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Chapter 1

The moonlight slices through the pine trees, silvering the lake like molten glass. My boots crunch over gravel as I cut along the shoreline, flashlight swinging lazily at my side. I’m supposed to be checking for illegal campers, but honestly, this stretch of forest is dead quiet most nights.

Except tonight, it isn’t.

There’s a ripple—soft, quick—like something slipping under the water. My brow furrows. I kill the flashlight and crouch low. A second ripple, closer to the dock.

And then I see her.

She surfaces like some wild little nymph, water streaming down her shoulders. Big eyes, glinting even in the dark. She glances toward the shore—toward me—and freezes.

Well, well.

She’s not wearing a damn thing.

I lean against a tree, grinning to myself. “Breaking a few park rules tonight, sweetheart?”

Her head jerks toward me. “Oh my god—” she gasps, ducking back into the water up to her chin. “Who are you?!”

I take a step closer, letting the gravel crunch loud under my boots so she knows I’m coming. “Wildlife officer. You know—those guys who make sure people don’t trespass, hunt illegally… or swim naked where they’re not supposed to.”

“I—I didn’t think anyone was around,” she stammers.

“Yeah, I bet you didn’t.” My voice drops just enough to make her blush—hell, I can feel her blushing from here. “But lucky for me, I was.”

She tries to back away, but there’s nowhere to go. Her little fingers clutch the edge of the dock.

“Come on out.” I nod toward the shore.

Her eyes go wide. “Out? Like this?”

“Exactly like that.”

“I can’t—”

“You can.” My lips twitch with a wicked grin. “Unless you’d rather I wade in there and get you myself.”

Her throat bobs. She doesn’t move.

“Your choice, sweetheart. Either way, you’re coming out of that water.”

Her fingers grip the dock so tight her knuckles must be white under the water. She glances toward the shore—at a pile of clothes I didn’t notice before, just a few feet from me.

Oh. So that’s where her modesty is hiding.

I stroll over and nudge the little bundle with my boot. A sundress. Sandals. A pair of lacy white panties so small they’d fit in my fist.

She notices me looking and gasps, cheeks flaming.

“These yours?” I ask, real casual, hooking the panties on one finger and holding them up to the moonlight. “Damn, sweetheart. You really thought no one would see you out here?”

“Stop—put those down!” she squeaks, sinking deeper into the water like she could disappear.

I grin slow, wicked. “Not a chance.”

I tuck the panties into my back pocket and stand there, arms crossed, just waiting. “Come on out, sweetheart. You want these back, you know what you gotta do.”

She bites her lip, glancing from me to the clothes.

“Tick tock.” I tilt my head, lazy and smug. “Unless you really want me to come get you.”

Her chin lifts the tiniest bit—like she’s summoning every ounce of courage. And then, slowly, she moves toward the shore.

Water glides down her bare shoulders as she rises, bit by bit. Pale skin in moonlight, dripping, trembling. She covers herself with her hands, but it’s useless—my eyes take in everything.

She steps onto the dock, toes curling against the wood, and stares at me—wide-eyed, like she’s not sure if I’m about to kiss her or cuff her.

“You’re adorable, you know that?” I murmur, closing the space between us, slow enough to make her heart race. “Sweet little thing like you, out here trying to be bold.”

Her lips part, but no words come out.

“You want these back?” I tap my pocket.

She nods, shy as hell.

“Then you’ll have to earn them.” My hand slides to her jaw, tilting her chin up. “Starting with a kiss.”

Her breath catches when my thumb brushes over her chin.

“Look at you,” I murmur, voice low. “So damn pretty. You have no idea, do you?”

“I… I shouldn’t—”

“Sweetheart,” I interrupt, leaning in just close enough that my breath ghosts over her lips. “You already did.”

Her lips part again, and that’s all the invitation I need.

I kiss her soft at first—slow, teasing, just enough to taste the water still clinging to her mouth. She stiffens, then melts, her little hands pressing timidly against my chest like she can’t decide if she should push me away or pull me closer.

I don’t let her decide.

My hand slides from her jaw to the back of her neck, deepening the kiss until she gasps against my mouth. I take advantage, tongue slipping past her lips, drinking in the little sound she makes.

She tastes like lake water and something sweeter—something I can’t get enough of.

When I finally pull back, she’s breathless, eyes wide.

“That’s it,” I murmur, lips brushing her ear. “Good girl.”

