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Chapter 1

The fire in the hearth spat and cracked, casting a restless orange glow across the room. The heavy wooden door groaned as I pushed it open, the iron hinges protesting like they feared what I was about to do.

And there she was.

Tied to my bed.

Her dark hair spilled across my plaid blankets, her wrists bound above her head with a length of rough rope. The clan’s tartan wrapped tight around her mouth as a gag, though her eyes… her eyes burned at me, defiant, furious, like she’d rather spit in my face than beg for her freedom.

God, she was beautiful when she glared.

I shut the door behind me, slow and deliberate, letting the heavy thud echo through the chamber.

“You’ve got spirit,” I said, my voice low, controlled. I crossed the room with unhurried steps, the leather of my boots whispering against the stone floor. She tried to scoot back from me, but her bonds kept her pinned, helpless, exactly where I wanted her.

Her chest rose and fell too fast, the rise of her breasts straining against the thin shift she wore. She fought the ropes again—harder this time—as if my presence lit her temper all over again.

I reached the bedframe and planted one hand on the post, leaning down close enough to see the rapid flutter of her pulse in her throat.

“You think I took you for ransom?” I asked softly, my lips grazing the shell of her ear without touching. “Aye, your clan will pay. But that’s not why you’re here.”

Her eyes widened—just a fraction—but it was enough.

I slid my hand down her arm, slow and deliberate, feeling the tension coil in her muscles as she tried not to react. My fingers found the knot at her wrist, tugging just enough to make the rope tighten. She gasped against the gag, her eyes flashing with something that wasn’t quite fear anymore.

“You’ll learn,” I murmured, my mouth so close to hers she could feel my breath. “You’ll learn to stop fighting me. And when you do, lass…” My thumb brushed her bottom lip, dragging the gag just enough to reveal the soft pink beneath. “You’ll beg for what only I can give you.”

I pulled the gag down, slow, letting it rest around her neck.

She sucked in a breath—ragged, angry, but laced with something else.

“Go to hell,” she spat, her voice low and shaking.

I smiled. “Aye, maybe. But first, you’ll go to your knees.”

I caught her chin in my hand, tilting her face up to meet my gaze, and lowered my mouth until our lips almost touched—close enough for her to feel the heat of me, to know I could devour her the moment I chose.

And God help me, I wanted to.

Her lips hovered under mine, parted slightly like she wanted to curse me again but couldn’t find the words. I could see her pride fighting with the way her body betrayed her—her chest rising too fast, her thighs shifting against the ropes.

“Stubborn little thing,” I murmured, brushing my thumb along her jaw, slow and deliberate. “You’d rather choke on your pride than admit what you want.”

“I don’t—want—anything from you,” she hissed, but her voice cracked on the last word.

God, she was lying.

My hand slid lower, along the slope of her throat, over her collarbone, until my fingers hooked into the neckline of her shift. “You will.”

With one hard pull, the thin fabric tore. Her breath hitched, eyes going wide as I bared her soft skin to the firelight.

She twisted against the ropes, but I just watched her struggle, my gaze roaming over her slowly—possessively.

“You’ll say my name,” I said, my voice rougher now. “And when you do, lass, you’ll mean every bloody word.”

I leaned down, kissed the edge of her jaw, then her neck, letting my teeth graze her skin just enough to make her squirm. Her breath came fast now, shallow, her defiance cracking under the weight of her own arousal.

I slipped a hand beneath what was left of her shift, fingers tracing up her thigh, higher, higher—until she jerked against the rope with a sharp gasp.

“Still want to tell me to go to hell?” I whispered.

She turned her head away from me, eyes squeezed shut. “I hate you,” she breathed.

I smiled against her throat. “Aye. Hate me. But spread your legs for me anyway.”

She froze, every muscle in her body going taut.

“Do it,” I ordered, my voice low and commanding.

Slowly—hesitantly—she obeyed.

“Good lass,” I murmured, my fingers finally claiming her, drawing a sharp, broken sound from her lips.

