
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1

I hadn’t seen her in years, not since the day she hugged me goodbye on her porch and told me she’d visit when she could. She never really did. Life swallowed both of us whole—her job, my enlistment, deployments that blurred together.

Coming back to this town felt like stepping into a memory I wasn’t sure still fit me. But the moment I saw her unloading groceries from her car, hair pulled up messily, tank top clinging to her in the heat… yeah, that memory fit just fine.

“Eleanor?” I said, and she whipped around so fast she nearly dropped a bag.

Her mouth fell open. “Liam?”

God, she said my name like she was tasting it.

I walked toward her, and it was incredible how small she still looked next to me—smaller than I remembered. Maybe because the military had broadened my shoulders, thickened my arms, put an edge in my stance I didn’t have at eighteen. She took it all in, eyes skimming down then up again, and I watched her swallow.

“You look—different,” she said.

“So do you.”

I took the bag from her hand without asking. She tried to protest, but old habits die hard—she’d always folded under my tone.

Inside her house, everything smelled like vanilla candles and something warm and soft that was just… her. She kept fidgeting, twisting her fingers together, giving me sideways glances she thought I didn’t notice.

“How long are you staying?” she asked.

“Depends.”

I set the groceries down, leaning against her counter.

“On whether you keep looking at me like that.”

Her cheeks flushed instantly. She looked away, but the smile tugging at her mouth betrayed her.

“Liam…” she warned, but her voice wasn’t firm—it was breathy, unsure, the same way it used to get when she wanted me to push a little harder.

I stepped closer. She backed up until the counter pressed into her spine.

“Relax,” I murmured, brushing a finger under her chin. “I’m not going to do anything you don’t want.”

Her breath caught.

“I—I’m on my period,” she blurted out, and the embarrassment in her eyes hit me like a spark.

“So what?” I said simply.

She froze. A slow exhale left her lips, like no one had ever said that to her before.

I leaned down, my mouth close enough to feel her swallow again.

“I didn’t come home to tiptoe around you. If I want you, I’m going to take you. Blood doesn’t scare me.”

Her knees wobbled.

And just like that, she looked exactly the way she used to when she would whisper my name in the dark—open, nervous, wanting.

“Liam…” she whispered again, but this time it wasn’t a warning.

It was permission.

Her breath was still trembling when I slid my hands to her waist.

“Up,” I said softly.

She didn’t hesitate—not even for a second. Her palms braced my shoulders, and I lifted her onto the counter like she weighed nothing. Her thighs parted instinctively, just enough for me to step between them.

God, the way she looked at me—wide-eyed, nervous, already wet in a way that had nothing to do with blood—made something deep in me tighten.

“You still blush,” I murmured, brushing my thumb across her cheek. “Didn’t think you’d do that for me anymore.”

Her lips parted, her breath catching. “It’s been a long time, Liam.”

“Not long enough to forget how to open those legs for me.”

Her exhale shivered down her whole body.

I leaned in, kissed her—slow at first, just tasting her. Her lips were soft, a little hesitant, until I cupped the back of her neck and angled her mouth the way I wanted it. She melted instantly, fingers gripping my shirt, kiss turning needy.

When I pulled back, her pupils were blown wide.

I let my hands travel down, thumbs pressing into the insides of her thighs, nudging them wider.

She stiffened slightly—embarrassment trying to creep in—so I held her gaze.

“You don’t hide from me,” I told her. “Not this. Not anything.”

Her jaw trembled.

“Liam… I told you, I’m—”

“Bleeding,” I finished for her, brushing my knuckles just under the hem of her shorts. “I heard you. I don’t care.”

Her breathing hitched hard.

I tugged her hips forward so the edge of the counter pressed right beneath her ass. She gasped softly at the motion, thighs tightening around me.

“I want to feel you,” I said against her shoulder, kissing the warm skin there, letting my teeth scrape lightly. “All of you. Mess and all.”

Her fingers buried in my hair, the tiniest whimper escaping before she could swallow it.

That sound shot straight through my control.

“Good girl,” I murmured, and she shivered violently.

I dragged her shorts down just enough to expose the softness of her inner thighs. My thumb slid along her skin, tracing the heat there, moving closer to the center, slow enough to drive her mad.

“Liam…” She was breathing so hard now. “It’s—it’s messy, I don’t—”

I caught her chin and made her look at me.

“Eleanor. I said I don’t care.”

Her entire body sagged with the force of what that did to her.

I leaned in, lips brushing her ear as my fingers finally slipped between her thighs to feel the wet, hot, slick proof of everything she’d been trying to hide.

She gasped—sharp, helpless.

“That’s it,” I whispered. “Let me have you.”

Her hips lifted into my touch.

And I felt her—warm, yielding, and so sensitive she trembled under the lightest stroke of my fingers.

The moment my fingers slid through her heat, her whole body jolted like she wasn’t ready for how intense it would be.

“Easy,” I murmured, keeping my thumb pressed to her inner thigh, steadying her. “I’ve got you.”

But she was already shaking, breath coming in short, helpless bursts.

God, she was sensitive—so wet the moment I parted her folds, my fingertips slipped effortlessly through the mix of slick and blood. Warm. Raw. Honest. Nothing between us but exactly what she felt.

Her hand flew to my wrist. Not to stop me—just to hold on.

“Liam—” She broke on my name, voice thin and desperate.

I dragged my fingers up, slow enough to feel every trembling twitch of her muscles, until I circled her clit with the lightest pressure. She gasped, thighs snapping around my wrist, grip tightening like she was drowning.

“That good?” I asked softly.

She nodded, too breathless for words.

“Use them,” I told her. “Open your legs for me.”

She obeyed instantly, thighs loosening, her hips lifting toward my hand like she couldn’t help it.

Good girl.

I pressed my fingers lower, easing one inside her. The heat of her body closed around me, tight and slick, and she whimpered—sharp, needy.

