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Chapter 1

The pub is heaving—shoulder to shoulder, sweat in the air, Guinness everywhere, the kind of St. Patrick’s Day crowd that makes a man grateful for elbows.

But even in all that chaos, I spot her.

Green sweater, soft and fitted, dark hair spilling over her shoulders, cheeks flushed from the heat of the room. An American—that much I can tell from the way she leans in to hear people, smiling too politely at strangers. Sweet. Out of place. Gorgeous.

And she keeps glancing my way.

I’m halfway through a pint when she tries to slip past a group of lads blocking the walkway. They’re not giving her space, and I can see the discomfort written all over her. Before I can think twice, I push away from the bar.

“Here, love,” I say, sliding beside her, one hand resting lightly at the small of her back. “Let me through.”

The guys part for me—and for her—without a word.

She exhales, relieved. “Thank you.”

Her voice is soft, touched with an American lilt. Pretty.

I lean closer so she can hear me over the music. “Crowded night. Easy to get stuck.”

“Tell me about it,” she laughs, brushing hair from her face. “I’m Nora.”

“Declan,” I say. “Let me buy you a drink for surviving the madness.”

Her smile curves slow, warm, curious. “Yeah… okay.”

I order her a cider, my arm brushing hers as I pass it over. And Jesus—she shivers at the contact.

The kind of reaction a man notices.

The kind that goes straight to my blood.

She’s pressed close to me simply because there’s nowhere else to stand—her thigh brushing mine, her hip bumping gently each time someone jostles from behind.

But she doesn’t move away.

I take a drink of my pint, watching her over the rim.

Her lips glisten from the cider.

She licks a drop from her thumb.

And she catches me staring.

“What?” she asks, grinning.

“Not a damn thing,” I murmur, leaning in so my breath touches her ear. “Just enjoying the view.”

Her breath catches.

She’s into this.

Into me.

And she hasn’t even realized yet how hungry I am for the way she keeps shifting closer, closing the air between us inch by inch until I can feel the warmth of her body like a promise.

The band starts up a louder song; the crowd surges forward.

She stumbles—right against me.

My hand shoots out, steadying her by the waist.

She doesn’t step back.

Instead, she looks up at me, eyes bright and a little daring.

“Good thing you’re right here,” she says.

I look down at her, my thumb brushing the curve where her waist narrows. “Oh, I’m not going anywhere, Nora.”

And fuck me—neither is she.

It takes ages to find a place to sit—every table is crammed, every stool taken—but luck finally hits when a couple vacates a tiny booth near the back wall.

Barely room for two people if they breathe shallow.

Perfect.

I place a hand at the small of Nora’s back again. “There—before someone else grabs it.”

She laughs, slipping into the booth first. The table is so narrow her knees brush mine even before I sit down. When I slide in opposite her, our legs touch fully, thigh to thigh under the wood.

Neither of us moves.

Christ, she’s warm.

The low lighting hits her just right—her lips glossy from cider, her cheeks glowing, her eyes drifting over me in slow, appreciative sweeps.

That look alone is enough to make my pulse throb low.

She takes a sip of her drink, and I feel her foot graze mine.

Not accidental.

Not even a little.

“You okay squeezed in like this?” I ask, leaning forward, elbows on the table.

Her voice softens as she mirrors the motion. “I don’t mind the… proximity.”

That’s all the invitation I need.

I let my knee press more firmly against hers.

She inhales—and her breath hitches.

I feel it shoot through me.

The music thumps around us; people shout, laugh, clink glasses. But it feels like the entire pub has receded, leaving only the heat radiating between our bodies.

I tilt my head. “You’re brave, coming to Ireland alone for St. Paddy’s.”

“Maybe,” she says, eyes flicking to my mouth. “Or maybe I just make risky decisions.”

“Do you, now?”

Her foot slides higher along my leg, slow, testing.

Jesus.

She’s bolder than I expected.

Better than I expected.

My hand drifts under the table, resting lightly on her knee.

She stills—but not out of discomfort.

More like anticipation.

Her voice is barely audible over the noise. “Declan…”

I stroke my thumb once along the inside of her knee.

Her breath shivers.

“You can tell me to stop,” I murmur.

She shakes her head. One small, tight movement. “Don’t.”

So I don’t.

I let my hand travel higher—not too far yet, just enough to feel her tense, then melt, thighs shifting open the slightest bit.

The booth is so tight, no one can see a damn thing.

We’re hidden in plain sight.

Her fingers curl around the edge of the table as I trace a slow line up her thigh, pausing just shy of where she’s already warming for me.

“Dangerous decisions, was it?” I say, my voice low enough that only she hears.

She swallows. “This one feels… good.”

My smile is slow, hungry. “It’s about to feel better.”

And the way she shivers at that?

It nearly undoes me.

The moment my hand slides just a breath higher on her thigh, Nora’s body reacts like I’ve hit a live wire.

Her back straightens.

Her lips part.

Her eyes—Christ, those eyes—lock on mine like she’s letting me in on every dirty thought running through her head.

