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Owned in the Storm

  A Stormy Night, One Bed and an Obsessed Cowboy


Prologue

The sky turned that wrong kind of green.

Every rancher in Oklahoma knew what it meant. Hazy air, clouds swollen and mean, the taste of pressure sitting heavy on your tongue like copper.

Tornado weather.

I was already in town when the sirens started wailing—just down at Braden’s Feed picking up mineral tubs, hoping to beat the worst of the weather back to the ranch. Didn’t work out that way.

Storm came in fast.

Main Street cleared quick. Locals knew where to run. They had their cellars, basements, safe spots marked out and memorized. Hell, even the dogs scattered.

But she didn’t.

I saw her just as I pulled out of the lot—stood there outside a rusted-out sedan parked half-wrong at the edge of the gas station. She wasn’t from around here, that much was obvious. California plates. Sleeveless top plastered to her skin from rain, hair a mess of wet waves, eyes scanning the sky like she didn’t know what she was looking for.

She looked like a girl who’d never heard a siren scream before.

And I couldn’t leave her out there.

I pulled the truck over, rolled the window down. “You waitin’ for a personal invitation or just plannin’ to get picked up by the wind?”

She turned toward me—sharp little chin, wide eyes. Brave in the way only people who didn’t know fear could be.

I jerked my head toward the passenger door. “Get in. Now.”

She hesitated just long enough to make me think she might be stubborn.

Then she opened the door and climbed in.

Didn’t say a word.

Didn’t have to.

I took the back roads to the ranch, tires sliding over slick gravel as the wind started howling through the mesquites. My storm shelter was already open. Always was this time of year.

I killed the engine and looked over at her. “Shelter’s underground. We wait this out. Could be hours.”

She met my eyes, water still dripping off her lashes. Her lips parted just a little when she nodded.

Good.

Because that storm wasn’t the only thing brewing.


Chapter 1

The wind was screaming by the time we got to the hatch.

Rain hit like needles, sharp and blinding, but she stayed close. I’d barely cut the truck engine before she was climbing out, arms wrapped around herself like she could hold back the whole damn storm with just her hands.

I reached the cellar door first, flipping the steel latch and swinging it open. The air inside was cool and still, dry as it could be, concrete walls and shelves stocked with storm prep—flashlights, water, canned food, folded blankets.

“Go.” I motioned her in first.

She hesitated—just a second, like she was weighing the idea of going underground with a stranger.

Smart girl.

But the wind roared again, sharp and long, and her eyes widened.

She dropped in without another word.

I followed, pulling the hatch shut behind me. Darkness swallowed us until I flicked the lantern on. A soft amber glow filled the room, catching in the shimmer of rain still sliding down her arms.

The space wasn’t big. A cot in the corner. One wooden bench. No electricity. No distractions. Just concrete, shadows, and the sound of her breathing.

“You alright?” I asked.

She nodded. “Yeah. Just… wasn’t planning on ending up in a bunker with a stranger today.”

Her voice was low. Raspy. Like it didn’t get used enough, or maybe like she’d been screaming inside and just now let something out.

I leaned against the wall, arms crossed, letting my eyes rake over her. The tank top was clinging to her like a second skin, soaked straight through. Cut-off shorts. Dirty white sneakers.

She looked like heat and trouble, wrapped in rain and instinct.

“You always talk like that when someone saves your ass?” I asked.

Her lips twitched. “Only when they do it without asking.”

I chuckled. “You’d rather I left you to get sucked into a twister?”

She shrugged, and for a second, I swore she smiled.

“You don’t look scared,” I said.

“I am.” Her voice dipped, honest and plain. “But I’ve learned not to show it.”

There it was. A crack in the tough. A soft edge she didn’t think I’d notice.

I noticed.

I grabbed one of the blankets off the shelf and tossed it to her. “Dry off.”

She caught it, wrapped it around herself. Her hands were shaking a little.

Not from the storm.

From something else.

Maybe adrenaline. Maybe cold.

Maybe me.

I didn’t ask.

I just watched.

Because there’s something about silence that tells you more than words ever could.

The wind outside hadn’t slowed.

Neither had my heartbeat.

She sat across from me on the bench, blanket wrapped tight around her shoulders, one bare thigh visible beneath the edge of frayed denim. Her legs were crossed, foot tapping—just barely—but enough that I noticed.

“Storm’s not gonna hit us dead on,” I said. “But we’re gonna feel it.”

She nodded, lips parted, still watching me like she didn’t quite know what to do with the silence between us.

Most people don’t.

But she wasn’t squirming. Just… breathing slower now. Watching me like I was the one who might crack.

She didn’t know me.

I don’t crack.

“You from around here?” I asked, even though I already knew the answer.

“No.” She shook her head. “Driving through. Got off the highway to find gas. Lucky me.”

Lucky me.

“Name?” I asked.

“Sloan.”

That fit. Sharp. Clean. A little dangerous.

“You?”

“Beau.”

She nodded like she’d expected something like that. “You live here?”

“Ranch just outside town. Shelter’s mine.”

Her eyes flicked toward the cot in the corner, then back to me. “So you bring a lot of girls down here?”

I held her gaze, slow and steady. “No. Just you.”

That made her breath catch.

Small.

But I heard it.