My free hand trails down her bare arm, and she shivers. I smirk, dragging my thumb slowly across her nipple, just barely grazing it.

She lets out the softest, shocked whimper.

“Oh, you like that, don’t you?” I tease, fingers circling lazily, like I’ve got all night.

“I—no—”

“Liar.” I chuckle darkly, sliding my hand lower, down her stomach, until my fingers slip between her thighs. “You’re shaking, sweetheart. Not from the cold, either.”

Her nails dig into my shirt, desperate for something to hold onto.

Her nails dig into my shirt, but before she can gasp out another excuse, I catch her wrist in my hand.

“You know what I think, sweetheart?” My voice is low, dangerous, right against her ear.

She swallows hard. “W-what?”

“I think you knew the rules. And I think you broke them on purpose.”

Her eyes go wide. “No! I didn’t—”

“Liar.”

Before she can blink, I spin her around, one firm hand on the small of her back, pressing her down so her palms land flat against the dock railing.

“Wha—hey!” she squeaks, twisting to look at me over her shoulder.

“Eyes forward,” I order. My palm lands sharp and fast on her bare ass—one quick smack that echoes across the lake.

She gasps, jerking against the railing.

“That’s one,” I murmur, low and smug. “Count them for me.”

Her breath hitches.

“Sweetheart,” I warn, letting my fingers trace the spot I just spanked. “Count. Or I’ll start over.”

“O-one,” she whispers.

“Good girl.”

Another sharp smack.

She shivers. “T-two…”

I spank her again, slower this time, watching the way her thighs press together as if she can’t decide whether she hates it or loves it.

“That’s three,” I growl, rubbing the sting out with my palm. “And since you broke so many rules tonight, I think we’ll add a few more. Just to be sure you learn your lesson.”

She squirms under my hand, the last sting making her let out the softest little whimper.

“Bend over more,” I order, pressing on the small of her back until her chest nearly touches the railing.

“N-no, I—”

“You’re not in charge here, sweetheart.” My palm lands hard again, making her gasp. “You want me to stop?”

Her silence is answer enough.

“That’s what I thought.”

I spread my fingers across her reddened cheek, rubbing slow circles while my other hand slides lower—over the curve of her hip, between her thighs.

She jolts, a shocked cry slipping out as my fingers find her already wet.

“Well, well.” I chuckle darkly, teasing her slit with just the tips of my fingers. “Look at you. Breaking rules and loving it.”

“I—ah—”

“Shh. Count.”

“F-four…” she whispers, voice breaking.

I spank her again, harder this time, and she lets out a breathless moan.

“Five,” she gasps.

I slide two fingers inside her, slow and deliberate, keeping her pinned against the railing with my other hand on her back.

“Six,” I growl against her ear as my fingers curl just right, making her knees buckle.

“You gonna be a good girl from now on?” I whisper, thrusting my fingers deeper, my palm pressing hard against her clit.

“I—yes—oh god—”

“Mm. That’s what I like to hear.”

Her legs are shaking so hard I have to hold her in place, my fingers driving deeper, curling just right every time.

“God, you’re so tight,” I growl against her ear. “Clenching around my fingers like you’re desperate for more. You like getting punished, don’t you?”

“N-no—ah—”

“Liar.” My thumb circles her clit, slow and deliberate. “You’re dripping all over my hand, sweetheart. You’ve never been this wet in your life.”

She moans, her head dropping against the railing as her hips rock helplessly back into my hand.

“That’s it,” I murmur, lips brushing her shoulder. “Take what I’m giving you. Don’t fight it. You love it.”

Her breaths come faster—high, shaky gasps—as my fingers work her harder, faster.

“You gonna come for me, pretty girl?” I ask, my voice low and filthy in her ear.

“I—oh god—please—”

“Say it. Say you’re gonna come all over my fingers.”

“I—I’m—gonna—”

“That’s my girl.”

Her whole body tightens around my fingers, a strangled cry tearing from her throat as she falls apart—wet and shaking, clutching the railing like it’s the only thing keeping her standing.

I don’t stop, working her through every last wave until she’s trembling against me, breathless and wrecked.

Finally, I pull my fingers out, slick and glistening in the moonlight. I let her see them before I lick them slow, savoring her taste right in front of her.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” I murmur with a smirk. “But we’re just getting started, sweetheart.”


Chapter 2

She’s still trembling, bent over the railing, when I step back just enough to look at her—really look at her. Reddened cheeks, legs shaking, hair stuck to her wet shoulders.