“Fuck, sweetheart,” I breathed, sliding deeper. “You’re perfect like this.”

Her nails dug into the back of my shoulder, her whole body arching as I curled my finger just right.

When I added a second finger, she gasped like I’d knocked the air out of her.

“Too much?” I whispered.

She shook her head violently. “No—no, don’t stop.”

So I didn’t.

I set a rhythm—slow, deep thrusts that let me feel everything: the way her walls fluttered around me, the messy, slippery warmth coating my knuckles, the way she tried to rock against my hand even though her breath kept catching on little sobs of pleasure.

Her forehead fell to my chest, hot breaths dampening my shirt.

“Liam… it’s so—oh my god—”

“I know,” I murmured, curling my fingers again, hitting the spot that made her whole body jerk. “You’re sensitive. Makes you tighter for me.”

She moaned—loud this time—clutching at me like she needed something to keep from flying apart.

I pressed my mouth to her temple, holding her steady as her thighs tensed around my waist.

“That’s it,” I whispered against her skin. “Let go for me. Make a mess on my hand—I want to feel you come.”

Her hips bucked, breath stuttering, and she choked on another moan.

“Liam— I’m— I’m gonna—”

“I know. Come for me.”

Her body snapped taut, pleasure ripping through her so hard she cried out, trembling violently against my chest.

I held her through it, fingers still working her, coaxing every last pulse of her orgasm until she sagged against me, shaking, ruined.

I brushed my thumb against her thigh, slow, calming.

“Good girl,” I murmured against her ear. “You’re not done with me yet.”

Her breath shuddered.

Her fingers curled in my shirt.

And her eyes, when she finally lifted her head, were pure need.




Chapter 2

She was still trembling when I pulled my fingers from her, her breath hot and shaky against my throat. Her thighs tried to close, instinctively overstimulated, but I kept them open with a firm squeeze of her hips.

“Stay just like that,” I murmured. “Wide open for me.”

Her breath hitched.

Good. She was still soft from the orgasm, pliant and needy, the perfect moment to take her apart again.

I stepped back just enough to unbutton my jeans. Her eyes dropped instantly, pupils dilating as she watched me free my cock—hard, heavy, and aching from how tight she’d been on my fingers.

I wrapped my hand around the base and stroked once, slow. Her lips parted like she could feel it.

“You see what you did to me?”

My voice came out low, rougher than I intended.

She nodded, almost shy.

“Use your words, sweetheart.”

Her eyes fluttered up to mine.

“I made you hard.”

I let a slow, crooked smile pull at my mouth.

“You did. Just from riding my hand. Just from making those little noises you try to hide from me.”

Color flushed her cheeks again—and lower, too, blooming across her chest as she shifted, thighs spreading a little more on their own.

Good girl.

I stepped back into her space. The head of my cock brushed the inside of her thigh first—just a tease, a warning—before I guided it up, sliding slowly through the slick heat between her legs. She gasped, whole body reacting like I shocked her.

“Liam—”

“Shh,” I murmured, dragging myself up her folds again, letting the tip nudge her clit before gliding down to her entrance but not pushing in. “I’m not going anywhere yet.”

Her hips tried to chase me. I caught them, holding her still.

“Uh-uh.” I tightened my grip. “You don’t get to take. You get what I give you.”

She whimpered, her thighs tightening around my waist in desperation.

I pressed the head of my cock right against her opening, just enough to feel that messy, sensitive heat cling to me—and stopped.

She inhaled sharply, eyes wide and pleading.

“You feel that?” I said, voice dropping to a deeper growl. “Feel how close I am to being inside you?”

“Please…” she whispered.

“Please what?”

Her fingers curled into my shirt, her hips rocking helplessly against the restraint of my hands.

“Please fuck me.”

I brushed my lips against her ear, not moving an inch deeper.

“You soaked my fingers,” I whispered. “You shook in my hands. And now look at you—already begging to be filled.”

She let out a tiny, broken moan.

I slid just a fraction forward, letting her feel the stretch start, the tip easing into that tight, warm slickness—the barest beginning.

Her head fell back. “Liam—”

I stopped again.

Her eyes snapped open in disbelief.

“Don’t worry,” I murmured, kissing the underside of her jaw. “I’m going to fuck you. Hard enough you’ll feel it tomorrow.”

My hands squeezed her hips possessively, pulling her closer without giving her what she wanted.

“But right now?”

I let the head of my cock slip out, then glide slow and deliberate back up her swollen, messy heat.

“Right now I’m going to make you beg prettier.”

Her breath broke into a shaky whine, her thighs trembling around me as I teased her again and again, never quite pushing in, just letting her feel how much I wanted her… and how much control I wasn’t giving up.

Her whole body was already trembling, thighs tight around my hips, chest rising in quick, shallow breaths. She thought I was finally going to give her what she wanted—what she needed—but I wasn’t close to done teasing her yet.

I lined myself up again, the head of my cock parting her just barely, just enough to feel that soft, messy, impossibly warm entrance hug the tip.

She gasped, nails digging into my shoulders.

“Liam—please—”

I pushed in a millimeter more. Literally just the tip breaching her.

Her breath broke.

And then I stopped.

Completely.

Rested there.

Deep enough she could feel me, not deep enough to ease the ache.

Her eyes flew open like she couldn’t believe it.

“You feel that?” I whispered, keeping my hips perfectly still. “That’s all you get.”

A sound came out of her—half whine, half moan—her body arching to try and take more, but I held her hips still.

“No,” I murmured firmly, tightening my grip. “You don’t move unless I move you.”

She froze, trembling uncontrollably.

I leaned in, lips brushing her ear as I stayed buried only at the tip.

“You’re so fucking warm like this. Clenching around almost nothing. You know how crazy that makes me?”

She whimpered again, fingers pulling at my shirt, desperate.