The booth is loud, crowded, safe in the way chaos protects secrets.

No one is watching.

No one can see a thing beneath the table.

Perfect.

I keep my fingertips at the hem of her skirt, circling gently, letting the anticipation work its way into her bones.

She shifts in her seat, thighs parting half an inch—subtle, but hungry.

“Good girl,” I murmur without thinking.

Her breath catches so sharply I feel it in my spine.

My hand glides up, slow, deliberate, the warmth of her skin tightening my chest. I reach the soft inside of her thigh. Higher.

Higher.

She presses her knees wider, granting me silent permission.

I look her dead in the eye as my fingers travel the final distance, slipping beneath the edge of her skirt.

The heat of her hits me first.

Then the softness.

Then—

Fuck.

I find her panties. Thin, damp.

Her breath stutters out in a choked whisper. “Declan…”

“Shh,” I tell her softly, thumb stroking the sensitive crease where thigh meets hip. “No one’s paying attention.”

But she is—every nerve lit, every muscle taut.

I slide my fingers along the gusset of her panties, feeling the warmth and slickness gathering there.

She jumps—a small, helpless sound she tries to swallow.

“Relax for me,” I whisper.

Her hand grips the edge of the table so hard her knuckles pale. Beneath the wood, her thighs tremble as I stroke her again, slower this time, applying just enough pressure to make her breath tremble.

“Jesus, you’re wet already,” I murmur, my voice gravel-low, meant only for her.

Her eyes flutter shut for one second—one—and when they open, they’re blown wide, pupils dark and desperate.

“Don’t stop,” she whispers, barely audible.

I won’t.

Not now.

Not with her breathing like that, not when she’s melting under my touch in a crowded bar like she belongs under my hand.

I press more firmly, sliding my fingers along her through the thin fabric—up, down, teasing the spot where she’s hottest.

Her thighs clamp around my wrist, trapping me there.

She’s trying to stay quiet.

Trying not to shake.

Trying not to ride my hand in front of a hundred strangers.

I lean in, brush my lips against the shell of her ear. “Let me make you come right here, Nora.”

A soft, broken sound escapes her—need, fear, excitement tangled together.

My fingers hook under the edge of her panties, ready to slip beneath.

Her whole body goes taut.

She’s right on the edge of giving in.

Right on the edge of letting go for me, in the middle of this packed, noisy bar.

And I’m going to push her there.

The second my fingers slip under the edge of her panties, Nora’s breath stops—just stops—like her whole body forgets how to function.

Christ, she’s warm.

Christ, she’s wet.

I slide two fingers through the slick heat waiting for me, and her thigh jerks against mine under the table. The tiny booth hides everything, but nothing can hide the way she looks—eyes blown wide, lips parted, chest rising in these quick, helpless breaths.

“Easy,” I murmur, though I’m not sure if I’m talking to her or to the pounding in my own pulse. “I’ve got you.”

Her legs fall open for me instinctively, a subtle, desperate shift.

A silent please.

I find her clit, slick and swollen, and stroke slow—torturously slow.

Her whole body tightens like a pulled wire.

“Oh my God—” she whispers, barely audible.

I lean in, lips brushing her ear. “Quiet, sweetheart.”

She nods, but the next time I circle her, her hips twitch, trying to chase the pressure.

Fuck, that goads me on.

I drag my fingers down and slide one inside her—tight, hot, gripping me instantly.

Her mouth falls open in a silent cry.

“So tight,” I breathe into her neck. “You’d take me so well.”

Her nails dig into my forearm under the table. She’s shaking, thighs trembling around my wrist, trying so hard not to rock against my hand but failing in these tiny, desperate motions.

The bar is roaring loud—music, laughter, a hundred conversations—but all I can hear is her breathing, growing thin and ragged.

I add a second finger and curl them just right.

Her entire body jerks.

“Declan—”

It’s a gasp, it’s a plea, it’s her breaking.

I cover her mouth gently with my free hand just as she clamps down around my fingers.

“Shh,” I whisper. “Let go for me.”

Her eyes squeeze shut.

Her body bows forward.

Her orgasm hits so hard she shakes, thighs tightening around my arm, heat pulsing around my fingers as she comes—hard, helpless, silently against my palm.

I hold her through it, stroking slow, letting her ride the waves until she sags back into the booth, breath shuddering.

Her lips part against my hand.

I release her mouth and she inhales like she’s been drowning.

Her eyes open—dazed, glassy, blown wide with disbelief and arousal.

I slide my fingers out of her, slow and deliberate, and bring them to my lips.

She watches, stunned, as I taste her.

“You’re fucking divine,” I say softly.

And the look she gives me—hungry, wrecked, wanting more—almost makes me drag her onto my lap right here and take her apart again.


Chapter 2

Nora is still trembling—cheeks flushed, lips swollen, pupils blown wide—when she looks at me like she’s seeing something she suddenly needs.

Not wants.

Needs.

Her hand slides onto my thigh under the table.

Light at first.

Then firmer.