I toyed with her until she was trembling, until her nails dug into her own palms from how hard she fought the pleasure twisting through her.

Then I stepped back.

Her eyes snapped open, wide, panicked, needy.

“You’re ready to beg,” I said softly, untying the knot at her wrists. Her arms fell heavy to her sides, weak from strain, but I caught her chin before she could look away.

“No,” she whispered, even as her breath came ragged.

I tilted her face up, forcing her to meet my eyes. “Aye. You will.”

I pushed her down to her knees.

“Show me,” I commanded.

Her knees hit the cold stone floor, and I stood over her, my hand still gripping her chin. Her lips were parted, trembling, her eyes glaring up at me even as her cheeks burned red.

“Look at you,” I said, running my thumb slowly over her lower lip. “So proud, even now. You’ll give me that mouth, lass. And you’ll thank me for it.”

“I won’t—”

“You will.”

I unfastened the belt at my waist, letting it drop with a heavy clink to the floor. My plaid loosened, falling aside as I freed myself, already hard—thick, heavy, swollen with need.

Her eyes widened just a fraction.

I smirked. “Aye. That’s for you.”

I guided the tip to her lips, smearing myself against them, slow, deliberate. “Open.”

She hesitated, lips pressed tight.

I tightened my grip in her hair, pulling her head back just enough to make her gasp. The moment her mouth parted, I slid in—shallow at first, just over her tongue.

Her eyes shot up to mine, furious and flustered, but she didn’t pull back.

“That’s it,” I murmured, my voice dark with satisfaction. “Take it. Good lass.”

I pushed deeper, feeling her throat tighten as she gagged softly. My hand stroked through her hair, firm, keeping her where I wanted her.

She tried to glare, but every time she breathed through her nose, I slid deeper, until she was choking around me, saliva wetting her chin.

“Look at you,” I rasped. “Taking me so well for someone who ‘hates’ me.”

A muffled sound vibrated around me—half protest, half something else—and Christ, it made me throb harder in her mouth.

I began to move, hips rocking slow and controlled, my cock gliding past her lips with wet, obscene sounds. Her hands braced weakly against my thighs, not pushing me away anymore—just holding on.

“That’s it,” I growled, tightening my fist in her hair and pulling her forward until I hit the back of her throat. She gagged hard, her eyes watering as she tried to breathe, and I held her there for a moment before letting her pull back, gasping.

“Again,” I ordered.

She obeyed this time without hesitation, opening wide for me, taking me deeper, messier. Spit dripped from her lips to her chest as I used her mouth, faster now, rougher, until the sight of her like this—defiant still, but on her knees, throat full of me—dragged a curse from my lips.

“Fuck, lass—”

My hips snapped forward one last time as I spilled into her mouth, holding her head in place while she swallowed around me, some of it spilling past her lips to streak down her chin.

When I finally let her go, she was breathing hard, her lips swollen and glistening, my seed still smeared at the corner of her mouth.

I gripped her chin again, tilting her face up to mine.

“You’re mine now,” I said softly, dangerously.

Her chest rose and fell fast, but she didn’t look away.

“I hate you,” she whispered.

I smiled. “Aye. Hate me again when you’re screaming my name.”


Chapter 2

Her lips were still swollen, glistening with spit and the last of my release when I stood, fastening my belt loosely but leaving my plaid slung low on my hips.

“Up,” I ordered.

She blinked, chest still heaving, but didn’t move.

I caught her arm, pulling her to her feet with ease, towering over her as I spun her toward the bed. “Thought you’d had enough?” I asked, voice low against her ear.

Her breath hitched, but she didn’t answer.

“I’ve barely started.”

With one rough shove, I sent her face-first onto the mattress, her hands sinking into the furs. Before she could move, I grabbed the rope from the bedpost—the same rope that had held her before—and caught her wrists, yanking them behind her back.

The knot cinched tight with a harsh pull.

She gasped, twisting once, but I caught her chin and forced her head to the side, my mouth brushing her ear.

“Don’t even think about running, lass. You like being caught too much.”

