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Ride Me Rougher

A Wild Cowboy Romance


Prologue

There’s a moment, right before they open the gate, where everything stops moving. You hear the blood in your ears louder than the crowd. Your heart’s hammering like it’s already been kicked. The bull’s under you, all muscle and hate, breath snorting out in plumes. And you think—this could be it. This could be the one that ends me.

That’s what it felt like when I saw her.

Savannah Hart, standing twenty feet from the chutes, wrapped in skin-tight denim, boots that still carried arena dust like she belonged in it, tank top clinging like sin. Her blonde hair was down, like she wanted a fight. That mouth—the one that used to whisper to Chase like she believed in him—was pursed like she’d just bitten into something sour.

Her arms were crossed under her tits, squeezing them up just enough that every damn cowboy in the vicinity had his eyes aimed too high or too low. Not me. I looked dead at her face.

She looked back.

First time in eight months.

The first time since she threw his shit out into the gravel and peeled off in that rusted blue Bronco with tears down her cheeks and rage under her skin. I’d been watching from across the street, leaning against my truck, pretending I didn’t know the truth.

Chase had fucked around. Savannah had walked. End of story.

Except it wasn’t. Not for me.

She should’ve always been mine.

And now she’s back. Standing by the arena like she owns it. Like she never let Chase Carter wrap his mouth around her name. Like I don’t know what she sounds like when she laughs, or cries, or screams behind a closed door.

My fingers flex on the bull rope. The beast under me shifts, impatient. My name echoes from the announcer’s box, but all I hear is the rustle of her hair when the wind catches it.

She’s not smiling.

But she’s not looking away.

And right then, I swear to God, the thought slams into me harder than any bull ever could:

I’m gonna fuck her.

And it’s gonna wreck us both.


Chapter 1

She’s still there when I come off the dirt, helmet tucked under one arm, sweat dripping down my spine. Lights from the arena burn white hot above the crowd, and I can feel the roar of them still echoing in my bones. Doesn’t matter. None of them matter.

Just her.

Savannah.

Eight months and she looks better than I remembered, which should be impossible. She’s leaning against the fence with her arms crossed under her chest, one boot kicked over the other, blonde hair swinging loose past her shoulder. That mouth I’ve dreamed about for years is pulled tight, like she’s mad at herself for being here. Mad at me for seeing her.

Too damn bad.

I keep walking, past the boys clapping me on the back, past Chase standing there in his fake-smile glory, trying not to look like he noticed the way she hasn’t looked at him once. His face is red beneath his cowboy hat. He knows.

Good.

I don’t slow down, don’t say her name, don’t touch her.

Just lean close as I pass and say low, “Come find me.”

Then I keep walking, past the trailers, past the cattle pens, into the private locker area tucked behind the chutes where the riders go to wash off the dust and pretend we’re not broken in a hundred different ways. My boots echo hard on concrete. I shove the door open and let it slam behind me.

One second.

Two.

Three.

The handle clicks.

The door opens slow.

She steps in.

And just like that, the air changes. Heavier. Thicker. Like heat off asphalt after rain.

She shuts the door behind her and leans on it, arms still crossed, chin tipped up.

“I didn’t come for you,” she says.

I nod once. “You did.”

Her jaw clenches. She’s mad. Good. Let her be mad. Mad means she still feels something. She could’ve ignored me. She could’ve stayed outside. She didn’t.

“You got a lot of nerve,” she mutters, pushing off the door, pacing two steps into the room like she can put space between us when there’s no room to run.

“I’m not the one who cheated,” I say.

Her eyes snap to mine.

“You gonna keep bringing that up forever?” she snaps. “I ended it.”

“I know.”

“You think I owe you something?”

I take a step forward.

“No,” I say. “I think you want something.”

She goes still. Breath shallow. Her arms fall from her chest.

“You always looked at me like you were afraid to want me,” I say, voice low, slow, like a match dragging across the box. “Now you don’t have to pretend.”

She shakes her head once, lips parting. “This is a mistake.”

I close the rest of the space between us. Only inches now. Close enough to see the freckles on her collarbone. Close enough to smell her—sweet, sharp, something wild.

“Then tell me to stop.”

She doesn’t.

I reach out. Real slow. One finger. Tuck a strand of hair behind her ear, let my knuckle brush her jaw. Her breath catches.