“Storm’s gonna keep us in here a while,” I said. “Could get cold.”

“I’m fine.”

“You’re shivering.”

She didn’t deny it.

I stood, moved to the shelf, grabbed the second blanket and walked back to her. She tensed when I got close—like part of her expected me to touch her.

She wasn’t wrong.

I held the blanket out. “Lie down. Take the cot. You’ll warm up faster.”

“You’re not gonna…?”

“No.”

She looked at the cot, then back at me.

Then she stood.

Her legs were longer than I expected. Slim, strong. She moved slow—cautious but curious—and sat on the edge of the cot, wrapping the second blanket around her.

I stood over her for a moment. Not crowding her. Just… being there.

She tilted her head, eyes lifted toward mine. “You’re staring.”

“I know.”

She didn’t tell me to stop.

I stepped back, leaned against the wall, and crossed my arms again. “Let me know if you get too cold.”

“And you’ll what?”

I met her gaze. Let the quiet stretch.

“Warm you up.”

Her breath caught again.

And this time, she didn’t hide it.

The wind howled like something wild outside, but down here, it was quiet.

Too quiet.

She shifted under the blanket, pulling it tighter. I watched the way her shoulders rose, the subtle tremble still working its way through her frame.

She was cold.

Or she was trying not to admit she wasn’t scared.

“You’re still shaking,” I said.

“I’m fine.”

“No, you’re not.”

She didn’t argue. Just glanced at me again, then looked away. That little flicker of defiance—strong on the surface, soft underneath.

I pushed off the wall and moved to her.

Didn’t ask.

Didn’t hesitate.

Just sat down beside her on the cot, close enough that our legs brushed.

Her body stilled.

“You need heat,” I said.

Her voice was low. “I told you—”

“I didn’t ask.”

She sucked in a breath, sharp and quiet.

I slid an arm around her, pulled her closer under the blanket. She didn’t stop me.

Didn’t pull away.

That was all the answer I needed.

Her body was stiff at first, then slowly melted into mine. She was warm and damp, and soft in all the right places. My hand settled on her hip.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t move.

But her breathing had changed.

Faster now.

Tighter.

I leaned down, voice just above her ear. “Still cold?”

She shook her head—barely.

I didn’t move my hand.

Didn’t need to.

“Say something,” I said.

Her lips parted. “What?”

“I’m touching you. You’re letting me. Say something.”

She exhaled, shaky. “Why?”

“Because I want to hear your voice when you fall apart.”

Her legs tensed beneath the blanket. She didn’t pull away.

Good girl.

I moved my hand up slowly, over the curve of her waist, just under the edge of her top. Her skin was warm, smooth.

“I can stop,” I said, lips brushing her ear. “Say the word.”

She didn’t say anything.

She just leaned into me.

And that was all I needed.


Chapter 2

She didn’t tell me to stop.

Didn’t flinch when I pushed the blanket aside and slipped my hand beneath her shirt.

She just… breathed.

Like her lungs didn’t know what to do with the air anymore.

My palm found the warm skin of her stomach, soft and trembling. I didn’t rush. I didn’t need to.

I wanted her to feel every second of this.

“You still scared?” I asked, voice low, mouth brushing her jaw.

Her head tilted toward me, exposing her throat. “No.”

“Good. I want you soft for me. Not tense. Not thinking.”

She let out a shaky breath as I dragged my fingers up slowly—inch by inch—until I cupped one perfect, heavy breast under the cotton of her top. No bra. Just skin.

God, she was warm.

She arched into my hand.

Not a word.

Just surrender.

I slid my thumb over her nipple, slow and teasing, watching the way her mouth parted, how her thighs shifted.

“You like being touched like this?” I asked.

She nodded.

I gave her nipple a soft pinch and growled, “Use your words, sweetheart.”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“That’s better.”

I moved then—leaned her back against the cot, blanket pooling around her hips, body laid out just for me. Her eyes locked on mine, lips parted, chest rising in quick, shallow breaths.

I pulled her top up over her breasts, baring her slowly. Deliberately. My eyes drank her in like I’d been waiting my whole life to see her like this.

Because I had.

Even if I didn’t know it ‘til now.

I ducked my head, took one nipple between my lips, sucked gently, then harder. Her hands went to my shoulders, but she didn’t push.

She pulled.

She moaned.

I kissed across her chest to the other side, took my time. When I pulled back, I met her gaze.

“I want your legs spread.”

Her breath caught.

“I—”

“I didn’t ask,” I said again, firmer this time. “I said I want them open.”

She obeyed.

Good fucking girl.

My hand slid down, between her thighs, where the denim was soaked through—but not from the storm anymore.

“You’re already wet for me,” I murmured, palming her heat through the shorts. “You want this.”

“Yes,” she said again, softer this time.

I kissed her. Deep. Slow. I wanted her undone. Needed to hear the exact moment she broke for me.

And I wasn’t stopping ‘til I did.

I took my time with the button on her shorts.

Her hips shifted when I popped it open, the soft sound loud in the quiet shelter. She didn’t speak—just watched me with wide, dark eyes, her legs still spread like I’d told her.

Good.

I liked obedience.

I liked watching her fight the instinct to close back up, to cover herself.

But she didn’t.

She waited.

“You ever been eaten like you deserve to be?” I asked, fingers easing down the zipper.