Purposeful.

“Nora…” I warn, voice already rough, too low.

She leans in, her breath warm on my ear. “You made me come in a crowded bar,” she whispers. “I think it’s only fair I return the favor.”

Jesus Christ.

My cock kicks hard against my zipper, painfully ready.

I grip her wrist. “You’re playing with fire.”

Her smile is soft, wicked, and still a little shaky from the orgasm I wrung out of her. “Maybe I want to get burned.”

Before I can get another word out, she slips from the booth—smooth, silent—and ducks under the table like she’s just retrieving a fallen napkin or her bag.

But when her hands reach my knees…

When they slide slowly up my thighs…

Fuck.

The booth hides everything.

To everyone else, she’s just out of sight.

To me, she’s between my legs, breath hot through denim.

“Nora,” I hiss, gripping the edge of the table hard enough to splinter it. “You don’t—fuck—”

She nuzzles the hard line of my cock through my jeans, slow, deliberate pressure that makes my head snap back.

I bite down a groan.

Her fingers undo my belt.

My button.

My zipper.

Efficient, trembling, hungry.

“Christ almighty…” My voice isn’t even a whisper—it’s a rasp.

She frees me—my cock springing into her hand, thick, flushed, painfully hard.

Her breath catches softly, her lips brushing the base as if she can’t believe what she’s doing.

And then—

Her mouth wraps around me.

One hot, wet, perfect inch.

Then more.

Then deeper.

I choke on a curse, shoving my fist against my mouth to keep from making a sound.

The pub is too loud for anyone to notice the movements under the table, but if I lose control? If I groan the way I want to?

No.

I can’t.

I have to stay silent while her tongue circles the head of my cock like she’s tasting something decadent.

Her hands hold my thighs, nails digging in as she sucks me deeper, relaxing her throat, taking more of me than I thought she would.

My vision goes white at the edges.

“Fuck—Nora—slow down,” I grit out, hips jerking despite myself.

She doesn’t slow.

She moans around me—moans—and the vibration nearly takes me apart.

My hand dives under the table, threading into her hair, gripping the back of her head. “You’re going to make me come in thirty seconds if you do that again.”

She does it again.

Holy mother of God.

My jaw locks, my thighs tremble, heat coils brutally tight in my spine. I’m seconds—seconds—from spilling down her throat in the middle of this packed bar, and she’s devouring me like she wants exactly that.

“Sweetheart—Nora—if you don’t stop, I’m going to—”

And then she drags her mouth up my length slow, tongue flat, lips tight, until the head slips free with a soft, wet pop.

She looks up at me from under the table.

Eyes dark.

Mouth swollen.

Wicked.

“Then don’t stop me.”

My head hits the wall behind me.

I’m gone.

Her lips close around me again—slow, hungry—and I swear the whole pub tilts.

Nora sucks down the length of my cock like she was born for this, tongue swirling, throat relaxing, messy little sounds vibrating into my skin. My hand clamps into her hair, not forcing, but guiding, urging, praising.

“That’s it, mo chroí…” I whisper, voice breaking. My heart.

The Irish slips out because English has stopped being enough.

She moans around me—Jesus—and takes me deeper.

My head falls forward, forehead nearly hitting the table. “You’re perfect like this. You know that? God, you’re fucking perfect.”

Her nails dig into my thighs, her pace quickening—tight suction, steady rhythm, saliva starting to slick her chin and drip onto my skin. She’s lost in it. Consumed. Devouring me like she’s starving and I’m the first real meal she’s had all day.

I can barely breathe.

“Look at you,” I rasp, tightening my grip just a fraction. “Taking me so deep, sweetheart. Good girl… good fucking girl.”

Her answering hum nearly snaps my spine.

The pressure builds fast—hot, sharp, ruthless. I try to warn her, but the words crack apart in my throat.

“Nora—ah, Christ—a stór, táim chun…”

My darling, I’m going to…

I can’t finish the sentence.

She grips my hips and pulls me deeper into her throat.

“Fuck—Nora—stop, stop or I’ll—”

She doesn’t stop.

Her eyes lift—heavy, pleading, telling me exactly what she wants.

She wants the finish.

She wants every bit of it.

She wants to swallow me in a crowded bar like it’s nothing.

I break.

My hips jerk forward helplessly, choking a groan into my fist. Pleasure detonates down my spine, bursting in sharp, pulsing waves as I spill hard into her mouth. She takes it—every twitch, every pulse—her throat working around me, swallowing me down like she’s savoring something decadent.

“Tá tú dochreidte…” I breathe, half delirious.

You’re unbelievable.

She keeps sucking through the aftershocks, gentle now, milking me until I flinch from the sensitivity.

Slowly, she releases me, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. Then she looks up at me from under the table with the filthiest, most satisfied expression I’ve ever seen on a woman.

She licks a drop from the corner of her mouth.

And smiles.

“You taste good.”

I nearly come undone all over again.

Nora wipes her lips, pupils blown wide, cheeks flushed, mouth swollen from what she just did to me under that table.