“Savannah.”

The way her name sounds in my voice makes her knees shift.

“I’ve been good,” I murmur. “Real fuckin’ good. But I’m done pretending I don’t want to know what you sound like when you come with my name in your mouth.”

She gasps, just a tiny little sound.

Still, she doesn’t tell me to stop.

So I don’t.

My hand slides along her jaw, fingers curling beneath her ear, thumb brushing the hinge where her mouth trembles open. She tilts her head, not away. Toward me.

Her lashes drop.

I take her mouth.

Slow.

Deep.

Not some first-date soft shit. I kiss her like I’ve been waiting years, because I have. Like I know exactly how she tastes, because I do. Like I’m claiming something I should’ve had long before Chase ever opened his dumb fucking mouth.

She gasps into it, and I swallow the sound. Her hands go flat against my chest, tense like she wants to push, but she doesn’t. They curl into my shirt, fisting the fabric like it’s the only thing holding her upright. Her lips move against mine, hesitant for half a second, then hungry.

She moans.

God. That sound.

I press in, body to body, and pin her back into the locker with my hips.

She freezes when she feels me. My cock hard and heavy in my jeans, grinding up against the soft heat between her thighs. No mistaking it. I want her. I’ve always wanted her. And now she knows just how much.

I break the kiss. Barely. My mouth drags along her jaw, my voice a rough whisper against her ear.

“Feel that?”

Her breath stutters.

“That’s what you do to me.”

I roll my hips slow, hard, let her take the weight of it. Her back arches. Her head hits the locker with a soft metallic clang. She makes a noise—half whimper, half curse.

“You gonna pretend you don’t want it?” I ask, hand sliding down to grip her hip, thumb slipping just under the hem of her tank.

“I shouldn’t,” she whispers.

“But you do.”

She nods.

I press my mouth to her throat, just beneath her ear. “You wore those jeans for me, didn’t you? Knew what they’d do to me.”

“Knox—”

“Tell me I’m wrong.”

She doesn’t.

I suck hard on the side of her neck, tongue leaving a mark that won’t fade before morning. Her hands are moving now, bold and shaking, sliding up under my shirt. Fingertips across my ribs. Nails across the scar on my left side. She wants me bare. Wants all of me.

Not yet.

I pull back just enough to see her face. Her eyes are glazed, pupils blown wide, lips red and slick from my mouth.

“I’ve thought about this,” I murmur. “Every goddamn night. You. Me. Your thighs around my waist. My name in your throat.”

She swallows. “Then why—why haven’t you ever—”

“Because you weren’t mine to touch.”

“And now?”

I smile. Slow. Dark. My fingers brush the waistband of her jeans.

“Now I’m deciding how long I want to make you wait.”

Her breath’s still catching in her throat when I slide my hands down her back, palms dragging across the curve of her ass. She’s soft and strong in all the ways that matter, muscles tight with tension, legs slightly spread, chest heaving like she can’t get enough air.

I press my mouth against her ear again. “Sit down.”

She blinks. “What?”

I jerk my chin at the metal bench against the lockers behind me. “Sit. In my lap.”

She hesitates.

I grip her hips, fingers biting into denim. “You gonna make me say it twice?”

Her eyes darken. “No.”

I drop onto the bench, legs spread wide, back against the cool metal. She stares down at me, one hand still resting against the locker like she’s steadying herself. I wait. Don’t speak. Just watch.

She steps forward.

Swings a leg over.

Her thighs slide around mine and she sinks down—slow, slow—until she’s straddling me. One knee on either side of my hips, her weight settling into my lap. My cock throbs beneath the pressure, denim pressing denim, no room for lies between us now.

I grab her hips and roll her against me.

She gasps—soft, involuntary, music to my goddamn ears.

“You feel that?” I say low.

She nods, lips parted.

“Good,” I say. “Now grind.”

She shudders.

I pull her forward, make her feel it all—the thick length of me pushing up against her center, the hard press of my belt buckle, the way I’m barely holding back from flipping her onto this bench and fucking her until her voice is hoarse.

“Move, Savannah.”

