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Chapter 1

The hinges groaned as I shoved the cabin door open with my boot. The warm glow of lantern light spilled across the polished wood, the scent of rum and sea salt heavy in the air. My cabin—my kingdom—and right in the middle of it sat my prize.

She was tied to the heavy chair by the bed, wrists bound with rope that left the prettiest little indentations in her pale skin. Red hair tumbled over her shoulders in fiery waves, wild and untamed, like she’d been thrashing just to spite me. Her cheeks were flushed, lips parted in that defiant pout I’d already grown addicted to.

“Still glarin’ at me, are ye, lass?” I drawled, shutting the door behind me with a deliberate thunk. My boots thudded against the floorboards as I stalked toward her, slow, savoring the way her eyes followed me with barely-concealed hatred. “Good. Hate looks so much prettier on ye.”

She jerked at the ropes, chin tilting up like she thought she could spit fire at me. “Untie me. Now.”

I laughed, deep and rough, dragging a chair closer and straddling it backwards in front of her, elbows on the backrest. “Untie ye? Oh, lass, ye really think I’d haul such a treasure aboard me ship only to set it free? No. No, I think I’ll keep ye right where ye are.”

I reached out, gloved fingers brushing her flushed cheek, and damn near groaned at the heat of her skin. She flinched but didn’t look away—stubborn little thing. My thumb traced her jaw, and I leaned in just close enough that she could smell the rum on my breath.

“Yer skin’s burnin’ already. Not from the ropes, nah… from wantin’ somethin’ ye won’t beg for. Yet.”

Her eyes went wide for a split second before narrowing again, and oh, how I loved that fight. I wanted to ruin it. Slowly. Thoroughly.

I pushed to my feet, towering over her now, fingers finding the knot at the ropes binding her wrists. But I didn’t untie her. I just tugged them tighter, watching the way her breath hitched.

“Ye’ll stay bound until I’m good ‘n satisfied, lass. And tonight?” My voice dropped to a growl as I fisted her hair, tilting her head back so she had to look up at me. “Tonight I’m thinkin’ I’ll start claimin’ what’s mine.”

Her breath hitched when I let go of her hair, my fingers trailing slowly down her throat, over the delicate line of her collarbone. I let my gloved hand wander, dragging along the swell of her breasts before I hooked a thumb under the neckline of her torn bodice and yanked—hard.

The fabric gave way with a rip that made my cock twitch, spilling her soft curves out for me to see. “There now,” I rasped, eyes drinking her in like a man starved. “That’s the view I’ve been picturin’ all bloody night.”

“Bastard,” she hissed, squirming against the ropes. But when my bare hand slid down her stomach, she gasped—sharp, unbidden. A sound she hadn’t meant to make.

I grinned, wolfish. “Aye, that’s it. Ye can curse me all ye want, lass. Won’t hide how much yer little body wants me.”

I dropped to one knee between her spread thighs, grabbing her knees and forcing them apart until the chair creaked. The skirt of her dress bunched up easily, leaving her bare from the waist down just like I’d left her earlier.

Christ above. She was already glistening.

“Well now,” I murmured, running a single calloused finger up her slit, slow and deliberate. She jolted, biting her lip hard. “Look at ye, drippin’ for me already. All that fightin’ and ye’re wet as a summer storm.”

“Go to hell,” she spat, cheeks blazing.

“Hell’s got nothin’ for me, lass. Everything I want’s sittin’ right here, tied up and tremblin’.” I slid my finger through her slick folds, circling her clit lazily, watching her hips twitch despite herself.

“You hate me so much, do ye? Hate me while ye’re soakin’ for me?” I pressed two fingers against her entrance, just enough to feel her clench. “Feels like yer cunt knows me better than yer head does.”

“Stop—” Her voice broke, a whimper sneaking through, and I couldn’t help the groan that rumbled out of me.

“Beg me proper, lass, and maybe I’ll stop.”

I shoved two fingers inside her, curling them just right, just to hear the choked little gasp that left her throat. “Gods, aye—tight as a fist. Ye were made for me, weren’t ye? This greedy little cunt already suckin’ me in, tryin’ to keep me fingers.”

Her head dropped back against the chair, lips parting, and I sped up, fucking her on my fingers while my thumb worked lazy circles over her clit. “Gonna loosen ye up for me cock, lass. So when I fill ye, it slides in nice and deep. A good prize like ye deserves to be fucked proper.”

She let out the faintest, broken moan—one she clearly hadn’t meant to—and my grin sharpened.

“There it is. That’s the sound I wanted. Sweet thing, ye don’t even realize it yet, but by the time we make land, ye’ll be beggin’ me to keep ye full o’ me seed.”

I pulled my fingers out slow, watching her walls cling desperately to them. Her eyes fluttered open, dazed and furious all at once. I lifted my slick fingers to my mouth and sucked them clean, groaning low at her taste.

“Mm. Sweet as rum. Aye, lass, I think I’ll ruin ye tonight.”