“Don’t move,” I tell her, voice rough.

She glances back at me, wide-eyed, but stays put. Good girl.

I drop to one knee behind her, sliding my palms up the backs of her thighs. She gasps when I spread her apart, her swollen pussy glistening in the moonlight.

“Fuck,” I groan softly, my thumbs kneading her ass. “Look at you. So damn pretty everywhere.”

She squirms, trying to close her legs, but I grip her hips firmly.

“Ah-ah,” I warn, giving her a sharp smack that makes her squeak. “Stay open for me.”

When she obeys, I lean in, dragging my tongue in one slow, filthy stripe up her slit before circling her clit with the tip.

She jolts forward, a strangled sound spilling out of her.

“God, you taste good,” I murmur against her, before diving back in—tongue and fingers working in sync.

Her hands clutch the railing like she’s afraid she’ll fall as I fuck her with my fingers, my tongue teasing everywhere at once. I shift lower, licking and sucking at her tight little hole, my free hand spreading her wider.

“Oh my god—” she gasps, her whole body jerking.

“Mm,” I hum against her, fingers curling deep as my tongue works her ass, filthy and relentless. “You like that, sweetheart? You like my tongue back here?”

She can’t even speak—just nods frantically, a broken moan spilling from her lips.

“That’s what I thought,” I growl, pulling back just long enough to spank her hard, then shoving my tongue back against her while my fingers pump faster.

Her knees nearly give out, the sounds coming from her throat raw and desperate.

“Come for me again,” I murmur against her. “Make a mess on my fingers while I eat your pretty ass.”

She’s already a wreck, legs shaking, knuckles white on the railing.

“Stay right there,” I murmur, voice dark and low. “Don’t you dare move.”

Before she can answer, my hand comes down on her ass—hard, sharp, making her gasp.

“Count.”

“S-seven…” she whispers, voice trembling.

“Good girl.”

I spank her again, then spread her open wider. My tongue drags up her slit, slow and filthy, before dipping lower to circle her tight little hole.

She moans, her hips jerking back into my mouth.

“Oh, you like that, huh?” I smirk against her, alternating between long, deep licks against her pussy and short, teasing swipes around her ass. “Can’t decide which one feels better?”

Her answer is a desperate whimper.

“That’s fine. I’ll do both.”

Two fingers slide inside her again, curling just right while my tongue moves back to her ass, thrusting slow and deliberate.

She chokes out a cry, legs shaking so hard I have to wrap my free arm around her waist to keep her still.

“Stay open for me,” I growl, spanking her again, harder this time, never stopping the way my tongue and fingers work her.

Her hips buck helplessly, her breath coming in frantic gasps as I switch again—tongue plunging deep into her pussy while my thumb teases her tight hole.

“You feel that?” I murmur between licks. “Everywhere at once. You’re gonna come so hard you won’t even know which hole you’re clenching on.”

“Oh—God—”

“That’s it, sweetheart. Give it to me.”

I spank her again, then bury my tongue back in her ass as my fingers pump faster inside her dripping pussy.

Her cry is ragged, desperate, as her whole body locks up around me—pussy clenching hard on my fingers while I keep licking her through every wave of her orgasm, filthy and relentless.


Chapter 3

She’s still bent over, shuddering, her hair a wet, messy halo around her face. Her thighs are trembling so hard I can feel it when I stand behind her.

“Stay just like that,” I order, my voice rough now.

She glances over her shoulder, eyes glassy and wide.

“You didn’t think I was done with you, did you?” I smirk, undoing my belt with one hand while my other squeezes her ass, still red and warm from my spanking.

“I—I can’t—” she breathes, shaking her head.

“You can,” I growl, lining myself up against her slick entrance. “And you will.”

I push in slow at first, just enough for her to feel how big I am, letting out a low groan as her tight heat wraps around me.

“Fuck, sweetheart… so tight for me.”

She gasps, clutching the railing harder, her hips twitching helplessly as I sink deeper, inch by inch, until I’m buried inside her.

“You feel that?” I murmur against her ear, one hand gripping her hip tight. “That’s me stretching you exactly how I want. You’re mine out here. All mine.”

She whimpers, her body trying to adjust around me.

“Good girl. Now take it.”

I pull back almost all the way, then slam into her hard—once, twice, again—until the dock rattles under us.