She starts slow. Rocking her hips against mine in a soft rhythm, her hands braced on my chest. Her breath is coming faster, and I feel every tremble in her thighs through my jeans. My hands move up her back, one sliding beneath her tank top to feel the sweat-damp skin at the base of her spine.

I catch her mouth again—deeper now. Open and raw. She moans into it, hips stuttering like she’s losing control.

“Faster,” I growl. “Don’t stop. Don’t you fucking stop.”

She rides me like she’s trying to break something inside herself. Like she needs it—this pressure, this friction, this control I’m barely letting her borrow. My hands guide her, drag her harder against me, my cock straining so tight against my zipper I could snap in half.

Her forehead drops to mine. “Knox…”

“You close?”

She whimpers. Nods.

I grab her hair, tilt her head, kiss her hard.

“Good,” I whisper against her lips. “You’re not gonna come.”

She gasps.

I hold her hips still.

“Not yet.”

Her whole body jerks. “Please—fuck—please—”

I grip her tight, lock her in place, feel her hips twitching in protest.

“You don’t come until I say. You want it? You earn it.”

She grinds her teeth. Her nails dig into my shoulders. Her thighs shake like she’s about to explode.

And I don’t move.

I let her sit there. Wet. Wanting. Desperate.

“Knox,” she whispers, voice cracked. “Please.”

I lean back just enough to look at her. Her eyes are wild. Her lips swollen, cheeks flushed pink with heat. And between us? Soaking.

I take my time. My hands go to her waist, fingers sliding under the hem of her tank, dragging it up slow until it bunches under her arms. She lifts her hands, lets me peel it off. No bra. Of course not. Her nipples are hard, tight little peaks that ache to be sucked. I don’t—not yet.

I run my thumbs across them, and her back arches like she’s been struck.

“I want to ride you,” she says, shaky and breathless.

“I know.”

“So let me.”

I smile. Not kind.

“Take your jeans off.”

She fumbles with the button. Hands trembling. I watch her every move. She gets them open, shimmies her hips, starts to slide them down. I help her—palms rough, dragging them past her thighs, down to her boots. She kicks them off and steps out, barefoot on the concrete.

She’s bare now. Slick and open. I’m still clothed. Hard as fuck. My cock’s straining behind the zipper, aching for her heat.

She looks at me, eyes full of that same plea.

“Your turn.”

I keep my eyes on hers as I reach down. One hand on the buckle. Unfasten it slow. Let the clink of the metal echo. Her eyes drop, locked on my hands as I drag the zipper down. She bites her lip when she sees the bulge of me pressing forward in my briefs.

I pull myself out, thick and swollen, tip already wet.

Her breath hitches.

I grip her hips.

“Come here.”

I pull her forward, settle her just above the head of my cock. She hovers there, heat pulsing, thighs trembling with the effort. I slide one hand down, grip myself, guide the head against her slit.

She moans.

I don’t push in.

Not yet.

I rub the tip through her folds, slow, torturous. Her hands clutch at my shoulders.

“Fuck, Knox…”

“Not yet.”

“I need it.”

“I know.”

I keep rubbing. Teasing her. Letting her feel exactly how big I am, how wide I’ll stretch her, how full she’s about to be. Her hips roll forward. She tries to lower herself.

I grip her ass tight, stop her. “I said not yet.”

She whimpers.

I lean in. Mouth at her throat. “When I let you ride me, Savannah, you’re gonna remember it every time you sit down tomorrow.”

She shudders.

I press the head against her again. Barely breach her. Just the tip. She gasps.

“I want you to think about this every time you walk. Every time you feel sore. I want you ruined.”

“Please…”

“Not yet.”

I let her stay there, trembling on the edge, my cock teasing her entrance, her whole body straining for more.

Her nails dig into my shoulders, hips twitching above the head of my cock, soaking wet and shaking, and I’ve had enough.

I grip her waist.

And I slam her down.

She cries out—high and broken—as I bottom out in one brutal thrust. Heat. Wet. Tight. So fucking tight it knocks the air out of my lungs, even after everything I imagined, everything I craved, nothing could’ve prepared me for how she feels around me.

“Goddamn,” I grunt, hands clamped on her hips. “You were made for this.”

She moans, body shuddering, nails raking down my chest. Her thighs clench around my hips, and she starts to move—but not fast. She wants to ride me soft.

I don’t let her.

