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“Babe! I’m home. Did you take the cat to the vet?”
“Did you fuck your secretary today?”


*Insert tape screeching to a halt*


Alright, let’s back up a moment. Hi, my name is Gideon. And no, I didn’t fuck my secretary. But my girlfriend… Christ, this fucking woman. You can always tell when she’s had a bad day at the office, or when her books aren’t going the way she wants. Sometimes I think the characters are really just her different personalities on paper. Or, rather, screen.
Since I’ve currently got her paused at the moment, let me give you a little bit of the history. You’re going to want popcorn, and maybe a vibrator, for the rest of this story from here on out.
Hailey Fairchild. As basic a name as you can possibly get, if you ask me. But there is absolutely nothing basic about this woman, quite the opposite in fact. Which she keeps all locked away inside from the public eye. Had I known what a freak she is in bed, I probably would have ran for the hills.
But fuck me, now that I know... you couldn’t pay me to run. In fact, I’d rather die with my face buried in her pussy, willfully suffocating, if it means her touch is the last thing I feel. No, my girl is anything but ordinary.
Hailey is an alpha brat. I hate it. I fucking love it. It drives me insane. You ask the woman if she’s had water today and she bites your head off. But as soon as I have her behind closed doors, she’s dropping to her knees and servicing my cock like a whore who earns gold tips just for showing you a glimpse of the kitty.
Under all the snark and venom, she's absolutely gagging for my dick. Craving the way I dominate her, own her body and make her come like a fucking pornstar. The girl can't get enough of me bending her over and pounding her pussy into oblivion.
Don't get me wrong, I fucking live for her sass too. The way she bites back with that sarcastic streak, all piss and vinegar. It's hot as hell listening to the filthy words spill from those plump lips, her big attitude a constant tease of the freak waiting to be unleashed.
But that's my brat for you. Always pushing boundaries, testing limits, trying to get a rise out of me. She thinks I don't know her little games, but I see right through that hard exterior.
So, the secretary. You’re probably wondering about that. Again, no, I didn’t fuck my secretary. In fact, Hailey and Sabrina are really close friends. But in the whirlwind of the last few months, Hailey has been testing out new ways to get under my skin. And this is apparently her latest way of telling me she needs to be dicked down.


Alright, you can hit play now.


“Babe, we’ve been over this. You know Sabrina wouldn’t touch me unless you paid her.”
“Did you pay her?” The query comes loaded with a petulant sneer and a snort of derision as she stares at me from the couch.
“Is this how the rest of the evening is going to go? Going to poison my dinner while you’re at it?”
“I thought about it… there’s extra rat poison in the garage we never used.” The tone is innocent enough, but I know damn well she’s fucking crazy enough to attempt it if it would get her what she wants. Please, as if I'd ever let her cute ass get away with that.
I smirk, sauntering over to where Hailey lounges on the couch, her legs casually spread in a silent invitation as she leans forward on her palms between her thighs. "You wound me, my love. After all we've been through, you'd really off me like that?"
Her eyes roam over my body hungrily as I near. "Don't tempt me. I might keep you around as a sex slave instead."
Chuckling darkly, I drop to my knees before her, nuzzling my face against the soft cotton covering her lower abdomen as she leans back into the cushions. "Is that a promise?" I purr, breathing in her musky scent.
Hailey's fingers tangle in my hair, gripping tightly. "You wish, asshole. Now put that smart mouth to better use before I gag you."
“You better watch what comes out of your own lips, cumslut, before I fill that mouth and force you to hold it." The threat rolls off my tongue, gritty and coarse like gravel. Hailey's eyes widen fractionally before narrowing, the faintest spark of challenge flashing in their jade depths. She knows I'm not fucking around. I would absolutely make good on that threat if she pushed me too far.
And she would swallow every last drop like the good little whore she is at her core. Great thing about brats. They’ll make you fucking crazy, but goddamn they’ll suck your soul out through your cock if you give them half a chance.
Her nails bite into my scalp, sending delicious pinpricks of pain radiating through my skull. "I'd love to see you try and make me," she sneers, that luscious mouth curling in disdain.
I pause, letting the words hang heavy between us as my gaze snaps up to lock with hers. Ah, there's that familiar thrum of challenge, that heady promise of what's to come pounding through my veins. Here's another little tip about brats: you can never let them have too much leash. Give them an inch and they'll throttle you with the fucking thing.
Don't get me wrong, I'm under no delusions about how much actual control I have here. Hailey is the one who holds all the power as my submissive. She knows it too, which is precisely why her being a mouthy little brat on top of it fucks up the entire dynamic between us.
I'm not totally powerless though. I've found that sometimes the only way to get Hailey to behave is to flat-out deny her of what she so desperately craves. Yes, it inevitably leads to tantrums and punishments rather than the hot, messy sex we both want. But that's the give and take with brats. You take the good with the bad.
"Would you prefer I sleep on the couch tonight then?" I ask mildly, keeping my expression carefully blank.