Her chest was heaving, cheeks flushed and lips parted in that perfect little “O” that made my cock ache. I wiped my slick fingers on my thigh, then grabbed her jaw, tilting her face up toward mine.

“Ye feel that, lass?” My voice was low, almost a growl. “Soakin’ wet and clenched tight round me fingers like ye were beggin’ for it. And still ye’ve got the nerve to glare at me like ye don’t want this.”

“I don’t—”

“Aye, ye do.” I squeezed her cheeks, forcing her lips open. “Say it. Say ye like how me fingers feel stretchin’ ye open.”

Her eyes flashed defiance, but her hips gave her away, grinding just slightly, desperate for more friction.

“Fuck you,” she hissed.

“Oh, I’ll fuck ye, lass. But first, I’ll have ye say it.” I slid my fingers back inside her, hard and fast this time, curling them against that sweet spot until her back arched off the chair.

“Gods, look at ye,” I groaned, thumb rubbing firm, dirty circles over her swollen clit. “Ye’re clampin’ down on me like ye’re about to milk me fingers.”

“Stop—ah—”

“Not until ye tell me. Go on, lass. Say it. Say ye love how yer captain’s makin’ ye feel.”

Her moan cracked, raw and helpless, her thighs trembling. She bit her lip hard enough to draw blood, but when I crooked my fingers just right and pressed my thumb down hard—

“F-fuck—”

“That’s it, good girl,” I rasped, voice breaking with hunger. “Now say it. Say ye love it.”

“I—” Her voice hitched again, eyes squeezing shut as she gasped out, “I love it!”

My grin split wide. “Aye, that’s my fiery prize. That’s what I wanted to hear.”

I yanked my fingers free, just to hear her whine at the loss, before I spread her thighs even wider and leaned in.

“Now let’s see how sweet ye taste when ye scream for me.”

I buried my face between her legs, licking one long, filthy stripe up her slick folds before sealing my lips around her clit. Her entire body jolted. I groaned into her, dragging my tongue over her again and again while my fingers plunged back inside, fucking her hard and fast now.

The taste of her—salty, sweet, sinful—had me growling like an animal, tongue working her clit while my fingers curled deep.

“Christ above, lass, ye’re floodin’ me hand,” I muttered against her, before sucking her clit into my mouth again. “Come for me. Show me how a proper treasure thanks her captain.”

She came with a broken cry, hips thrashing against my mouth, walls fluttering tight around my fingers as I fucked her through every twitch and tremor. I didn’t stop until she went limp, head falling back against the chair, chest rising and falling in ragged gasps.

Slowly, deliberately, I pulled my soaked fingers from her and licked them clean.

“Told ye, lass,” I murmured, smirking wickedly as I rose to stand over her, cock straining painfully against my trousers. “That was just the beginnin’. When I’m done, ye’ll be beggin’ for me cock inside ye every chance ye get.”


Chapter 2

Her breathing was still ragged, chest flushed and damp from the heat of her release when I stood over her. I let her see the bulge straining against my trousers, let her eyes linger there just long enough for her to know exactly what I was about to give her.

“Think ye’re done, do ye?” I rasped, grabbing the ropes binding her wrists and yanking at the knot. “Nah. That was just warmin’ ye up, slut.”

Her hands fell free, wrists red and raw from the rope. I hauled her to her feet by her hair, forcing her to stumble against my chest before spinning her and slamming her palms down on the edge of the bed.

“On yer knees, lass,” I growled, pressing her down until she dropped in front of me. “Gonna put that filthy mouth o’ yers to proper use.”

“Go to hell,” she spat, even as she trembled on her knees.

I chuckled darkly, undoing my trousers, my cock springing free, hard and heavy in my fist. “Sweet thing, I am hell. And ye’re about to thank me for it.”

I grabbed a fistful of her hair, tilting her head back so her lips brushed the tip. “See this cock? This is what’s gonna ruin ye. Fill ye up ‘til ye can’t walk straight. But first—” I slapped the fat head across her cheek, smearing precum over her flushed skin. “Ye’re gonna lick it clean.”

“You’re disgusting,” she hissed, cheeks burning hot.

“Aye, and ye’re my filthy little wench. Now open up.”

I tapped my cock against her lips, harder this time, the wet smack making her flinch. Slowly, reluctantly, she opened her mouth—and I shoved just the tip past her lips, groaning at the heat of her tongue.

“Ah, fuck, aye. That’s it. Wrap those pretty lips round me cock like ye were made for it.”

She glared up at me even as she took more of me in, the sight making my cock twitch against her tongue. I held her hair tight, guiding her pace, my hips rocking forward.

“Yer mouth feels so good, lass. Bet yer cunt’s just as greedy, eh? Slurpin’ me down like the little cock-hungry slut ye are.”

She tried to pull back, but I didn’t let her. I pushed deeper, letting her choke just a little before dragging out slow, smearing her spit over her lips as I slapped her cheek again with my cock.