She cries out, her legs shaking, but I don’t let her fall—I wrap an arm around her waist, fucking her hard from behind, my hips snapping against her with filthy, relentless thrusts.

“Listen to you,” I growl, my lips brushing her ear. “Making those perfect little sounds for me. You love this.”

“N-no—I—ah—”

“Liar.”

I spank her again, sharp and fast, never breaking my rhythm.

“You’re dripping all over me. You’re gonna come on my cock whether you admit it or not.”

Her head falls forward, her voice breaking as I slam into her again, harder this time.

“That’s it, sweetheart. Take every inch of me. You’re so fucking good for me like this.”

I slam into her one last time before pulling out, my hand gripping her hip to keep her from stumbling.

She whimpers at the sudden emptiness, looking back at me with flushed, dazed eyes.

“Turn around,” I order, grabbing her by the waist and spinning her to face me.

She gasps when I lift her effortlessly, setting her bare ass down on the railing. Her legs dangle for only a second before I spread her knees wide, stepping in close.

“God, look at you.” My voice is a low growl, eyes raking over her ruined, beautiful face. “All wet and wrecked for me. And we’re not even close to done.”

Her hands clutch my shoulders, unsure whether to pull me in or push me away.

“Wrap your legs around me.”

She obeys, timid and shaky, looping her thighs around my hips.

“Good girl,” I murmur, lining myself up again, the head of my cock brushing her soaked entrance. “Now hold on tight.”

I drive into her in one hard thrust, her cry muffled against my lips as I swallow it with a deep, filthy kiss.

My hands slide down to her ass, gripping her firmly as I fuck her in hard, relentless strokes—each thrust forcing a soft, desperate sound from her throat.

“You feel that?” I pant against her mouth, pulling back just enough to see her face. “How deep I am? How much you’re taking for me?”

Her nails dig into my shoulders, her eyes fluttering closed as I pound into her, the railing creaking under us.

“Eyes on me,” I growl, catching her chin in my hand and forcing her to look at me. “I wanna see you fall apart when you come on my cock.”

Her breath stutters, her whole body tightening around me as I fuck her faster, harder—deep, punishing thrusts that make her moan uncontrollably.

“That’s it. Good girl. Come for me. Right now.”

Her legs tighten around my waist, her nails biting into my shoulders as I slam into her, over and over, deep and unrelenting.

“Look at me,” I growl, fingers gripping her chin. “I want you to look at me when you come.”

Her eyes flutter open, glassy and desperate, locking onto mine.

“That’s it,” I murmur, my forehead brushing hers, my hips snapping forward harder, deeper. “You’re gonna come for me. Right now. Do it, sweetheart. Let go.”

Her cry is raw, broken, her whole body clenching tight around me as she shudders apart—legs trembling, pussy squeezing me so hard I can barely hold back.

“Fuck,” I groan, thrusting through her orgasm, watching every second of her face as she falls apart.

Her walls pulse around me, milking every last ounce of control out of me until I can’t hold back anymore.

“Yeah—fuck—take it,” I snarl, burying myself deep, spilling inside her as my hips grind against hers, pushing as far as I can go.

I hold her there, pressed against me, her body twitching through the last waves while mine finally stills.

Her forehead rests against mine, both of us breathing hard—her lips parted, eyes dazed, like she can’t quite believe what just happened.

I kiss her again—slow, deep, filthy—like she’s already mine.

When I pull back, my hand slides down to her throat, my thumb stroking lazily against her skin.

“Guess you’re not such a good girl after all,” I murmur, smirking. “But damn… I like you better this way.”


Chapter 4

Her chest is heaving against mine, her face still flushed and dazed when I lean back just enough to look at her.

“You feel that?” I murmur, shifting my hips slowly—just enough to make her gasp as my cock twitches inside her.

Her eyes widen. “I—I can’t—”

“Oh, you can.” My smirk is pure sin as my hands grip her hips, holding her right where I want her. “And you will.”

I rock into her again—slow, deliberate—watching her bite her lip as her breath stutters.

“You’re still so fucking tight,” I groan, sliding deeper with every lazy thrust. “Squeezing me like you don’t wanna let me go.”

She shakes her head, embarrassed, her hands clutching at my shoulders.

“Sweetheart,” I murmur, my lips brushing her ear, “you don’t get to be shy now. Not when you’re dripping around my cock like this.”

Her whimper makes me chuckle low in my throat.

“That’s it. Ride me, pretty girl. I wanna feel you get yourself off while I’m still inside you.”