“Bastard,” she spat, her voice shaking.

“Aye.” I shoved her knees apart, forcing her legs wide, then grabbed another length of rope from my chest.

One by one, I tied her ankles to the bedframe until she was spread open for me, helpless, exposed.

When I stepped back to look at her, I swore under my breath.

“God, you’re beautiful like this,” I growled.

Her eyes flicked over her shoulder at me, defiant, but her cheeks burned crimson.

I dragged my hand slowly down her spine, my fingers spreading over the curve of her arse before slipping lower—between her thighs, where she was already wet and wanting.

She gasped, jerking at the ropes.

“Aye. Just as I thought,” I murmured, teasing her slowly, deliberately. “You’re soaked for me, aren’t you?”

“I’m not—”

I slid two fingers into her in one hard push.

Her head snapped down, a soft, involuntary moan spilling past her lips.

“Not what?” I asked, curling my fingers inside her. “Not wet? Not desperate? Not already ready to be fucked?”

Her body trembled as I teased her, pumping my fingers slow and deep, circling her clit with my thumb until her moans came sharp and ragged.

When her legs started to shake, I pulled out.

Her head jerked up, eyes wide, panicked.

“No,” she gasped before she could stop herself.

I smirked. “Aye. Beg for it properly, lass.”

“I—”

“Say it.”

Her lips trembled, her pride warring with her need.

“Please,” she whispered finally.

“Not enough.”

“Please,” she said again, louder this time, her voice cracking. “Please—take me.”

“Good lass.”

I freed myself again, hard and ready, and lined myself up against her slick entrance. My hand gripped her hair, pulling her head back so she had no choice but to arch for me.

Then, with one brutal thrust, I buried myself inside her.

She cried out, her body clenching tight around me as I drove in to the hilt, holding there just long enough for her to feel how deep I was.

“Mine,” I growled into her ear as I started to move, hard, relentless, giving her no chance to catch her breath.

Her scream broke against the stone walls as I slammed into her, each thrust forcing her bound body forward on the bed. Her wrists twisted in the rope, her nails clawing uselessly at the furs.

I gripped her hips tight, holding her exactly where I wanted her, dragging myself out almost completely before slamming back in, deep and brutal.

Every time I bottomed out, she moaned—loud, desperate, shameful.

“You feel that?” I growled against her ear, thrusting harder. “How deep I am inside you?”

She shook her head, breathless, as if denying it would change anything.

“You’re squeezing me so fucking tight, lass. You’re loving every bloody second.”

“Shut—up—” she gasped, the words broken by my relentless pace.

“Say you don’t want it,” I taunted, my voice low and dangerous. “Say it while I’m buried inside you like this.”

Her mouth opened, but no sound came—just another moan, raw and wrecked.

I smirked. “Thought so.”

My hand slid between her legs, fingers finding her clit. I rubbed slow, deliberate circles, watching her legs tremble, her back arch against the ropes.

“God—you’re close already, aren’t you?” I rasped.

She bit her lip hard, her muffled whimpers betraying her.

I sped up my fingers—then stopped completely, pulling my hand away.

Her head snapped up, eyes wide, panicked.

“No,” she breathed, writhing in her bonds.

“Aye. No,” I said, slamming into her harder. “You don’t get to come until I say so.”

I started again—teasing her, bringing her right to the edge—then pulled away a second time.

She sobbed in frustration, pulling against the ropes.

“Please,” she begged, her voice breaking.

“Please what?” I demanded, thrusting harder.

“Please—let me—”

“Say my name.”

Her pride held for one last second—before shattering.

“Please, Ciaran!” she cried, the sound ripping from her throat.

“Good lass.”

I rubbed her clit hard as I pounded into her, relentless, until her entire body tensed—then broke.

She screamed my name as she came, shaking violently, her walls clenching around me like a vice.

I groaned, driving into her deeper, harder, until I spilled inside her, grinding out every last wave of her climax as she collapsed against the ropes, boneless, wrecked, and gasping.