“Look at ye. Kneelin’ for me like a good wench. Ye hate that ye want it, don’t ye? Hate that ye’re soakin’ wet while I fuck yer mouth.”

I pushed back in, deeper this time, fucking her face slow and steady while my filthy words spilled out like rum.

“Gonna fill that tight little belly with me seed soon. Breed ye like the perfect slut ye are. But first, ye’re gonna choke down every drop I give ye.”

Her lips were stretched wide around me, spit running down her chin as I thrust slow and deep, groaning at the way her throat squeezed when she gagged. God, she looked perfect like this—on her knees, glaring up at me while she choked on my cock like a stubborn little slut.

“Fuck, aye, just like that,” I growled, tightening my grip in her hair. “Ye’re takin’ me so well, lass. Knew that mouth was good for somethin’ other than runnin’ yer sharp tongue.”

She tried to pull back, coughing around me, but I held her in place, hips snapping forward shallow and fast.

“Gonna fill ye up, lass. Gonna make ye swallow me down like the good wench ye are—aye, ye will.”

Her eyes flared wide as my cock twitched hard in her throat. I shoved deep, groaning through gritted teeth as hot spurts of cum filled her mouth.

“Fuck—take it—take every last drop, slut.”

She made a muffled sound of protest, but I held her there until I was empty, my cock pulsing as she was forced to swallow every thick rope. When I finally let her pull back, a string of spit and cum connected her swollen lips to the tip of my cock.

“Gods above,” I muttered, running my thumb across her slick chin before forcing it between her lips. “Clean it up, lass. Don’t waste a single drop.”

She glared at me as she sucked my thumb clean, cheeks flushed scarlet. I smirked down at her, cock still hard and aching despite having just spilled into her.

“Look at ye,” I rasped, voice hoarse with desire. “On yer knees, lips all swollen, throat full o’ me seed. That’s how a proper wench serves her captain.”

I dragged her up by the hair, shoving her face to mine until we were nose to nose. “And now that sweet mouth’s done its job, I’m gonna ruin yer cunt next. Fill ye up so deep ye’ll feel me for days.”

I yanked her to her feet by her hair, lips curling into a grin as she stumbled against my chest. “Time’s up, lass. Mouth’s done its work. Now it’s time for this perfect little cunt to serve her captain proper.”

She opened her mouth to curse me again, but I didn’t give her the chance. I spun her and shoved her face-down onto the bed, her hands sinking into the sheets. She tried to push herself up, but I planted a big palm on her back and pressed her flat.

“Stay right there, wench,” I growled, undoing my trousers the rest of the way and letting them fall. My cock slapped heavy against my thigh, still wet with her spit. “Ye’re gettin’ fucked like the filthy little slut ye are.”

She twisted under me, kicking, but I grabbed her hips and dragged her toward the edge of the bed. Her dress was bunched up around her waist, leaving that perfect ass bare and waiting for me.

“Gods above,” I groaned, spreading her cheeks wide just to see her glistening and swollen from the mess I’d already made of her. “Look at ye—fuckin’ soaked. Ye want this, don’t ye?”

“I don’t—ah!”

I shoved two fingers into her again, curling them deep as she jerked helplessly. “Ye lie with yer mouth, lass, but this greedy little cunt’s beggin’ for me.”

She whimpered, hips twitching back against my hand despite herself.

“That’s it. Show me how bad ye want it.” I pulled my fingers out and smeared her slick over the thick head of my cock. Then I dragged it through her folds, slow, teasing, rubbing just enough to make her squirm.

“Ye feel that, slut? Big cock about to split ye open. Gonna fuck ye so deep ye’ll feel me in yer throat.”

I pressed just the tip inside, groaning at the scorching heat of her. She gasped, fingernails digging into the sheets.

“Christ—tight as a fuckin’ vice. God, aye, this is my perfect little hole.”

I pushed in another inch, slow, savoring every bit of resistance as her walls stretched to take me.

“Say it,” I hissed, leaning over her, lips brushing her ear. “Say ye want yer captain to fuck ye.”

Her head turned just enough for me to see her glare—until I thrust deeper, making her cry out.

“Say it, lass.”

“I—I want it,” she gasped, voice breaking.

I grinned wickedly. “Aye, ye do.”

I slammed into her to the hilt, the force of it knocking a choked moan out of her. “Fuck—aye—this is it, lass. Yer mine now.”

I pulled out slow, then drove in again, hips snapping forward, setting a brutal rhythm that had her tits bouncing against the bed.

“Listen to ye—gaspin’ like a good little wench while I split ye open. God, ye’re squeezin’ me so tight—like ye want me seed already.”

Her moans turned breathless, desperate, her hips starting to rock back against me even as she fought it.

“That’s it, ride me cock, slut. Ye’re gonna take every drop I give ye. Gonna fill ye up so deep, ye’ll be drippin’ with me the rest o’ the night.”

