consuming, feral.

His mouth finds her neck—kissing, biting, claiming—while his hips drive into hers with rising intensity. Mara’s moans spill freely, her back arching into every thrust, every bit of force he gives her.

“Hale—god—don’t stop—”

“You don’t get to tell me that anymore.”
He slams into her, hard enough to make the headboard thud.
“You wanted this.”

She gasps, nails digging helplessly into the sheets.

“You wanted me to lose control.”
Another thrust—deep, punishing.
“Now take it.”

Her breath breaks. Her climax coils tight and fast, building with every brutal, overstimulated stroke he gives her—each one somehow rougher than the last.

Hale feels her tightening, feels her body trembling under him.

“No,” he breathes against her mouth. “Hold it.”

“I—I can’t—”

His grip on her wrists tightens, his thrusts turn punishing, relentless, determined to make her fall apart exactly when he allows it.

“Oh, sweetheart,” he growls, voice wrecked.
“You’ll come when I say—
and not a second sooner.”



Scene 12 — Choose what he does next:

A — He pushes her to the edge and denies her once… then twice… then uses his mouth until she breaks.
B — He releases her wrists, flips her to her stomach, and takes her hard enough to push her into a sudden, uncontrollable orgasm.
C — He makes her beg—really beg—before letting her come around him while he holds her down.

Your pick?

c this will be the last scene so wrap it up and make it good

SCENE 12 — She Begs For It, and He Makes Her Come Exactly When He Chooses
(Final round. Final surrender. The ending that leaves them ruined and satisfied.)



Mara is trembling beneath Hale, her wrists pinned above her head, her body tight and quivering, so close to climax she can barely breathe. Every slow, brutal thrust pushes her deeper into the mattress; every grind of his hips drags a helpless sound from her lips.

She’s right on the edge—hovering, shaking, desperate.

And Hale knows it.

He feels her tightening around him, feels the way her thighs shake, how her breath stutters in sharp, broken gasps.

He pulls out almost entirely.

Mara’s cry is raw.
“No—Hale—please—don’t stop—”

“Oh, I’m not stopping,” he murmurs against her neck, voice dark, wrecked, in total control.
“I’m making you beg.”

He thrusts back into her in one deep, devastating stroke. Mara arches violently, a sound breaking in her throat—but before she can fall over that edge—

He stops.

Just like that.

She whimpers, shaking.
“Please—please—I can’t—”

“Yes,” Hale growls, his mouth brushing her ear, “you can. And you will.”

His grip on her wrists tightens as he pulls his hips back, then rolls them forward in a slow, grinding press that hits her exactly where she needs it. She gasps, sobbing with pleasure.

“Hale—let me—let me come—”

“No.”

Another thrust—deep, slow, unbearable.

Her voice cracks. “I’m begging you—”

“Not yet.”

He releases one of her wrists only to wrap his hand around her throat—not squeezing, just holding, grounding, claiming. Her eyes flutter, her breath catches, her body tightens around him so sharply he curses.

“You’re close,” he murmurs. “You’re shaking for me.”

“Hale—please—please—let me—”

“Say what you want.”

Her voice is a desperate whisper.
“I want to come. I need it—I need you—please—”

He groans, hips snapping forward in a single hard thrust that punches a cry from her.
“That’s it,” he growls. “Beg for me.”

She does—voice trembling, body arching, thighs clenching around him.

“Please, Hale—please, I’m yours—please let me come—”

His control shatters.

He grabs her hips, pulls her down onto him, and thrusts into her with deep, brutal force—once, twice—

Then holds her tight, buried to the hilt.

“Now,” he commands, voice rough and wrecked. “Come for me. Do it now.”

Mara breaks.

Her orgasm hits like a shockwave—violent, uncontrollable, tearing through her with a cry that echoes against the walls. Her body clamps around him, squeezing so hard he groans her name into her neck, voice shaking.

He thrusts through it—slow, hard, riding out every pulsing contraction—until his own climax overtakes him, a raw, helpless sound leaving his chest as he spills deep inside her, hips trembling, hands gripping her like she’s the only solid thing in the world.

They collapse together—sweaty, shaking, breathless—Hale’s body heavy over hers, his face buried in her shoulder. Mara holds him close, fingers threading weakly through his hair, both of them struggling to recover from how thoroughly they’ve ruined each other.

Minutes pass. Maybe hours.

Finally, Hale lifts his head, kisses her slow—soft, unlike anything before—and whispers against her lips:

“That was supposed to be one night.”

Mara smiles, exhausted and glowing.
“Maybe we’re bad at rules.”

He laughs—low, warm, wrecked—and pulls her into his chest as the night settles around them.

They fall asleep tangled together, bruised, satisfied, and far from finished.
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