When I finally stilled, I stayed buried deep, my hand sliding up her spine to hold her close.

“Mine,” I said softly, still inside her.

Her only answer was a shuddering breath.

Her body sagged forward, trembling, her cheek pressed to the furs. I could still feel her fluttering around me, aftershocks rolling through her as I stayed buried deep, my chest rising and falling heavy against her back.

“You took that well,” I murmured against her ear, my voice low, rough. “Didn’t think you’d scream my name like that, but… aye, you did, didn’t you?”

She gave a soft, breathless sound—half moan, half protest.

Slowly, I pulled out, my release sliding down her thighs as I reached for the ropes at her wrists.

The knots came loose, and her arms fell weakly to her sides. I caught her before she collapsed, one arm circling her waist as I freed her ankles next.

The moment she was untied, she tried to step back—but I hauled her into my lap before she could move an inch, sitting back against the headboard with her straddling me, still wrecked and shaking.

Her hands pressed weakly against my chest. “Let go,” she whispered, voice hoarse.

I smirked, brushing my thumb along her swollen lower lip. “Oh, no, lass. You’re staying right here.”

She turned her face away, cheeks flushed deep red.

“You’re mine,” I said, tilting her chin back toward me. “Doesn’t matter if you hate me for it. I own every sound you made tonight.”

Her eyes burned, furious—but her body stayed soft in my hands, her thighs still trembling around me.

I let my fingers trail slowly down her back, over the curve of her arse, teasing her slick entrance again—just to feel her jolt.

“You’re already thinking about it,” I murmured.

“No,” she whispered.

“Aye. You are.” I tilted her chin up higher, forcing her to meet my gaze. “And next time, lass… you’re going to beg before I even touch you.”

Her lips parted, but no words came.

I just smiled, settling her tighter in my lap, keeping her exactly where I wanted her—helpless, claimed, and too spent to fight me anymore.


Chapter 3

She was still trembling against me, her breath ragged, her face turned slightly away as if that would somehow hide how wrecked she was.

I tightened my arm around her waist, keeping her flush against my chest.

“You think I’m done with you?” I murmured against her ear, letting my lips drag along her jaw.

She shivered. “You—you’ve had enough—”

“Not nearly.”

My hand slid up her bare thigh, over her hip, to her breast. I cupped her firmly, squeezing just enough to make her gasp, my thumb brushing across her stiff nipple.

She jerked in my lap, biting her lip hard.

“God, these,” I growled, leaning down to take one in my mouth, sucking slow and deep until she moaned despite herself. My teeth grazed lightly, my tongue circling, teasing her until her hips shifted against me without her realizing.

I pulled back just enough to meet her eyes.

“You like that,” I said softly, smug.

Her lips pressed together tight, like she could hold back the truth.

“Open,” I ordered.

Her eyes widened—but when I tilted her chin up, she obeyed, lips parting slightly.

I spat in her mouth, slow and deliberate, watching her eyes darken in shock and shame.

“Swallow it,” I commanded.

For a second, she hesitated—then did as she was told, her throat working.

“Good lass.”

I kissed her hard, my tongue pushing deep into her mouth, tasting her, owning her completely as my hands kneaded her breasts, rolling her nipples between my fingers.

She moaned into my mouth this time—loud, needy, betraying everything she tried to hide.

I broke the kiss just long enough to murmur against her lips, “See how easily you give in to me?”

She shook her head, whispering hoarsely, “I hate you—”

I smiled darkly, shifting her hips forward until my cock slid between her slick folds, teasing her entrance without pushing in.

“You hate how much you need me.”

I guided her hips higher, until she hovered just over my tip.

“Ride me,” I ordered.

Her eyes flashed, pride still trying to fight—but her body betrayed her, hips lowering slowly, taking me in inch by inch until she sank all the way down with a broken moan.

“That’s it,” I growled, gripping her arse as I forced her to move, slow and deep, making her work for every inch.

She sank down on me inch by inch, her breath hitching with every stretch until I was buried to the hilt inside her.