Hailey's brow furrows as her teeth sink into that plump bottom lip, gnawing anxiously. Checkmate. The threat of losing my physical presence beside her at night is one of her worst punishments. The poor girl barely sleeps when I'm not in bed holding her close.
A petulant whine slips free as her grip on my hair tightens spitefully. "No…" It's a single tremulous syllable, already thick with the telltale rasp of rising arousal.
"No what?" I prompt, refusing to make this easy on her. Hailey hates having to voice what she wants, especially when it means surrendering that stubborn control. But I need to hear her say it.
"No, I don't want you to sleep on the couch," she mumbles, refusing to meet my stare. The tips of her ears have already flushed that delicious shade of cherry red that signifies her ire.
Smirking, I lean in until my lips brush the swell of her belly, letting my breath fan hot over the thin cotton. "Use your words, baby. All of them, nice and clear."
A strangled sound somewhere between a whine and a growl rumbles in her chest. "Fuck you…"
"Such filthy language from someone looking for cuddles," I chide, unable to resist riling her further. "Tell me what you want and maybe I'll give it to you."
Hailey's thighs clench around me in a vice, caging me between them as her back arches incrementally. The movement draws fresh attention to her chest, straining against the thin tank top and begging to be released. "I want you to come to bed. With me," she grinds out, gaze smoldering.
I hum in pretend consideration, intentionally drawing out the moment until her lip begins to quiver in a silent snarl of frustration. God, she's so fucking beautiful like this—wild, unfettered, feral. A spectacular tempest of unchecked passion and fire barely contained by fragile human skin.
Unable to resist any longer, I hook my fingers through the waistband of her leggings and tug downward in one smooth motion, peeling them off her calves to slip from her ankles. Hailey gasps, the sudden chill of open air kissing her bare mound shocking her system. Then her gaze meets mine, burning and challenging.
"How's that for clear?" she sneers, reveling in her newfound vulnerability, knowing it only inflames me further.
Chuckling darkly, I duck my head to trail scorching kisses along the sensitive inner crease of her thigh. "Crystal," I murmur against her slick flesh. "Now be a good girl and let Daddy take care of you while you tell me how your day went."
I swipe my tongue in one long, leisurely stroke over the crease where her thigh meets groin, relishing the way her body jerks at the intimate contact. Hailey knows the drill. If she doesn't talk, she doesn't get her pussy eaten. And the little cumslut lives for my tongue buried in her honeypot.
She whines impatiently, grinding herself against my face in a bid for more friction. But I simply grip her hips in an iron vise, holding her lower body immobile while my tongue continues its lazy exploration.
"Use your words," I growl, the vibrations sending delicious tremors through her flesh. "Start from the beginning."
A sullen pout tugs at those plump lips before she huffs an irritated sigh. "It was a shit day at the office, alright? Mallory kept riding my ass about plot holes and deadlines like a fucking broken record…"
Humming in acknowledgment, I mouth my way closer to the glistening flesh of her pussy, letting my lips brush over the trimmed strip of coarse curls. She bucks reflexively, fighting my restraining hands with a muffled whine.
"Go on." I flick my tongue in a teasing lap against her slit, gathering the first drops of her arousal. Christ, she tastes fucking divine—all tangy musk and sweet nectar. My mouth waters for more.
"And then… fuck, Gideon…"
Taking pity on her, I flatten my tongue and swipe it firmly over her entrance in one long, broad stroke before dragging it up to circle her clit with leisurely swirls. Hailey's thighs clench like a vise, threatening to crush my skull as a garbled moan tears free from her throat.
"C’mon baby girl, let it all out," I murmur against her dripping labia, letting my words fan over her hypersensitive flesh. She writhes and bucks under my ministrations, utterly shameless in her desperation for more. "Tell Daddy what else happened."
Her chest heaves with ragged pants, those magnificent tits jiggling entrancingly beneath the thin fabric of her tank. I'm seized with the abrupt urge to free them, to knead and suckle those rosy nipples until she's an incoherent, sobbing mess.
But not yet. First, she needs to talk.
"And… and then…" The words emerge garbled, choked off by another whimper as I seal my lips over her engorged pearl and suckle greedily. God, she's dripping all over my chin already. I want to drown in her juices.
"Spit it out, Hailey," I grate, the rumble causing her clit to jerk against the flat of my tongue. "Don't make me tease this greedy little cunt all night until you behave."
She honest to god sobs at the crude threat, her back bowing in a desperate arc as she writhes against my mouth. "The fucking marketing team kept texting me about promotions and book signings, ignoring my very clear instructions about having this week off to finish the next manuscript."
Satisfied with her outpouring so far, I apply myself in earnest, prying her labia apart with my thumbs and lapping with broad, hungry strokes. Hailey bucks and whines, succumbing to the mounting wave of delirium. Fucking hell, she's a quivering mess of nerve-endings already.
This is going to be over embarrassingly fast if I keep at her pussy like a starving animal.