I reached down, grabbed her chin, and yanked her head back so she had to meet my gaze as I fucked her. “See what ye’ve done, lass? Turned yer captain into a filthy beast who just wants to breed ye like the little cock-drunk slut ye are.”

I shifted my hand to her clit, rubbing rough, fast circles as I pounded into her. “Come on, lass—come on me cock. Milk it ‘til I spill inside ye.”

Her walls fluttered, squeezing me like a vice, and she came with a strangled cry, shaking under me. The feel of her milking me sent me over the edge—I slammed deep, holding her hips as I emptied myself inside her in hot, deep spurts.

“Fuck—take it—all of it,” I growled through clenched teeth, pressing deep until I felt her cunt clench around every drop.

When I finally pulled out, she collapsed forward, panting, legs trembling. My cum leaked out of her, dripping onto the sheets.

I ran my fingers through the mess between her thighs, then shoved them into her mouth. “Taste it, lass. That’s yer captain claimin’ ye proper.”


Chapter 3

She was still face-down on the bed, chest heaving, hair spilling wild around her flushed cheeks. My cum leaked slowly from between her thighs, dripping down her pale skin.

I grabbed her hips, pulling her back toward me until her ass was perched right at the edge of the bed. “Look at ye,” I rasped, voice rough with hunger. “Spent, drippin’, and still the prettiest slut I’ve ever seen.”

She flinched when my fingers slid back between her folds, smearing the mess I’d left inside her.

“God, aye, feel that? All that seed sittin’ deep in yer greedy cunt.” I pushed two fingers inside, curling them deep until I felt her flutter around me. “Gonna keep ye stuffed ‘til yer captain’s satisfied.”

“N-no—ahh—”

“Oh aye, lass. Ye’re not done ‘til I say ye are.”

I started working my fingers in and out, hard and fast, cum squelching around my knuckles. Her body trembled violently, hips twitching away from me.

“Stay still,” I growled, grabbing her waist and holding her in place. “Yer gonna come again with me still leakin’ out of ye. Gonna show me just how much this slutty little cunt loves bein’ bred.”

She buried her face in the sheets, muffling a cry as my thumb found her clit, circling hard, relentless.

“Fuck, listen to that,” I groaned, the wet obscene sounds filling the cabin. “Yer drippin’ all over me hand, takin’ me fingers like ye were made for ‘em. Can feel me seed spillin’ out while ye squeeze around me—Christ, that’s filthy, lass.”

Her body tensed, legs shaking violently.

“That’s it—aye, aye—come for me again,” I snarled, fucking her through it faster, deeper. “Milk me fingers like ye did me cock, greedy wench.”

She came with a sharp, broken scream, whole body convulsing as her release gushed around my fingers, soaking the sheets beneath her.

I didn’t stop.

“Gods, look at ye—so messy, so needy. Over and over ‘til ye can’t take any more, aye?” I shoved my fingers deeper, curling them just right, keeping her overstimulated as she whimpered, hips jerking weakly.

“Fuck, I’ll never tire o’ this—watchin’ ye come undone with me seed still drippin’ from yer sloppy little hole. Gonna breed ye again and again ‘til yer belly’s full o’ me, lass. Till ye’ve no fight left.”

She was still trembling, sprawled out on the bed, my cum dripping from her swollen cunt and soaking into the sheets. I grabbed her hips and flipped her over so she was on her stomach, ass in the air, face pressed to the mattress.

“Gods above,” I muttered, spreading her cheeks wide to see the mess I’d made of her. “Look at this—cunt sloppy and leakin’, tight little arse just waitin’ for me.”

She gasped, twisting to look back at me. “Don’t you—”

“Don’t I what?” I cut her off with a sharp smack to her ass, the crack echoing through the cabin. “Don’t I own this perfect little hole too?”

Her breath stuttered as my thumb pressed lightly against her tight ring, just enough for her to feel the pressure.

“Fuckin’ hell, lass… ye’re squeezin’ my thumb already. Ye ever been touched here before?”

She didn’t answer, so I smacked her ass again—harder.

“Answer me.”

“N-no!” she blurted, cheeks flaming red.

I grinned, filthy and hungry. “Good. Means I get to be the first.”

I spread her cheeks wider and leaned in, dragging my tongue in a long, filthy stripe up her slit before swirling it around her tight little hole.

She jolted, a shocked sound ripping from her throat.

“Oh aye, ye like that, don’t ye?” I muttered against her, tongue flicking over her again and again. “Tastein’ yer little arse while me fingers play with that sloppy cunt.”

I shoved two fingers back inside her soaked pussy while my tongue worked her ass, curling my fingers until she was gasping and squirming.

“God, yer fuckin’ perfect like this. Cunt milkin’ me fingers, arse twitchin’ against my tongue—like ye were made to be ruined both ways.”

I pulled back just long enough to spit, letting it drip messily over her tight hole before pressing a slick finger against it. Slowly, I pushed the tip in, watching her body tense.

“That’s it, lass. Relax. Let yer captain in where no one else has.”