She shakes her head again, whispering a weak, “I can’t—”

“Yes, you can,” I growl, giving her hips a sharp squeeze. “You’re gonna bounce on my cock like a good girl. Go on—show me how bad you still want it.”

I hold her steady, rocking her hips forward and back on me, slow but deep.

“You feel that?” I whisper, watching her face as I grind into her just right. “Every inch of me filling you up again. You love it.”

Her lip trembles, her eyes fluttering closed as her body starts to give in despite her protests.

“That’s my girl,” I murmur, my hand sliding up to her throat, thumb stroking her jaw. “Don’t you dare stop until you come again. I’ll be right here, watching your pretty face when you do.”

She shifts her hips just a little, like she’s about to try moving on her own.

I stop her with a sharp squeeze on her throat—not enough to hurt, just enough to remind her who’s in charge.

“Ah-ah,” I murmur, smirking as her eyes widen. “I said I’ll tell you how to move.”

Her breath catches, her hands tightening on my shoulders.

“Good girl.” My other hand slides down her spine, gripping her ass tight as I slowly rock my hips upward, deep and deliberate.

She gasps, nails digging into me.

“You feel that? You take every inch of me when I go slow like this. Makes you nice and full, doesn’t it?”

Her lips part, a weak sound slipping out.

“Don’t look away,” I growl, forcing her chin up with my thumb. “I wanna see your face when you start begging me to fuck you harder.”

I keep the pace slow, agonizing—deep thrusts that have her whimpering with every roll of my hips.

Her legs tremble around me.

“You’re already close again, aren’t you?” I tease, letting my thumb drag over her nipple while my other hand stays firm on her throat. “Getting wet all over me even though I’m barely moving?”

She nods helplessly.

“That’s my girl. Let me see you fall apart again—nice and slow. You’ll take exactly what I give you.”

I rock deeper, grinding into her just right, watching her eyes roll back slightly as her breath comes faster.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” I groan, picking up the pace just a little but still keeping total control, forcing her to take it at my rhythm.

“You gonna come for me again?”

Her voice breaks. “Yes—oh god—”

“That’s it. Come all over my cock, sweetheart. Do it.”

Her whole body tightens around me, clenching hard as she shudders and cries out—her orgasm hitting her so hard she nearly collapses against me.

I hold her through it, never stopping, letting her ride every last wave while I keep grinding slow and deep inside her.

Her body is still trembling around me when I finally pull out, slow and deliberate, watching her bite her lip as she feels every inch of me leave her.

“On your knees,” I order, my voice low and rough.

Her eyes widen, dazed and unsure. “W-what?”

“You heard me.” I smirk, sliding my hand into her hair, giving it just enough of a tug to make her gasp. “Get down on your knees, sweetheart. You’re gonna finish me with that pretty mouth.”

She hesitates only a second before I guide her down, my hand firm in her hair until she’s kneeling on the dock in front of me, completely naked and wrecked.

“Look at you,” I murmur, stroking her cheek with my thumb. “Sweet little thing on her knees after getting fucked stupid. You have no idea how hot you look right now.”

Her eyes dart to my cock—still hard, slick with her arousal.

“Open,” I command, thumb brushing her lower lip.

She parts her lips, shy and obedient.

“Good girl.”

I guide myself to her mouth, dragging the head of my cock slowly across her lips before pushing just past them, groaning as the heat of her mouth wraps around me.

“Fuck, that’s it,” I breathe, my grip tightening in her hair. “Take me deeper. I wanna feel that throat.”

She gags softly when I press farther in, her eyes watering—but I don’t let her pull back.

“That’s it, sweetheart. Breathe through your nose. You’re perfect like this.”

I start to move—slow at first, just letting her get used to the weight of me, the way I guide her head to match my thrusts.

“God, you look good with my cock down your throat,” I groan, hips snapping forward a little harder. “You’re such a good girl for me now.”

Her hands clutch my thighs as I fuck her mouth faster, every sound she makes sending a jolt straight through me.

“You’re gonna swallow every drop, understand?”

She nods as best she can, eyes wide and glassy.

“Yeah… that’s it. Fuck, sweetheart, you’re so good at this—”

My thrusts grow sharper, hips flexing as the tension finally unravels.

“Swallow it all,” I growl, holding her head down as I spill deep in her throat, groaning at the sight of her lips stretched around me.

I stay there for a moment, savoring it—her swallowing, her messy face, her eyes on mine—before I finally pull out, letting her gasp for air.