Forcing myself to slow the pace, I pull back incrementally to blow a steady stream of cool air over her swollen, glistening flesh. She spasms and mewls at the relentless teasing, thighs clamped around my head in a bruising grip as if she could force my tongue deeper into her convulsing channel.
"Keep… going…" I snarl, giving her clit a warning nip that rewards me with a sharp yelp before she bites it off, sucking her lip between her teeth. Christ, the noises this woman makes could call the dead back to life with hardened cocks.
Her body bucks violently, cunt grinding against my face in a desperate bid for friction as her fingers clench like talons in my hair. "You fucking sadist," she hisses, voice shredded by desire.
Smirking wickedly, I lave my tongue in a broad swipe along the length of her slit, gathering up the fresh gush of her essence. "You're one to talk, you depraved little slut. Now quit stalling and tell me the rest."
Hailey opens her mouth, no doubt preparing another scathing quip, but the words deteriorate into a gurgling whimper as I capture her clit between my lips and suckle voraciously. Her back arches off the couch in a violent spasm, tits straining against the thin fabric as her head lolls limply.
The gasp she releases is nothing short of fucking divine, chest heaving as her fingers knot in my hair with punishing force. "The… the editorial team…" she pants, struggling to string her words together in a coherent stream. "They wanted—fuck—revisions on chapters three and seven…"
Smirking against her glistening slit, I growl in approval and slide two fingers knuckle-deep into her molten channel, curving them unerringly toward that blissful inner garden. She cries out, bucking against the delicious intrusion as her slick walls flutter greedily around the invading digits.
"Let me get this straight," I rumble, curling my fingers to stroke over that ribbed patch of nerves inside. Hailey whimpers, watching me with wide, dazed eyes, the pupils damn near swallowing the verdant green halos. "Your team wanted you to, oh I don't know, do the fucking job you're being paid for?"
She tries to glare at me but the effect is ruined by the glazed desperation swimming in her eyes. With a fractured whimper, she nods jerkily.
Good girl, at least she's doing as she's told for once.
"Well, we can't have that now, can we?" I chuckle darkly. The vibrations reverberate through her clenching cunt in a delicious tremor.
Drawing my fingers back until just the tips remain sheathed, I seal my lips over that swollen nub and suckle hard. Hailey groans, thrashing and grinding against my relentless onslaught as I pummel her g-spot with driving thrusts.
Relinquishing her clit with an obscene pop, I lave a series of firm strokes along her labia, letting the flat of my tongue delve inside just enough to tease her convulsing walls. She's panting like she's run a fucking marathon as her thighs twitch spasmodically, trying desperately to keep my face right where she wants me while fighting the urge to push me away.
"Use… use your words, baby," I pant against her dripping flesh, fighting to keep my voice steady. "Tell Daddy what happened next."
"They… they kept fucking calling," she groans, hands clawing at the cushions as if seeking an anchor against the maelstrom of sensation. "Like I—sh-shit—like I didn't… oh, fuck, Gideon… I-I didn't already have enough on my plate…"
My cock twitches eagerly at her breathless, choked outpouring, stiffening to an almost painful ache inside my jeans. Christ, there's nothing hotter than Hailey stripped bare and quivering, unraveled by the lash of her own lust.
"That's it, take it, greedy girl," I growl thickly as I lave her rigid pearl with slow, filthy swirls. "Let it all out while I get you nice and soaked for me."
"Oh fuck… fuck, Gideon…!" The words tear free, raw and jagged as I pump my fingers in a steady rhythm, crooking them to stroke that ultra-sensitive patch on every plunge.
Her walls flutter and grasp greedily, flooding her desire in warm, silken pulses that coat my knuckles. I groan shamelessly against her, desire a living conflagration in my blood. Fucking Christ, she's dripping like a faucet, drenching my face and chin in her honeyed essence.
"So wet and juicy for me," I rasp, punctuating the words with a series of sharp jabs that have her eyes rolling back into her skul. "Are you gonna squirt all over Daddy's face like a dirty girl?"
Hailey shudders, pussy clenching spasmodically around my thrusting digits as a hoarse sob wrenches free. "Yes… yes, please… make me come. Fuck, Daddy..."
Growling with feral satisfaction, I clamp my lips around her clit again and lave it in a feverish swirl, simultaneously crooking my fingers to ruthlessly stroke that textured patch inside her convulsing depths.
"G-Gideon! Oh f-fuck… I'm gonna… I can't…" Her nails shred into my scalp until I'm sure I'm bleeding, lost to the rapidly mounting frenzy.
I know exactly what she's trying to say, the desperation spurred on by my merciless push toward that rapturous peak. Smirking, I pull back from her pussy, letting her clit slip from between my lips with an audible pop. The way she sobs at the loss, watching me with wild, tear-glazed eyes, cheeks flushed, chest heaving—she's an absolute fucking vision of abandon like this.
"Since you're being such a good girl, why don’t you go ahead and come for me? Right now." A fresh gush of arousal floods over my knuckles at the breathless command. God, she's so fucking responsive.