She swallowed. “No.”

“Then tonight’s your first.”

I tugged her shorts down slowly. They slid over those smooth thighs like they’d been waiting to fall. Her panties were black. Damp. Nearly see-through. My mouth watered.

She made a soft, broken sound when I leaned down and pressed my nose against the heat of her.

“You smell like sin,” I said. “Sweet. Soft. Desperate.”

Her breath caught.

“Beau…”

“Shh.” I hooked my fingers into the sides of her panties and looked up at her.

“You sure?”

She nodded.

“No.” I slid them down to her knees but didn’t take them off. “Use your words.”

“Yes,” she said, breathless. “I want it.”

“Good girl.”

I kissed the inside of her thigh—once, twice—then let my tongue trace just barely up the crease of her heat, teasing. Her legs tensed. She let out a sharp, shaky moan.

“You’re gonna stay open for me,” I said, voice low. “And you’re not gonna hide from it.”

She nodded, breath trembling.

And then I dove in.

Tongue slow, deliberate. Every stroke deep and smooth. I licked her like I had all the time in the world. Because I did. I wasn’t stopping until she came on my tongue and cried my name like it was the only one she knew.

She was soft and wet against my mouth, but I didn’t give her what she wanted. Not yet.

I licked her in slow, maddening strokes—broad, teasing swipes over her folds, avoiding the spot she needed me most. Her hips lifted, chasing my mouth.

I pulled back.

“No,” I murmured, voice low against her skin. “You don’t get to take. You wait ‘til I give.”

Her legs trembled.

I pressed her thighs wider, holding her open with one hand. With the other, I trailed my fingers along the inside of her thigh—light, lazy, like I had nowhere else to be.

“You gonna be good for me?” I asked, brushing just barely over her slit.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Please…”

“That’s not the same thing.”

My finger traced up again, slow and deliberate. I let it press gently over her clit—just enough to make her moan—then pulled away again.

“Beau…” Her voice cracked.

“Still not what I asked, sweetheart.”

I leaned in and kissed the top of her mound. Gentle. Almost sweet. Then I pressed my mouth lower, tongue circling—slow, lazy, deliberate.

She gasped.

“Don’t move,” I said against her. “If you grind on me again without permission, I stop.”

That made her still.

So still.

I flicked my tongue slowly, again and again, never settling into rhythm. Letting her feel the tension. Letting her realize this wasn’t just about release—it was about control.

“You want to come?” I asked, licking just once over her clit, slow and soft.

“Yes—God, yes—”

“Then ask. Properly.”

She whimpered.

“Say it, Sloan.”

“Please… please let me come.”

I paused.

Then smiled against her heat.

“Not yet.”

Her body was already trembling.

Back arched, lips parted, hands fisting in the blanket beneath her—like she thought that might keep her grounded.

It wouldn’t.

I licked her again, this time just a little faster, just enough pressure to make her hips jerk before I gripped them tight and forced her still.

“You’re close, aren’t you?”

She nodded, frantic.

“Tell me.”

“I’m—I’m gonna come—please, Beau—”

I pulled away.

Completely.

Her breath caught in a sound that wasn’t quite a sob, her hips rolling helplessly into the empty air where my mouth had been.

“No.” I sat back, wiped my mouth slow with the back of my hand. “Not yet.”

She whimpered—head falling back, one hand over her mouth like she could muffle the sound.

“I told you,” I said. “You don’t get to take it. I give it to you. And right now?”

I leaned back down, kissed her inner thigh, soft and slow.

“You haven’t earned it yet.”

“Please…” Her voice cracked, desperate now. “I’ll do anything.”

That made me smile.

I spread her open with both hands, slow, deliberate, dragging my tongue along the very edge of her slit without touching her clit. She was dripping now, thighs trembling like she was holding herself together with nothing but willpower.

“You’re so fucking sensitive,” I said, breathing her in. “I could make you come without even touching it.”

She moaned—high and broken.

“But I won’t.”

“Why—”

“Because I want you begging when I give it to you. I want you crying for it.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, teeth biting into her lower lip.

I moved back in. Tongue flat, slow, teasing. She writhed beneath me.

But the second her moans started to rise—that perfect sharp breath that told me she was teetering again?

I stopped.

Again.

“Beau—!”

“No,” I growled. “Not until I say.”

She was panting now. Flushed and desperate and spread wide open for me.

Exactly where I wanted her.

And she was only going to break harder when I finally let her fall.

She was trembling now.

Flat on her back, legs wide, slick and swollen and aching for me—and I hadn’t even touched her properly.

Not yet.

Her breath was ragged, chest rising and falling like she’d run a mile, and I hadn’t even broken a sweat.

I leaned in and blew across her slick folds. She gasped, her whole body tightening.

“You’re so damn close,” I murmured. “I can feel it.”

“Please…”

“Not yet.”

I dragged my tongue over her again—broad, flat, slow. She moaned loud, back arching.

Then I stopped.

Again.

Her hands flew to her face. “I c-can’t—”

“Yes, you can,” I said, calm and quiet. “You’re going to.”

She shook her head. “Beau, I need—”

I leaned up, gripped her jaw gently but firmly, tilting her face toward mine.

“Look at me.”

Her eyes fluttered open, glassy and wet.