I’m still catching my breath—still half-shaking from how hard she made me come—when she starts to rise.

The second her head clears the edge of the booth, I grab her.

My hand wraps the back of her neck, guiding her, pulling her straight into my lap with a soft gasp escaping her. Her thighs straddle me without hesitation, her warm weight settling onto my still-sensitive cock through my jeans.

“Nora.” My voice is wrecked—low, hoarse, ruined. “Come here.”

I drag her mouth to mine.

And Christ almighty—tasting myself on her tongue?

It destroys me.

The kiss is messy, urgent, nothing polite about it. Her lips part beneath mine and I deepen it instantly, my tongue sliding against hers, swallowing her soft, needy sounds. She fists the front of my shirt, pulling me closer, like she wants to crawl inside my ribcage.

I grip her hips, squeezing hard, guiding her down onto me, grinding her slow and deliberate against the bulge still recovering beneath the denim.

She moans into my mouth.

“You’re fucking incredible,” I breathe against her lips.

She shivers, rolling her hips again, her soaked panties dragging across me. It’s a filthy rhythm—slow, easy to hide, easy enough no one else in the pub notices—but my whole body reacts like she’s riding me bare.

I nip her bottom lip. “You sucked me off like you owned me.”

Her breath catches.

I lick into her mouth, murmuring against her tongue, “Ba mhaith liom tú…”

I want you.

Her hips jerk.

“And I’m nowhere near done with you tonight.”

Her forehead falls against mine, her breath warm and ragged. “Declan…”

I cup her jaw with one hand, forcing her to look at me. “You taste like you were made for my mouth.”

She trembles.

“And the way you swallowed me—” My grip tightens on her hip. “—mo ghrá, I nearly lost my mind.”

Her thighs squeeze around me, her body already begging for more friction, more touch, more everything. She’s trying to keep still in my lap, but she can’t. She keeps shifting, grinding, needing.

I kiss her again—slower this time but deeper, filthier—one hand sliding under her sweater, feeling the heat of her skin, the arch of her back.

She gasps into my mouth when my thumb brushes the underside of her breast.

“Declan,” she whispers, voice trembling with need. “Take me somewhere.”

I bite her earlobe gently, growling against her skin, “Anywhere. Now.”


Chapter 3

The moment Nora whispers “Take me somewhere”, something inside me snaps the thin thread of restraint I’ve been pretending to hold.

I grab her hand under the table—firm, decisive—and slip out of the booth. The pub is packed enough that no one pays us a second glance as I pull her through the crowd. Her body bumps against mine each time someone jostles past, her breath hot against my arm as she follows close, trusting, eager.

The second we reach the hallway to the toilets, she presses into my back, her fingers curling in the fabric of my shirt.

Christ, she’s killing me.

I push open the single-stall door, drag her inside, and lock it behind us with a sharp click.

Before she can speak, before she can even gasp—

I pin her to the wall.

Her back hits it softly, not painfully, but with intention. Her gasp is soft, shocked, aroused.

“Declan—”

Her voice is breathless, already wrecked.

My mouth crashes onto hers, urgent and hungry. She kisses me back like she’s trying to climb inside me, hands gripping my shoulders, pulling me down into her.

I lift her by the hips, her legs instantly wrapping around my waist. I press her harder into the wall, grinding up into her through her skirt.

Her panties are still damp—hot—slick from what I did to her in the booth.

“Jesus Christ,” I growl against her lips. “You’re soaked for me.”

Her fingers tangle in my hair. “After what you did? Of course I am.”

I drag my mouth down her neck, biting lightly, tasting the warm skin just under her jaw. She tilts her head to give me more, gasping when my teeth skim her pulse.

“I can still taste you,” I murmur, lips brushing her throat. “On my fingers. On your tongue.”

She trembles—full-body, helpless.

I slide one hand between us, under her skirt, pushing the fabric up around her hips.

My thumb brushes her clit through the thin cotton and she nearly collapses against me, her nails sinking deep into my shoulders.

“You’re going to keep quiet for me, mo chroí?” I whisper against her neck, stroking slow circles that make her gasp into my shoulder.

“I—I’ll try,” she breathes.

“No,” I growl softly, sliding her panties aside so my fingers can feel her bare heat. “You’ll do. Not try.”

She moans—too loud.

I cover her mouth with mine, swallowing it, kissing her deep as my fingers stroke her slit, spreading the wetness I helped make spill down onto my hand.

“Good girl,” I whisper into her mouth. “Let me hear those noises right here.”

Her hips roll against my fingers, needy, desperate, chasing the friction.

“Do you want me inside you?” I ask, voice low enough only she can hear. “Raw? Right now? Against this wall?”

Her eyes meet mine—wide, pleading, dark with need.

“Yes,” she breathes. “Please, Declan. Please.”

I almost lose control.

I line my cock against her, just the heat of her slick entrance brushing the tip.

Even that nearly ruins me.

But I don’t push in.

Not yet.

I hold her tight and whisper, “Beg me.”