She whimpered as my finger slid deeper, my tongue lapping at her clit now while I fingered both her holes at once.

“Fuck, aye—greedy little wench takin’ me fingers in both holes at once. Bet ye’ll be beggin’ me to fuck yer arse next.”

Her body trembled violently, walls clenching around my fingers as she came again, soaking me, voice breaking into a raw, gasping cry.

I didn’t stop, pushing my finger deeper into her tight ass while I curled my other fingers inside her soaked pussy.

“That’s it, slut—come on my fingers again. Gonna stretch this little hole out so next time, ye can take me cock back here too.”

I yanked my slick fingers free from both her holes and grabbed her by the hair, pulling her up to face me. Her lips were wet, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy and dazed.

“Up,” I snarled, hauling her to her feet. “Up on yer knees, slut. Time to show me how ye ride yer captain.”

Before she could protest, I dropped into the chair by the bed, cock standing hard and wet, still glistening from her spit and my cum. I gripped the base, giving it a slow stroke while looking her dead in the eye.

“Climb on, lass. Straddle me. Take yer captain’s cock in that soaked little cunt right now.”

Her legs trembled as she stepped forward. I grabbed her waist, guiding her until she was standing over me.

“Go on,” I growled. “Sink down on it. Ye know yer greedy little hole wants it.”

She bit her lip, glaring at me as she slowly lowered herself. The fat head pushed into her swollen entrance, and we both groaned as she slid down, inch by inch, until she was seated fully on my cock.

“Christ, aye—tight as ever. Yer cunt’s squeezin’ me like it’s tryin’ to milk me already.”

I didn’t give her time to adjust. I grabbed her hips and started bouncing her on me, forcing her to take every thick inch. Her tits bounced with every thrust, her nails digging into my shoulders as she gasped and moaned.

“That’s it, wench. Ride me cock like the filthy little slut ye are.”

As she started to move on her own, I slid my hand between her cheeks, wetting my fingers with the mess dripping from her cunt.

“Ye feel that?” I muttered, pressing a slick finger to her tight hole again. “Yer captain’s cock buried in yer pussy while I play with yer arse.”

She whimpered when I pushed my finger inside, tight walls gripping me while she kept riding.

“God, aye—that’s it. Both holes stuffed at once, just like a good little slut should be.”

I pumped my finger in and out of her ass, curling it deep while she bounced harder, moaning, her face twisting with overwhelmed pleasure.

“Look at ye, lass—cunt drippin’, arse squeezin’ me finger, ridin’ me like ye can’t get enough. Ye love this, don’t ye?”

She tried to shake her head, but another hard thrust from below made her cry out instead.

“Say it,” I demanded, voice rough. “Say ye love ridin’ yer captain while I finger yer arse.”

“I—fuck—I love it!” she gasped, voice breaking.

“Aye, that’s my girl.”

I started slamming up into her, meeting every bounce, my finger still working her tight ass as I growled in her ear, “Gonna fill ye again, slut. Spill inside yer cunt while yer arse milks my finger. Gonna breed ye right here in my chair.”

Her walls fluttered violently, and she screamed as she came hard, gushing all over my cock. The feel of her convulsing around me made me lose it—my hips snapped up, burying myself deep as I came in hot, pulsing spurts.

“Fuck, aye—take it—all of it. Keep every drop in that greedy cunt, lass.”

I shoved my finger deeper into her ass while holding her down on my cock, making sure she took every last bit.

She collapsed forward onto my chest, legs trembling around my hips, my cock still buried deep inside her soaked pussy. My finger was still knuckle-deep in her tight little ass, and I didn’t pull out—didn’t even let her catch her breath.

“Not done, lass,” I growled against her ear, one hand fisting in her hair to pull her head back. “Not ‘til yer captain says ye are.”

She whimpered, nails digging weakly into my shoulders.

“Yer still squeezin’ me so good,” I rasped, bouncing my hips just enough to make my cock drag inside her. “Cunt’s milkin’ me even after I’ve filled ye up.”

I started moving my hips again—slow, relentless thrusts—while pumping my finger in her ass. The wet squelch of her overstretched holes made my cock twitch.

“That’s it, little slut. Take it. Take every inch while yer arse gets stretched wider for me.”

She cried out, hips jerking, overwhelmed from the relentless stimulation.

“God, aye—yer fuckin’ perfect like this. Full of my cock, arse stuffed on my finger, and ye still want more.”

I tilted her chin toward me and crushed my mouth to hers, kissing her deep, filthy, claiming. She gasped into it, and I pulled back just enough to spit into her mouth.

“Swallow it,” I ordered, my voice rough.

She obeyed, cheeks flaming as she gulped it down.

“Good slut,” I murmured, tongue flicking over her lips before kissing her again, slower this time, filth mixing with something almost possessive.

I sped up my hips, pounding into her while keeping my finger buried in her tight ass, curling it until she was trembling violently.