I grip her ass, slam her down again. She yelps. Her tits bounce against my chest. Her head falls forward, forehead pressing to mine.

“Harder,” I growl.

“I—I can’t—”

“Yes you can.”

I fuck up into her as I pull her down, driving my cock deep, thick, brutal. Her walls clamp around me, squeezing like she’s trying to keep me there forever.

Every thrust punches a sound out of her, high little gasps, whimpers, the kind of noise no man’s ever earned from her before. And I keep going. Harder. Rougher. My jeans shoved just low enough to give me room, belt clinking every time her hips slap down.

“Fuck—you feel that?” I snarl.

She nods frantically, face twisted in bliss and pain.

“You hear how wet you are?”

The sound of her—slick, obscene—echoes in the locker room with every thrust.

“You hear what this pussy’s saying to me?”

She sobs. “Yours—oh God, Knox—yours—”

“That’s right.”

I grab her hair, yank her mouth to mine, kiss her like punishment. Like I’m claiming her from the inside out. Her teeth knock mine, tongue wild, her hips bucking to keep up with the pace I’m setting.

And still I drive deeper.

“You want more?” I growl into her mouth.

“Please,” she pants. “Please—I wanna come—Knox, let me—”

“You beg like that again and I might.”

She clutches my face, whimpering, grinding down harder, chasing it like she’ll die if I don’t give it to her.

“Say it.”

“Please—let me come—please—Knox, please, please—”

“Now.”

She breaks.

Whole body seizing, mouth open in a silent scream as she clamps around me like a vice. I hold her there, deep, buried, let her ride it out as her nails leave trails down my chest, her head dropping against my shoulder.

And still I don’t stop.

I fuck her through it.

She shudders again, body overloaded, crying out with every slap of skin on skin.

She comes again, and this time I follow—hips jerking up, cock pulsing deep inside her as I curse into her throat, growling her name like it’s the only word I’ve ever known.

Savannah. Savannah. Savannah.

When it’s done, I hold her there. Sweat slick. Breathing hard. Heart still racing.

And I whisper, voice raw:

“You’re mine now.”

Her nails dig into my shoulders, hips twitching above the head of my cock, soaking wet and shaking, and I’ve had enough.

I grip her waist.

And I slam her down.

She cries out—high and broken—as I bottom out in one brutal thrust. Heat. Wet. Tight. So fucking tight it knocks the air out of my lungs, even after everything I imagined, everything I craved, nothing could’ve prepared me for how she feels around me.

“Goddamn,” I grunt, hands clamped on her hips. “You were made for this.”

She moans, body shuddering, nails raking down my chest. Her thighs clench around my hips, and she starts to move—but not fast. She wants to ride me soft.

I don’t let her.

I grip her ass, slam her down again. She yelps. Her tits bounce against my chest. Her head falls forward, forehead pressing to mine.

“Harder,” I growl.

“I—I can’t—”

“Yes you can.”

I fuck up into her as I pull her down, driving my cock deep, thick, brutal. Her walls clamp around me, squeezing like she’s trying to keep me there forever.

Every thrust punches a sound out of her, high little gasps, whimpers, the kind of noise no man’s ever earned from her before. And I keep going. Harder. Rougher. My jeans shoved just low enough to give me room, belt clinking every time her hips slap down.

“Fuck—you feel that?” I snarl.

She nods frantically, face twisted in bliss and pain.

“You hear how wet you are?”

The sound of her—slick, obscene—echoes in the locker room with every thrust.

“You hear what this pussy’s saying to me?”

She sobs. “Yours—oh God, Knox—yours—”

“That’s right.”

I grab her hair, yank her mouth to mine, kiss her like punishment. Like I’m claiming her from the inside out. Her teeth knock mine, tongue wild, her hips bucking to keep up with the pace I’m setting.

And still I drive deeper.

“You want more?” I growl into her mouth.

“Please,” she pants. “Please—I wanna come—Knox, let me—”

“You beg like that again and I might.”

She clutches my face, whimpering, grinding down harder, chasing it like she’ll die if I don’t give it to her.

“Say it.”

“Please—let me come—please—Knox, please, please—”

“Now.”

She breaks.

Whole body seizing, mouth open in a silent scream as she clamps around me like a vice. I hold her there, deep, buried, let her ride it out as her nails leave trails down my chest, her head dropping against my shoulder.