Curling my fingers into a tight hook, I pummel that spot inside her with ruthless jabs as my mouth returns to her clit, laving at the tight bundle with broad, hungry sweeps. Hailey shrieks, back bowing clear off the cushions, the muscles in her thighs quivering with the strain.
"That's it, angel," I growl against her convulsing flesh. "Let Daddy hear how good he's making you feel."
She detonates with a ragged moan, her entire body freezing for one endless, suspended heartbeat before delirium takes over. Hailey bucks and thrashes, grinding her mound against my face. She's completely lost in her rapture as her climax slams into her like a freight train. Her cunt clenches with bruising force around my digits, fluttering and contracting as juices gush in a veritable flood over my wrist and chin.
I gorge myself shamelessly, moaning against her pussy as the tangy elixir coats my tongue and drips from my chin, glutting myself on every drop as she rides out her release with a litany of shattered cries. There's no finer nectar, no headier intoxicant known to man, than the taste of Hailey's release. Normally, I'd make her hold this out until she's a sobbing, overstimulated mess before finally letting her crash back to earth.
Through the roaring in my ears and the drumming of my own pulse, I dimly register her hoarse, choked cries as wave after wave of ecstasy rocks her being. Her fingers clench in my hair like a lifeline, pulling tight enough to sting as her body writhes in the throes of euphoria.
At last, the frenzied spasms begin to ease, leaving Hailey utterly limp and boneless apart from the minute, residual flutters still rippling through her core. I greedily suck at the fresh rushes of juices trickling from her entrance, unwilling to let a single divine drop go to waste.
"F-Fuck…" The word ghosts from her lips on a tattered exhale, almost reverent in its hushed delivery.
Grinning wolfishly, I lean back to admire my prize—Hailey, flushed and glowing, sprawled in a state of blissful desecration on the couch cushions. She hiked her tank top up to her collarbone at some point, baring those magnificent tits to my hungry stare, nipples taut and straining for attention. Rivulets of her essence streak down the cleft of her ass to pool on the leather, glistening obscenely in the low light.
"Don't think you're done yet, baby girl." I swipe my tongue along the crease of her inner thigh, relishing the faint tremor that lances through her oversensitive body. "That sweet little cunt of yours still has a lot more talking to do."
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A muffled whimper escapes those lush lips as my calloused palms roam over the creamy expanse of bare skin. Hailey's slender frame quivers beneath my possessive caresses, every inch of her deliciously exposed in the dim bedroom.
She's been utterly stripped bare—clothes discarded, jewelry removed, laid out like a sumptuous feast awaiting my carnal appetite. Bent over the sturdy footboard with those sinful legs spread wide by the unforgiving steel spreader bar, shapely ass tilted up in a wordless invitation.
Her wrists are bound at the small of her back by butter-soft leather cuffs, a matching collar snug around that elegant throat. A gift from me when she first expressed the desire to explore the sensual depths of the BDSM lifestyle under my tender brutalization.
I'll admit, I never put much stock into the whole dominant/submissive dynamic before meeting Hailey. Just seemed like a bunch of kinky theatrics, all that 'sir' and 'servant' bullshit.
But fuck me if it isn't rewarding with her.
The way she surrenders every last shred of control, putting utter faith in me to take her to the heights of ecstasy while utterly helpless and at my mercy. Trusting that I'll obliterate her limits while never once crossing the line into true harm. It's a heady rush of power like no other.
I fucking crave it now—that look on her face after an especially intense session. Blissed out and euphoric, usually sprawled in a puddle of her own essence. I've never had issues getting a woman to squirt before, but goddamn if Hailey doesn't make them all look like sprinklers whereas she's a high-pressure fucking hose when I'm hitting all those sensitive spots.
A delicious shudder ripples through her as I trail one hand down the elegant curve of her spine to cup a palmful of that lush, heart-shaped ass. Squeezing with just enough force to leave blooming impressions in her tender flesh, I chuckle darkly.
"You look so pretty all trussed up like this, baby girl." Hailey whimpers faintly in response, craning her neck to peer at me over one slender shoulder, all tousled golden hair and smoldering emerald gaze. "Can't wait to hear those sweet cries while I wreck your greedy little holes."
A full-body quake wracks her at my gruff promise, cunt visibly clenching in desperate need as a fresh gush of arousal trickles over her inner thighs. Christ, I've already had to clean her up from the orgasm on the couch, but I may as well have left her dripping with all the good it’s done.
Can't say I blame her though. We've barely gotten started and I'm already straining against my jeans, stiff cock throbbing with the urge to bury itself to the hilt in her molten depths. To seize her by the hips and rut like a rabid animal, fucking and claiming until she's a quivering, overstimulated puddle in the sheets.
But I draw it out, letting the exquisite torment build with every languid caress, every hot brush of flesh on flesh. Hailey trembles and whines plaintively as my palms roam over her arched back, fingertips trailing scorching paths down the flare of her hips to dip between her parted thighs.