“Gonna make ye come again, lass. Gonna keep fuckin’ ye ‘til yer too cock-drunk to speak.”

Her breath hitched into a sob as she clenched around me, another orgasm ripping through her, soaking my cock all over again.

“Fuck, aye—milk me cock, slut,” I groaned, hips slamming up into her as I emptied the last of my cum deep inside her. “Take it all—keep it inside ye like a good little bred wench.”

I held her there, impaled on my cock and my finger still shoved deep in her ass, while kissing her again—filthy, wet, claiming—before pulling back with a dark grin.

“Yer never leavin’ this cabin, lass,” I murmured against her lips. “Not ‘til yer carryin’ my heir in that sweet belly o’ yours.”


Chapter 4

She sagged against me, limp and shaking, my cock still buried inside her messy, used cunt. I let her rest there for a moment, then grabbed her hair and tilted her head back.

“Up, slut,” I rasped, voice low and rough. “Ye’re not done yet.”

Her eyes widened as I pulled out of her slowly, thick strings of cum dripping from her swollen pussy and coating my cock.

“Look at this mess,” I muttered, fisting the base of my shaft and stroking it lazily, letting the sticky mixture smear over my length. “Made a right filthy wench outta ye, didn’t I?”

I stood, dragging her down off my lap to her knees.

“Open that mouth,” I ordered, tapping the head of my messy cock against her lips.

When she hesitated, I slapped it lightly across her cheek—wet, obscene.

“Open, or I’ll shove it in anyway.”

Her lips parted reluctantly, and I shoved my cock past them, groaning at the feel of her tongue on my messy shaft.

“Clean it,” I growled. “Get every drop of me outta yer own greedy little cunt. Lick it clean like the good slut ye are.”

She gagged slightly as I pushed deeper, making her taste the mess she’d made. I pulled back slow, watching her tongue drag along the underside.

“Good girl. That’s it—ye love tastin’ yerself off yer captain’s cock, don’t ye?”

Her cheeks burned scarlet, but she licked every inch as I held her hair tight.

When she’d cleaned me to my satisfaction, I grabbed her jaw and shoved two fingers—slick with cum from her pussy and her ass—between her lips.

“Now clean these too,” I rasped, watching her lips close around them. “Suck ‘em deep. Get every bit o’ yer mess down that throat.”

She obeyed, sucking my fingers until they were spotless, spit running down her chin.

“Gods, aye,” I muttered, leaning down to kiss her filthy, claiming, wet.

When I pulled back, a string of spit still connected our mouths.

“That’s my perfect little whore,” I murmured, stroking her cheek with my still-damp fingers. “Eager to taste herself, eager to serve her captain. Aye, lass, I’m keepin’ ye forever.”

I grabbed her by the chin, forcing her to look up at me while she knelt there, lips swollen and messy from cleaning me off.

“On the bed, lass,” I ordered, my voice low and commanding. “Face down. Arse up.”

She hesitated—so I smacked her cheek lightly, then grinned when she scrambled to obey.

“That’s it. Good little slut.”

She lay down, face pressed to the mattress, hips raised high, her bare ass on full display. I stepped behind her, spreading her cheeks wide, groaning at the sight of my cum still dripping from her used pussy.

“Gods above,” I rasped, leaning in to run my tongue from her cunt all the way up to her tight hole. “Look at ye—messy and waitin’ for me.”

She jolted as my tongue flicked over her tight ring, a shocked gasp tearing from her throat.

“Oh aye, ye like that,” I muttered, swirling my tongue around her before spitting directly on her hole, letting it drip down slow. “Yer arse twitchin’ already. So fuckin’ tight.”

I licked her again, harder this time, forcing my tongue inside while she buried her face in the sheets with a muffled moan.

“God, lass… ye taste filthy back here,” I growled against her, tongue plunging in and out as my fingers toyed with her dripping cunt. “Yer greedy hole’s already clenchin’ for me.”

Pulling back just enough, I let a thick string of spit fall onto her ass before pressing a slick finger against her entrance.

“Relax,” I murmured, rubbing circles as I pushed slowly in. She gasped, muscles tensing.

“That’s it, good girl. Let me stretch ye out.”

I worked the first finger in, pumping it slowly before adding a second. Her breath caught, knuckles white as she gripped the sheets.

“Fuck, aye—yer tight as a fist. Ye’re gonna squeeze me cock so hard when I finally put it in ye.”

I leaned down and bit her shoulder lightly, whispering against her flushed skin.

“Ye’re mine now, lass. I own this perfect little arse same as I own yer cunt. And I’m gonna claim it proper.”

I scissored my fingers wider, curling them as she whimpered.

“That’s it—open up for yer captain. Take my fingers so next time ye can take every inch of me cock back here.”

Her ass was twitching around my fingers, stretched wide and glistening with spit as I worked her open. My cock was already hard again, aching to be buried deep inside her.