And still I don’t stop.

I fuck her through it.

She shudders again, body overloaded, crying out with every slap of skin on skin.

She comes again, and this time I follow—hips jerking up, cock pulsing deep inside her as I curse into her throat, growling her name like it’s the only word I’ve ever known.

Savannah. Savannah. Savannah.

When it’s done, I hold her there. Sweat slick. Breathing hard. Heart still racing.

And I whisper, voice raw:

“You’re mine now.”


Chapter 2

She’s trembling in my lap, head buried in my shoulder, breaths shallow and hitched like she’s just been pulled from deep water. My cock’s still inside her, still hard, twitching with the kind of hunger that doesn’t go away after one good fuck. Not when it’s her. Not when it’s this.

I shift beneath her and she whimpers. Her whole body flinches.

“You good?” I ask, voice raw.

She nods.

Then I grip her hips and lift her.

She gasps when I slide out of her—slick and slow—and I don’t let her sit back down. I stand, cock bobbing heavy between us, and she wobbles on unsteady legs, gripping the bench for balance.

“Hands on the locker,” I say.

She blinks. “What?”

I walk behind her. Grip her waist. Turn her like she weighs nothing. Guide her forward with both hands until her palms press against the cool steel. Her back arches. Her ass tilts up.

“Spread your legs.”

She does. Slowly. Boots squeaking on the concrete, thighs trembling.

I step behind her, the head of my cock resting against her bare ass. Still wet. Still swollen from what I just did to her. I run a palm down the curve of her spine. She shudders, presses her forehead to the metal.

“Knox…”

I grip my cock, rub it between her folds. She’s soaked. Hot. Ready again even though her whole body’s shaking like she might fall apart from just the feel of me sliding against her pussy.

“You thought that was rough?” I growl against her ear. “You thought I was done?”

She whines—high and desperate.

I line up at her entrance, just the tip nudging her opening.

“I’m gonna fuck you like I own this.”

She moans, loud enough to echo.

And I grip her hips like reins.

Her hands are braced against the locker, forehead pressed to the metal, hair falling in waves around her face. I’m behind her, cockhead slick against her entrance, and she’s shaking—knees loose, breath fogging up the door in front of her.

I grip her hips, nudge forward, and she whines.

Then I stop.

“No.”

She blinks, panting. “Wh-what?”

“Look at me.”

She doesn’t understand at first. Then I reach up, grab a fistful of her hair, and yank her head up—just enough so her eyes meet her own reflection in the locker’s warped steel.

“Look at yourself,” I growl.

Her breath hitches.

“You see what you look like right now?”

She nods, lips parted, face flushed, hair tangled, pupils blown wide.

“You see what I’ve turned you into?”

She moans—broken and low.

“Good.”

I slam into her.

She screams.

I bury myself to the hilt in one savage thrust, and the impact knocks her forward into the locker—palms slapping, tits bouncing. I don’t give her a second to adjust. I pull back and fuck into her again, harder, thicker, meaner.

The locker bangs against the wall. The whole room echoes with the sound of skin meeting skin.

“Keep looking,” I growl, hand still tangled in her hair, holding her face tilted toward the metal. “You watch me fuck you.”

Her mouth opens in a silent moan.

I fuck her harder.

“You see what you do to me?” Thrust. “You see how fucking perfect you are wrapped around my cock?” Thrust. “You see how ruined you look?” Thrust.

She sobs, “Yes—yes—yes—”

“That’s right.”

I let go of her hair and slap her ass, hard. She jerks forward, whimpers, then presses herself back into me.

“Good girl.”

I slam in again, hands gripping her waist, dragging her back onto me with each thrust like she’s nothing but a toy made for this. Her body bounces off mine, moans spilling out faster, throat raw from begging.

“You gonna come again?” I ask, voice like gravel.

She nods.

I grip her jaw, lean over her, mouth right at her ear.

“Then you do it while looking at yourself. I want you to see what you look like when I break you.”

She keens—high and wrecked—and I pound into her harder, faster, merciless now, chasing her right to the edge.

Her body tenses.

And then she screams.

Her legs give out but I hold her up, fucking her through it, cock still buried inside her, still throbbing.