“Good lass,” I murmured, my voice rough. “Now move.”

Her hands trembled on my chest as she tried to lift herself, her thighs shaking from exhaustion and overstimulation.

I let her struggle—watching her pride crumble as she tried to ride me, taking me deep again and again.

“God, look at you,” I said, voice low, smug. “You’ve already come apart for me once, and you’re still giving me that tight, perfect cunt.”

Her cheeks burned, her breath ragged.

I grabbed one of her breasts, squeezing hard, rolling her nipple between my fingers until she moaned. My other hand smacked sharply across her arse.

She gasped, hips jerking.

“You like that?” I growled.

“No—”

Slap.

Her moan betrayed her again.

“Aye, you do,” I said darkly, spanking her again—harder—before soothing the sting with my palm. “You’re soaking wet, riding my cock, and letting me use you however I please.”

Her eyes fluttered shut as her rhythm faltered, her moans coming louder now, uncontrolled.

I grabbed her chin, forcing her mouth open.

“Tongue out,” I ordered.

She hesitated—but obeyed, trembling.

I spat in her mouth again, watching her swallow it without being told this time.

“That’s my good lass,” I murmured, kissing her hard, filthy and possessive, my tongue claiming her as I gripped her arse and bounced her harder on my cock.

She broke the kiss with a whimper, her forehead dropping to my shoulder.

“You’re going to come again,” I growled, spanking her one last time, my fingers finding her clit and circling it in hard, fast strokes.

Her hips stuttered, her walls tightening around me.

“Say my name,” I demanded, rubbing her faster.

Her voice cracked as she moaned, “Ciaran—”

“Louder.”

“Ciaran!” she cried, the sound breaking as she came apart, her body convulsing around me, soaking me as she screamed my name again.

I didn’t stop—my fingers kept working her clit, my cock still driving up into her as her orgasm dragged on, wringing every last wave out of her until she was sobbing in pleasure.

By the time she collapsed against me, shaking and gasping for breath, she was completely ruined—sweat-slick, tear-streaked, and utterly mine.

I held her close, one hand gripping her hair as I kissed her hard, slow, claiming.

“You’ll never fight me again,” I murmured against her lips. “Not after tonight.”

She didn’t answer—just shuddered in my arms, spent, owned, and too far gone to deny me anymore.

Her body was limp in my lap, still trembling, her breath shallow as she tried to recover.

I brushed her hair back from her flushed face, kissing her temple once, slow and possessive.

“Thought you were done?” I murmured, dragging my thumb along her swollen lower lip.

Her eyes fluttered open—bleary, spent, utterly wrecked.

I smiled darkly. “Not yet, lass.”

I eased her off me, laying her back on the bed. Before she could gather herself, I grabbed the rope again, catching her wrists and tying them to the headboard—firm but not cruel this time.

Her lips parted weakly. “Ciaran—”

“Shh.” I kissed her softly, teasing, before sliding down the bed, spreading her thighs wide.

She gasped, but instead of pushing inside her, I just stroked myself slowly, my cock still hard and aching for release.

Her eyes widened as she realized what I was about to do.

“You’re mine,” I said, voice low and rough, fisting my cock as I loomed over her. “And you’ll wear every drop I give you.”

Her chest rose and fell fast, her wrists tugging at the ropes—but she didn’t look away.

I pumped myself faster, hovering over her, one hand gripping her chin to keep her eyes locked on mine.

“God, you look perfect like this,” I groaned, stroking harder. “Bound. Used. Mine.”

Her lips parted, a shaky breath escaping as she watched me—watched the way I looked at her like she was already marked, already ruined.

“Open,” I ordered.

Her mouth fell open instinctively, and I spat into it again—filthy, possessive—never stopping my hand on my cock.

“Swallow it,” I growled.

She obeyed, her tongue darting out just enough to tease me.

That was it—

I groaned her name as I came, hot ropes of release spilling across her chest, her stomach, streaking her flushed skin as I stroked myself through every last spurt.

