
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One

The tattoo shop’s a gritty dive, tucked between a dive bar and a pawn shop on a street that smells like asphalt and regret. Inside, it’s all raw brick walls, flickering fluorescent lights, and the sharp tang of ink and rubbing alcohol hanging heavy in the air. I’m sprawled out on a worn leather chair, shirt tossed over the backrest, jeans slung low enough that the waistband of my boxers peeks out. The buzz of the tattoo machine cuts through the silence like a chainsaw, relentless and grating, as Riley—my artist—leans over me, her gloved hands steady as she etches a snarling skull into my chest. Flames curl up from its eye sockets, sharp and jagged, and she’s deep in the zone, her focus laser-tight. She’s a fucking vision: short black hair buzzed on one side, a silver lip ring catching the light, and a sleeveless tank that shows off her arms—corded muscle wrapped in a riot of ink, snakes and roses twisting up to her shoulders. She’s a lesbian, everyone knows it, but that doesn’t stop my dick from deciding now’s the perfect time to stir.

It starts slow, a faint twitch as the machine’s vibration hums through my ribs, her fingers pressing into my pecs to hold the skin taut. She’s close—close enough I can smell her, a mix of leather, mint gum, and a faint edge of sweat that’s doing shit to my head. My jeans tighten, my cock swelling against the denim, and I shift my hips, trying to play it off like I’m just getting comfortable. Fat chance. The more she works, the worse it gets—her knuckles brushing my skin, the needle’s sting blending with the heat pooling low in my gut. I’m rock-hard now, the bulge obvious as hell, and there’s no hiding it. My pulse kicks up, a flush creeping up my neck, and I dart a glance at her, praying she’s too locked in to notice.

No such luck. Riley’s eyes flick up from the skull, dark and sharp, and catch mine for a heartbeat before sliding down. The buzzing stops dead, the silence slamming into the room like a brick through a window. She tilts her head, just a fraction, clocking the tent in my jeans with a look that’s pure dissection—cool, detached, but with a glint of something else. Curiosity, maybe. She leans back, peeling off one glove with a slow, deliberate snap, her gaze still locked on my lap like she’s mapping it out. “That a problem?” she says, voice low and gravelly, cutting straight through the bullshit. No pity, no embarrassment—just a question, blunt as a hammer.

I swallow, throat dry as sandpaper, and force a shrug. “Nah, just… happens sometimes. You know, the vibes.” It’s a weak-ass lie, and we both know it, but she doesn’t call me out. Instead, she smirks—just a twitch of her lips—and I catch that flicker again, a spark in her eyes that says she’s intrigued, even if she’d never admit it. She’s not into dudes, I get that, but there’s a charge here, a tension crackling between us like static. She grabs a fresh glove, snaps it on with a flick of her wrist, and leans back in. “Hold still, then,” she says, but there’s a new edge to her tone—half command, half tease. The machine fires up again, and she’s back at it, dragging the needle through my skin, but now every move feels loaded.

Her fingers press harder, steadying me, and I swear she’s fucking with me—testing how far she can push before I crack. The pain’s sharp, a bright sting that mixes with the ache in my cock, still straining like a bastard against my zipper. I grit my teeth, fighting the urge to shift again, but it’s useless—every buzz, every brush of her hand, sends a jolt straight to my groin. She’s tracing the skull’s jawline now, slow and meticulous, her breath grazing my chest as she angles closer. It’s warm, steady, and I’m drowning in it—her scent, her heat, the way her knee nudges my thigh when she adjusts her stance. My head’s spinning, a mess of want and restraint, and I wonder if she’s clocking it all, filing it away for later.

“Ever had that happen before?” she asks out of nowhere, voice casual but heavy, like she’s tossing a grenade and waiting to see if it blows. She doesn’t look up, just keeps working, wiping excess ink with a cloth that lingers a beat too long on my skin. I blink, thrown. “What, this?” I jerk my chin toward my dick, throbbing like it’s got its own heartbeat. She snorts—a quick, rough laugh—and finally meets my eyes, her lip ring glinting as she smirks. “Yeah, that. Guys get twitchy sometimes, all that adrenaline. Never seen one pop wood this bad, though.” It’s not a dig, not really—just raw observation, like she’s cataloging a freak weather event. Her bluntness hits me square in the chest, and I grin, half-embarrassed, half-buzzed on the rush.

“Guess I’m a unicorn,” I say, voice rougher than I mean it to be. She rolls her eyes, but that spark’s still there, brighter now, like she’s turning it over in her head. “Unicorn’s one way to put it,” she mutters, dipping the needle back into the ink pot. The buzzing kicks in again, and she’s back to work, but the air’s different—thicker, charged. Her knee brushes my thigh again, firmer this time, and I catch the way her lips part when she’s deep in focus, her tongue flicking against the back of her teeth. My cock twitches, desperate, and I clench my fists, nails digging into my palms to keep from groaning.

The session stretches on, endless—Riley carving the flames, shading the skull’s hollows, every line a fresh jolt through my system. Sweat beads on my forehead, my chest slick under her hands, and I’m a fucking wreck, teetering on the edge of losing it. She’s relentless, her focus unshakable, but I catch her stealing glances—quick, sharp looks at my jeans, like she’s charting the evidence of my misery. Finally, she finishes the outline, wipes me down with a cool cloth that does jack shit to calm me, and sits back. “Done for today,” she says, peeling off her gloves and tossing them in the trash with a flick of her wrist. She stands, stretching her arms high, tank riding up to flash a strip of toned stomach—pale skin, a faint scar curling under her ribs—and I’m staring, shameless.

Her eyes cut to my lap again, that smirk creeping back. “You gonna make it out the door like that, or you need a minute?” It’s a jab, but softer now, almost like she’s in on the joke. I laugh, a shaky, ragged sound, and adjust myself as best I can without looking like a total perv. “I’ll live,” I say, standing slow, my dick still screaming for mercy. She nods, turning to clean her station—wiping down the machine, stacking ink bottles—but I catch her reflection in the smudged mirror behind the counter. She’s watching me, just for a second, her head tilted like she’s puzzling something out. Then she looks away, back to her gear, like nothing happened.


Chapter Two

The bell above the shop door clanks like a gunshot as I step back into Riley’s domain a week later. The place is unchanged—grimy brick walls, neon buzzing faintly in the corner, the air sharp with ink and antiseptic. My chest still hums from last session, the skull’s outline a dark bruise under my skin, and I’ve been obsessing over her ever since—those quick, curious glances, the way she didn’t blink at my hard-on, that smirk that’s been haunting my nights. She’s a lesbian, no doubt about it, but there’s a wire tripping between us, and I’m here to see if it sparks.

Riley’s lounging behind the counter, boots propped on a stool, sketching on a tablet with sharp, aggressive strokes. She’s ditched the tank for a cropped black hoodie, sleeves bunched at her elbows, exposing those inked forearms—snakes coiling, a dagger slashing through a rose. Her lip ring’s back, glinting under the dim light, and her hair’s a tousled mess, like she’s been running her hands through it. She looks up as I approach, her eyes narrowing, a slow grin spreading across her face—wicked, almost daring. “Couldn’t stay away, huh?” she says, dropping her feet to the floor and tossing the stylus aside. Her voice is rough, laced with a taunt, and I feel it hit low in my gut.