“Tell me what you need.”

Her lips quivered.

“Say it.”

“I need to come,” she whispered.

“No.”

She sobbed—a desperate, breathy sound that cracked right through my chest.

“You don’t just need to come,” I said. “You need me to make you. To take it from you. To own it.”

She whimpered.

“That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes—God—yes.”

I pressed my thumb against her clit, slow and cruel.

“You want to break for me?”

“Please.”

“You want me to ruin you?”

“Yes—please—please, Beau—”

“Then beg.”

Her whole body seized, thighs clenching, voice breaking as the words finally tore out of her—

“Please, Beau—please let me come—I’ll do anything—I’ll be so good—I just—I need it—I need you—”

That was it.

That was the break.

And fuck, it was beautiful.

I dropped back between her thighs and took her clit into my mouth, sucking hard, tongue flicking fast and focused now—no more teasing.

Her scream echoed off the concrete as she shattered.

And I didn’t stop.

I kept licking, kept sucking, kept her right there while her body thrashed and her hands clawed at the cot, her moans raw and wrecked and mine.

Every second of it?

Mine.

She collapsed into me.

Not with her body—yet—but with her breathing, her muscles, her silence. Like every part of her had given out at once, and all she had left was me.

I pulled her into my arms, blanket half-draped around her thighs, her skin hot and damp against my chest. She curled there without a word, face tucked under my chin, heartbeat still fluttering like a bird in her ribs.

“Breathe,” I murmured.

She did.

Slow. Deep. Shaky.

But it was enough.

I stroked her back, fingers trailing along her spine, steady and slow. She felt so small like this. So quiet after everything she’d just given me.

“You good?” I asked.

She nodded against me. “Yeah.”

“You sure?”

She pulled back just enough to look at me—eyes flushed, lips swollen, hair wild from my hands.

“I didn’t know I could want something like that,” she whispered.

“You didn’t want it,” I said. “You needed it.”

Her breath caught again.

I reached up, brushed a damp strand of hair from her cheek. “You’re okay.”

“I know,” she whispered. “You made me okay.”

That did something to me. Deep.

But I didn’t say it.

Didn’t need to.

I kissed her temple, slow and warm, and pulled her back against my chest.

She stayed there for a while, legs tangled with mine, breath finally slowing.

Peaceful.

Soft.

But I could feel it already—the shift under her skin. The tension rebuilding. The want rising again, just under the surface.

She was coming down from the high…

And already aching for the next one.

Good.

Because I wasn’t nearly finished with her.


Chapter 3

She was still pressed against my chest when I shifted.

One arm wrapped tight around her waist, the other trailing down to her thigh. Skin flushed, soft, still trembling in that post-release haze.

But she wasn’t done.

I could feel it in the way she curled into me. The way her breath had settled but not cooled. The way her thighs squeezed tighter together like she was trying to contain it.

She couldn’t.

Not from me.

I leaned down and pressed my mouth to her ear. “I told you I wasn’t finished.”

Her breath caught.

I slipped my hand between her legs again, fingers sliding through slick heat.

Still wet.

Still aching.

Perfect.

She moaned, hips twitching toward my hand.

“Good girl,” I murmured. “You didn’t think I’d stop with just your mouth, did you?”

She shook her head—barely.

I hooked my fingers inside her, slow, feeling her stretch around them. She gasped, clutching my shoulder, burying her face in my neck.

“Beau—”

“You opened yourself up for me,” I said, kissing the side of her throat. “Now I’m going to take all of it.”

I pulled my fingers free and grabbed her hips, flipping her onto her back like she weighed nothing. She landed with a gasp, hair spread across the pillow, eyes wide with heat.

I stripped off the rest of my clothes, slow, watching the way her gaze dragged down my body.

Her lips parted when she saw my cock—thick, flushed, already hard.

“You ready for me?” I asked, crawling over her.

She nodded too fast.

I gripped her jaw again. “Say it.”

“Yes,” she breathed. “I’m ready. I want it.”

“Too late for wanting,” I growled. “You’re mine now.”

And then I shoved her legs apart and slid in—

Slow, deep, unrelenting.

She cried out, back arching as I stretched her open.

And I didn’t stop.

I didn’t let her breathe.

I just started to move.

She took me deep—so deep.

Tight, slick heat clenched around me the second I pushed in, and I had to bite down a curse just to keep from breaking too fast.

Fuck, she felt perfect.

I braced my hands on either side of her, chest hovering over hers, every inch of me buried in her. She was panting already, eyes wide, hands digging into my back like she needed to anchor herself.

“Look at me.”

She tried.

Tried to keep her gaze locked with mine, even as her mouth fell open and her breath hitched with every slow, thick thrust I gave her.

“That’s it,” I growled, hips rolling deeper, harder. “You stay with me.”

She whimpered—yes sir written all over her face without the words. Her body arched to meet me, legs wrapping around my waist like she was trying to keep me inside her.

As if I’d go anywhere.

I wasn’t giving her space.

I was going to take everything.

“Feel how deep I am?” I murmured, voice low in her ear as I pounded into her slow but brutal. “You feel that?”

She nodded against me, gasping. “Yes—yes, Beau—so fucking deep—”

I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head with one hand, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise.

She moaned—loud—like the restraint turned her spine to liquid.