When I was done, she was a mess—breasts and belly covered in my spend, her lips parted, her eyes dark and glassy.

I leaned down, kissing her hard, filthy, tasting my own spit on her tongue.

“Mine,” I whispered against her mouth, my hand stroking slowly over her cum-slicked skin. “Everyone will see who you belong to.”

I untied her wrists gently, pulling her up into my lap again, cradling her like she weighed nothing.

She buried her face in my chest, weak, silent—but she didn’t pull away.

I smirked, kissing the top of her head, knowing exactly what that meant.

“You’ll sleep in my bed tonight,” I murmured. “And every night after this.”

Her only answer was a small, shuddering breath—no protest this time.

Because she was already mine.


Chapter 4

The morning light spilled through the narrow window, golden across the furs.

She was still asleep, curled on her side with my arm draped heavy around her waist. Her hair was a tangled mess across the pillow, her lips swollen, her body still marked with the dried mess I’d left on her skin hours ago.

I smiled against her bare shoulder.

“Still think you hate me?” I murmured softly, kissing down her spine.

She stirred faintly but didn’t wake.

Good.

I shifted lower, dragging the blankets down to bare her completely, admiring the faint bruises on her hips from where I’d held her too tight.

“Perfect lass,” I breathed, kissing the curve of her arse before spreading her thighs gently.

She moaned softly in her sleep as I settled between her legs, my breath hot against her slick folds.

I ran my tongue up her slowly—deliberately.

Her gasp broke the morning silence, her body jerking awake.

“Ciaran—!” she cried, half in protest, half in shock.

I pinned her hips down with my hands, tongue circling her clit before sucking hard, greedy and unrelenting.

“God—stop—” she whimpered, but her legs trembled as I worked her, slow and thorough, teasing her entrance with my fingers while my mouth never left her.

She tried to close her thighs around my head, but I just spread them wider, groaning into her as she got wetter for me.

“You taste better every bloody time,” I growled against her, sliding two fingers inside her, curling deep.

Her moans came sharper now, her hips rocking against my face despite her weak protests.

“You’re going to come,” I rasped, sucking hard on her clit again. “You’re going to wake up screaming my name like a good lass.”

Her head dropped back to the pillow, a strangled sound leaving her throat as she tried—and failed—to hold back.

I kept going, relentless, my fingers pumping deep and fast until she shattered under me, her body shaking violently as she came loud and messy, soaking my mouth and hand.

I licked her clean, slow and filthy, tasting every drop before kissing up her trembling body, claiming her mouth with mine.

When I finally pulled back, I smiled down at her—wild, smug, hungry all over again.

“Morning, lass,” I murmured, already shifting her beneath me, my cock hard against her thigh. “Ready for round four?”

Her lips parted, still breathless.

But this time… she didn’t say no.

Her body was still trembling when I pushed her onto her back, kissing her hard, my cock already sliding against her slick folds.

But instead of taking her, I leaned back on my heels, grabbing a hunk of fresh bread from the tray one of the servants had left earlier.

Her brows furrowed in confusion as I tore off a bite, chewing leisurely while my other hand gripped her thigh, spreading her open.

“What—are you—” she began, still breathless.

I smirked. “Climb on.”

Her cheeks flushed. “What?”

“You heard me, lass.” I took another slow bite of bread, eyes locked on hers. “Get on my cock. Now.”

Her lips parted in protest, but I just sat back farther, cock hard and waiting.

“I’m hungry,” I said casually, tearing off another bite. “And I like to be entertained while I eat.”

Her breath hitched—but slowly, hesitantly, she moved.

She straddled me, sinking down inch by inch, her moan breaking free as I filled her completely.

“Good lass,” I murmured, my hand gripping her hip as I chewed lazily, watching her face twist with pleasure she didn’t want to admit.

“Now ride,” I ordered, voice low.

Her pride faltered as her hips began to move—slow at first, then deeper as my free hand slid up to knead her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until she whimpered.