I dragged out slowly—slow enough she felt every ridge of me slip free—until the head left her completely. She let out a frustrated, breathless cry.

“Oh, sweetheart,” I said, sliding up her folds again, slick and messy and perfect. “You think I’m going to just give in because you’re falling apart for me?”

I guided myself back to her entrance, pressing the tip in again.

Just the tip.

Just until I felt that first tight ring of heat stretch around me.

Her mouth fell open in a silent moan.

“There it is,” I breathed. “That little squeeze. Fuck, I could stay right here all night.”

“Liam, please—”

She tried to roll her hips; I pinned them instantly.

“Did I tell you to move?”

She shook her head violently. “No—no, I’m sorry—”

I kissed her throat, slow and claiming.

“Good. Remember who’s in control here.”

I eased the tip out again—so agonizingly slow she clawed at me—then slid it back in the exact same shallow depth.

Rested.

Didn’t thrust.

Didn’t give her relief.

Just let her body flutter helplessly around the barest inch of me.

Her breath hitched in a sob.

“You want more?” I asked against her skin. “Say it.”

“I want—I want—” she stuttered, already breathless to the point of shaking.

“Use your words. Tell me exactly what you want my cock to do.”

She swallowed, eyes glassy with need.

“I want you deeper.”

“Deeper how?”

Her thighs quivered uncontrollably, her voice almost breaking.

“I want you to fuck me. Please—please stop teasing—”

I smiled, slow and wicked, and pushed in just another fraction, barely enough to change anything—barely enough to drive her insane.

She gasped like it was the first breath of her life.

“You want me to fuck you,” I murmured, lips brushing hers. “But right now you’re so worked up I could make you come from the tip alone.”

Her head fell back, her whole body tight and shaking.

“Liam—I can’t—I need—”

I didn’t let her finish.

I pulled out again, slow and torturous, then rubbed the slick head up and down her folds, hitting her clit with just enough pressure to make her jerk.

“You need what?” I taunted softly. “Say it. Tell me exactly what this pussy is begging me for.”

She let out a small, broken sob of wanting, hands digging into my shoulders as if she might fall apart completely.

“I need your cock,” she whispered, voice trembling. “Inside me. All the way. Please, Liam, I need it so bad—”

I exhaled against her neck, feeling my restraint snap just a little.

“Good girl,” I growled. “Keep begging.”

Her begging was still trembling in the air when I brought my mouth to her ear, my cock pressed right back to her entrance—hot, slick, messy, and aching to disappear inside her.

“You want all of me,” I whispered, letting the tip push just a little deeper than before, barely an inch.

“And you’re going to take it. Slowly.”

She let out a shattered sound, her nails dragging down my back as her body clenched around that small push, pulling at me without even meaning to.

I held her hips still—firm, unyielding.

“Don’t move. I said I would give it to you. I didn’t say how fast.”

Her breath came shaky, frantic, like every nerve in her body was strung tight.

I started to ease in again, just another inch.

Slow enough to feel everything—the tight stretch, the warm slickness, the way her walls fluttered around me like they were begging already.

“God, sweetheart,” I growled softly, voice shaking from how fucking tight she was. “You’re gripping me so hard I can barely get in.”

She whimpered, thighs trembling around my waist.

“You feel that stretch?” I asked, pushing another inch into her, deliberate and slow. “Feel how deep I’m getting?”

“Yes—yes—”

Her voice cracked on each word.

I kept going, inch by torturous inch, letting her body open around me. The blood, the slick, the heat—they made every movement feel raw, too honest, too good.

I didn’t thrust.

I just filled her.

Bit by bit.

When I pushed in another inch, her head snapped back, a strangled moan breaking from her throat.

“Liam—it’s—oh god—it’s so much—”

“I know,” I murmured, kissing down her throat as I held myself still inside her. “You’re taking me beautifully.”

I gave her a moment to feel it—to feel me—buried halfway inside, thick and pulsing and stretching her in a way that made her legs shake uncontrollably.

Then I tightened my grip on her hips.

“Ready for more?”

She nodded weakly, but that wasn’t enough for me.

“Say it,” I demanded. “Tell me you want it deeper.”

Her breath hitched, her eyes rolling slightly as another wave of sensation hit her.

“I want it—deeper, Liam—please—”

I rewarded her immediately.

Another slow inch.

Then another.

Her body squeezed around me so tight I had to breathe through my teeth to keep control.

“You’re so fucking tight,” I groaned, voice raw. “You’re going to make me lose it before I’m even all the way in.”

She clung to me like she’d fall apart if I let go.

Her breath was hot and frantic against my neck.

“Liam—I can feel you—so deep—I can’t—”

“Yes you can.”

I slid the last few inches into her, slow, deep, unstoppable, until our hips pressed flush and she gasped like I’d just stolen her breath from her lungs.

Now I was fully seated inside her.

All of me.

Thick and hard and stretching her open around every inch.

Her whole body convulsed.

I held still, buried deep inside her, letting her feel the fullness, the pressure, the complete claiming of her body.

“That’s it,” I whispered against her mouth.

“Open for me. Take me.”

“Liam—”

Her voice was a breathless, broken plea.

I kissed her—slow, deep, possessive—while my cock throbbed inside her and her body trembled around me.

“You’re mine now,” I murmured, not moving yet, savoring how she clung to me from the inside out.

“And you’re going to feel every inch of me before I’m done.”

“Here’s what you’re going to do,” I murmured against her mouth. “You’re going to move for me.”

She froze—eyes wide, breath catching.

“I—I can’t—”

“You can.”

I tightened my grip until she gasped.

“And you will.”

Her thighs shook around my waist, still stretched wide open on the counter. I could feel every tremor, every needy pulse inside her, every desperate squeeze of her body trying to drag me deeper even though I was already buried to the hilt.

“Lift your hips,” I ordered.

She trembled but obeyed, rising just an inch—just enough for my cock to slip halfway out of her heat. She moaned at the loss, eyes rolling.