“Guess I’m hooked,” I say, shrugging off my jacket and letting it hit the chair with a thud. She snorts, standing and stretching, the hoodie riding up to flash a stretch of stomach—pale, tight, a faint scar curving under her ribs. “Let’s see the damage,” she says, jerking her head toward the chair. I drop into it, yanking my shirt off and tossing it aside, the cool air prickling my skin. She gloves up, the snap loud in the quiet, and steps in close—too close—her hip brushing my knee as she leans over me. Her fingers graze the tattoo, tracing the lines with a touch that’s less clinical now, more deliberate, and my dick stirs instantly, a traitor with no chill.

“Healing nice,” she mutters, her breath warm against my chest, and I nod, trying to keep my shit together. She grabs the machine, the buzz roaring to life, and starts shading the flames, her hands steady but bolder than last time. The needle bites deep, pain flaring sharp and bright, and I lean back, letting it wash over me. Her knee presses against my thigh, firm and unyielding, and my cock’s awake now, swelling fast against my jeans. I shift, hoping to hide it, but it’s useless—the bulge is blatant, straining the denim, and I catch her eyes flick down, quick but unmistakable. She doesn’t pause, just keeps working, but there’s a shift—a tension coiling tighter with every pass of the needle.

The buzzing fills my head, a relentless drone, and I’m hyper-aware of her—her fingers splaying wide across my chest, her thumb brushing my nipple as she adjusts her grip. It’s no accident; I feel the intent in it, a slow burn that’s got my pulse hammering. My dick throbs, trapped and begging, and I clench my fists, nails biting into my palms to keep from groaning. She’s shading the skull’s hollows now, layering ink with a precision that’s almost cruel, and I’m sweating, heat pooling low and fierce. Then she speaks, voice cutting through the noise like a blade. “Back for round two, huh? You’re a glutton for it.” Her tone’s teasing, but there’s a heat behind it, a challenge.

I grin, rough and shaky. “You’re worth the pain.” Her eyes snap to mine, dark and piercing, and she smirks—full-on this time, no holding back. “Careful what you wish for,” she says, and fuck, it’s a warning and a promise rolled into one. She leans closer, her knee sliding higher, pressing into the meat of my thigh, and my cock jumps, a hard twitch that’s impossible to miss. She notices—oh, she fucking notices—and her smirk deepens, a glint of something wild in her gaze. “Jesus, you’re relentless,” she mutters, wiping ink from my skin, her cloth lingering, dragging slow across my abs.

“Blame yourself,” I shoot back, voice tight. “You’re the one with the magic hands.” She laughs, low and throaty, and shifts her stance, her hip grazing my side now, her body heat seeping through my jeans. “Magic, huh? That’s a new one.” The buzzing resumes, but it’s different—she’s pushing it, testing me, her touches turning reckless. Her fingers dig into my chest, anchoring the skin, and her wrist brushes my waistband, a fleeting tease that sends a jolt straight to my groin. I’m a wreck—sweat slicking my brow, my dick aching like a bastard—and she’s feeding off it, her calm cracking into something hungrier.

She pauses, sitting back to switch needles, and her eyes lock on my lap, blatant and unapologetic. “You’re gonna rip those jeans if you keep that up,” she says, voice dripping with mock pity. I laugh, ragged and raw, and adjust myself, not even pretending to be subtle. “Worth it if you keep looking.” Her eyebrow arches, and she leans in again, closer than she needs to, her face inches from mine. “You’re pushing it, you know that?” she says, but she’s not pulling back—her knee’s still wedged against me, her breath grazing my jaw. My cock pulses, a desperate ache, and I meet her gaze, unflinching. “So are you.”

The air locks up, heavy and electric, and for a second, neither of us moves. Then she smirks, slow and dangerous, and dives back in, the needle tearing into my skin with renewed focus. She’s shading the flames now, her hands roaming—fingers sliding under my pecs, her elbow nudging my ribs, every touch a calculated escalation. My head’s spinning, pain and want tangling into a knot I can’t unravel, and I groan, low and involuntary. She freezes, the buzzing cutting out, and looks up, her eyes glinting. “Too much?” she asks, but it’s not concern—it’s a dare.

“Nah,” I rasp, grinning through the haze. “Just getting started.” She holds my stare, something shifting—curiosity tipping into territory she’s not supposed to want. She’s a lesbian, yeah, but right now, that line’s blurring, and she’s the one smudging it. She licks her lips, quick and unconscious, and restarts the machine, her knee pressing harder, her fingers bolder. The session drags on, every minute a slow burn, and by the time she finishes—flames curling, skull glaring—I’m a fucking live wire, hard as steel and buzzing with it.

She wipes me down, her cloth dragging deliberately across my chest, and sits back, peeling off her gloves. “Done,” she says, stretching, the hoodie lifting to show that scarred, taut stomach again. Her eyes drop to my lap, lingering, and she grins—sharp, reckless. “You’re a goddamn hazard.” I stand, legs shaky, and tug my shirt on, my dick still raging. “Takes one to know one,” I say, stepping closer than I should. She doesn’t back off, just tilts her head, watching me like a cat with a cornered mouse. “Next week?” she asks, voice low, loaded. “Fuck yeah,” I say, and she nods, turning away—but not before I catch her smirk in the mirror, wild and unguarded. The door clangs shut behind me, and I’m grinning, pulse pounding. Riley’s in deep now, and I’m not letting her off the hook.


Chapter Three

The shop door bangs open with a metallic screech as I step inside, the heat hitting me like a wall—humid, sticky, the neon signs buzzing faintly in the dim light. It’s late, the street outside dead, and Riley’s shop feels like a pressure cooker tonight, the air heavy with ink and tension. My chest’s a canvas of her work now, the skull’s outline stark, flames curling up toward my throat, and I’ve been wired all week—her hands, her smirk, that reckless glint in her eyes playing on a loop in my head. She’s a lesbian, no doubt, but the boundary’s crumbling, and I’m here to kick it down.

Riley’s at her station, bent over a tray of ink, her back to me, all sharp edges and coiled energy. She’s in a black sports bra, no shirt, no pretense—bare shoulders glistening with a sheen of sweat, a thin tattoo of thorns snaking down her spine to the low-slung waistband of her jeans. Her hair’s pulled back, the shaved side showing off a tiny raven inked behind her ear, and she doesn’t turn as I approach, just growls, “You’re late,” her voice rough and impatient, slicing through the quiet like a blade.

“Had to build up the anticipation,” I say, stripping off my shirt and tossing it aside as I drop into the chair, the leather creaking under me. She spins around, gloving up with a snap that rings out, and steps in close—too close—her boots scuffing the concrete, her hip brushing my knee. Her eyes rake over me, lingering on the tattoo, then dropping to my jeans, where my dick’s already twitching, primed and restless. “Let’s finish this bastard,” she says, grabbing the machine, but there’s a hunger in her gaze—raw, unfiltered, like she’s been itching for this moment.