“Fuckin’ hell, lass,” I rasped, fingers curling in her tight hole as I lined my cock up with her soaked pussy. “Yer arse squeezin’ me like it’s beggin’ to be fucked.”

She whimpered as I pushed inside her pussy in one long, slow thrust, filling her to the hilt while my fingers stayed buried in her ass.

“Gods, aye—look at ye. Stuffed full both ways, greedy little wench.”

I started moving, slow but deep, my cock sliding through her messy cunt as my fingers pumped in and out of her ass. The obscene wet sounds filled the cabin.

“That’s it. Yer captain’s usin’ ye like the perfect slut ye are—cock in yer cunt, fingers in yer arse, both holes mine.”

She buried her face in the sheets, moaning helplessly as I increased the pace, hips snapping harder while my fingers stretched her wider.

“Fuck, aye, ride me cock, lass. Yer arse is twitchin’—ye want it here, don’t ye?”

“N-no,” she gasped, voice breaking.

I leaned over her, lips brushing her ear. “Lyin’ little slut. Say it. Say ye want yer captain to fuck yer tight little arse.”

“I—ahh—”

I curled my fingers deep inside her ass while pounding her pussy harder, forcing a strangled moan from her throat.

“Say it.”

“I—I want it!” she finally cried out.

Grinning darkly, I pulled my fingers free and shoved my cock deep inside her pussy one last time before pulling out completely.

“Good girl,” I growled, grabbing my cock and rubbing the messy tip against her stretched hole. “Now take me like the filthy wench ye are.”

I pushed the fat head into her ass slowly, groaning at the way her tight ring gripped me.

“Fuck—aye—yer squeezin’ me so hard, lass.”

I eased in inch by inch, letting her feel every bit of it, until my hips were flush against her ass.

“Gods above… yer arse is fuckin’ perfect.”

I started moving, slow thrusts at first, savoring the way she clenched around me.

“Yer mine now, lass,” I rasped, voice raw. “Cunt, arse, mouth—all mine to ruin.”

She let out a choked moan, face still buried in the sheets as I built up the pace, pounding into her tight ass harder, deeper.

“Fuck, aye—yer takin’ me so well. My perfect little bred slut, squeezin’ me cock like ye never want me to leave.”

I reached down, rubbing her clit rough and fast as I railed her, determined to make her come like this.

“Come on, lass—milk me cock with that tight little arse while I fill ye again.”

Her whole body convulsed, a raw scream ripping from her throat as she came hard, gushing around my cock even though I was buried in her ass.

The feel of her tightening sent me over the edge—I slammed deep and spilled inside her, hot, thick spurts filling her just as completely as before.

“Fuck—aye—take it all, slut. Yer captain’s seed, buried so deep in yer arse ye’ll feel me for days.”

I held her hips tight, grinding into her as the last pulses of cum filled her.

When I finally pulled out, her hole twitched, leaking my mess down her thighs. I spread her cheeks wide to watch it drip, groaning low.

“Gods, lass… yer never gettin’ off this ship.”


Epilogue

She was limp, trembling, leaking from both holes as I hauled her up onto the bed. Her dazed eyes fluttered open just in time to see me grabbing rope from the chest near the wall.

Her breath caught. “W-what are you—?”

I grinned darkly, crawling over her. “What’s it look like, lass? Yer captain’s not done with ye. Not by a long fuckin’ shot.”

Before she could fight, I had her wrists tied to the headboard, the coarse rope digging into her flushed skin. Her legs were next—spread wide, ankles bound to the posts at the foot of the bed, leaving her completely open, completely mine.

I sat back to admire her—flushed, messy, holes twitching, dripping my cum onto the sheets.

“Gods above, look at ye,” I muttered, stroking my cock lazily as I stared at the mess between her thighs. “My perfect little slut. Tied up, ruined, waitin’ for her captain to breed her again.”

I climbed between her legs, running my fingers through her messy folds, smearing the cum and slick all over her pussy and clit.

“Still so fuckin’ wet,” I rasped, shoving two fingers inside her deep and curling them hard. “Yer greedy cunt’s beggin’ for me already.”

She whimpered, hips straining against the ropes.

“Yer not goin’ anywhere, lass,” I growled, pulling my fingers out and shoving them into her mouth. “Taste it. Taste how filthy ye are.”

She gagged slightly as I pushed them deep, then pulled them free with a wet pop.

“Good girl. Now, let yer captain ruin ye proper.”

I lined up my cock with her messy slit and shoved in hard, bottoming out in one brutal thrust that had her cry out.

“God, aye—this is where my cock belongs.”

I started pounding into her, fast, relentless, hips slamming against her bound body. Her tits bounced with every thrust, her face twisted in pure overwhelmed pleasure.

“That’s it, lass—take it. Take every inch while yer tied up and helpless for me.”

As I fucked her pussy hard, I spit on her tight ass, letting it drip down before pressing two slick fingers inside.

“Fuck—aye—both holes at once. Yer mine, slut. Every inch o’ ye.”