“I told you,” I said, slamming into her harder now, rhythm merciless. “You don’t get soft, gentle Beau now. You begged for this.”

She cried out again, trembling under me, her body soaking with need, with surrender, with the way I was using her like she’d been made for it.

“You like being used like this, baby?”

“Yes—yes—oh my God—”

I fucked her harder.

No mercy.

No break.

Just raw, deep, claiming strokes that had her body shattering all over again beneath me.

And I wasn’t done yet.

I could feel her getting close.

The way her pussy tightened around me—slicker, hungrier—every muscle in her body straining like she was fighting it.

But she wasn’t in control anymore.

I was.

“Don’t hold back,” I growled into her ear. “You come when I say.”

“Beau—”

Her voice cracked on my name like it was the only word she remembered.

Good.

I ground my hips deeper, pushing harder, her wrists still pinned above her head, her body stretched out and trembling under mine.

“You feel that?” I asked, fucking her slow and brutal, deep enough she gasped with every stroke. “That’s me splitting you open. That’s me filling you up like I own you.”

She sobbed, legs shaking, thighs clenched around my hips.

“Tell me you’re mine.”

“I—I’m yours—”

“Say it like you mean it.”

“I’m yours—oh God—please—”

“That’s right,” I growled. “And now you’re gonna come for me.”

I slammed into her, hard, deep, relentless—no pause, no softness, just raw, pounding possession.

Her scream tore out of her throat as she shattered around me, her whole body locking tight, pulsing around my cock in hot, frantic waves.

I didn’t stop.

Didn’t slow down.

I kept thrusting through her orgasm, holding her down while she broke apart—again—and again.

“Good fucking girl,” I murmured, biting her shoulder, dragging my teeth over her skin. “That’s how you come for me.”

She whimpered, nearly sobbing with the force of it, shaking so hard her wrists trembled in my grip.

I let them go.

And wrapped both arms around her instead.

Because now?

She was completely wrecked.

And she was mine.

She was still pulsing around me—soft, wet, spent.

But I wasn’t done.

Not until I was buried deep inside her with nowhere else to go.

Her thighs trembled against my hips, her nails dragging helplessly down my back, and that sound—low, broken, full of everything she couldn’t say—poured from her lips as I drove into her harder.

“I’m gonna come,” I growled. “You hear me?”

She nodded, too dazed to speak, body wrecked and open under mine.

“You’re gonna take every drop,” I said, fucking her rough and fast now, chasing that edge. “You’re gonna let me fill you up.”

“God—yes—”

Her legs wrapped tighter around me like her body knew before she did.

I gritted my teeth, thrusting deep, grinding until I was seated all the way inside—every inch of me claimed by her heat.

And then I broke.

The orgasm ripped through me like fire, my hips jerking once, twice, before I emptied inside her with a groan low and brutal in her ear.

“Mine,” I snarled. “You hear me, Sloan? Fucking mine.”

She whimpered and nodded, clinging to me while I spilled inside her, her pussy still fluttering around me like it didn’t want to let me go.

Good.

Because I wasn’t going anywhere.

I stayed there, cock still buried inside her, my chest pressed to hers, my breath ragged and hot against her skin.

She was soaked, shaking, full of me.

Just the way she should be.

Just the way I’d keep her.


Chapter 4

She was still trembling beneath me, her body limp and wrecked, skin slick with sweat and sex and surrender.

But I wasn’t soft.

Not with her.

I stayed inside her just a little longer, savoring the way her body clung to mine, keeping me warm and buried in everything I’d taken.

Then, slowly, I pulled out.

Her breath hitched at the loss.

My cock was still hard—slick with her arousal and my release. The sight alone made my jaw tighten.

I gripped her chin and tilted her face up toward mine.

“You want to be a good girl for me?” I asked, voice low and rough.

She nodded, dazed, pupils blown wide.

“Then clean me off.”

Her lips parted, no hesitation—just need.

She moved to her knees, slow, a little unsteady. I stood at the edge of the cot, cock heavy and glistening just inches from her face.

She looked up at me once.

And then she opened her mouth.

Good fucking girl.

She took me in, warm and willing, lips soft as sin as she licked me clean—slow and reverent, like she understood this was just as much about obedience as it was about lust.

I watched her, one hand in her hair, guiding her gently as she worked.

“You feel that?” I murmured. “That’s what you earned.”

She moaned around me, tongue dragging over the base, up the shaft, lips wrapping around the head like she liked the taste of me.

And I believed she did.

Because she didn’t stop.

She kept going until I was spotless, pulsing, and harder than I’d been before.

When she looked up at me again—mouth slick, chest rising fast—I saw it.

The hunger.

The need.

The submission.

And I knew one thing for damn sure—

This wasn’t over.

Not even close.

Her mouth was still wrapped around me when I tightened my grip in her hair.

She looked up at me—wide, wet eyes, lips stretched around the head of my cock, tongue working like she already knew what I wanted.

Smart girl.

I didn’t say a word.

Just slid a little deeper.

Her throat fluttered as I pushed past her lips, and she moaned—God, the sound vibrating through me like fire.

I pulled back slowly, letting her taste all of me again.

And then I pushed in deeper.

This time she gagged just a little—just enough to make my jaw clench, to make my hand tighten in her hair.