“Goddamn,” I murmur, brushing her wet hair back from her face. “Look at you. Wrecked and perfect.”


Chapter 5

She’s still kneeling there, cheeks flushed, lips shiny and swollen as she catches her breath.

I brush my thumb across her bottom lip, smirking down at her. “Good girl. You swallowed every drop, didn’t you?”

She nods, eyes lowered, her blush deepening.

But then—softly, barely above a whisper—she says, “C-can I… taste you… back there?”

My brows lift, the smirk on my face turning downright wicked.

“Well, well,” I murmur, crouching down so my eyes are level with hers. “Sweet little thing like you wants to get that filthy?”

She bites her lip, nodding once, shy and unsure.

“God, you’re full of surprises.” I grip her jaw lightly, tilting her face up to look at me. “You want my ass on your tongue that bad, sweetheart?”

Her blush deepens, but she nods again.

“Fuck,” I chuckle low, shaking my head. “You’re even dirtier than I thought.”

I stand up slowly, undoing my belt the rest of the way, and turn to lean forward slightly on the railing.

“Come here.” My voice is dark and commanding. “Let’s see if you’re as good with your tongue as you are with that pretty mouth.”

She crawls closer on her knees, still timid, still blushing as she positions herself behind me.

“That’s it,” I murmur, glancing back over my shoulder with a filthy grin. “Get in there. Don’t hold back, sweetheart. I wanna feel how badly you want it.”

The first flick of her tongue makes me groan, deep and surprised, my hands gripping the railing tight.

“Fuck… good girl,” I growl, rolling my hips back just enough to encourage her. “You’re so fucking nasty for me, aren’t you?”

She hums softly against me, and the vibration makes my head drop forward, a low curse spilling from my lips.

“Yeah… just like that,” I pant, letting her explore me exactly how she wants. “God, you feel good. Keep going, sweetheart. Make me lose it all over again.”

Her tongue is tentative at first, slow little licks like she’s afraid of doing it wrong.

“Mm, that’s good,” I groan, letting my head drop forward as her tongue traces slow circles. “But don’t be shy, sweetheart. You wanted this—so get in there.”

She presses in harder, licking me in long, deliberate strokes, and the sound that leaves my throat is downright feral.

“Fuck… just like that,” I pant, hips rocking back against her mouth. “God, you’re filthy for me.”

My hand reaches back, finding one of hers—soft, trembling—and guiding it around my hip until her palm brushes the front of me, still half-hard and heavy.

“Feel that?” I growl, grabbing her other hand and pulling it around too. “Stroke me while you lick me. Both hands. Nice and slow.”

She gasps softly but obeys, her delicate fingers wrapping around me, tentative at first.

“That’s it. Good girl.” My voice drops to a rough whisper as she strokes me, her tongue still working me from behind. “Fuck… you’re perfect like this. Sweet little thing on her knees, licking my ass and jerking me off at the same time.”

I guide her pace, tightening my grip on her wrists as I force her to move exactly how I want.

“Faster,” I order, my breath hitching when she obeys. “Yeah, that’s it. Don’t stop licking. Get me nice and messy, sweetheart.”

Her tongue teases everywhere it can reach, and the combined sensation has my legs trembling just slightly.

“You feel how hard I’m getting again?” I growl, looking back at her with a wicked grin. “That’s all you, baby. Making me lose my fucking mind with that filthy mouth and those perfect hands.”

I start rocking into her grip, her soft fingers gliding over me as her tongue keeps working me, wetter and bolder now.

“Fuck, you’re good at this,” I groan, my hips moving harder into her hands. “Keep going—don’t stop until I tell you.”

Her tongue gets bolder, wetter, circling and teasing while her hands stroke me just the way I like—one tight, one softer, gliding up and down my shaft in perfect rhythm.

“God, sweetheart… fuck…” My voice is rough now, every muscle in my body tight as I rock into her grip. “You’re so fucking nasty for me.”

Her soft moan hums against me, and it sends a shiver straight through me.

“You love it, don’t you?” I growl, glancing back over my shoulder at her. “On your knees, licking my ass, jerking me off… you love being my dirty little slut.”

She nods, cheeks flushed, her hands working me faster just like I want.

“That’s it. Good girl. Don’t stop. You’re gonna make me come all over you.”

My hips thrust into her hands harder, my breathing ragged now.