“Now sit on it.”

She sank back down shakily, taking all of me again, inch by inch, her breath breaking in soft whimpers as she stretched around me.

I groaned, grabbing the counter behind her to steady myself.

“Fuck… that’s it, sweetheart. Do it again.”

She lifted, thighs quivering, then dropped herself onto me, harder this time.

Her walls clamped around me so tight it knocked a growl out of my chest.

“Good girl,” I murmured, kissing her jaw as she started to establish a rhythm—small, shaky movements at first, then a little more confident as she felt how deep I stayed inside her. “Ride me just like that.”

Her breath was frantic, her moans soft and desperate as my cock dragged through her—slick, messy, warm, her blood and arousal coating me with every motion.

“Liam—oh god—I can’t—my legs—”

“They’re shaking?” I asked, breath hot against her ear. “Good. Means you’re doing it right.”

Her hips faltered. She tried to move again but let out a broken sob when her body almost gave out.

I caught her instantly.

“My turn,” I growled.

I slammed my hips forward once—deep, hard, claiming—and she screamed into my shoulder, nails raking down my back.

Her whole body bowed into me, overwhelmed by the force of it.

“Oh—fuck—Liam—”

“That what you needed?” I murmured, pulling back just enough to slam into her again, harder, making the counter creak beneath us. “You want to be fucked like this?”

She nodded so frantically her hair whipped around her face.

“Say it.”

“I want—”

Another thrust knocked her breath away.

“I want you to fuck me—hard—please—”

That was all I needed.

I gripped her hips, held her exactly where I wanted her, and drove into her—fast, deep, relentless.

Her thighs tightened around my waist, her body shaking violently with every impact as my cock slid through the messy slickness, the heat of her blood making everything impossibly raw and intense.

“You feel how deep I am?” I growled, thrusting hard enough to make the counter jolt. “Feel how good you take me?”

“Yes—yes—I feel it—Liam—”

I slammed into her again, faster, her breath breaking into helpless cries.

“You’re so fucking tight I can barely think,” I grunted, pacing my hips faster, deeper. “Bleeding for me—clenching around me—fuck, sweetheart, you’re perfect.”

She was unraveling—completely gone, completely mine. Her voice dissolved into choked moans as I pounded into her, her body arching, hips lifting to meet every thrust even though they were shaking so violently she could barely stay upright.

“Liam—I’m—I’m gonna—”

Her voice was a wreck, her whole body trembling against me.

“Come for me,” I growled into her ear, driving into her harder, grinding deep at the end of every thrust. “Come while my cock is buried inside you.”

She shattered—loud, shaking, her walls clamping down around me so hard I nearly lost it myself.

I held her through it, fucking her right through the orgasm, milking every pulse of it until she collapsed weakly against my chest.

Breathless.

Messy.

Ruined.

Perfect.




Chapter 3

She was still shaking, still clinging to me, when I grabbed her hips and pulled her forward off my cock. She whimpered at the sudden emptiness, her breath ragged and broken against my throat.

“Hands on the counter,” I said.

She didn’t even try to argue. She slid off the ledge on trembling legs, bending over the cool surface, her ass lifting instinctively, thighs still messy and glistening from everything I’d already done to her.

I stepped behind her and dragged my thumb down the crease of her ass, then lower, tracing through the slick warmth between her legs.

She moaned, arching her back deeper, offering herself without thinking.

“Look at you,” I growled, guiding my cock to her entrance. “Still shaking. Still soaked. Still open for me.”

“Liam—please—”

I didn’t make her wait.

I slammed into her in one hard thrust—burying myself to the hilt, pushing her chest flat to the counter.

She cried out, a wild, broken sound, her fingers gripping the edge so tight her knuckles went white.

“Fuck,” I groaned, feeling her clamp around me. “You’re even tighter from behind.”

I grabbed her hips and pulled her back into me, meeting each thrust with the full force of my body. The impact made her breath stutter, her ass jolt, the counter slide half an inch on the floor.

She was soaked, messy, unbelievably hot, and every time my cock drove into her I felt the warmth of her period mix with how wet she’d become—slicking me, marking my thighs, dripping down hers.

“Liam—oh—god—harder—please harder—”

She didn’t have to beg.

I was already there.

I fucked her harder—sharp, deep thrusts that made her gasp each time I bottomed out. Her voice dissolved into choked cries, her thighs trembling violently as she tried and failed to keep up with the pace I set.

“You feel that?” I grunted, gripping her hips, pounding into her until the sound of our bodies collided thick and wet. “Feel how deep I am? How hard I’m giving it to you?”

“Yes—yes—oh my god—Liam—”

“Good. Because I’m not stopping.”

I reached forward, wrapped my hand in her hair, and pulled her head back so she arched beautifully for me. Her mouth hung open, her eyes dazed, her breath scattering.

“You’re mine like this,” I growled into her ear. “Bent over. Bleeding for me. Taking every inch.”

She sobbed in pleasure, her legs shaking so badly I had to hold her up by her hips.

My rhythm broke—hips slamming harder, faster—because the way she clenched around me, the tightness, the heat, the mess… I was losing control.

“Liam— I can’t— I’m gonna—”

“Come,” I demanded. “Come on my cock while I’m fucking the life out of you.”

Her orgasm tore through her, violent and helpless, her body convulsing as she squeezed around me so hard I almost shouted.

That did it.

That absolutely did it.

“Oh fuck—”

I grabbed her hips, slammed deep—once, twice—and then I was spilling into her, pulsing hard, coming so deep I felt it hit the tightest part of her.

“Jesus—Eleanor—”

I thrust through every pulse, filling her, pushing my release as far inside her as it would go.

She collapsed onto the counter, panting, shaking, my cum and her blood mixing where we stayed joined, my cock still throbbing inside her.

I leaned over her back, kissed her shoulder, breath still rough.