She jolts like she's been electrified when I delve past her swollen labia, burying two fingers into her sopping pussy. Fingers instantly drenched in that familiar silken glaze, I groan from deep in my chest at the lewdly slick heat pulsing around my digits. Spreading her arousal like sweet sin, I coat her inner walls until she's absolutely dripping.
"Tell me how badly you need me to fuck you right now, slut." My words come out in a rasping growl, thumb circling her clit in lazy swirls as I grind the pads of my fingers into her g-spot.
Hailey bucks, a whine catching in her throat as her spine arches into a concave bow. "P-Please…" she keens breathlessly. "I n-need you, Gideon…"
"Oh, baby girl. You know that's not good enough." With a wicked grin, I withdraw my fingers and bring them to my lips. Staring directly into her hazy gaze, I suck her essence from my fingers with thorough, lascivious strokes of my tongue. The throaty moan that wrenches free at the sight is music to my ears. "Use the filthy words you know I love."
Her lush mouth parts in a ragged pant, chest heaving as she fights against the cuffs binding her wrists. When she finally gulps in a steadying breath, the words that spill forth are laced with depravity and naked need.
"I want you to… to fucking wreck my cunt, Daddy. Pound that thick cock deep and fucking spank me until I scream." Her voice drops to a ragged purr, heavy-lidded gaze burning into me. "Make me gape and then use my sloppy holes however you want…"
A feral growl rumbles up my throat at the wanton plea, desire simmering in a fiery lash of want. "That's my girl," I grate, giving her ass a stinging slap that has her yelping on a strangled cry. "Time to pay the piper, you insatiable little whore."
Leaning down, I capture her lips in a searing kiss, thrusting my tongue past that lush pout to let her taste the tang of her own desire. Hailey moans raggedly into my mouth, suckling at the offering like a woman dying of thirst.
When I finally pull back, leaving her lips slick and swollen, she's panting harshly through flared nostrils. A thin strand of our mingled saliva stretches obscenely between us before finally snapping.
"F-Fuck…" she rasps, gaze glazed with naked hunger.
Smirking, I trail the pad of my thumb over her bottom lip, catching a stray droplet. "You like the way you taste on my tongue, baby?"
She nods frantically, tongue darting out to lave at my thumb in a silent plea for more. A twitch of my cock has it throbbing heavily against the trap of my jeans, engorged and pressing insistently against the zipper.
With a last, lingering caress to her kiss-bruised mouth, I tear myself away and saunter over to the dresser against the far wall. Hailey whimpers faintly at the loss of contact, craning her neck to watch me with eyes gone wide and needy.
"How do you want it today, princess?" I ask mildly, pulling open the top drawer to reveal our ever-expanding collection of toys and impact play items. "Start soft or go straight to the rough stuff?"
She barks out a scornful laugh, the sound fractured by a telling shiver. "Don't fucking tease me, Gideon," Hailey sneers, leveling me with a smoldering glare over one arched shoulder. "All I want right now is you pounding the shit out of my pussy, so quit playing games and get over here."
I raise one challenging brow but don't dignify the bratty outburst with a response. Instead, I simply hum tunelessly under my breath as I reach into the drawer.
First, I retrieve the butter-soft leather blindfold we picked up on a trip to that naughty little shop in Salem. Next is the supple riding crop, the braided leather striking a delicious promise. I toss the latter onto the bed beside Hailey, letting the ominous thud draw her attention with obvious intent.
"You won't get shit if you keep mouthing off like that," I finally murmur, letting the drawer slide shut with a dull thunk.
Stalking back toward where she's bent over the footboard in all her trembling, golden glory, I pause to enjoy the view. Hailey's entire frame is quivering in anticipation, shapely thighs unconsciously parting further as her greedy cunt throbs and clenches in clear invitation.
Unable to resist such a lush offering, I prowl up behind her, smirking at the way she tenses. Her breath hitches as I brace my weight onto my palms on either side of her hips, the heat of my body a mere hairsbreadth from making contact.
This close, I can smell the musk of her arousal, a tantalizing mélange of woman and desire that makes my mouth water.
"The fuck are you waiting for?" Hailey grits out, the bravado in her tone marred by the faint tremor of need. "Gonna do something about being all up in my space this time, or are you just trying to tease me again?"
Chuckling darkly, I close the scant distance between us until my lips brush the delicate whorls of her ear. "I could do something about it or…" I murmur against the flushed shell, letting my words fan over the damp hair at her nape. "I could leave you here, spread out and dripping, while I stretch out and make you watch me get myself off without you…"
The full-body shudder that wracks her at the filthy suggestion is gratifying. Hailey honest-to-god whimpers, cunt fluttering in a fresh gush of arousal that paints the insides of her thighs with glistening slick.
You see, here's a dirty little secret about my girl—she fucking. Loves. Cum. I mean, she adores it to an almost pathological degree. If Hailey doesn't get at least one good rub-down or protein injection per day, she gets 'fight me' levels of bitchy in record time.