“Fuck—oh, fuck—yeah, just like that—don’t stop—”

My body locks up as I spill hard, groaning deep as my release coats her fingers, dripping onto her knuckles and my thighs.

I hold her wrists steady, making her keep stroking me through every last twitch.

“Goddamn…” I pant, finally letting her hands go, looking back at her with a wicked grin.

Her fingers are shiny with me, and she looks down at them with wide, blushing eyes.

“You see that?” I murmur, smirking as I take one of her hands and bring it to my mouth, sucking my release off her fingers slow and filthy.

“You did that,” I growl, licking my lips as I let her hand go. “My sweet little rule-breaker just made me come all over her pretty hands while she licked my ass like the perfect slut she is.”

I grab her chin, tilting her face up. “And guess what, sweetheart?”

Her lips part, eyes wide, cheeks pink.

“We’re still not done.”


Chapter 6

I grab her chin tighter, forcing her to look at me, my smirk spreading slow and dark.

“You think we’re done just because I came?” I growl, my voice dropping lower. “Not even close.”

Before she can answer, I spin her around, pushing her down onto all fours on the dock.

“Hands flat. Ass up.”

She gasps, scrambling to obey, her wet hair falling around her face as she lowers herself, trembling but doing exactly as she’s told.

“Good girl,” I murmur, stepping in behind her, one hand sliding over her reddened cheeks before I give her a sharp smack that makes her squeak.

“God, I love that sound.”

I grab my cock, still half-hard and slick with both of us, and rub it slowly along her soaked slit, teasing her as she squirms.

“You’re dripping for me again already,” I chuckle darkly. “You love this—being on your knees, bent over, ready to take whatever I give you.”

She shakes her head weakly, but the way her hips push back against me gives her away.

“Liar,” I growl, lining myself up.

With one sharp thrust, I bury myself deep inside her, groaning as her tight heat clamps around me again.

“Fuck, sweetheart… you feel so fucking good,” I snarl, grabbing her hips in both hands as I start slamming into her, hard and fast.

She cries out, her hands clutching the dock as the sound of skin hitting skin echoes across the water.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I pant, pounding into her without slowing. “Take every inch of me like the dirty little slut you are.”

Her whimpers turn into helpless moans as my pace gets even rougher, my hips snapping forward in relentless, punishing thrusts.

“You’re gonna come for me again,” I growl, leaning forward to grab her hair, pulling her head back just enough so my lips are by her ear. “You’re gonna come all over my cock while I use you exactly how I want.”

Her cries are coming faster now, broken and desperate with every thrust as I drive into her.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I snarl, my grip tightening in her hair. “Take it. Take every fucking inch of me.”

My free hand smacks her ass, hard, the sharp crack echoing across the lake.

She gasps, her hips jerking forward, but I pull her right back onto my cock with a filthy growl.

“You love it when I spank you while I fuck you, don’t you?” I tease, smirking when her only answer is another helpless moan.

“Say it,” I demand, my palm landing on her ass again.

“Y-yes—” she cries out, voice shaking.

“Good girl.”

I slam into her harder, my thrusts rough and deep, the sound of my hips slapping against her echoing in the night air.

Her back arches, her pussy clenching tighter around me, and I can feel her getting close.

“Yeah, sweetheart,” I growl, yanking her hair back so her head tips up. “Come on my cock. Let me feel you squeeze me while I pound you full.”

Her breath catches—then she shatters around me, crying out loud and raw as her whole body locks up.

“Fuck, yes,” I groan, feeling her clench so tight it’s almost unbearable. “That’s it—milk my cock while I fill you up again.”

I slam into her a few more brutal thrusts before I lose it—burying myself deep as I spill inside her, groaning loud against the night air.

I stay there, holding her by the hair and hip, both of us shaking as we come down from it.

Slowly, I ease my grip, sliding my hand from her hair to her jaw, tilting her flushed face up as I lean over her.

“Goddamn,” I pant, still buried deep inside her. “Sweet little rule-breaker… might be my favorite thing I’ve ever found in these woods.”
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Claimed in the Wilderness: An Age Gap, Forced Proximity Camping Trip

Claimed in the Wilderness

An Age Gap, Forced Proximity Camping Trip

Told entirely from the male POV.

I went on a camping trip for my best friend’s birthday.

What I didn’t plan for?

Sleeping in a tent with his mom.

Madison is soft. Sweet. Married.

She’s also the woman I’ve obsessed over since college.