The buzz roars to life, and she dives in, shading the skull’s teeth with a ferocity that’s electric—her grip tight, her fingers digging into my chest. Her knee slams against my thigh, hard and deliberate, and my cock surges, swelling fast, straining the denim with no mercy. I don’t bother hiding it; it’s a fucking beacon, and she clocks it instantly, her smirk twitching as her eyes flick down. “Back at it, huh?” she mutters, voice thick, a little unsteady, and I catch her tongue flicking against her lip ring, a quick, hungry flash.

“You’ve got that effect,” I say, voice rough, and she laughs—sharp and jagged, a sound that coils tight in my gut. “Guess I’m a natural,” she fires back, leaning in until her breath grazes my jaw, hot and unsteady. The needle digs deep, pain flaring bright, and my dick throbs in sync, a relentless pulse that’s got me gripping the armrests. Her knee shifts, nudging higher, brushing the edge of my bulge, and I groan, low and raw, the sound slipping out before I can choke it back. Her eyes snap to mine, dark and blazing, and the buzzing cuts out.

“Too much?” she asks, smirking, but it’s feral, her chest brushing my shoulder, the sports bra doing fuck-all to mask her heat. My cock twitches, leaking a damp spot through the denim, and I grin, teeth gritted. “Not even fucking close.” She holds my stare, something snapping—curiosity burning into a need she’s not burying anymore. “Good,” she says, and restarts the machine, but it’s chaos now—her hands bolder, her knee pressing firm against my dick, grinding slow and deliberate.

Her fingers roam, reckless—splaying across my pecs, her thumb circling my nipple until it’s hard and aching, sending jolts straight to my groin. I’m sweating, chest heaving, and she’s relentless, shading the flames with a brutal precision that’s got my head spinning. Then she pauses, the buzzing dying, and her eyes lock on my lap, the wet patch glaring. “Jesus, you’re a fucking mess,” she says, but it’s breathless, her flush creeping up her neck. She peels off a glove, tossing it aside, and before I can process it, her bare hand hovers over my jeans, hesitating—just for a second—then drops, cupping my bulge.

My breath catches, a sharp hiss, and she freezes, her fingers flexing against the denim, feeling the heat, the hardness. “Riley—” I start, but she cuts me off, voice low, almost a whisper. “Shut up. I just… wanna see.” It’s not a command—it’s a confession, her eyes wide, curious, like she’s crossing a line she’s never touched. She fumbles with my zipper, her hands trembling slightly, and yanks it down, the cool air hitting my cock as it springs free, thick and pulsing, the tip slick with precum.

Her breath hitches, audible, and she stares—unblinking, fascinated—her fingers brushing the shaft, tentative at first, then wrapping around it, firm and warm. “Fuck,” I groan, hips bucking into her grip, and she smirks, a shaky, wild thing. “It’s… heavier than I thought,” she mutters, almost to herself, her thumb tracing the vein along the underside, slow and exploratory. She’s a lesbian, yeah, but right now she’s lost in it—her hand sliding up, squeezing the head, smearing the precum across her palm. My cock throbs, a bead dripping onto her wrist, and she watches it, mesmerized, her lips parting.

She starts moving, jerking me slow and deliberate, her grip tight, her eyes flicking between my dick and my face, gauging every twitch, every sound. “This what you wanted?” she asks, voice rough, but there’s a thrill in it, a rush she’s chasing. I nod, panting, “Fuck yes,” and she speeds up, her hand slick now, pumping with a rhythm that’s got my balls tightening, my head tipping back. Her other hand—still gloved—grips my thigh, nails digging in, and I’m groaning, loud and shameless, the shop echoing with it.

She’s relentless, stroking faster, her wrist twisting on the upstroke, her thumb teasing the slit until I’m leaking steady, a mess of precum coating her fingers. “Shit, Riley,” I rasp, and she grins—full-on feral—leaning closer, her breath hot against my neck. “You’re loud,” she says, but she’s into it, her hand relentless, her knee pressing my thigh wider. My hips jerk, thrusting into her fist, and she adapts, matching me, her grip slick and unyielding. I’m close—too fucking close—and she senses it, her eyes narrowing, a spark of triumph flashing.

“Gonna cum?” she asks, voice low, daring, and I nod, teeth clenched. “Fuck, yeah.” She pumps harder, her hand a blur, and I lose it—groaning deep, my cock pulsing as I shoot, thick ropes splattering her wrist, her jeans, the floor. She doesn’t flinch, just watches, her hand slowing, milking every last drop until I’m shuddering, spent. She pulls back, staring at her soaked hand, then at me, her smirk shaky but real. “Well, shit,” she says, wiping it on her jeans, her voice raw. “That’s… new.”

I laugh, ragged, still catching my breath as she grabs a cloth, cleaning up with a mix of amusement and disbelief. “Next week?” she asks, tossing it aside, her eyes glinting—curious, bold, hooked. “Hell yes,” I say, zipping up, my legs shaky. She nods, turning away, but I catch her reflection—lips parted, a hand brushing her thigh, like she’s still processing. The door clangs shut behind me, and I’m grinning, pulse racing. Riley’s in it now—deep—and there’s no going back.


Chapter Four

The shop door slams open with a jarring clang as I step inside, the late-night heat slamming into me like a fist—thick, oppressive, the air buzzing with the faint flicker of neon signs clinging to life. It’s well past closing time, the street outside a desolate stretch of shadows and sodium glow, and Riley’s shop feels like a pressure cooker, the humidity soaking through my shirt before I even cross the threshold. My chest’s a battlefield now, the skull’s jagged teeth bared under my skin, flames licking upward toward my throat, still tender from her last assault. I’ve been restless all week, her hands on my cock, her wild curiosity, that feral smirk replaying in my head on a relentless loop. She’s a lesbian, no question, but she’s plunged headfirst into something primal with me, and tonight, I’m here to crank it up until it breaks.

Riley’s waiting at her station, perched on a battered stool, her posture all sharp angles and coiled tension. She’s hunched over her tray, arranging ink pots with a precision that’s almost ritualistic, the tattoo machine gleaming under the dim light like a loaded gun. She’s in a ripped black tank tonight, the straps thin and frayed, barely containing her—her shoulders bare, glistening with a fine sheen of sweat that catches the glow, highlighting the thorn tattoo snaking down her spine, disappearing into the low-slung waistband of her jeans. The denim’s torn at the knees, hugging her hips tight, and her hair’s loose, a dark cascade spilling over one eye, the shaved side revealing that tiny raven inked behind her ear. She doesn’t look up as I approach, just growls over her shoulder, “You’re late again,” her voice a low, impatient rasp that cuts through the stagnant air and lands heavy in my gut.