She screamed as I curled my fingers in her ass while railing her cunt, rubbing her clit rough with my thumb.

“Come on, lass—come for me again. Milk me cock while I stretch ye everywhere.”

Her body convulsed, gushing around me as she came hard, soaking my thighs.

“Gods, aye—look at ye—fuckin’ messy little whore,” I groaned, hips snapping faster as I filled her again, hot spurts flooding her soaked cunt.

But I didn’t stop.

“Not done, lass. Yer captain’s keepin’ ye all night.”

I pulled out and shoved my cock into her tight, spit-slick ass, groaning as I buried myself to the hilt.

“Fuck, aye—yer arse squeezin’ me like a vice. Gonna keep fillin’ ye here too.”

I fucked her ass hard, watching her tits bounce as she cried out, overstimulated, unable to fight.

“Gonna fill both yer holes ‘til yer drippin’ for days. Breed ye ‘til yer belly’s round with me heir. Yer never gettin’ away, lass. Never.”

Round after round, I switched between her pussy and her ass, sometimes shoving my fingers in her mouth to taste the mess, sometimes spitting in her open lips as I kissed her filthy and deep.

By the time I spilled inside her for the final time, she was completely ruined—cock-drunk, trembling, cum leaking from both holes in sticky strings.

I untied her wrists just to pull her into my chest, my cock still twitching inside her pussy as I kissed her slow, filthy, possessive.

“Yer mine now, lass,” I whispered against her lips. “Yer never leavin’ this bed ‘til yer carryin’ my heir. Mark me words—by dawn, ye’ll be bred proper.”
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Milked and Marked: She’s full. He’s Starving. And she can’t say no.

She’s my best friend’s mom. Dripping milk, aching for touch, and I’m the only one who sees her.

I didn’t come on this family vacation to be good. I came because I wanted her. Natalie.

She’s thirty-seven, a new baby on her hip, tits swollen and leaking, husband never around. And I’ve wanted her for years.

Now I’ve got her in my bed, on my mouth, wrapped around my cock—and I’m not letting go.

She’s feeding me from her breasts, begging me not to stop. I’m drinking her dry, fucking her full, and telling her exactly how I’ll keep her leaking for me forever.

I don’t pull out. I don’t ask permission.

She’s mine.

I’m breeding her again, and again, and again—until her body’s marked with my seed and her tits never stop dripping.

Chris—her son, my best friend? He’ll find out.

And I won’t stop even then.

Possessive & Full: A Brother’s Best Friend Breeding Romance

I said I’d be gone in a week. I lied.

Riley’s supposed to be off-limits. My best friend’s little sister. The one who always hated me.

Now we’re stuck living together—alone—for seven nights. And I’ve got one bed, one body I can’t stop thinking about, and one rule I’m about to break.

She’s grown. Mouthy. Impossible to ignore.

And when I catch her looking at me the way I’ve been looking at her, I stop pretending.

I don’t ask.

I take.

Rough. Raw. Unprotected.

Every night.

Even when she’s sleeping. Especially when she’s begging.

She says I fill her too deep.

I say she was made to be bred.

And once I’ve claimed her—once I’ve left her dripping with everything I’ve poured inside—there’s no going back.

She’s mine.

And she’s going to feel me for a long time.

Possessive & Full is a short filthy, obsessed, no-pull-out romance told entirely from the male POV. Expect a dominant alpha, forbidden heat, and zero restraint. No cheating. No cliffhangers. All heat.

Taken for the Ride: She Got In His Bike, Now She’ll Never Get Out of His Bed

A possessive biker romance from his point of view.

I was only supposed to be passing through. Just a man, a bike, and a stretch of hot road with nothing on it but dust, heat, and my own thoughts.

Then I saw her.

A little hitchhiker on the side of the highway, soft voice, sweet smile, and legs that made my hands clench the throttle tighter. She had nowhere to go and no one to protect her.

So I did.

I told her she could ride with me.

But payment always comes due, and the only thing I wanted was her.

Her mouth. Her moans. Her pretty little pussy—wet and untouched, begging to be opened and owned. She gave it to me once. Then she begged for it again. And again.

And I never stopped.

Now she rides full, leaks when she walks, and wakes up to me still buried inside her. Every motel room we stop at turns into another lesson in how good it feels to be used by a man who won’t share.

She thought I was just a ride.

Now she wears me like a second skin.

She calls me daddy. She calls me hers.

But she’s mine.

Always.

For readers who love:

🔥 Possessive biker heroes
🔥 Virgin heroine gets ruined
🔥 Spicy road trip with little to no plot
🔥 Breeding kink / creampie obsession
🔥 Praise, filth, and slow claiming
🔥 First-person male POV, raw and dirty
🔥 No cliffhanger. Just full heat and a filthy HEA

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

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

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

I was off duty when the smoke alarm went off.

Charlotte’s apartment.

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

Burned toast, she said.

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

She let me in. I stayed.

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

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

She burned the toast.

I ruined the rest of her.

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

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