Now it’s just the two of us. One tent. One bedroll. And when I wake up hard inside her the next morning… I don’t pull out.

I don’t ever plan to.

This isn’t a love story.

There’s no long-winded plot, no emotional journey.

It’s pure heat:

Age gap
Forbidden lust
Possessive obsession
Breeding kink
He sleeps inside her. Literally.
If you’re looking for short, dirty, dominant, unapologetic spice told entirely from his point of view — this is it.

No fluff. No filler. Just filth in the forest.

Pulled Over:: She Wasn’t Just Speeding—She Was Begging to Be Caught

She ran the stop sign like she wanted someone to chase her.

I lit her up—blue and red flooding her rearview—and from the second she looked back at me, I knew she wasn’t just in trouble. She wanted to be.

No license. No apology. No panties. Just a smug little smile and a body built to test a man’s restraint.

I should’ve written her a ticket. Instead, I made her mine—right there on the hood of her car, under the lights, under my badge, under me. But she didn’t beg for mercy. She begged for more.

She wanted to be cuffed. Spanked. Used until she couldn’t stand. And I gave it to her—again and again. In the back of my cruiser. In the dark, sweaty silence of the ride. Even as her own voice moaned through the dashcam playback, I opened her up with my mouth, my hands, my cock. I didn’t just wreck her body. I claimed it.

And through it all, she kept looking at me like I was the only man who’d ever touched her right.

Maybe I am.

If you love dominant cops, brutal roleplay, filthy talk, and raw, no-holds-barred backseat sin, this book is for you. One man. One woman. One long night of submission, control, and everything she didn’t know she was aching for.

No cliffhanger. No fluff. No plot. Just filthy, explicit scenes.

Put Me Out: A Steamy Short Neighbor Romance with a Very Hands-On Fireman

Put Me Out

A Steamy Short Neighbor Romance with a Very Hands-On Fireman

🔥 A filthy, no-plot quickie told entirely from Max’s point of view.

I was off duty when the smoke alarm went off.

Charlotte’s apartment.

When I got there, she was flushed, barefoot, drowning in smoke, and wearing nothing but a thin little T-shirt and a panicked smile.

Burned toast, she said.

By the time I shut off the alarm, I was already hard. She was already wet. And both of us knew exactly where this was going.

She let me in. I stayed.

I put her on her back, kept her there, and didn’t stop until she was shaking.

She begged. Moaned. Took everything I gave her—my mouth, my fingers, my cock—and still asked for more. And I gave it to her. Over and over again.

She burned the toast.

I ruined the rest of her.

🔥 This is a high-heat firefighter neighbor quickie told from Max’s point of view. There is no slow burn, no major plot, and no holding back.

Just hard fucking, choking, spanking, praise, mouth-on-everything filth—and one extremely dominant man who doesn’t pull out.

The Guest Room : He Said He Needed a Place to Stay. He Meant Her Bed.

I came back to the town that buried me.

No plans. No roots. Just a duffel bag and one name I couldn’t forget—Claire Dalton.

She was my high school English teacher.

The one who saw through my silence.

The one who used to sign her emails with just her first name—like she didn’t want to be “Ms.” anything when she talked to me.

It’s been years since then.

Years since I left this place.

But the moment she opens the front door and sees me on her porch—older, broader, harder than the boy she used to grade—I know she still feels it too.

The tension.

The history.

The wrongness we never touched.

She says I can stay in the guest room.

Her husband works a lot.

Her marriage is quiet.

Her life is too neat.

And I’ve never been neat.

Every day I’m under her roof, the lines blur.

The glances linger too long.

The walls get thinner.

Her rules crack at the edges.

She starts wearing my T-shirts and flinching when I say her name too soft.

I should go.

I’m not going.

Because I’m not the kid she used to teach anymore.

And she’s not untouchable.

Not with the way she gasps when I say what I want.

Not when she opens her legs for me behind her husband’s back.

I told her I needed a place to stay.

What I really needed… was her.

The Guest Room is a scorching, emotional, forbidden age-gap romance told entirely from the male POV. Featuring:

• Student/teacher tension turned second-chance heat

• A married heroine falling hard for the one man who sees her

• Possessive, dirty-talking hero with a slow-burn vengeance streak

• Secret kisses in the kitchen, ice cream parlor confessions, and sins that start on the pool chair and end in the shower

• HEA guaranteed
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She thought she could break my rules. | showed her
how wrong she was.