“You look so fucking pretty like this,” I rasped, tearing off another bite of bread. “My perfect little plaything, bouncing on my cock while I eat my breakfast.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, shame burning through her cheeks.

“Look at me,” I commanded, gripping her chin.

Her eyes fluttered open—and I spat in her mouth again, slow, deliberate.

She swallowed instantly this time.

“Good girl,” I murmured, kissing her hard, filthy, before leaning back again, letting her work for it.

Her movements grew messy, desperate, as she chased her own release.

“You’re going to come for me again,” I said darkly. “You’ll do it while I’m eating—like the obedient little whore you’ve become.”

Her moans grew louder, broken, as I grabbed her arse and helped her move faster, harder, until she shattered again—crying my name as her body convulsed around me.

I groaned, spilling inside her this time, holding her down on my cock as I filled her completely.

When it was over, she collapsed against my chest, weak and gasping.

I wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her close while casually finishing the rest of my bread with my free hand.

“Get used to this, lass,” I murmured against her hair. “Because this is your life now—mine to fuck, mine to feed, mine to keep.”

She didn’t answer.

But she didn’t move either.

Because she already knew I was right.

She was still trembling in my lap, her face buried in my chest, when I grabbed a fistful of her hair and tilted her head back.

“You’ve made a mess, lass,” I said, my voice low and rough.

Her lips parted in confusion. “What—”

“Clean me.”

Her eyes widened slightly as I lifted her off my lap, my cock sliding free of her, streaked with both of us.

I leaned back against the headboard, smug, stroking myself lazily. “On your knees. Mouth open.”

Her pride flared for a brief second—but then she slid off the bed, kneeling between my legs, her hands resting on my thighs as she leaned forward.

“That’s it,” I murmured, my cock resting heavy against her lips. “Now lick me clean, lass. Every drop.”

She obeyed—tentative at first, her tongue dragging slowly along the base, tasting both of us.

I groaned, watching her. “Good girl. Take your time. Make me proud.”

She worked her way up, licking and sucking, her mouth filthy and obedient as she cleaned me thoroughly.

Just as she took the head into her mouth, the door opened.

Two servants stepped inside with buckets of steaming water, heading toward the copper tub in the corner.

She froze instantly, eyes wide.

I gripped her hair tighter, holding her in place.

“Don’t stop,” I ordered softly, my voice carrying easily in the room.

Her cheeks burned crimson—but she didn’t dare disobey.

The servants’ eyes stayed down as they poured the water, silent, disciplined, but I knew they saw everything.

“Look at you,” I rasped, my hips rocking gently as she sucked me clean in full view of them. “Kneeling like a good little slut while they watch.”

A muffled sound escaped her throat—half humiliation, half arousal.

“That’s my lass,” I growled, tightening my grip in her hair as she worked me deeper, filthier, until I was fully clean and hard again.

By the time the servants finished and slipped out, she was a flushed, trembling mess, spit and my spend streaked across her chin.

I tilted her face up, smirking.

“Perfect,” I murmured, kissing her deep and filthy, tasting both of us on her tongue.

“Now,” I said, standing and dragging her with me toward the steaming tub, “I’m going to wash you… and then I’m going to ruin you again.”


Chapter 5

Steam curled up from the copper tub as I stepped in, pulling her with me. The water lapped hot around our thighs, fogging the air between us.

She tried to sit on the far side, but I caught her wrist and hauled her back.

“No,” I murmured, settling down into the water and pulling her onto my lap.

Her eyes widened as I guided her hips, my cock already hard again beneath the surface.

“You’re going to stay right here,” I said, voice dark and low.

She opened her mouth to protest—right as I pushed inside her, slow and deliberate, filling her to the hilt.

Her gasp echoed off the stone walls, her nails biting into my shoulders.

“That’s it,” I rasped, my hands gripping her arse as I held her flush against me. “Feel how deep I am, lass? How full you are?”

She shivered, lips parting, eyes dazed.

I leaned in, my mouth brushing her ear.

“You’re going to take me again and again until you’re carrying my heir,” I whispered.