“Not done,” I murmured against her skin. “Not even close.”

Her answering moan was wrecked.

Perfect.

She lay against the counter, breathing hard, still trembling around me as the last pulses of my orgasm faded.

I stayed inside her for a moment—deep, buried, feeling the tight, perfect aftershocks in her body grip me like she wasn’t ready to let go.

But then I pulled back.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

Her moan broke into something ragged as my cock slid out of her, wet and slick and impossibly tight all the way to the tip. And when I finally slipped free, the sight made my breath lock in my chest.

Blood and cum—hers and mine—coated me in a thick, glistening mix that clung to every ridge of my shaft.

“Fuck…” I murmured under my breath.

I wrapped my hand around the base, stroking once, slow, watching the mess smear across my skin. The vivid red, the creamy white, the shine of slick—filthy and intimate and honest as hell.

She tried to push up on her elbows to look at me, but her arms were shaking too badly.

Good.

I wanted her wrecked.

“Eleanor,” I said, voice low, gravel rough. “Look what you did to me.”

I angled my hips so she could see. Her eyes widened, pupils blown, lips parting as she saw the streaks of red and white gliding over my cock as I stroked myself.

She swallowed hard.

“Liam…”

Her voice cracked on my name.

I stepped closer and brushed the messy head of my cock along the inside of her thigh, smearing that mix across her skin. She gasped, thighs quivering.

“You see this?” I murmured, rubbing the tip slowly against her sensitive, swollen folds—just enough to make her shiver, not enough to slide back inside. “This is how deep I was in you. How hard you came for me.”

She whimpered when I dragged my cock upward, leaving a streak of blood and cum across her inner thigh.

I groaned softly at the sight.

“You marked me,” I said, thumb grazing her hip as I admired the wet, messy glide of my hand. “And I fucking love it.”

Her breath trembled, eyes locked on my cock like she couldn’t look away.

I ran my thumb through the mixture at the base, lifted it to her mouth, and traced her lip with it.

“Taste what you do to me,” I whispered. “Every time I fuck you like this, I’m going to want more.”

Her lips parted automatically, breath hot against my thumb.




Chapter 4

She was still draped over the counter, thighs trembling, breath uneven, when I slid my hand into her hair.

“On your knees,” I said quietly.

Her inhale hitched—sharp, instinctive.

She didn’t even try to stand fully; her legs were too weak for that. I guided her down, slow and steady, letting her sink to the floor while I kept my grip firm in her hair.

When she finally settled on her knees in front of me, she looked up—wide-eyed, flushed, wrecked—and the sight made my cock throb in my hand.

Blood and cum glistened along the shaft, drying in streaks at the base, wet at the tip from where I’d dragged it across her skin. She stared at it like she was hypnotized, her lips parting, breath trembling.

“You made this mess,” I told her, stroking myself once, slow, letting more of it drip. “Now you’re going to clean it.”

A little whimper broke from her throat.

I guided the tip to her mouth, tapping it gently against her lower lip. She opened instantly—reflexive, obedient.

“Good girl.”

I didn’t push in yet.

I slid the messy head across her tongue, smearing the taste of both of us over her mouth, watching her shiver as the warmth and salt and faint iron hit her tongue.

She moaned softly, eyes fluttering half-shut.

“You like that?” I murmured, dragging my cock along her lips again, slower this time. “Tasting how you look when I’m done with you?”

She nodded, licking the underside of the tip without being told, her breath hot against my skin.

Fuck. That hit me hard.

I tightened my grip in her hair and brought her mouth closer to me—not forcing, but guiding—until her lips wrapped around the head.

Her moan vibrated around me.

Her tongue flicked against the underside, picking up every trace, swirling the messy mix across her mouth.

“That’s it,” I groaned, breath catching as her mouth closed warmer, wetter. “Take your time. Get all of it.”

She sucked gently, mouth working slowly along the head, savoring it, her tongue lapping up the stains along the ridge. Her hands braced on my thighs to steady herself, though she was still shaking from the way I’d fucked her on the counter.

I watched the mixture disappear from my cock as she cleaned it, watched her lips turn slick and shiny from it, watched her eyes glaze with arousal so heavy she looked drunk on the taste.

When she pulled back, breathless, a thin strand of spit and slick clung from her lip to the tip.

I didn’t wipe it away.

I tilted her chin up with my thumb.

“Messy little thing,” I murmured, admiring the ruin across her mouth. “You look perfect down there.”

Her thighs squeezed together at the praise.

She swallowed, waiting—hungry, obedient, ready for whatever I wanted next.

Her lips were still slick from the mess she’d licked off me, parted slightly as she breathed through her desperation.

I slid my hand from the back of her head to the base of her skull, threading my fingers into her hair until I had a firm, commanding grip.

“Open.”

She obeyed instantly, tongue flattening, mouth wide for me.

“Good girl.”

I brought the head of my cock to her lips, slow, deliberate, watching the way her breath shook as she felt the weight of me against her tongue. Then I pushed—just the tip at first, letting her feel that familiar stretch around the sensitive head.

Her eyes fluttered closed, a soft moan vibrating against me.

“Don’t close your eyes,” I murmured. “I want you looking at me while you take this.”

She forced them open—wide, submissive, shining.

I tightened my grip in her hair.

“Now breathe in.”

The moment her lungs filled, I guided her down my length—slow, steady, unstoppable. Her lips slid past the head, then down the shaft, inch by inch, her throat working to accommodate me.

Her nails dug into my thighs.

Her breath hitched.

And I kept going.

“Relax your tongue,” I instructed, voice low and rough. “Let your throat open for me.”

She tried—god, she tried—her jaw stretching wider, her throat tightening and then slowly yielding as I eased deeper. Warmth closed around me, wet and tight and trembling.

Halfway down, she gagged lightly.

I held her there, not pushing further yet—letting her adjust. Letting her breathe through it.