“You can take it,” I growled. “You will take it.”

She nodded the best she could, mouth stuffed full of cock, hands gripping my thighs like she needed to hang on or drown.

I started to fuck her mouth.

Slow at first—testing. Feeling the give, the way she adjusted, let me slide in deeper with every thrust. Her throat worked, slick and tight, her lips flush against the base every time I buried myself.

She took it like she’d been made for this.

Like she wanted to be used.

“Look at you,” I muttered, voice thick. “So fucking good like this. On your knees. Mouth open. Taking what I give you.”

She moaned again, louder this time—eyes watering, spit slick on her chin, and fuck, I’d never seen anything more perfect.

I didn’t stop.

Didn’t let her catch her breath.

I held her there—fucking her mouth with slow, brutal strokes, my hips rolling forward, her head rocking with every thrust. She made soft, choked sounds, but she didn’t pull back.

She took it.

Every inch.

“Mine,” I said again, jaw tight as heat built low in my gut. “You’re gonna swallow every drop. You understand me?”

She whimpered, and I felt the hum of her answer in my cock.

That did it.

My grip tightened.

My hips snapped forward.

And I came—deep—spilling down her throat in hard, pulsing waves, groaning as I emptied into her.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t pull away.

She swallowed like she’d been waiting for it.

Good fucking girl.

When I finally pulled back, she looked wrecked—flushed, teary-eyed, dripping.

Mine.

Every damn inch of her.


Chapter 5

She was still on her knees when I reached for her.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t ask.

Just curled my fingers under her chin and tipped her face up to mine.

Her lips were swollen, slick. Her chest was heaving, nipples poking through the thin fabric of that soaked tank top like they were begging for attention.

I leaned down and kissed her—slow, deep, claiming. Not sweet.

Nothing about this was sweet.

When I pulled back, she swayed a little.

Used. Satisfied.

But not done.

Not yet.

I slid my hands down to her chest, palming both breasts through the thin cotton. She gasped—soft, surprised—but didn’t move. Her arms fell to her sides like she already knew who she belonged to.

I gripped harder.

Thumbs rolling over her nipples, making her shudder.

“You’re still hard here,” I murmured. “You want more?”

She nodded, breathless.

“No.” I pinched both peaks sharply, making her cry out. “Say it.”

“Yes—I want more,” she whispered, voice thin and hoarse.

I hooked my fingers in the neckline of her top and pulled.

The fabric gave with a tear, splitting wide down the center, exposing her tits completely—bared and flushed and begging for my mouth.

She didn’t even flinch.

That made me grin.

I lowered my head and took one into my mouth, sucking deep, hard, pulling a moan from her that echoed off the concrete walls.

I bit. Just enough to make her gasp.

Then moved to the other, licking around the nipple slow, then flicking it fast with my tongue until her whole body trembled.

She whimpered, legs shaking.

I cupped both breasts again—firm, kneading like I owned them. Because I did.

“They’re sensitive now,” I muttered against her skin. “I like that. You feel everything, don’t you?”

She nodded, eyes closed, lips parted.

“Good,” I said. “Because I’m not stopping until you’re shaking again.”

I pulled her to her feet, slow and steady.

She swayed—loose-limbed and pliant from everything I’d already wrung out of her—but she came willingly. Just like I wanted.

“On your back,” I said, voice low.

She obeyed without question, lying back on the cot, legs still trembling, tits bare and flushed, glistening from where I’d already tasted her.

I stood over her, stroking my cock—still thick, still hard, slick with her spit and my cum.

“You’re gonna let me fuck these now,” I said. “And you’re gonna hold them for me. Nice and tight.”

She nodded, lips parted, and reached up to cup her breasts the way I’d shown her—pressing them together, soft mounds squeezed just right, nipples peeking from the center like they still wanted my mouth.

I knelt on the cot, straddling her torso, cock resting heavy between the valley of her chest.

“Look at you,” I muttered. “All ready for me.”

And then I pushed forward.

The head of my cock slid between her tits, slick and perfect, the pressure maddening. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, her lips parting with every slow thrust I made down her chest.

“You like this?” I asked, rolling my hips, fucking the tight space between those soft, perfect tits.

“Yes,” she whispered. “It’s so—fuck—hot.”

I grinned and picked up the pace.

My cock slid up toward her chin with each stroke, the tip grazing her lips, painting her mouth with what was left of my release. She moaned, tongue flicking out to taste it.

That made me groan—low and filthy.

I wrapped a hand in her hair, holding her head steady as I thrust again, harder this time, fucking the tight press of her tits while her mouth opened for me.

“Goddamn, look at you,” I growled. “So fucking pretty like this. All soft. All mine.”

She whimpered, and I saw it—felt it—how she was getting turned on again just from being used. Her thighs squeezed together, her hips twitching under me.

She didn’t just want this.

She needed it.

Her tits were slick with spit and heat, squeezed tight around my cock like they’d been made to fuck.

I gripped the sides of the cot, hips driving harder now—faster. Her breath came in quick little pants beneath me, mouth open, eyes glazed as she looked up at me.

Like she loved watching me use her.

“You hold them tighter,” I growled.

She obeyed, fingers squeezing the soft flesh just right, pushing them together until I could feel every inch of friction—hot, perfect, addicting.