She jolted slightly, pride flaring. “I—won’t—”

I cupped the back of her head, forcing her to meet my gaze.

“Aye. You will. You’ll have my seed every morning, every night—until I see my bairn growing in your belly.”

Her breath hitched sharply, her body tightening around me in spite of herself.

“You like that thought, don’t you?” I murmured, one hand sliding up to grip her breast, my thumb circling her nipple lazily. “Me filling you over and over until you can’t take another drop… until everyone knows you’re mine.”

Her lips trembled, pride cracking again as she rocked slightly in my lap without meaning to.

I smirked darkly. “Good lass. Ride me—slow. Feel me deep.”

She obeyed, hesitant at first, then moving in lazy, wet rolls of her hips as my cock stroked inside her under the hot water.

“God, you’re perfect,” I groaned, my hand sliding down her slick stomach to rub her clit in slow circles. “You’re going to give me an heir, lass. My heir. You’ll take my cock, my seed, my name—everything.”

Her moan broke free, shameless, her head falling to my shoulder.

“That’s it,” I growled, gripping her hips tighter as I started thrusting up into her, making her ride me deeper, harder. “Come on my cock while I fill you again. Let me breed you like you’re meant for it.”

Her voice cracked as she gasped my name, her orgasm ripping through her as her walls clenched tight.

I groaned, burying myself deep as I spilled inside her, holding her still so she took every last drop.

We stayed like that—joined, panting, the water rippling around us—until I finally leaned back, smirking up at her.

“You’re never leaving this bed. Or this cock,” I murmured. “I’ll keep you right here until I see my bairn in you.”

Her only answer was a soft, wrecked sound as she rested her forehead against mine—spent, ruined, and completely mine.

She stayed in my lap, limp and trembling, as I leaned back against the copper tub. My cock was still buried inside her, softening only slightly but refusing to leave her.

I reached for the cloth floating nearby, soaking it in the hot water before dragging it slowly over her chest.

“Look at you,” I murmured, running the cloth over her collarbone, her flushed breasts, down her stomach. “Spent. Marked. Full of me.”

Her lips parted softly, her breathing still uneven.

I cupped her breast in my free hand, kneading it slowly, thumb brushing her hardened nipple until she let out a faint moan.

“You’re sensitive already,” I said, smirking. “God, I could keep you like this forever.”

I switched the cloth to my other hand, trailing it lower, between her legs—pressing it to her swollen folds where my cum was leaking out into the water.

She gasped, hips twitching weakly as I rubbed slow circles on her clit with the warm cloth.

“You’re dripping me out already, lass,” I murmured darkly. “I’ll have to fill you again soon.”

My hand on her breast squeezed harder, rolling her nipple between my fingers as I dropped the cloth entirely, slipping two fingers into her instead—lazy, possessive, just to feel her walls tighten again.

Her moan was broken, weak, her head falling against my shoulder.

“That’s my good girl,” I rasped, my fingers curling deep as my other hand slid down to grip her arse underwater, spreading her cheeks as I fucked her slowly with my hand.

She whimpered at the filth of it, her legs shaking faintly.

“You’ll get used to this,” I said, kissing her neck, biting lightly as my fingers pumped in and out of her soaked cunt. “Being washed, used, filled—because you’re mine. And this—” I smacked her arse sharply under the water, making her jolt—“is all mine, too.”

Her breath came faster, her hips starting to rock against my hand again despite her exhaustion.

I smirked, rubbing her clit harder with my thumb as my fingers fucked her deeper.

“You’re going to come again, lass,” I growled against her ear. “And then I’m going to fill you all over again while the water’s still hot.”

Her moan broke free, her body trembling violently as she came in my lap, her cunt clenching around my fingers, milking them as if begging for my cock again.

I kissed her hard, slow, filthy, my tongue owning her as my fingers stayed buried inside her.

When I finally pulled back, I just smiled.

“Round six,” I murmured, lining myself up beneath the water.

And before she could catch her breath, I slid back inside her—deep, slow, claiming her all over again
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