And having to watch helplessly while I milk out every drop without being able to participate, touch, taste or swallow a single pearly glob? Well, that's like throwing water on the Wicked Witch of the West. Hailey would melt into a desperate, sobbing puddle in a heartbeat.
"N-no..." The word emerges in a strangled rasp as she twists in her bonds to glare at me over one trembling shoulder. "Don't you fucking dare, babe."
"Oh, so it's 'babe' now, is it? Starting to feel the pressure a little bit there, baby girl?" I taunt, letting the endearment drip with mocking condescension.
For a beat, it looks like Hailey is gearing up to unleash another volley of her trademark bratty expletives at me. Fucking Christ, she's gorgeous when she's like this—feral, flushed, eyes blazing with insolent defiance. The way her plump upper lip curls back to bare those dainty little canines in a snarl, nose wrinkling as she tosses her head. Like a riled wildcat, all sinew and bared claws.
I give her a moment to consider her next move, to really let the tension stew and thicken in the air between us. Hailey knows better than to push me too far when I'm in a mood like this. Any bravado she tries to spit will only get her ass blistered crimson and sore.
Sure enough, after gnawing fitfully on her lower lip for a few tense seconds, she seems to think better of it. With a tremulous exhale, Hailey lets her cheek come to rest heavily against the duvet, peering up at me through her lashes in a far more demure fashion.
Gotta hand it to the clever little minx—she's utterly shameless in utilizing every arrow in her quiver to get what she wants. Hailey knows precisely which buttons to push, which levers of seduction to employ against me. Most days, a simple pout and come-hither stare is all she needs to have me tripping over my own feet in a rush to please her.
Take right now, for instance. I can practically feel my resolve crumbling beneath the molten heat of her emerald gaze, that sinful lower lip caught between her teeth in a silent entreaty. Fuck, the woman is pure dynamite in silk wrappings. Even on the shittiest days, Hailey never fails to find a way to coax me out of the blackest funks.
My buddies have accused me more than once of letting her walk all over me, of allowing far too much give on my end without reaping the benefits. What those dumbasses fail to grasp is that even when Hailey takes, she still gives just as good. If not better.
Goading me into the kind of rough, primal, hate-fucking that leaves her a sweaty, sobbing mess when I'm in a foul mood? Well, that's just her particularly devious brand of therapy. And I'll be damned if it doesn't work like a fucking charm every time to defuse the tension thrumming in my skull.
Chuckling darkly, I reach down to stroke the silken tresses spilling across the pillows like a fan of molten gold. "Going to behave yourself now that you've come to your senses?" I murmur, wrapping a thick tendril around my knuckles and giving it a gentle tug.
Hailey's lips part on a shaky inhale, pupils blown wide with naked want. "Y-Yes…" she breathes, already sounding utterly wrecked despite my barely having touched her. "I'll be good, I promise…"
Christ, the fact that she still thinks she's in control here is sweet in the most deliciously depraved way. With a last lingering caress to her tousled hair, I grasp the butter-soft leather blindfold and slip it deftly over her eyes.
Hailey huffs out an irritated whine as the world is abruptly plunged into velvety blackness, rendered sightless and vulnerable by my ministrations. I smirk as I efficiently knot the straps into a tidy bow at the back of her skull, tugging lightly to ensure it's snug but not uncomfortably tight.
"You hate being blindfolded, don't you baby?" I coo in mock solicitousness, already delighting in her squirming discomfort. "Having one of your senses stolen away like this…"
"Yes…" The admission grinds out between gritted teeth, threaded with blatant frustration. "You know I fucking hate it, Gideon. Just take the stupid thing off and fuck me already."
I tsktsk in disapproval, trailing my palm in a scorching caress along the elegant curve of her arched spine. "Such impatience," I chide. "And after you promised to be a good girl for me…"
The shudder that wracks her is deeply gratifying, flesh pebbling beneath my roaming touch. As much as she likes to protest, we both know Hailey fucking loves when I restrict her like this. The helpless vulnerability, the exquisite torment of being at my mercy… it's an aphrodisiac more potent than any drug known to man.
Sure, she'll piss and moan about it for the first five minutes or so. But the second I shatter her entire universe with a skillfully orchestrated orgasm, she'll be purring like a kitten in fresh cream.
Trailing my fingertips along the elegant curve of her shoulder, I let them drift down to toy idly with the leather collar encircling her throat. A subtle shift in pressure has Hailey swallowing thickly, the snug ring of tooled hide shifting against her rapidly fluttering pulse.
"You look so pretty in this," I murmur, voice pitched low and silken. "Like my own personal little fucktoy, trussed up and desperate for me…"
A full-body shiver rips through her, skin erupting into goosebumps that trail down her spine. Can practically hear the breathless moan she's fighting to swallow back. My cock throbs insistently, aching to be buried in that molten silk currently glistening between her obscenely splayed thighs.