I follow her.

One final thrust and I come with a growl, balls deep, hands fisted in her hips, my cum spilling inside her in thick, hot pulses.

We stay there.

Locked.

Sweat-soaked.

Her forehead on the locker, my chest against her back, my breath shaking with hers.

And in front of us—her reflection.

Destroyed.

Mine.

She’s still bent over the locker, my cum dripping down her thigh, body limp but shaking, skin flushed everywhere I’ve touched her. Her breath’s coming in ragged little bursts, forehead against the steel.

I pull out slow, watching the way her slick pussy clenches at the loss, the sound of it wet and obscene.

Then she laughs.

Soft.

Low.

Smirking as she lifts her head just enough to look at her reflection again.

“That was rough?” she says, voice raw but playful.

I go still.

She straightens slowly, legs shaking, turns to face me with that smile on her face like she just won something. My cum’s still on her, hair a mess, mascara smeared beneath her eyes, and she looks proud.

“I thought rough meant rough,” she says, eyes flashing.

I say nothing.

Just stare at her.

She tilts her head. “What?” she teases. “That was just a warm-up?”

She’s pushing.

She knows what she’s doing.

I let her smirk. Let her think she’s got the upper hand. Let her walk closer—swaying hips, bare and dripping, like she doesn’t just look wrecked already.

She leans in, kisses my jaw, mouth brushing slow across the stubble there. “Didn’t know you were the gentle type, Knox.”

I grab her throat.

Not tight.

Just enough.

Her breath hitches, eyes going wide.

I pull her mouth to mine—don’t kiss her yet, just press close enough for heat.

“You think I was gentle?”

She grins again. “Maybe a little.”

I nod once. Slow.

Then I whisper, low and sharp against her lips:

“Get on the bench.”

She stops smiling.

Good.

She backs up slowly, thighs still trembling, and climbs up onto the cold metal, body flushed from the last round but her eyes still daring me.

I don’t let her lie down.

I push her.

Flat.

Back on the bench, tits up, legs dangling over the edge. I grab her ankles and drag her down until her ass is right at the edge, knees bent, wide open for me.

I step between her thighs, cock still hard, slick with her and me both, and stare down at her ruined face.

Her hair’s a mess across the bench, lips red and parted, chest rising fast.

“Look at you,” I mutter. “Fucked full of me and still asking for more.”

She moans.

“You gonna take it again?” I ask, rubbing the head of my cock against her pussy, slow and heavy. “You gonna open those legs like a good girl and let me fuck you the way you really want it?”

She nods, breath catching. “Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I want it.”

I slap the inside of her thigh. She jolts.

“Say it right.”

“I want you to fuck me like I’m yours,” she breathes.

I smile. Dark. Wicked.

“You are.”

I lean down, grip her chin, force her mouth open with my fingers.

“Open up.”

She obeys.

I spit in her mouth.

Hot.

Slow.

Filthy.

“Swallow it.”

She does.

I groan.

“Good girl.”

I slide the head of my cock inside her, just the tip. She gasps. Tries to lift her hips. I hold her down with one hand across her stomach, the other wrapped around her throat.

“Keep still.”

She whines.

“Keep. Fucking. Still.”

And then I start to push in.

Inches.

Deep.

Thick.

Slow enough to let her feel every inch spreading her open.

Her eyes roll back.

And I tighten my grip on her throat

She’s staring up at me with wide, glassy eyes, lips parted, spit still wet on her tongue, breath catching under the pressure of my hand on her throat. My cock’s buried to the base—thick and hard, filling her like she was made to take it.

I hold still.

Let her feel it.

All of me.

“You feel that?” I whisper, voice like broken gravel. “That’s what you get when you act like you want control.”

She gasps, a soft sound that tightens my grip. Not enough to cut breath—just enough to remind her who’s in charge. Her pulse beats against my palm like a warning. Or an invitation.

“You’re so fuckin’ tight around me, baby. Like this cunt missed me before it ever had me.”

She moans, eyes fluttering.

“You ever been this full before?”

She tries to speak. Can’t.

I ease up.

“Tell me.”

She breathes hard. “No.”

“That’s right.”

I pull out halfway, then slam back in. Her mouth opens in a silent cry, fingers clawing at the bench, thighs jerking around me.