“Fuck, Sloan…” My voice dropped, rough and wrecked.

She looked up at me with those big, shining eyes and licked her lips, breathless. “Come for me.”

That broke me.

I groaned, long and low, hips jerking as the first spurt shot from me—hot and thick, striping across her chest, painting her flushed skin.

Another.

And another.

My cock pulsed between her breasts, streaking her nipples, her throat, her collarbone.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t turn away.

She watched me, chest heaving, completely open to it.

To me.

“Goddamn,” I muttered, catching my breath, one hand braced on the cot, the other wrapped tight in her hair as I looked down at the mess I’d made of her.

Cum glistened on her skin, sliding down between the soft curves of her tits.

Mine.

All of her.

And the best part?

She wanted more.

She was a fucking vision.

Laid out beneath me, tits glistening, chest heaving, my cum streaked across her skin like art.

But I wasn’t done admiring her.

And I damn sure wasn’t letting it go to waste.

I sat back on my heels, one hand still in her hair, the other sliding down her torso.

She flinched—just a little—when my fingers reached the mess I’d left behind. Warm. Wet. Sticky.

I scooped a thick smear off her collarbone and dragged it slowly down between her breasts, watching it shine in the low light.

She shivered.

Then moaned.

“Feels good,” I muttered. “Doesn’t it?”

She nodded, eyes locked on mine like she couldn’t look away.

I palmed one breast—full, soft, flushed—and began to rub it in.

Slow, deep strokes. My fingers pressing the cum into her skin like lotion, dragging it over her nipples, coating every inch.

“You’re mine now,” I said. “Inside. Outside. Every part of you.”

She gasped when I pinched one nipple and rolled it between my fingers—slick with my release. It made the contact filthier. More intimate.

She arched into my hand, legs twitching beneath me.

“I could do this all night,” I murmured. “Just sit here and mark you. Rub myself into every inch of this perfect fucking body until you feel me every time you move.”

“Beau…” she whispered, breath caught in her throat.

I dipped my hand lower, spreading more of the mess over her stomach, down her sides. Touching her not with urgency—but with purpose.

Claiming her.

Savoring her.

Like she wasn’t just mine now.

She always had been.


Chapter 6

She was still laid out beneath me—cum-slick, soft, panting—when I grabbed her hips and flipped her over.

She gasped, catching herself on her elbows, her ass up, her thighs spread wide without even thinking.

Good girl.

I ran a hand down her spine, slow, watching the way she arched for me, instinctive and eager. Her back curved like she wanted to be taken. Wanted to be filled.

Again.

I pressed a hand to her lower back and leaned down over her.

“You didn’t think I was done with you, did you?”

She shook her head, voice tight. “No…”

I chuckled low in her ear. “That’s right. You’re gonna take it again. Just like this.”

She whimpered—yes without saying the word.

I sat back on my knees, gripped her hips, and spread her wider.

Her pussy was still soaked, pink and swollen, practically begging.

I wrapped a fist around my cock—still hard, still wet from her mouth and my release—and lined up behind her.

Slid in slow.

Thick.

Deep.

She moaned—loud, broken, desperate—and arched her back further, giving me every inch.

“Fuck,” I muttered, bottoming out. “You feel even tighter like this.”

She gasped, fingers curling into the blanket.

I pulled back an inch.

Then drove in hard.

The slap of our bodies echoed off the concrete.

So did her moan.

And that was when I lifted my hand—and brought it down on her ass.

Sharp. Loud. Perfect.

She cried out, body jolting forward, but I gripped her hip and held her in place.

“You take that?”

“Yes,” she breathed.

I spanked her again, the other cheek now—harder.

She whimpered, and her pussy clenched tight around me.

“That’s my girl.”

And then I started to move.

Her ass was already pink from the spanks, her back arched beautifully as I held her down and fucked her deep.

The sounds were obscene—my hips slapping her soaked pussy, her moans muffled by the crook of her arm, her breathing fast and shallow like she couldn’t keep up.

I wasn’t letting her.

I reached forward, grabbed a fistful of her hair, and yanked her up off her elbows.

She gasped, spine curving tighter as I pulled her upright, her back flush to my chest, my cock still buried inside her.

“You feel that?” I growled into her ear, hips slamming forward.

She cried out—sharp and high-pitched—and nodded.

“Say it.”

“I—I feel you.”

“No.” I tightened my grip in her hair and slammed into her again. “Say where.”

Her voice cracked. “Inside. I feel you inside—so deep—Beau—”

“That’s right,” I snarled, dragging her hips back to meet my thrusts. “You feel me everywhere. You belong to me now.”

“Yes,” she gasped.

I let go of her hair and wrapped a hand around her throat, not choking—just holding. Possessive. Firm.

She shuddered.

“Gonna fuck you until you forget your own name,” I muttered against her neck. “Only word you’ll remember is mine.”

“Beau—fuck—yes—”

I slid my hand down between her thighs, fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight little circles while I fucked her harder.

She was so fucking wet it was dripping down her thighs, every thrust loud and messy.

And she was close.

I could feel it in the way her walls fluttered around me, in the way her legs trembled under the weight of my rhythm.

“You gonna come on my cock again?” I growled. “Gonna let me fuck the moan out of you?”