“Had to make you wait for it,” I say, peeling off my shirt and tossing it onto a chair with a damp thud, the leather creaking as I drop into it, the heat of it searing against my bare back. She spins around, gloving up with a snap that echoes like a whipcrack, and steps in close—too damn close—her boots scuffing the gritty concrete, her hip grazing my knee with intent. Her eyes rake over me, slow and deliberate, lingering on the tattoo—its raw edges, the stark lines—then dropping to my jeans, where my dick’s already stirring, a restless twitch that’s been simmering since I left last time. “Let’s finish this fucker off,” she mutters, grabbing the machine, her fingers flexing around it, but there’s a hunger in her gaze—raw, unfiltered, like she’s been itching for this all week, same as me.

The buzz erupts, a harsh roar that fills the shop, and she dives in, shading the flames higher toward my collarbone with a fierce, unrelenting hand. Her knee wedges between my thighs, firm and unapologetic, pressing into the meat of my leg, and the needle bites deep, pain exploding across my skin in a hot, jagged wave. My cock surges, swelling fast against the denim, the friction of her knee sending a jolt straight to my groin. She’s relentless—her fingers gripping my chest, splaying wide, her thumb brushing my nipple until it hardens, a sharp tug of sensation that’s got me groaning low, the sound swallowed by the machine’s drone. Her eyes flick to my lap, clocking the bulge straining my jeans, and her smirk deepens, a glint of something wild sparking in the dark pools of her irises.

“Already hard?” she says, her voice rough, laced with a teasing edge that’s got my pulse hammering. I laugh, ragged and raw, shifting my hips to ease the pressure, but it’s useless—my dick’s a steel rod now, throbbing with every pass of the needle. “You’ve got a fucking talent for it,” I shoot back, and she snorts, leaning in closer, her breath grazing my neck, warm and unsteady, her lip ring glinting as her tongue darts out to wet it. The needle digs deeper, carving into my flesh, and my cock pulses, a damp spot blooming through the denim, undeniable evidence of how far she’s got me wound. Her knee shifts, nudging the edge of my bulge, and I hiss, hips twitching involuntarily, the pain and heat tangling into a knot I can’t unravel.

She pauses, the buzzing cutting out abruptly, and sits back, peeling off one glove with a slow, deliberate tug. “You’re a goddamn distraction,” she mutters, but her eyes are locked on my jeans, her chest rising faster, the tank clinging to her sweat-slick skin. Before I can fire back, she’s moving—her bare hand yanking my zipper down with a rough jerk, freeing my cock as it springs up, thick and heavy, the tip glistening with precum. She stares, a heartbeat of stillness, her breath catching audibly, then smirks—wild, unhinged, a flash of teeth that’s pure predator. “Fuck it,” she says, voice low and decisive, and drops to her knees between my legs, her gloved hand restarting the machine as her other wraps around my shaft, firm and warm.

I groan, loud and unrestrained, as she leans in, her lips brushing the head—tentative for a split second, testing—then parting to take me in, her mouth hot, wet, and tight. She sucks slow at first, her tongue flicking the slit, tasting me, while the needle digs into my chest, shading the flames with a brutal precision that’s got my nerves screaming. “Shit, Riley,” I rasp, my head tipping back, and she hums around me, the vibration ripping through my cock, straight to my balls. She’s a fucking maestro—tattooing with one hand, her strokes steady despite the tremble in her fingers, while her mouth works me, lips sliding down my length, tongue swirling along the underside, tracing every vein with a curiosity that’s turned ravenous.

My hips buck, shallow and desperate, and she takes it deeper, her throat relaxing as she swallows me down, no gag, no hesitation—just a hungry rhythm that’s got me gripping the armrests, knuckles white, the leather creaking under my hands. The needle’s a steady burn, carving into my collarbone, pain flaring bright and relentless, but her mouth’s a counterpoint—wet and eager, sucking me in until her nose brushes my pelvis, her breath hot against my skin. She pulls back, gasping, a thick string of spit connecting her lips to my dick, and smirks up at me, her eyes dark and blazing, spit shining on her chin. “You’re loud as fuck,” she says, voice hoarse, then dives back in, sucking harder, her tongue relentless, teasing the head until I’m leaking steady into her throat.

Her gloved hand keeps the machine steady, shading the flames with a focus that’s inhuman, while her bare hand grips my base, stroking what she can’t fit, her fingers slick with spit and precum, sliding fast and firm. I’m panting, chest heaving, every nerve alight—pain from the needle, heat from her mouth, a collision that’s got me groaning nonstop, the sound bouncing off the brick walls. She’s relentless, lips stretched tight around my girth, her hums buzzing through me as she bobs, taking me deeper with every pass. “Fuck, you’re good,” I growl, and she pulls off just long enough to grin, breathless, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “First time’s the charm,” she says, then swallows me again, her tongue a weapon, flicking and swirling until I’m a mess, hips jerking into her throat.

Her rhythm’s insane—tattooing and sucking in perfect sync, her knee pressing my thigh wider, forcing my legs apart as she works. The needle digs into my skin, a sharp, searing jolt, and my cock throbs, balls tightening as she hollows her cheeks, sucking with a force that’s got my head spinning. Her free hand pumps my base, slick and fast, twisting on the upstroke, her thumb teasing the slit until I’m dripping, a steady stream she laps up with a hunger that’s got me reeling. “Riley—fuck—” I rasp, my voice breaking, and she hums, low and primal, her eyes flicking up, daring me as she takes me to the hilt, throat constricting around me, a tight, wet grip that’s pure torture.

I’m close, teetering on the edge, and she knows it—her pace quickens, the machine a steady buzz as she finishes the flames, her mouth a relentless assault, sucking and stroking until I can’t hold it. “Gonna cum,” I groan, teeth clenched, and she pulls back just enough to smirk, spit-slick lips hovering over me. “Do it,” she says, voice raw, then dives back in, swallowing me deep, her hand pumping fast. I lose it—groaning deep and guttural, my cock pulsing as I shoot, thick spurts flooding her throat, her tongue working me through it as she swallows, shuddering with the effort. The needle pauses, the buzzing dying, and she pulls off, gasping, wiping her mouth with a shaky hand, her eyes wide and wild.

She sits back on her heels, smirking—triumphant, unhinged—as I slump, chest heaving, the fresh ink raw and stinging, my cock softening in her grip. “Done,” she says, peeling off the glove and tossing it aside, her voice hoarse but steady, a faint tremor in it. She stands, stretching, the tank clinging to her sweat-drenched skin, her nipples hard against the fabric, and eyes my lap, then the tattoo, a slow, appraising sweep. “You’re a fucking tank,” she mutters, grabbing a cloth to wipe me down—first my chest, slow and deliberate, then my dick, a lingering drag that’s got me twitching despite the exhaustion. I laugh, shaky, zipping up with unsteady hands. “Next week?” she asks, her smirk sharp, eyes glinting with something bold, unrepentant, a new edge honed razor-thin. “Hell fucking yes,” I say, standing on wobbly legs, my pulse still racing. She nods, turning away, but I catch her reflection—lips swollen, a hand brushing her neck, then lower, like she’s still tasting me, still reeling. The door clangs shut behind me, and I’m grinning, adrenaline pumping. Riley’s all in, deeper than ever, and I’m riding this collision straight to the breaking point.