“That’s it,” I whispered, thumb stroking her cheek. “You’re doing so fucking good.”

Her eyes watered, but she didn’t look away.

Didn’t try to pull back.

She wanted this.

I drew her up an inch, letting her inhale through her nose—then eased her down again, deeper this time, my cock sliding past the point where her throat instinctively resisted.

She gagged harder—hot, tight, beautiful.

“Fuck…” I groaned. “You feel so good taking my cock. You hear me?”

She made a sound—choked, eager, a desperate attempt at yes.

I pulled her halfway off, letting her gasp around the tip, then guided her right back down, slower this time, letting her feel every ridge, every vein, letting her throat mold around me.

Her hands squeezed my thighs helplessly.

Her eyes glazed.

Her tears started to spill over.

And I held her there—deep, full, claimed.

Her nose brushed my pelvis.

Her throat spasmed around me.

I exhaled a shuddering breath.

“Fuck, sweetheart… you’re taking all of me.”

I held her in place for one long, perfect moment, feeling her pulse around my cock, feeling her surrender completely.

Then I eased her off slowly—her lips dragging up my length until the head slipped free with a wet gasp.

She knelt there, panting, drool slicking her chin, eyes blown and watery, mouth open like she needed me back immediately.

I stroked her cheek with my thumb, proud and possessive.

I stroked myself slowly, right in front of her face.

Her eyes followed every movement like she was hypnotized, breath catching each time my hand slid over the tip.

I tapped the head against her lower lip—soft, teasing, smearing a little of her spit across her mouth.

“You want my cum,” I said quietly. Not a question—an order she had to respond to.

She swallowed, nodding.

“Uh-uh.”

I grabbed her chin between my fingers and made her look straight up at me.

“You’re going to tell me. Exactly where you want it.”

Her breath trembled.

She opened her mouth—then closed it again, overwhelmed.

I waited, thumb stroking her cheek, letting her stew in it.

“You were so good taking all of me down your throat,” I murmured. “Now beg for how you want me to finish.”

Her lips parted, eyes glassy, voice barely a whisper.

“I… I want it on my tongue.”

I lifted a brow.

“That’s it? Say it like you mean it.”

She shivered, thighs pressing together, and tried again—stronger this time.

“I want your cum on my tongue.”

I slid my thumb over her lips, pushing it just inside her mouth.

“More.”

She sucked lightly on my thumb as she whispered, “I want to taste you… all of you…”

“Better.”

I pulled my thumb free and stroked my cock again, slow and deliberate, the wet sound of it filling the space between us.

“Now tell me why.”

Her breathing hitched, eyes flicking between my face and the cock inches from her mouth.

“Because…”

She swallowed.

“Because I love how you taste. And I want it.”

Her voice cracked into a whimper.

“I want your cum, Liam. Please. Please give it to me.”

Fuck.

Hearing her say it like that almost undid me on the spot.

I tightened my grip in her hair with one hand and stroked myself harder with the other, angling her face up toward me.

“Stick out your tongue.”

She obeyed immediately, tongue extended, lips parted, eyes begging.

“God, look at you,” I growled. “Open wider.”

She opened her mouth fully for me, tongue out, eyes locked on mine as if she’d take the cum from my lungs if she could.

“Don’t close your eyes,” I warned. “I want you watching me when I give it to you.”

Her breath hitched.

Her tongue trembled.

I stroked faster, my cock swelling, pulsing, the slick head leaking onto her tongue as I aimed right at her open mouth.

“That’s it… just like that… fuck, sweetheart—”

My hips jerked—

And I held her hair tight as the first hot pulse shot across her tongue.

She gasped as it hit her, eyes fluttering but staying open like I told her.

“Don’t swallow,” I growled through clenched teeth as another thick ribbon spilled onto her tongue, then across her lower lip. “Not yet.”

I kept stroking until every drop landed on her tongue, her lips, the soft bow between them.

Her mouth was dripping with me, her chin wet, her breath coming in shaky little pants around the mess.

When the last pulse faded, I held her chin in my hand and tilted her face up toward me.

“Now,” I whispered.

“Swallow.”

She closed her mouth around the taste of me and obeyed.

Her eyes rolled.

Her throat worked.

And she let out a tiny, desperate moan as she swallowed all of it.

“Good girl,” I murmured, brushing her jaw with my thumb as she licked the last drop from her lips. “Just like that.”

And she looked up at me like she’d worship anything I gave her.




Chapter 5

“Come here.”

She barely had time to inhale before I tugged her up by her hair, pulling her flush against my chest. Her breath hitched—she was still shaking from what she’d swallowed—but she rose obediently, hands bracing on my torso as she stood.

The moment her mouth was level with mine, I kissed her.

Hard.

Deep.

Claiming.

Her soft gasp disappeared into my mouth as I licked into her, tasting myself on her tongue—warm, salty, faintly metallic from the blood she’d cleaned earlier. I groaned into the kiss, gripping her face and holding her exactly where I wanted her.

She melted utterly, shoulders slumping, body going pliant under my hands.

“You taste like mine,” I breathed against her lips.

She whimpered.

I kissed her again—slower this time, sucking the slick from her bottom lip, letting her feel how much I liked it messy. When I pulled back, a thin line of saliva stretched between our mouths.

She stared up at me, flushed and wrecked and perfect.

“You’re not staying on your knees,” I murmured. “Not when I’m not done with you.”

Before she could answer, I bent, hooked an arm under her thighs, and lifted her off the floor with one smooth, effortless motion. She gasped, arms flying around my neck, legs instinctively wrapping around my waist.

“Liam—”

“Quiet,” I said against the corner of her jaw. “I’m not taking you to bed.”

I carried her down the hall, her body bouncing lightly with each step, my hands gripping her ass to keep her anchored against me. She was warm and slick against my stomach, and the faint smear of blood on my thigh told me exactly how wrecked she still was.