Her breath stutters. “I—I’m begging.”

“Say it in full.”

Her thighs clamp around me.

“Declan,” she whispers, voice shaking with want, “fuck me. Please. Right now. I need you.”

My grip tightens on her hips.

“That’s it, a ghrá,” I growl. “Hold on.”

And then—

I thrust.

The moment I thrust into her, the world funnels down to heat—tight, wet, perfect heat gripping me so fiercely I have to slam my palm against the wall beside her head just to stay upright.

“Fuck—Nora—”

It rips out of me raw.

She’s clinging to my shoulders, nails biting through my shirt, her gasp sharp and broken as I bury myself to the hilt in one hard stroke. Her legs tighten around my waist, locking me in place like her body refuses to let me go.

“Christ, you’re tight,” I growl against her mouth, breathing hard already. “You’re going to ruin me.”

She tries to answer—but all that comes out is a choked moan.

And I don’t give her time to recover.

I pull out halfway and slam back into her, hard enough that her breath punches out against my neck. The stall rattles with the force of it. She grabs fistfuls of my shirt, holding on as I set a brutal, relentless rhythm.

Her hips bounce against the wall with every thrust.

“Declan—oh my God—”

Her voice is ragged, strained, trying so desperately to be quiet and failing with every sharp, needy sound slipping out.

I cover her mouth with mine again—not gentle, not sweet—just raw hunger, swallowing her moans as I fuck her harder.

Every stroke drives her higher on the wall; every thrust makes her tighten around me like she’s trying to pull me deeper.

I nip her bottom lip, panting into her mouth. “You like this? Being fucked where anyone could hear if they walked by?”

Her moan vibrates against my tongue.

I slam into her again—hard enough she gasps into my mouth, legs shaking around me.

“You do,” I snarl softly. “You love it.”

Her head falls back against the wall, exposing her throat. I latch onto it, sucking bruises into her skin, tasting salt and heat as she writhes helplessly in my grip.

I hook one arm under her thigh and thrust up into her—deeper—rougher—making her choke out a sound I have to swallow with another messy kiss.

“Declan—please—I can’t—fuck—” She’s babbling, breathless, undone.

“Yes, you can,” I growl, thrusting harder, pinning her hips to the wall with my own. “You’re taking me so well, mo chroí… I could fuck you all night.”

Her nails drag down my back—sharp.

Her whole body contracts around me—tight.

Her breath breaks in my ear.

She’s close.

So close it’s bleeding out of her every movement.

I brace one hand on the small of her back, holding her still as I pound into her, the slap of our bodies echoing faint and filthy off the tiled walls.

“Come for me,” I whisper against her throat.

She shudders violently.

“Now.”

Her scream gets swallowed by my mouth as she comes—hard—her walls squeezing around me, pulsing, dragging me deeper with every convulsion. Her legs spasm around my waist, her fingers clutching me like she’ll drown if she lets go.

“Good girl… good fucking girl,” I whisper against her panting mouth, still thrusting through the aftershocks, drawing every last tremor out of her.

She’s shaking in my arms, wrecked, breathless, eyes half-closed.

And I’m still hard inside her.

Still nowhere near finished.

With her still trembling against me, I bite softly at her jaw and murmur:

“I’m not done with you yet.”

Nora is still shaking from the wall, her body warm and loose in my arms, when I pull out slowly—too slowly—and she whimpers at the sudden emptiness.

“Come here,” I murmur, voice rough as gravel.

I lower myself onto the closed toilet lid, legs spread, cock still hard, still slick, still hungry. I grip her hips and guide her down in front of me.

“Climb on,” I tell her.

Her breath stutters—heat flashing in her eyes—and she swings a leg over me, straddling my lap. Her pussy is wet and swollen, flushed from the way I just fucked her against the wall. She settles atop me, whimpering as my cock nudges against her entrance.

“Use me,” I say, dragging my hands up her thighs. “Ride me raw, sweetheart.”

She sinks down slowly—so slowly she nearly breaks me—with a trembling gasp as my cock disappears inside her, inch by thick inch, until her ass hits my thighs and she’s seated fully on me.

“Jesus Christ, Nora…”

I grip her hips hard, trying not to come on the spot. “You’re gripping me like you never want to let go.”

She braces her hands on my shoulders and rolls her hips once, deliberately, as if testing how deep I am.

My vision goes dark at the edges.

“That’s it,” I hiss. “Do that again.”

She does—this time harder—bouncing just slightly in my lap, her breasts swaying under her sweater. My hands slide up her torso, under the fabric, finding bare skin. She gasps when my thumbs brush the soft underside of her breasts.

“Take it off,” I tell her.

Her eyes widen. “H-here?”

“Yes.” My hands slide higher, lifting the hem. “Now.”

She shivers but obeys, peeling the sweater off and tossing it to the floor. Her bra is lacy, green—God help me—and I reach behind her and unclasp it with practiced ease.

It falls away.

And her tits—full, perfect, rosy-tipped—bounce free right in front of my mouth.