Chapter Five

The shop door bangs open with a harsh, metallic screech as I step inside, the late-night heat slamming into me like a tidal wave—humid, suffocating, the air thick with the stale buzz of flickering neon signs clinging to the brick walls. It’s well past midnight, the street outside a desolate stretch of cracked pavement and dim streetlights, and Riley’s domain is a pressure cooker, the humidity so dense it clings to my skin, soaking my shirt before I’ve even crossed the threshold. My chest is a living testament to her chaos now—the skull’s jagged teeth snarling under my skin, flames curling upward toward my throat, the ink still tender and inflamed from her last session, a raw reminder of her hands, her mouth, that wild, unrepentant hunger in her eyes. I’ve been a live wire all week, replaying every second—her sucking me off while the needle tore into me, the feral edge she’s been sharpening with every touch. She’s a lesbian, carved in stone, but that stone’s cracking, and tonight, I can feel the fracture about to split wide open.

Riley’s at the counter, leaning against it with a restless, coiled energy, her arms crossed tight over her chest, her silhouette sharp and predatory under the dim, stuttering light. She’s in a cropped black tee, the hem frayed and jagged, barely brushing the lower curve of her ribs, exposing the taut, sweat-slick plane of her stomach—pale skin glistening, the thorn tattoo snaking down her spine a dark, intricate shadow that dips into the unbuttoned waistband of her low-slung jeans. The denim’s faded, ripped at the knees, clinging to her hips like a second skin, the top button undone, revealing a sliver of black underwear peeking out. Her hair’s a wild, untamed mess, spilling over her shoulders in dark waves, the shaved side catching the faint glow of a dying bulb, highlighting the tiny raven inked behind her ear. She looks up as I approach, her eyes locking onto mine—dark, molten, no greeting, just a slow, wicked smirk that curls her lips and sends a jolt straight to my gut. “Took you fucking long enough,” she says, her voice low and jagged, dripping with an impatience that coils tight in my chest and yanks.

“Had to let the tension simmer,” I say, peeling off my shirt with a damp tug, the fabric sticking to my back before I toss it aside, dropping into the leather chair with a creak that groans under my weight. The heat of the leather sears against my bare skin, sticking to my spine, and I spread my legs slightly, settling in as she pushes off the counter. She gloves up with a snap that cracks through the thick air like a gunshot, her movements sharp and deliberate, and stalks over, her heavy boots scuffing the gritty concrete floor. Her eyes rake over me—slow, appraising—starting at my chest, tracing the tattoo’s stark lines, the inflamed edges of the flames, then dropping lower to my jeans, where my dick’s already stirring, a restless twitch that’s been brewing since I left her last. “Let’s wrap this shit up,” she mutters, grabbing the tattoo machine from her tray, her fingers flexing around it with a tremor she can’t quite hide, and I catch her biting her lip ring—hard enough to dent the metal—her breath shallow and quick.

The machine roars to life with a harsh, guttural buzz, cutting through the humid silence, and she leans in close—her knee wedging firmly between my thighs, her chest brushing my shoulder as she starts on the final details, shading the skull’s hollow eye sockets with a brutal, unsteady focus. The needle bites into my skin, a deep, searing stab that sends pain flaring hot and bright across my chest, the vibration humming through my ribs like a second heartbeat. Her gloved hand grips my pec, fingers splaying wide, her thumb brushing my nipple until it hardens into a tight peak, a sharp tug of sensation that shoots straight to my groin. My cock surges, swelling fast against the rough denim, the friction of her knee—firm, unyielding—sending a jolt of heat pooling low in my gut. Her breath hitches, warm and unsteady against my neck, and her eyes flick down to my lap, clocking the thick bulge straining my jeans, her smirk twitching into something hungrier, more feral. “Fuck, you’re predictable as hell,” she says, her voice thick, faltering slightly, and her knee presses harder, grinding slow and deliberate against my erection, the pressure making my dick throb with a wet, insistent pulse.

“Blame the fucking artist,” I rasp, grinning through the sting of the needle, my voice rough and strained as the pain and heat tangle together. She laughs—low, rough, a jagged sound that vibrates down my spine and coils tight in my balls. “Oh, I’m owning that shit,” she fires back, her free hand sliding down my chest, fingers brushing the ridges of my abs, teasing the waistband of my jeans with a featherlight touch that’s got my hips twitching. The needle digs deeper, a searing jolt as she shades the skull’s cheekbone, the ink bleeding into my skin, dark and wet, pooling in the crevices of the design. My dick pulses harder, leaking through the fabric, a damp spot spreading across the denim that she zeroes in on with a glint of savage glee, her tongue darting out to wet her lips again, quick and unconscious.

She pauses, the buzzing cutting out abruptly, leaving a ringing silence as she sits back, peeling off one glove with a slow, deliberate tug that stretches the latex before it snaps free. “You’re a fucking problem,” she mutters, her eyes locked on my lap, her chest rising and falling faster, a flush creeping up her neck, staining her pale skin pink. Her bare hand moves—yanking my zipper down with a rough, impatient jerk, the metal teeth rasping loud in the quiet, freeing my cock as it springs up, thick and heavy, the shaft veined and pulsing, the tip slick and gleaming with precum that beads and drips onto my thigh. She stares, a heartbeat of stillness, her breath catching audibly in her throat, then smirks—wild, unhinged, a flash of teeth that’s pure predator. “Jesus fucking Christ,” she says, voice low and raw, and drops to her knees between my legs, her gloved hand restarting the machine as her other wraps around my shaft, her fingers warm and firm, stroking slow, her thumb smearing the precum across the swollen head in a slick, teasing circle.

I groan, hips bucking hard into her grip, the sound ripping out of me loud and deep, but she doesn’t dive for her mouth this time—her eyes flick up, dark and blazing, and she shifts, straddling my thigh, her jeans tight against me, the heat of her radiating through the denim. “I’ve been thinking,” she mutters, her voice raw, unsteady, as she works the needle back into my skin, shading the skull’s brow with a shaky hand, the ink bleeding dark and wet, the sting sharp and unrelenting. “About this. About… more.” Her hips rock slightly against my thigh, a subtle grind that’s got her breath hitching, her grip tightening on my cock, stroking faster, her fingers slick with my precum now, sliding smooth and firm along the length.

My breath catches, a sharp hiss through gritted teeth, and she smirks, her hand pumping me with a rhythm that’s got my balls tightening, my pulse hammering in my ears. “More?” I rasp, voice breaking, and she nods, her hips grinding harder, the friction of her jeans rough against my leg, her thighs trembling faintly. “Yeah,” she says, licking her lips, her eyes darting between my dick and my face, wide and feverish. “I’m fucking curious—dying to know what it feels like. Inside me.” It’s blunt, raw, a confession that hangs heavy in the air, and her hips shift again, pressing down, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. She drops the machine, the buzzing dying with a faint whine, and stands, yanking her jeans down with a frantic, desperate tug, kicking them off in a tangle—her legs bare, toned, glistening with sweat, a thin strip of black underwear clinging to her hips, soaked dark at the center.