We reached the bathroom.

I flicked the light on with my elbow.

“Here,” I said, voice low and certain, “I can see all of you.”

The mirror over the sink caught her reflection—her lips swollen, hair messy from my grip, the faint shine of spit and cum on her chin, her thighs trembling around my hips.

She swallowed at the sight, burying her face briefly in my neck.

I pulled her back by the hair so she had to look at herself.

“No hiding,” I growled softly. “Not tonight.”

Her breath stuttered.

I set her on the bathroom counter, the cold surface making her gasp as her bare thighs met it. I stepped between her knees, spreading them wide with my hands, admiring the reddish smear across the insides of her thighs from where I’d fucked her bent over.

She tried to close them. I didn’t let her.

“Look,” I murmured, angling her with one hand, forcing her to meet her own eyes in the mirror.

“Look how ruined you are for me.”

Her breath hitched in a helpless little moan.

I leaned forward, teeth grazing the shell of her ear.

“And I’m not done ruining you.”

She was still trembling on the counter, her thighs parted, breath shallow, staring at herself in the mirror like she barely recognized the wrecked woman looking back.

“Get in,” I said softly.

Her eyes flicked to mine.

No hesitation—just instant obedience.

She slid off the counter, legs unsteady, one hand braced on my chest as she stepped toward the shower.

I turned on the water—hot, steaming instantly—fog curling up the glass as the bathroom filled with warmth.

She stepped inside first, her skin glowing under the spray. Droplets slid down her thighs, streaking through the mix of my cum and her blood still smeared between her legs. The sight sent a deep, slow throb through me.

I followed her in, closing the glass door behind us.

The sound of the running water enclosed us, intimate, hungry.

Her back hit the tile with a soft gasp when I pressed her against the wall.

“Cold?” I murmured, brushing my fingers down her ribs.

She shook her head, hair plastered to her cheeks, water rolling down her chest.

“It’s just… you.”

Good.

That’s exactly how I wanted her.

I slid my hands beneath her ass and lifted her up. Her legs wrapped around my waist instantly, locking behind me. The water beat against my back, hot and rhythmic, while her body molded perfectly to mine.

She looked up at me, eyes wide, messy hair dripping, her lips still swollen from the kiss and from having me down her throat.

I pressed my forehead against hers.

“You look perfect like this.”

My voice sounded deeper in the echoing shower.

“Wet. Shaking. Waiting for me to fuck you.”

She let out a soft, broken noise, fingers clutching at my shoulders.

The water cascaded between us, washing down her stomach, over her thighs, through the heat of her folds—diluting the blood but not hiding it. She was still marked, still messy, still mine.

I lowered her slowly, letting the head of my cock drag along her wet, swollen entrance.

She moaned—long, needy, echoing off the tile.

“Please,” she whispered.

I grazed her clit with the thick underside of my shaft, slow enough to make her legs spasm around me.

“Not begging yet,” I murmured.

She tightened her legs around my waist, trying to pull me closer.

I held her still against the wall.

“Tell me,” I said softly, lips brushing her ear, “how you want me to fuck you under this water.”

Her breath trembled.

“Slow,” she whispered. “Deep.”

I exhaled a slow, hot breath against her shoulder.

“Good,” I growled. “Because that’s all you’re getting until you break again.”

I angled my hips, pushing forward until the thick head stretched her open—just the tip, again, just enough to make her gasp into my neck.

The water thundered around us.

Her nails dug into my back.

Her body clung to me like she needed me to breathe.

And I slid in—inch by inch—inside her all over again.

She clung to me beneath the pounding stream, water sliding over her shoulders, her chest, her trembling thighs wrapped around my waist.

The heat of the shower mixed with the heat of her body, and as I pushed into her—slowly, deliberately—her breath left her in one rippling moan that vibrated against my throat.

I buried myself inch by inch, letting her feel the stretch, the fullness, my cock sinking into the slick, swollen warmth she still hadn’t recovered from.

When I reached the deepest point, her head fell back against the tile.

“Oh my god… Liam—”

“I know.”

My voice was low, steady, vibrating against her lips as I kissed her slowly.

“I know exactly how deep I am.”

I pulled back just an inch—just enough for her to feel the movement—then eased into her again, slow enough that her body tightened around me with every millimeter.

She gasped into my mouth, nails dragging down my wet back.

“Yes… yes—just like that—”

Her voice cracked, and I felt it.

Felt everything.

Her pulse.

Her softness.

Her need.

I rolled my hips in a slow, grinding stroke that pushed her higher on the tile and earned me a helpless, breathless cry.

“That’s it,” I murmured, taking her mouth again.

“Take it slow. Feel all of it.”

Water streamed over us in sheets, washing the earlier mess away, spreading new heat between our bodies. Each slow thrust pressed her spine against the wall, her breasts brushing my chest, her thighs gripping me tighter with every exhale.

Her forehead dropped to mine.

“I can’t… breathe,” she whispered.

“You don’t need to,” I murmured. “Just feel.”

I kissed her jaw, her throat, the sweet spot beneath her ear as I rolled my hips deeper—steady, relentless, controlled.

She melted.

Absolutely melted.

Every time I sank fully into her, she let out a tiny, broken sound.

Every time I pulled back, her hips chased me like she couldn’t help it.

Her body was begging long before her voice caught up.

“Liam… I’m— I’m gonna—oh god—”

“Not yet,” I whispered, dragging my cock out slowly, feeling her clench around every inch. “You’re not coming yet.”

She whimpered, desperate, trembling.

“But I—”

I didn’t let her finish.

I slammed her against the wall.

Her gasp shattered in the steam.

Her fingers clawed at my shoulders as my hips snapped forward—deep and hard in a single brutal thrust that knocked the air out of her lungs.

“Liam—!”

Her voice echoed off the tile.

“Oh, sweetheart,” I growled against her open mouth, “I was being gentle.”