With a low, predatory chuckle, I reach for the slender riding crop resting on the mattress beside us. Let the supple leather trail along the soft swell of Hailey's inner arm, relishing the way she tenses despite herself. There's something exquisite about the dichotomy—that velvet kiss of sensation coupled with the implicit promise of pain.
Fuck, she's like a live-wire coiled for release, each nerve afire with anticipation. Hailey's trembling now, shallow pants gusting past those lush, parted lips as she fights to keep her composure despite being stripped of sight. I can read her struggle plain as day in every taut line of her body, the flare of her nostrils, the fitful flexing of her fingers where they're cuffed behind her spine.
I run the flared tip of the riding crop in meandering trails down the graceful arch of her spine, savoring each delicious shiver ricocheting through Hailey's bound frame. My cock throbs insistently, straining against the snug denim as her flesh erupts in fresh horripilation from the tantalizing caresses.
"Such exquisite reactions," I murmur in deep approval, circling the heavy leather around the alluring swell of one asscheek. "No matter how feisty you get, this perfect body betrays your true cravings, doesn't it, baby girl?"
Hailey whimpers faintly, the sound muffled by the lush nest of bedding she's face-planted in. Every sinuous curve is quivering with need now, thighs parting a fraction wider in an unspoken plea for more ruthless torment.
Hailey may mouth off with the best of them, all sharp tongue and bravado before a scene. But the second I start doling out the real brutalization she craves on a molecular level, that feisty brat-mask slips to reveal the trembling submissive whore yearning to be dominated into ruined ecstasy.
"Perhaps a reminder is in order about what happens to mouthy little brats who refuse to listen…"
I let the words dangle, heavy with unspoken menace as I drag the crop in one last, sinuous trail before bringing it to a hovering pause at the cleft of her sex. Hailey jolts in her bonds, a reedy whimper punching free as she squirms futilely. No doubt anticipating the delicious sting of that supple leather scoring her tender folds at any moment now.
"No, no please…" she wheezes, tossing her head in silent protest when I make no move to continue my little pantomime act. "I'll be good, Gideon, I swear—fuck!"
The crack that splits the air is sharp and vicious, the impact loud enough to make her yelp in shock. A mottled pink blush blossoms in the wake of the merciless strike, stretched taut over the curve of one quivering asscheek.
"You'll be whatever I fucking tell you, sweet thing," I rasp, voice gone gravelly with lust as I roam my palm over the blooming imprint. Hailey groans, cunt fluttering on a fresh gush of arousal that paints the insides of her thighs with dewy glaze. "And right now, I'm telling you to listen up and learn…"
My next words drip with mocking condescension as I let my free hand roam in idle caresses. "Now, let's try this again, shall we? Tell me, Hailey… are you going to be a good girl and take your editor's advice this time around?"
She barks out a choked laugh, all bravado and indignation despite the tremors wracking her frame. "Are you fucking kidding me right now? Those pretentious little shits wouldn't know good writin—"
The rest of her tirade is lost in an agonized shriek as my arm whips out. The crack of leather on swollen, throbbing flesh echoes like a gunshot through the bedroom, Hailey's voice dissolving into a howl of pure, visceral torment.
"Wrong answer, baby," I growl the words as her spine bows into a concave arch, entire body recoiling from the sadistic retribution raining down on her cunt. "You're going to have to try harder than that…"
She bucks and thrashes like a wild mare against her bonds, but I simply brace my palm against the small of her back and keep on lashing that greedy sex with punishing stripes of fiery anguish. Hailey's shrieks dissolve into ragged sobs, melting into a garbled litany of broken pleas between each ruthless impact.
"P-Please, I'm s-sorry…!" she rasps, voice fractured and hoarse from her earlier wails. Silken thighs glisten with the steady trickle of arousal, cunt spasming and clenching in a desperate bid to escape the merciless torment. "I'll do it… I'll l-listen, just please… fuck, Daddy."
Every nerve in my body is thrumming with fierce lust, cock throbbing to bursting as I finally relent and let my arm drop to my side. Hailey seems to sag, sucking in great, shuddering gulps of air with chest heaving.
"Good girl," I croon, letting the buttery leather of the crop trail in soothing caresses along the fiery welts scoring her inflamed flesh. "That's what I like to hear."
Leaning down, I brush my lips against the delicate whorls of her ear as she shudders through the aftershocks. "And just think how much easier this could have been if you'd given me the right answer from the start."
Hailey whimpers faintly, turning her blindfolded face into the duvet in a wordless plea for mercy. Or maybe she's angling for another bout of chastisement. With her, it's so hard to tell sometimes.
I spend a few long moments simply drinking in the sight of her sprawled out in all her trembling, red-raw glory. The way her bound wrists twist fitfully in a silent entreaty, the steady patter of glistening essence rolling down her inner thighs as it slowly makes its way to her knees.
Christ, I could watch this filthy performance all goddamn day.
Eventually, I drag myself out of the voyeuristic stupor and prowl directly behind her bent form, tossing the crop onto the bed with a muted thump. As soon as the rough drag of my jeans makes contact with the stinging flesh of her ass, Hailey attempts to jerk upright with a pitiful whine, clearly torn between recoiling and surging back into me in desperation.