She’s trembling, sweat beading on her brow, her chest heaving under the cropped tee, and she straddles me, knees bracketing my hips on the chair, her heat searing through the thin fabric as she hovers over me. Her hand grabs my cock, guiding it, rubbing the head against her through the underwear, the wet fabric sliding against me as she grinds, a low, guttural moan slipping from her throat. “Fuck,” she mutters, shoving the underwear aside with shaky fingers, exposing her—pink, glistening, her folds swollen and slick—and sinks down slow, deliberate, her walls tight and hot, stretching around me as she takes me in, inch by throbbing inch. I groan, loud and deep, my hands gripping her hips, fingers digging into her flesh as she pauses halfway, her breath hitching, her thighs quivering, then pushes down fully, bottoming out with a shudder that ripples through her entire body, her head tipping back, lips parting in a silent gasp.

“Shit, it’s—fuck, it’s big,” she gasps, her voice breaking, her walls clenching tight around me, a vise of heat and wet that’s got my cock pulsing inside her. She’s still for a moment, adjusting, her hands gripping my shoulders, nails biting into my skin through the gloves, leaving crescent marks, then starts moving—slow at first, rocking her hips, her pussy gripping me with every shift, slick and relentless. “Fuck, Riley,” I growl, my hands tightening on her hips, thumbs pressing into the hollows above her pelvic bones, and she smirks, breathless, picking up the machine again. The buzz restarts, a jagged roar, and she leans in, shading the tattoo as she rides me, her strokes shaky but fierce, the needle biting into my chest, carving the skull’s brow with a deep, searing sting as her cunt slides up and down my length, wet and tight, her juices coating me, dripping down to my balls.

Pain and pleasure crash together, a brutal, overwhelming wave—her needle dragging across my skin, ink bleeding into the raw flesh, the flames taking on depth and shadow as she shades, her hand trembling but precise, while her pussy works me, clenching with every thrust, her inner walls rippling around my cock. I groan, hips thrusting up to meet her, driving deeper, the head of my dick hitting her core, and she moans, low and ragged, her rhythm faltering as she grinds down, the machine slipping slightly in her grip, the needle scraping a jagged line she’ll have to fix later. “Harder,” she rasps, her voice raw, desperate, and I oblige, slamming up into her, my cock stretching her wider, her walls fluttering, slick and hot, her breath coming in sharp, staccato gasps that match the buzz of the machine.

“Fuck, it’s good—so fucking good,” she groans, dropping the machine entirely, the buzzing cutting out as it clatters to the floor, her hands bracing on my chest, fingers splaying wide, nails raking down my pecs as she rides me hard. Her hips roll faster, a frantic pace, her thighs slapping against mine, the wet, rhythmic sound of her pussy taking me echoing in the empty shop, mingling with her moans—high, unrestrained, a sound I’ve never heard from her before. Her cunt’s a furnace, gripping me tight, her clit grinding against my pelvis with every thrust, and I can feel her trembling, her muscles tensing, her breath hitching as she chases it—her curiosity turned to a desperate, clawing need.

I’m close, my balls tight and heavy, my cock throbbing inside her, and she senses it—her eyes locking on mine, wild and unhinged, pupils blown wide. “Cum in me,” she says, voice breaking, a plea and a command, and I lose it—thrusting deep, my hips snapping up, groaning loud and guttural as I spill, thick, hot pulses flooding her, her walls milking me with every spurt, her pussy clenching tight as she shudders, a sharp, piercing cry tearing from her throat. Her body convulses, her orgasm hitting hard, her nails digging into my chest, leaving red welts as she rides it out, her juices mixing with mine, dripping down her thighs, pooling on the leather beneath us.

She collapses against me, panting, sweat-slick, her chest heaving against mine, the tattoo half-finished, raw and bleeding, ink smeared where her hand slipped. “Fuck,” she mutters, laughing shaky and hoarse, still clenched around me, my cock softening inside her but still twitching with aftershocks. “That’s… something else.” I grin, breathless, hands still on her hips, feeling the tremor in her muscles. “Next week?” She nods, smirking, sliding off slow, a thick mix of us dripping down her inner thigh as she stands, wobbly, grabbing her jeans from the floor. “Yeah. Fucking bring it.” The door clangs shut behind me later, and I’m grinning, wrecked, my chest stinging, my dick spent. Riley’s beyond curious now—she’s addicted, and I’m all in for the crash.


Chapter Six

The shop door bangs open with a brutal clang as I shove my way in, the air inside a choking haze of heat and stale ink, the late-night humidity so thick it’s like wading through molasses. It’s past two a.m., the street outside a dead-end sprawl of shadows and flickering streetlights, and Riley’s lair feels like a furnace on the brink of exploding, the neon signs buzzing faintly against the scarred brick walls. My chest is a testament to her relentless artistry—the skull’s hollow eyes glaring, flames licking up to my throat, the ink still tender and raised from last week’s chaos. I’ve been a coiled spring since then, her tight, dripping pussy riding me, the tattoo machine’s buzz melding with her moans in a loop that’s kept me hard and restless. She’s a lesbian, etched in her bones, but she’s torched that boundary with me, and tonight, I can taste the next escalation brewing.

Riley’s sprawled at her station, slouched in a battered chair, one leg kicked up on a stool, her posture loose but electric, like a predator mid-hunt. She’s in a shredded black tank, the sides torn wide, exposing the lean curve of her ribs, her skin slick with sweat that gleams under the dim light. The thorn tattoo snakes down her spine, stark against her pale flesh, dipping into the unbuttoned waistband of her jeans—ripped and low, the denim sagging to reveal the sharp jut of her hipbones and a sliver of black lace underneath. Her hair’s a wild snarl, half-tied back, the shaved side glistening, the raven ink behind her ear catching the faint glow of a dying bulb. She doesn’t look up as I approach, just mutters, “You’re late as fuck,” her voice a low, gravelly drawl, thick with impatience and something darker, hungrier, that sinks into my gut like a hook.

“Saving the best for last,” I say, yanking my shirt off with a damp tug, the fabric peeling from my sweat-soaked back before I toss it aside, dropping into the leather chair with a groan as it sticks to my skin. She swings her leg down, gloving up with a snap that cuts through the muggy air, and stalks over, her boots thudding heavy on the concrete. Her eyes rake over me—slow, predatory—lingering on the tattoo’s raw edges, the inflamed flames, then dropping to my jeans, where my dick’s already twitching, a thick, restless pulse that’s been simmering since I walked in. “Time to finish this bastard,” she says, grabbing the machine, her fingers flexing around it with a tremor she can’t mask, her lip ring glinting as she bites it, hard and deliberate.