I gripped her thighs, pinning them higher around my waist, and drove into her again—harder this time, the slap of our bodies sharp under the roar of the water.

Her head hit the wall.

Her nails scraped down my soaked skin.

Her entire body shook.

“Liam—fuck—please don’t stop—don’t stop—”

I didn’t.

I pounded into her, each thrust deep enough she cried out, each collision sending water splashing around us in waves. Her breath came in shocked, helpless bursts, her legs locking tighter around me with every sharp, brutal stroke.

“You want it slow?”

Thrust.

“You want it deep?”

Thrust.

“You’re getting both.”

Thrust.

“Hard.”

She was gone.

Utterly gone.

Her cries filled the shower, the sound ricocheting off the walls. Her body spasmed around me, gripping, desperate, already teetering at the edge.

“Come for me,” I growled into her ear.

“Now.”

And she shattered in my arms, screaming my name over the roar of the water.

Her orgasm hit like a shockwave—her whole body tightened around me, legs shaking violently, her voice breaking into my shoulder as she cried out my name.

But I didn’t slow down.

I didn’t even think about stopping.

I slammed into her again—deep, relentless—holding her pinned to the wall as her climax tore through her.

She let out a strangled, helpless sob.

“Liam— I—I can’t— it’s too—”

“Yes you can.”

My voice was low, rough, breath hot against her ear.

“You’re going to take every thrust until I’m done with you.”

Her nails dug into my neck, her body convulsing in my arms as I fucked her through the trembling aftershocks.

Each time I drove into her, her walls clamped down tight, squeezing, milking me, her legs twitching uncontrollably.

The water pounded over us, steam curling around our bodies, turning her skin slick and hot beneath my hands.

“Look at you,” I groaned, thrusting harder, the wet slap of our bodies echoing off the shower tile.

“You’re still coming.”

She was—a mess of broken gasps and shaking thighs, every muscle pulling tight each time my cock bottomed out inside her.

Her head fell back against the wall, eyes half-closed, mouth open in a cry she couldn’t quite voice.

“Liam—please—I’m— I can’t think—”

“I don’t want you thinking.”

I grabbed her hips and pulled her down onto me as I thrust up into her.

“I want you feeling me. All of me.”

Her legs gave out completely.

I held her up.

Her body fluttered violently around my cock—hot, drenched, overwhelmed—and the way she clenched, the way her slick heat tightened each time she gasped, pushed me right to the edge.

“Fuck…” I breathed, pressing my forehead to hers as I slammed into her again. “You’re so tight I’m gonna—”

She moaned—a needy, broken sound—and it pushed me over.

My grip tightened on her thighs.

I thrust deep—hard enough to pin her breath in her chest—and stayed buried, grinding into her as my orgasm ripped through me.

“Fucking hell—”

I groaned her name against her mouth as I came inside her, pulse after pulse spilling deep, filling her until I couldn’t tell what was water and what was us.

Her body jerked with each surge, still clenching around me, milking every drop.

I held her tight, one hand under her ass, the other braced against the tile beside her head, my breath ragged, my cock still pulsing inside her as she throbbed around me.

The moment stretched—wet, hot, intense—until she sagged forward against my chest, trembling, boneless, utterly spent.

I kissed her ear, her cheek, her wet hair sticking to her face.

“You’re mine,” I murmured into her skin.

“Every last fucking part of you.”

Her soft, exhausted whimper told me she knew it.




Epilogue

The water finally began to cool, steam thinning in the air as her trembling eased into soft, exhausted breaths against my shoulder.

I kissed her temple, then her cheek, trailing my hand down her spine as I slowly eased out of her—her body clenching weakly at the loss.

She whimpered.

“I know,” I murmured, brushing wet hair from her face. “You’re done. For now.”

Her legs wobbled when I set her down, so I steadied her with both hands at her hips.

She leaned into me, boneless, pliant.

“Come on,” I said gently, turning off the water. “Let’s get you dried off. Time for bed.”

I stepped out first, grabbed a towel, and wrapped it around her shoulders before she could even reach for one. She managed a tiny smile, tired and dazed.

I kissed the corner of it.

But as she took a step toward the bedroom, she hesitated—pressing her thighs together, cheeks warming.

“Um… Liam?”

Her voice was soft, shy.

“I—I need a tampon.”

I stopped behind her.

Slid my hands around her waist.

Pulled her back against me, her wet skin fitting perfectly to mine.

“No,” I murmured into her neck. “You don’t.”

She shivered hard.

“But I’ll… leak,” she whispered, embarrassed, barely able to look at me.

I turned her face toward mine with a finger under her chin.

“Good,” I said softly. “I want you messy.”

Her breath caught.

I kissed her—slow and claiming—then swept her up into my arms again.

She gasped, hands gripping my shoulders as I carried her toward the bed.

“Liam—”

“Shh,” I murmured, settling on the edge of the mattress with her in my lap. “You don’t need a tampon.”

My hand slid down between her thighs, feeling the warm, slippery mix already gathering again.

She trembled.

“I told you,” I whispered, guiding her hips as I lowered her onto my cock once more—slow, deep, filling her to the hilt with a broken moan spilling from her lips.

She clung to me, burying her face in my neck as I seated her fully on me.

I held her there.

Deep.

Claimed.

Plugged.

“You’re going to sleep like this,” I murmured into her ear. “With me inside you.”

Her breath shook.

“Liam…”

“No tampon,” I said, gripping her hips tighter, holding her down when her body tried to adjust to the stretch.

“No stopping the mess.”

I kissed her throat, slow and possessive.

“I’m keeping you plugged all night.”

She whimpered—soft, overwhelmed, completely surrendered—and melted against me as I laid us both back onto the bed, her body still wrapped around mine, my cock still deep inside her, keeping everything exactly where I wanted it.

Her last shaky exhale warmed my neck.

And I smiled into her hair.

“Good girl.”
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