“Jesus fuck,” I growl, cupping them both, thumbs sweeping over her nipples. “Look at you. No wonder I couldn’t keep my hands off you.”

She moans, arching into my touch as I knead her, roll her nipples between my fingers. Her pussy clenches around my cock at the same time—tightening, throbbing—and a filthy sound punches out of me.

“You like me touching your tits while you’re sitting on my cock?” I rasp.

She nods, breath catching.

“Say it.”

“I—” Her voice fractures when I pinch lightly. “I love it.”

I grab her hips, lifting her slightly and dropping her back down on me.

She cries out, biting her lip to stay quiet.

“That’s my girl,” I groan. “Bounce on me.”

She starts to ride—slow at first, then faster—her tits shaking beautifully with every movement. I suck one nipple into my mouth, hard, and she whimpers, grinding down on me harder.

I switch to the other breast, teasing, sucking, letting my tongue flick over the tight peak.

Her hips snap forward in desperation.

“Declan—fuck—I’m close again—”

“Good,” I growl, gripping her ass, helping her ride me harder. “Come on my cock while I’m buried inside you.”

Her pace turns frantic—messy—raw.

Wet sounds fill the stall.

Her tits bounce in my hands, her breath breaks, her pussy clutches me in tight, stuttering pulses.

And then she’s coming again—harder than before—crying out into my shoulder as her whole body shakes.

“Jesus—Nora—”

Her pussy squeezes me so tight I can’t hold back.

I grab her hips and thrust up, pounding into her as she rides out her orgasm. Each shiver of her walls drags me closer, closer—

“I’m going to come,” I warn, voice cracking. “Inside you—fuck—”

“Yes,” she gasps, nails digging into my back. “Come in me, Declan—please—fill me—”

That’s it.

That’s what breaks me.

I thrust deep—burying myself to the hilt—and come inside her in hot, pulsing waves, groaning low and rough into her neck as my release spills into her, thick and raw.

Her body milks every drop, squeezing me tight, holding me there like she doesn’t want to let me go.

When it finally stops, when we’re both shaking and breathless and clinging to each other, she slumps against my chest, panting.

I kiss her shoulder, still inside her, still hard enough to ache.

“Fuck,” I whisper into her skin. “We’re not done, Nora. Not even close.”


Chapter 4

We barely make it out of the pub before Nora’s legs wobble.

I steady her with a hand around her waist—possessive, claiming—and she leans into me like her body belongs there.

The cold night air hits us, sharp after the heat of the bathroom. Her cheeks are flushed, her lips kiss-bruised, her sweater still jammed in her bag because she never put it back on.

She looks fucked-out.

She looks irresistible.

She looks like she needs me still.

I flag down a taxi. The driver—a man in his fifties with bright eyes and a grin he’s clearly fighting to hide—takes one look at us and raises a brow.

“Long night?” he asks.

“You’ve no idea,” I mutter, guiding Nora into the back seat.

She climbs in—and I follow immediately, pulling her onto my lap before the door even closes. She lets out a soft gasp when she feels how hard I still am.

The cabbie pulls away from the curb, glancing in the mirror.

“What’s the destination?”

“My flat,” I say, voice low.

Nora shifts on my lap, the skirt of her dress riding up her thighs. The edge of her panties is still pushed to the side. When she leans back against me, she grinds down on my cock just enough to make my vision blur.

I grip her hips. “Nora…”

But she only rolls them again, slow and dangerous.

I slide one hand up her bare stomach, cupping her breast over the thin lace of her bra. Her nipple is hard, aching, begging to be touched. I pinch lightly, and she bites her lip to smother a moan.

In the mirror, the cabbie’s eyes flick down.

He sees everything.

“Don’t stop on my account,” he says, a little too casually.

Nora freezes—just for a heartbeat—then exhales a shaky, aroused breath.

She’s into it.

Into being watched.

Into showing off what I’m doing to her.

“Ride me,” I whisper in her ear.

Her breath catches. “Here?”

“Yes.” My hand slides between her legs, finding the wet heat waiting for me. “Here.”

I guide her hips, lifting her just enough to free my cock. I stroke it once along her folds—she trembles—and lower her down slowly.

When she sinks onto me, taking every inch, she lets out a soft, broken sound she can’t hold in.

The cabbie hears it.

The cabbie smirks.

“Feckin’ hell,” he mutters. “St. Paddy’s is a wild one this year.”

Nora buries her face in my neck, mortified for half a second—until I thrust up into her.

Hard.

She gasps, grabbing the seat in front of us for balance.

“That’s it,” I growl, gripping her hips. “Give him something good to hear.”

“Declan—” she whimpers.

I thrust again, harder, hips lifting off the seat. Her body jolts. Her tits bounce beautifully, bra slipping down just enough that her nipples peek out.

The cabbie’s eyes go wide in the mirror.

“Sorry if I hit a bump,” he says, voice too amused.

I pull down her bra cups fully, exposing her breasts. I play with them shamelessly, rolling her nipples between my fingers.

She moans—louder this time.