The buzz erupts, a harsh, guttural roar, and she leans in—her knee slamming between my thighs, her chest grazing my shoulder as she starts on the skull’s final touches, shading the jagged brow with a fierce, unsteady hand. The needle stabs deep, pain exploding across my chest in a hot, jagged burst, the vibration rattling my ribs as ink bleeds into the raw flesh, dark and wet, pooling in the crevices of the design. Her gloved hand grips my pec, fingers digging in, her thumb brushing my nipple until it’s a tight, aching peak, sending a jolt straight to my groin. My cock surges, swelling hard against the denim, the friction of her knee—rough, unyielding—making it throb with a wet, insistent ache. Her breath catches, hot and ragged against my neck, and her eyes flick to my lap, clocking the bulge, her smirk twisting into something feral, ravenous. “Fucking hell, you’re insatiable,” she growls, her voice thick and unsteady, her knee grinding harder, deliberate, teasing the edge of my erection.

“You’re the one winding me up,” I rasp, grinning through the sting, my voice rough as the pain and heat collide. She laughs—low, jagged, a sound that coils tight in my balls—and her free hand slides down my chest, fingers tracing the ridges of my abs, dipping under my waistband to graze the coarse hair above my dick. The needle digs deeper, a searing jolt as she shades the skull’s cheekbone, ink smearing slightly as her hand trembles, the flames gaining depth and shadow. My cock pulses, leaking through the denim, a damp spot spreading that she zeros in on with a glint of savage delight, her tongue flicking out to wet her lips, quick and hungry.

She pauses, the buzzing dying with a faint whine, and peels off one glove with a slow, deliberate tug, the latex stretching before snapping free. “You’re a goddamn menace,” she mutters, her eyes locked on my lap, her chest heaving, a flush staining her neck and cheeks. Her bare hand moves—yanking my zipper down with a rough jerk, the metal teeth rasping loud as she frees my cock, thick and heavy, veined and pulsing, the tip slick with precum that drips onto my thigh. She stares, her breath hitching, then smirks—wild, unhinged. “Fuck it,” she says, and drops to her knees, but she doesn’t go for her mouth. Her gloved hand restarts the machine as her other grips my shaft, stroking fast, her fingers slick with my precum, smearing it along the length. “I’ve been thinking,” she rasps, her voice raw, trembling, as she shades the tattoo, the needle biting into my skin. “About you. About… this.”

My hips buck, a sharp groan ripping out, and she smirks, her grip tightening, pumping me harder. “This?” I rasp, voice breaking, and she nods, standing abruptly, her jeans unbuttoned further, kicked off in a frantic tangle—her legs bare, muscled, sweat-slick, a thin strip of black lace clinging to her hips, soaked dark at the crotch. She’s shaking, her breath shallow, and straddles me, knees bracketing my hips, her heat searing through the lace as she hovers. “Yeah,” she says, shoving the lace aside, but she pauses, her eyes flicking to mine, dark and feverish. “Not there. Here.” She shifts, guiding my cock back, rubbing the slick head against her ass, tight and puckered, her breath hitching as she presses down, testing.

“Riley—” I start, but she cuts me off, her voice a growl. “Shut up. I want it—fucking need it.” She grabs a bottle of lube from her tray—ink-stained, half-empty—squirting it cold and slick over my cock, her hand spreading it, stroking me until I’m gleaming. She positions me again, the tip nudging her rim, and sinks down—slow, deliberate, her ass stretching tight around me, a vise of heat and pressure that’s got her gasping, her eyes wide with shock and want. I groan, loud and guttural, my hands gripping her hips, fingers sinking into her flesh as she takes me in, inch by agonizing inch, her walls clenching, resisting, then yielding with a shudder that racks her frame.

“Fuck—fuck, it’s tight,” she gasps, voice breaking, pausing halfway, her thighs trembling, her nails digging into my shoulders through the gloves. She squirms, adjusting, then pushes down fully, bottoming out with a low, ragged moan, her ass gripping me like a fist, hot and unrelenting. She’s still for a moment, panting, her chest heaving under the shredded tank, then starts moving—slow, tentative, rocking her hips, her rim sliding up and down my length, slick with lube and sweat. “Shit, Riley,” I growl, my hands guiding her, thumbs pressing into her hipbones, and she smirks, breathless, grabbing the machine again.

The buzz restarts, a jagged roar, and she leans in, shading the tattoo as she rides me, her strokes shaky but fierce, the needle stabbing into my chest, carving the skull’s brow with a deep, searing sting as her ass works my cock, tight and relentless, her lube-slick walls gripping me with every thrust. Pain and pleasure collide, a brutal storm—the needle dragging across my skin, ink bleeding into the raw flesh, the flames darkening as she shades, her hand trembling, smearing slightly, while her ass fucks me, clenching hard, her breath coming in sharp, staccato gasps. I groan, hips thrusting up, driving deeper, the head of my cock stretching her wider, and she moans—loud, unrestrained—her rhythm faltering, the machine slipping as she grinds down, chasing the burn.

“Harder—fucking harder,” she rasps, voice raw, desperate, and I slam up into her, my cock plunging deep, her rim fluttering around me, slick and tight, her moans turning to cries that echo in the shop. The needle scrapes my chest, a jagged sting, ink pooling as she loses focus, her hips rolling faster, her ass slapping against my thighs, the wet, rhythmic sound mingling with the buzz. “Fuck, it’s—intense,” she groans, dropping the machine, the buzzing dying as it hits the floor, her hands bracing on my chest, nails raking down, leaving red trails as she rides me hard, her ass gripping me tighter, her body trembling.

I’m close, balls tight, my cock throbbing inside her, and she feels it—her eyes locking on mine, wild and unhinged. “Cum in me—do it,” she growls, voice breaking, and I lose it—thrusting deep, groaning loud as I spill, thick, hot pulses flooding her ass, her walls milking me with every spurt, her body shuddering, a sharp, piercing cry tearing from her throat as she clenches, her own release hitting, her hips jerking, a slick rush dripping from her untouched pussy. She slumps against me, panting, sweat-soaked, the tattoo half-done, raw and smeared. “Fuck,” she mutters, laughing shaky, still tight around me. “That’s… unreal.” I grin, wrecked, hands on her hips. “Next week?” She nods, smirking, sliding off slow, a mix of us leaking down her thigh as she stands, shaky, grabbing her jeans. “Fucking count on it.” The door clangs shut later, and I’m grinning, spent, chest burning. Riley’s beyond limits now—she’s obsessed, and I’m all in for the ride.


Chapter Seven

The shop door slams open with a final, resounding crash as I step inside, the air a stifling shroud of heat and ink, the late-night humidity so dense it clogs my lungs, pressing down like a weight. It’s pushing three a.m., the street outside a hollowed-out wasteland of flickering lights and silence, and Riley’s domain is a simmering crucible, the neon signs buzzing their last gasps against the scarred brick walls. My chest is her finished battlefield—the skull’s hollow eyes glaring with a menacing depth, flames licking up to my throat, the ink still tender, a roadmap of every session that’s brought us here. I’ve been a live wire since last week, her tight ass gripping me, the tattoo machine’s buzz melding with her cries in a relentless loop that’s kept me hard and aching. She’s a lesbian, or was—etched in her core—but I’ve shattered that, and tonight, it’s the final session, the endgame where she’s mine, and I’m hers, her personal fuck toy locked in for good.