“Yes—please—please—don’t stop—”

I didn’t.

Not even a little.

She was right there—trembling, gasping, her body trying to outrun the orgasm building inside her.

I wasn’t letting her.

I slammed into her, hard and fast, hand still between her legs, fingers rubbing her clit with tight, ruthless circles.

“Come for me,” I growled against her ear. “Now.”

She cried out—raw and high and helpless—as it hit her.

Her whole body seized, thighs clenching, back arching so hard I thought she’d break.

I didn’t stop.

I fucked her through it.

Every pulse of her pussy around me only made me thrust harder, like I could force her to keep coming until there was nothing left.

She screamed my name—again and again—voice breaking, hands scrabbling at the sheets, legs giving out beneath her.

I held her up.

I kept going.

“You’re gonna take it,” I snarled, slamming into her. “You’re gonna stay open and feel every inch while you come for me.”

“Beau—oh God—I can’t—”

“Yes, you can.” I grabbed her hips, pulled her back into each thrust. “You fucking will.”

She sobbed—yes and no and fuck all tangled together—and I felt her break a second time.

Harder this time.

Her body bucked against mine, her pussy clenching like it was trying to trap me inside, and she screamed as the climax tore through her like a goddamn storm.

And still—I didn’t stop.

She was still gasping when I pulled out.

Her legs gave under her, body trembling, sweat slick on her skin—and I caught her before she could fall.

I dragged her back into my lap, rough and quick, her back against my chest, legs spread wide over mine.

She moaned—wrecked and open, but still ready.

Still mine.

I hooked one arm under her knees and lifted her, just enough to shift her into place, and then I reached down and guided my cock back into her.

She was soaked—soaked—and still twitching from that last orgasm, her walls fluttering the second I pushed in.

Her head fell back on my shoulder, mouth open, breath shaking.

“Feel that?” I muttered against her jaw. “You’re still coming.”

She whimpered, thighs twitching, her body too sensitive, too fucked out to hide from me now.

Good.

Because I wanted her broken when I came.

I wrapped my arm around her middle and started to thrust up into her—deep and slow, every stroke hitting that spot that made her cry out.

And I watched her.

Watched her tits bounce with every movement.

Watched her jaw tremble when I filled her to the base.

Watched her eyes roll back when my fingers found her clit again.

“You’re gonna do it again,” I growled. “You’re gonna come for me while I watch you fall apart.”

She shook her head—weak, desperate—but I didn’t let up.

“Uh-uh, baby. You’re not done ‘til I’m done.”

She was already shaking.

Held open on my lap, my cock buried deep, her clit pinned under my fingers—her body didn’t know if it could handle more.

But I wasn’t giving her a choice.

“Come for me,” I growled, voice tight. “One more. You can give me one more.”

She sobbed, head dropping back against my shoulder, legs twitching uncontrollably.

“You’re mine,” I said, thrusting up into her—deep, sharp, unrelenting. “You come when I tell you to.”

And she did.

Right there.

Her body snapped tight, pussy squeezing around me in frantic, desperate pulses. Her scream was breathless—shattered—her hands clawing at my thighs like she needed something to anchor her.

I kept going.

Kept fucking her through it, my arm wrapped tight around her waist, my breath hot in her ear.

“That’s it. That’s my good girl. Taking everything I give you.”

She was falling apart, trembling like I’d broken every nerve in her body.

And still—I didn’t stop.

I pulled her down hard on my cock, over and over, faster now, using her body until the pressure in mine finally hit the edge.

I groaned—low and rough—gripping her hips as my orgasm slammed into me, hips jerking, cock pulsing deep inside her as I spilled everything into her.

Hot.

Heavy.

Full.

She gasped as she felt it, her fingers digging into my arms, every muscle in her body wrung out and used.

I held her there, still deep inside.

Still owning every inch.

“I told you,” I muttered against her neck, breath ragged. “You’re mine.”

She nodded—silent, wrecked, perfect.

And this time?

She didn’t beg.

She didn’t cry.

She just leaned back into me…

And let it happen.


Epilogue

She was limp in my arms.

Spent.

Slick.

Still full of me.

But I wasn’t ready to let go.

Not yet.

I shifted us down onto the cot, slow and careful, keeping her close—still inside her, still hard, still connected. Her head rested against my chest, skin flushed and damp, breath soft like she’d finally surrendered to the quiet.

I slid a hand up her back, fingers threading through her hair, the other gripping her hip, holding her in place.

Keeping her right where she belonged.

“You feel that?” I murmured, pressing in a little deeper, cock still snug inside her heat.

She whimpered—barely.

But she didn’t move.

Didn’t try to pull away.

“That’s me,” I said. “Still buried in you. Still filling you.”

She nodded, eyes closed, lashes brushing my chest.

“You’re not going anywhere, Sloan.”

No response.

Just the slow curl of her fingers against my side. The soft exhale. The way her body molded into mine like she belonged there.

Because she did.

“You’re mine now,” I whispered, lips brushing her temple. “You gave it to me. Every inch. Every breath. And I’m not giving it back.”

She didn’t fight it.

Didn’t argue.

She just whispered, voice hoarse and full of something raw—

“I know.”

And I smiled.

Because I wasn’t pulling out.

Not tonight.

Not tomorrow.

Not ever.
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