“That’s my girl.”

I thrust up into her again. “Take me deeper.”

Her hands fly to the divider for balance as she starts to ride—slow at first, then faster when I grip her hips and set the pace.

Wet sounds fill the back seat.

Her panting gets louder.

Every bounce sends her tits shaking.

The driver keeps glancing in the mirror, his breathing a little heavier each time.

“You’re doing beautifully, love,” he says without shame.

Nora shatters.

Her head falls back, her body tightening around me, her hips grinding down as she tries to stop the pleasure from spilling over—but I won’t let her.

“Come on my cock,” I whisper fiercely, thrusting up into her. “Let him hear how good I fuck you.”

She comes hard—biting my shoulder, trembling violently as her walls squeeze me tight, pulsing, dragging me closer to the edge.

I grip her waist, thrusting up into her with sharp, fast strokes.

“I’m going to fill you again,” I growl. “Right here, sweetheart. In the back of this cab.”

The driver adjusts the mirror to watch more clearly.

“Go on then,” he says, voice husky. “Give her what she wants.”

Nora moans, clutching my hands on her hips.

That’s all it takes.

I slam up into her one last time and come with a rough groan—deep inside her—filling her until I feel it spill back down my length.

Her body milks me through every pulse.

We’re both breathing hard, trembling, sweating in the back seat.

The cabbie whistles low.

“Best fare I’ve had in months.”

Nora hides her face in my neck.

I kiss her shoulder and whisper, “We’re not done when we get home.”


Chapter 5

By the time the cab pulls up outside my flat, Nora is limp in my arms—warm, pliant, breath still shaky from the ride. Her thighs are sticky with our come, her hair mussed, her bra still pushed down, her skirt barely covering anything.

She looks like sin.

She looks like mine.

I pay the driver without breaking eye contact with her, then lift her out of the cab. She clings to me—hands locked behind my neck, legs trembling from overuse.

Inside, I don’t rush.

Not yet.

I push the door closed with my foot and set her gently on her feet. She sways. I catch her instantly, hands on her waist.

“You all right, mo chroí?”

My voice is soft now—low, rough from everything we’ve done.

She nods, breath uneven. “Just… can’t think straight.”

A slow smile pulls at my mouth. “Good. Don’t think. Just feel.”

I kiss her—finally without urgency, without hiding, without anyone watching. Slow, deep, thorough. Her lips move against mine lazily, melting. Her hands slide into my hair, tugging just enough to spark something low in my gut.

I walk her backward toward the bedroom, kissing her the whole way. When the back of her knees hit the bed, she falls softly onto it, chest rising and falling as she looks up at me with blown pupils.

I kneel on the edge and spread her legs gently with my hands.

“Let me see you.”

Her skirt rides up, and she blushes—but she doesn’t hide. She holds herself open for me, panting when she sees how hungry my eyes get.

“Beautiful,” I murmur. “I want to taste the mess we made.”

Her breath catches. “Declan—”

I lower myself between her thighs and lick her slow.

She breaks.

A soft cry spills from her lips as my tongue glides through her folds, tasting the come dripping from her, the slick arousal she’s still producing, her body already responding to me again despite how many times she’s come tonight.

I take my time.

Slow strokes, gentle suction, teasing flicks.

Nothing rushed. Nothing rough.

Just worship.

Her hands fly to my hair, not pushing—just holding, trembling. Her hips rock slowly into my mouth, her breath rising in soft, shivering keens.

When she’s close—when her thighs start to quiver and her voice drops to helpless whispers—I slide two fingers inside her.

She gasps—sharp, sweet, stunned.

“Let go,” I tell her softly against her clit. “Let me taste you properly.”

One more curl of my fingers.

One more slow suck.

She comes undone—quietly this time, like she’s giving the pleasure directly to me, body arching in a smooth, breathless bow as she pulses around my fingers.

I swallow everything she gives me.

When she collapses, I kiss her inner thigh, slow and reverent.

But then I rise.

And everything changes.

I flip her onto her stomach before she can blink. She lets out a soft shocked sound, breasts pressing into the sheets, ass lifting beautifully into the air.

“Declan—?”

I grip her hips, voice turning dark again.

“You got the gentle part, sweetheart.”

I drag the head of my cock through her slick folds.

She shivers violently.

“Now I’m going to ruin you.”

I thrust into her hard—burying myself in one merciless stroke.

She cries out into the mattress, clutching the sheets, her body tightening around me like she’s shocked at how deep I can get from this angle.

I grab her hips, pulling her back onto me as I thrust again. And again.

Harder.

Deeper.

Faster.

The gentle round is long forgotten.

This is raw need.

This is claiming.

Her tits bounce against the sheets with every stroke, her voice breaking into little sobbed moans.

“Declan—Declan—fuck—”

“That’s right, mo chroí,” I growl, slamming into her. “Say my name.”

She does—over and over—until she’s almost crying with pleasure.

I reach under her and grab a fistful of her hair, pulling her upper body up so her back arches beautifully. Her tits bounce freely, nipples tight, begging for attention.