Riley’s waiting at her station, slouched against the counter, her posture loose but charged, like a storm about to break. She’s in a black bra top, thin straps digging into her shoulders, the fabric clinging to her sweat-slick skin, her ribs sharp and glistening under the dim light. The thorn tattoo snakes down her spine, a dark, jagged line disappearing into the unbuttoned waistband of her jeans—low-slung, frayed, the denim sagging to reveal the sharp jut of her hipbones and the edge of black lace panties, already dark with anticipation. Her hair’s a wild tangle, half-pinned, half-loose, the shaved side slick with sweat, the raven ink behind her ear stark against her flushed skin. She looks up as I approach, her eyes locking on mine—dark, molten, no words, just a slow, predatory smirk that curls her lips and sinks into my gut like a blade. “Last round, fucker,” she says, her voice a low, gravelly rasp, thick with hunger and a possessive edge that’s new, final.

“Couldn’t stay away,” I say, peeling off my shirt with a damp tug, the fabric sticking to my back before I toss it aside, dropping into the leather chair with a creak that groans under me, the heat searing my skin. She pushes off the counter, gloving up with a snap that rings out like a gunshot, and stalks over, her boots heavy on the concrete, her hips swaying with intent. Her eyes rake over me—slow, deliberate—lingering on the tattoo’s raw edges, the inflamed flames curling up my throat, then dropping to my jeans, where my dick’s already swelling, a thick, restless pulse that’s been primed since I walked in. “Time to seal this shit,” she mutters, grabbing the machine, her fingers flexing around it with a steady grip, her lip ring glinting as she bites it, her breath quick and shallow.

The buzz roars to life, a harsh, guttural sound that fills the shop, and she leans in—her knee slamming between my thighs, her chest pressing against my shoulder as she starts on the skull’s final details, shading the hollows with a fierce, unrelenting hand. The needle stabs deep, pain exploding across my chest in a hot, jagged wave, the vibration humming through my ribs as ink bleeds into the raw flesh, dark and wet, pooling in the crevices of the design. Her gloved hand grips my pec, fingers splaying wide, her thumb circling my nipple until it’s a tight, aching peak, sending a jolt straight to my groin. My cock surges, swelling hard against the denim, the friction of her knee—rough, unyielding—making it throb with a wet, insistent ache that leaks through the fabric. Her breath catches, hot and ragged against my neck, and her eyes flick to my lap, clocking the bulge, her smirk twisting into something ravenous, triumphant. “You’re fucking mine now,” she growls, her voice thick and unsteady, her knee grinding harder, deliberate, owning me.

“You made me this way,” I rasp, grinning through the sting, my voice rough as the pain and heat collide. She laughs—low, jagged, a sound that coils tight in my balls—and her free hand slides down my chest, fingers tracing the ridges of my abs, dipping under my waistband to grip the base of my cock through the denim, squeezing hard. The needle digs deeper, a searing jolt as she shades the skull’s brow, ink smearing slightly as her hand trembles, the flames gaining a final, shadowy depth. My dick pulses, leaking a steady stream, the damp spot spreading, and she zeroes in on it with a glint of savage glee, her tongue flicking out to wet her lips, slow and deliberate.

She pauses, the buzzing dying with a faint whine, and peels off one glove with a slow tug, the latex snapping free. “You’ve fucked me up,” she mutters, her eyes locked on my lap, her chest heaving, a flush staining her neck and cheeks. “I’m done with pussy—you’ve converted me, you bastard. All I want now is this dick.” Her bare hand moves—yanking my zipper down with a rough jerk, the metal teeth rasping as she frees my cock, thick and heavy, veined and pulsing, the tip slick with precum that drips onto my thigh. She stares, her breath hitching, then smirks—wild, possessive. “My fuck toy,” she says, and straddles me, her jeans kicked off in a frantic tangle, her legs bare, muscled, sweat-slick, the black lace panties shoved aside as she positions herself over me.

She grabs my cock, guiding it, rubbing the head against her pussy—wet, swollen, dripping—then shifts, pressing it back to her ass, tight and puckered, still slick from last time’s lube. “Both tonight,” she rasps, sinking down slow, her pussy taking me first, her walls hot and tight, stretching around me as she moans, loud and raw. I groan, hands gripping her hips, fingers sinking into her flesh as she rides me, her cunt clenching with every thrust, slick and relentless, her juices coating me, dripping down to my balls. She leans in, restarting the machine, shading the tattoo as she fucks me, the needle biting into my chest, carving the skull’s final lines with a deep, searing sting, ink bleeding into the raw flesh as her pussy grips me, wet and tight, her hips rolling with a frantic rhythm.

“Fuck, Riley,” I growl, thrusting up, driving deeper, the head of my cock hitting her core, and she cries out, the machine slipping as she grinds down, her walls fluttering around me. “More—ass now,” she gasps, lifting off, guiding me back, sinking down slow onto her rim, her ass stretching tight around me, a vise of heat and pressure that’s got her shuddering, her eyes wide with need. The needle drags across my skin, ink pooling as she shades, her hand shaky but fierce, while her ass fucks me, clenching hard, her breath coming in sharp, ragged gasps. Pain and pleasure crash together—the tattoo finishing, the skull complete, raw and bleeding, as her ass rides me, slick and tight, her moans echoing in the shop.

“Harder—own me,” she rasps, voice breaking, and I slam up into her, my cock stretching her ass wider, her rim fluttering, her pussy dripping untouched as she grinds, chasing it. “You’re mine—my dick, my toy,” she groans, dropping the machine, the buzzing dying as her hands brace on my chest, nails raking down, leaving red welts as she rides me hard, her ass slapping against my thighs, the wet, rhythmic sound mingling with her cries. I’m close, balls tight, my cock throbbing inside her, and she locks eyes with me, wild and unhinged. “Cum in me—fill me,” she growls, and I lose it—thrusting deep, groaning loud as I spill, thick pulses flooding her ass, her walls milking me as she shudders, a sharp cry tearing from her throat, her own release hitting, a slick rush dripping from her pussy.

She collapses against me, panting, sweat-soaked, the tattoo finished—raw, perfect, a masterpiece of pain and ink. “Fuck,” she mutters, laughing hoarse, still clenched around me. “You’ve ruined me—I’m all about dick now, your dick.” I grin, wrecked, hands on her hips. “Guess that’s it then.” She smirks, sliding off slow, a mix of us leaking down her thighs as she stands, shaky, grabbing her jeans. “Yeah, you’re mine—end of story.” The door clangs shut behind me later, and I’m grinning, spent, chest burning. Riley’s converted, hooked, and I’m her fuck toy, sealed in ink and cum—the end.
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