“Fuck—Knox—”

I fuck her again. Hard. Fast. Rough enough the bench squeals under us, the sound of skin on skin louder than her breath. I don’t let up. I don’t slow down. I fuck her like she’s mine, because she is.

Her tits bounce with every thrust, sweat streaking her chest, her face flushed red and wanting.

I let go of her throat, grip her jaw, tilt her face toward mine.

“You want me to spit in your mouth again?” I ask, cock slamming deep.

She whimpers. “Yes—fuck, yes—”

“Beg for it.”

“Please—spit in my mouth—please—”

I lean over her, fuck her harder, deeper, make her cry out—and then I spit again, hot and filthy on her tongue.

She swallows.

I growl.

“Good little slut.”

She trembles, body shaking like she’s right there again.

“You wanna come?” I ask.

She nods.

“You gonna ask first this time?”

She pants. “Please, Knox—please let me come—I need it—I need you—”

I grip her throat again, slam in hard, grind deep, hold it.

“Come for me.”

She screams.

Legs locking, pussy clenching around me so tight I nearly see stars. Her body arches off the bench, hands clawing for something to hold.

I don’t pull out.

I fuck her through it, every thrust dragging her orgasm out until she’s gasping, sobbing, body twitching under me.

Then I come.

With a grunt, deep inside her, pumping her full again, hips jerking as my body unloads everything I’ve got into her.

I don’t stop.

I don’t move.

I just stay inside her, pressed tight, her legs still wrapped around my waist, her face slack with pleasure.

My hand still on her throat.

My name still echoing off her lips.


Chapter 3

Her body’s limp beneath me, slick with sweat, flushed head to toe. Her lashes flutter, breath shallow, chest rising in broken waves. I’m still inside her. Buried. So deep it feels like I’ve left a mark on her soul.

She shifts.

Barely.

Her hand moves to my chest like she’s thinking about sitting up.

“No,” I growl.

She freezes.

“You don’t move.”

Her eyes blink open—hazy, fucked-out, pupils wide. “Knox…”

“I said you’re not done.”

She swallows hard. “I can’t—”

“You can.”

I pull out halfway, just enough to make her whimper, then press back in slow, filling her inch by inch.

“You think that’s all I had in me?” I murmur, mouth close to hers. “You think I’d let you walk out of here without knowing what it feels like to be to completely fucking ruin you?”

Her lips part in a silent gasp.

I move again—slower this time. Deeper. Not pounding, not rough.

Just relentless.

Each thrust thick with weight, heavy with heat, every inch dragging against her insides like a brand.

Her head falls back.

I kiss her throat.

“You take me like you were made for this.”

She moans—soft and broken.

“You feel that stretch?” I whisper. “That’s what I want. I want you sore. I want you ruined.”

She whimpers, hips twitching.

“Say it,” I growl. “Say you’re mine.”

“I’m yours—fuck—I’m yours—”

I thrust deeper.

“You want more?”

“Yes—please—please—”

I grab her wrist, pin it to the bench above her head.

“Then you stay right here. You don’t move. You don’t come. Not until I say.”

“Knox…”

“Not. Until. I. Say.”

And then I fuck her again.

Slower.

Dirtier.

Dragging every thrust until she’s shaking under me, begging with her body, nails digging into my arm, her voice a mess of curses and moans.

She’s gone.

Floating.

And I’m still holding her under, keeping her there, until I decide she can come up for air.

She’s pinned flat beneath me, one wrist gripped above her head, her pussy clenching around my cock with every slow, deliberate thrust. Her skin’s damp, flushed, trembling. Her eyes roll back every time I bottom out, and still I don’t let her go.

“You think I’d let you finish without me giving it to you?” I murmur, dragging my hips back, then grinding in deep. “You think I’d let you come without my hand on you?”

She shakes her head. “No—please—Knox—please—”

I let go of her wrist and bring my hand down between us, fingers sliding through the slick mess where our bodies meet. I rub her clit slow—tight, perfect circles—and she screams.

“Yeah,” I whisper, teeth grazing her ear. “That’s it. That’s my girl.”

Her hips twitch up against me but I don’t let her control the rhythm. I fuck her deep and slow, fingers playing her like an instrument, rubbing harder when her thighs start to shake.