I pinch one. Hard.

She yelps—and clenches around me so tight I almost lose it.

“Good girl,” I snarl into her ear. “You take me so fucking well.”

Her legs start to tremble again, her breath breaking.

“Oh my God—Declan—I’m—please—I’m—”

“Come,” I order, thrusting brutally. “Come on my cock again. Let me feel you fall apart.”

She screams—actually screams—as she comes for the fourth time tonight, shaking violently, her pussy milking me in desperate pulses.

I hold her still and fuck her through it, her body collapsing, her arms giving out, her face buried in the sheets as she sobs with pleasure.

Then I push in deep—deep enough she gasps—and groan as I spill inside her again, filling her until she’s dripping down her thighs, my hips jerking helplessly against her ass.

When I finally slow, she’s limp beneath me, trembling.

I kiss her shoulder.

Then her spine.

Then the back of her neck.

“Still alive, sweetheart?”

She manages a breathless laugh. “Barely.”

I smile into her skin.

“Good.”


Chapter 6

It’s sometime past three in the morning when I wake—half-dreaming, half-drifting, my body heavy with exhaustion and satisfaction. Nora is draped over me, warm and soft, one leg hooked over my hip, her cheek on my chest.

She breathes slow.

Deep.

Completely worn out.

But her ass is pressed right against my cock.

And even exhausted, even half-asleep…

my body reacts instantly.

I harden against her soft heat, throbbing back to life like I’ve been waiting for this exact position. She shifts in her sleep, rubbing against me unconsciously, and a low sound leaves my throat.

“Nora…” I murmur, voice sleep-rough, barely there.

She stirs, not fully waking—just a soft hum, her hips pressing back lightly in instinct.

Her body is still slick inside from the last round.

Still loose and warm from being filled.

Still perfect.

I slide a hand down her stomach, letting my palm rest between her thighs. She parts them in her sleep—reflexive, trusting, offering.

Christ.

My fingers glide over her folds, still tender, still wet. She whimpers softly, her lips parting, her body arching into my touch even as she floats between dreaming and waking.

“Good girl,” I whisper against her shoulder, kissing the warm skin there. “Your body knows me now.”

I nudge my cock between her thighs, rubbing slowly along her slit.

She gasps—sleep-slurred, confused—but pushes back, her ass fitting perfectly against me.

“Shh,” I murmur. “Just let me in.”

I guide myself to her entrance and push gently—slow, steady—letting the head of my cock slip inside her. She moans, a tiny broken sound, eyes fluttering but not opening.

“Declan…” she breathes, voice thick with sleep.

“That’s it,” I whisper, kissing her neck. “I’ve got you. Go back to sleep.”

I slide deeper, inch by inch, until I’m fully inside her again. Her body clenches weakly, still sensitive, still perfect.

I stay still for a moment—just feeling her.

Feeling her warmth wrap around me again.

Feeling her melt further into my arms.

Then I start moving.

Slow.

Lazy.

Deep.

Not the frantic, rough thrusts from earlier.

This is different—like her body was made to be used like this in the dark, half-aware, half-dreaming, letting me guide her hips in long, fluid strokes.

Her breath stutters with each push.

Her nipples harden against the sheets.

Her fingers curl weakly around mine when I lace our hands together.

“Good girl,” I whisper into her hair. “Even half asleep, you take me so beautifully.”

She makes a soft, needy sound, her ass pushing back to meet each slow thrust. I can’t see her face, but I don’t need to—the way her body yields to me is enough.

I slide my hand up to cup her breast, thumb brushing her nipple. She cries out softly, voice muffled by the pillow.

“Want you,” she whispers, not fully awake. “More…”

My cock throbs hard inside her.

I pull her closer, hooking her leg higher over mine so I can sink deeper. The next thrust makes her gasp awake—eyes fluttering open, mouth falling apart.

“Oh—God—Declan—”

“I know,” I murmur, kissing her shoulder as I thrust again. “You’re doing perfect, sweetheart. Let me fuck you slow.”

Her hand reaches back, grabbing at my hip, trying to pull me deeper.

And I give her exactly what she wants.

I thrust harder—still slow, but deeper, grinding into her, filling her completely. She moans into the sheets, body trembling as pleasure rolls through her in waves.

She’s already close.

Half-asleep, overstimulated, sore, and still needy.

“Come for me,” I whisper, dragging my fingers down to her clit. “Come on my cock in your sleep.”

Her whole body arches—sharp, helpless—as she shatters with a soft, breathless cry. She clenches around me, pulsing in tight, fluttering waves that drag me right to the edge.

I bury my face in her neck and thrust deep—deep enough she gasps again—and come inside her for the third time tonight, spilling hot and thick, filling her until it leaks around me.

When I’m done, I stay inside her, arm wrapping around her waist, holding her close.

She relaxes instantly—melting back into sleep with a tiny sigh.

I kiss her temple.

“Goodnight, mo chroí,” I whisper.

And drift off with my cock still nestled inside her.
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