“You gonna come for me again?” I ask, voice low, breath hot on her throat.

“Please—please—I’m so close—”

“You want it?”

“Yes—yes—”

“You need my cock this deep inside you when you break?”

“Yes—Knox, fuck, please—”

“You want my cum?”

She nods fast, eyes wild. “Please—please, come in me—fill me up—”

I fuck her harder now, still rubbing her clit, watching her break apart under me.

“Then come for me.”

She shatters.

Her legs lock, back arches, pussy clenching so tight I see stars. She cries out my name like it’s the only word she remembers, and I don’t stop. I fuck her through it, cock buried, fingers rubbing, until her orgasm pulses through her in waves.

And then I let go.

I slam into her one last time and explode inside her—hot, deep, thick—groaning against her throat as I come again, cock throbbing, spilling everything into her.

I don’t pull out.

I stay inside.

Still hard.

Still owning her.

She’s lying there beneath me—sweat-slick, breathless, ruined. My cum leaking out of her in slow, sticky trails. Her chest rises and falls in broken gasps, lashes fluttering, lips still parted like she doesn’t know how to close them anymore.

I watch her for a beat.

Just… take her in.

What I’ve done to her.

What she’s let me do.

Then I pull out slow.

She moans—soft, weak, like even that movement shakes her whole body.

My cock glistens. Slick with her, with me, with everything we’ve spilled between us.

And I smile.

“On your knees.”

She blinks up at me.

“What?”

I grab her jaw. Firm. Not cruel. Just commanding.

“You heard me.”

She hesitates—only a second—then nods.

Slowly, shakily, she rolls to her knees in front of me on the cold concrete, legs spread, arms braced, body marked with every place I’ve touched.

I stand in front of her.

My cock, still hard, still dripping, inches from her lips.

“Clean me off.”

Her eyes widen.

“You want me to—”

I grip the base of my cock, press the tip against her lower lip.

“I want you to taste what I did to you.”

She opens her mouth.

And I slide in.

She moans immediately—eyes closing, tongue swirling around the head, lips wrapping tight. I groan, low and deep, hand threading into her hair.

“That’s it,” I mutter. “Suck it. Take it all.”

She works her mouth up and down the shaft, slow and eager, swallowing every drop, every mess, licking the base like she’s starving. Her tongue presses into the slit and I grunt, hips twitching.

“Fucking hell, Savannah…”

I don’t guide her.

I let her do it.

Let her choose to take me down her throat, suck me clean, moaning softly like it’s the only thing that makes sense anymore.

When she pulls back, panting, tongue out, lips shiny with spit and cum, I stare down at her and say, voice ragged:

“Good girl.”














Epilogue




She’s still on her knees, breath shallow, lips swollen, face flushed and glazed with everything we’ve done. Her thighs are slick. Her body’s marked. And I just stand there watching her.

Mine.

No question.

I reach down, cup her chin, tilt her face up.

“You done?” I ask.

She blinks, dazed. “I—I don’t know.”

I smirk.

“Then get up.”

She rises slow, legs shaking, and I help her without a word. Her knees give a little and I catch her by the waist. She leans into me, and for a second, we’re just breathing together. Our skin hot, the locker room cooler now that the sweat’s drying.

I reach down, pick up her top and jeans from where they landed in the chaos. I hold them up, then drop them to the bench.

“No,” I say.

She frowns. “What?”

I strip off my shirt. It’s damp with heat, clings to my back, but I peel it off and hold it out.

“Put this on.”

She takes it, eyes wide. Pulls it over her head. It’s big on her—swallows her whole. Falls mid-thigh, sleeves draping over her hands. She looks down at herself, fingers fisting the hem like she can feel my body still in it.

“Looks better on you anyway,” I mutter, stepping in close.

Then I take my hat off.

And I settle it on her head.

She blinks up at me under the brim, and something clicks. Like the hat seals it.

I hook a finger under her chin, lift her face.

“You’re mine now,” I say. “You understand?”

She swallows. Nods.

“I mean it.”

“I know.”

I kiss her.

Not rough this time. Not dirty.

Just real.

And when I pull back, her lips are soft, parted, the brim of my hat shadowing her face, and I know anyone who sees her like this—wearing me—will know exactly what happened in this room.

And exactly who she belongs to.
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