"Shhh… easy, sweetheart," I murmur, palming the heated swell of her ass in a soothing caress. "You took your punishment like such a good girl. So beautifully obedient…"
The praise has an instant effect on her rigid frame. Tension seems to bleed from those elegant muscles in an almost palpable rush, leaving Hailey pliant and receptive beneath my coaxing touch. A tiny mewl escapes her, something between desperation and gratitude.
It's fucking delicious how responsive she is to even the barest hint of approval from me. My girl truly is a marvel, an endless wellspring of surprises that never fail to take my breath away.
Not bothering to restrain the fresh surge of possessive adoration swelling in my chest, I lean down to press a lingering kiss to the feverish nape of her neck. Hailey shudders out a full-bodied quake, clearly savoring the tender moment of connection amidst the brutality.
I wouldn't have her any other way.
"You've earned yourself a reward for that lovely display, princess," I husked against the damp thatch of hair curling at her nape. Splaying my palm at the small of her back, I inch just a bit closer until she can no doubt feel the unmistakable brand of my arousal like a scorching line against the cleft of her ass. "Let's see if we can't find a way to… hmm, soothe that delectable ache between those lovely thighs."
Hailey lets out a strangled sound that could charitably be called a whimper. Already eager for more debauched torment, the greedy little minx.
Not that I'd dream of denying either of us that particular pleasure.
With deft, practiced movements, I divest myself of my shirt and toss it carelessly aside. Hailey seems to sense the roving heat of my gaze flickering over every gorgeous, exposed inch of her and shivers harder, muscles coiling with need—like a thoroughbred champing at the bit.
That carnal display is almost enough to do me in right then and there. My cock is achingly stiff now, throbbing heavily against the snug denim in a steady pulse. Fuck… I need to be buried in that greedy little cunt in the worst way.
No sooner has the thought crystallized then I'm fumbling at my fly with impatient, rough tugs. Hailey perks up at the telltale rasp of my zipper, nostrils flaring as she no doubt scents the first hints of my sweat and pheromones laced through the air.
"Remember, baby… this is your reward." I growl the reminder as my cock springs free, hissing out a terse breath at the sheer relief of being unsheathed. "You earned this, so why don’t you just relax for me and enjoy yourself?"
I punctuate the rhetorical question by swatting her ass with the flat of my palm, relishing the shuddering gasp that punches from her lungs. "Yes… Yes, please, I'll take it so good," she whimpers, already falling into the sweet, docile headspace of obedient submission. "D-Daddy, I need it…"
Smirking wickedly, I grasp a fistful of her hair in a ruthless grip and guide the blunt head of my shaft to the swollen, slick cleft of her pussy. Hailey sucks in a sharp breath as I notch myself against her entrance, flanks clenching instinctively in anticipation of my girth stretching her open.
But I simply let that rigid length rest there in sadistic denial, grinding in shallow, maddening circles to paint her flesh in salty, viscous lube. Every pass has her writhing and mewling like I'm sanding down every last one of her fraying nerves.
"You were such a good girl for me, taking that nasty crop and still promising to be obedient," I rasp, punctuating the praise by drawing myself through the swollen seam of her lips in a long, dragging path. Hailey arches into a deep bow, whimpering brokenly.
"Please…" Her voice is a shredded, pleading rasp now, twisted with primal hunger. "For fuck's sake, Gideon, just do—oooh, fuck."
Hailey's spine snaps into an arched curve as I finally, mercilessly sink all the way to the root in one vicious thrust, burying every aching inch inside her molten depths. She wails out her ecstasy like a banshee, cunt fluttering in a ceaseless series of spasms that threaten to milk me dry instantly.
But I simply grit my teeth and hold myself statue-still, allowing her to adjust to the unyielding invasion while I savor the slick, silken glove of her clenching walls. Fuck… she's a hot, snug fit every single time. Like being encased in plush, velvet paradise.
"That's it, sweet girl," I groan through the ruby haze of pleasure lashing my senses. "Just like you wanted… Let me hear how good it feels to finally get stuffed full."
Hailey babbles something utterly unintelligible into the bedding, frame still seizing in the throes of overwhelming euphoria. I let her bask in the decadent sensation for a few beats longer before sliding back a scant inch. And then immediately slamming forward with enough force to shove her entire body along the sheets as another feral cry is punched from her lungs.
My name blends with a litany of incoherent blaspheme, a downright biblical wail as I establish a punishing rhythm. Each feral thrust is harder, deeper, burying myself to the root until she's babbling like a madwoman. There's no finesse, no artistry—just pure, animalistic rutting like a pair of beasts in the wild.
My hands roam Hailey's frame in roving caresses, greedy palms kneading and scorching paths over every lush curve and dimple. I growl out harsh words of encouragement, filthy obscenities dripping with praise at what an incredible little cockslut she is to take me so perfectly.
At some point, my hand relocates to the thick tresses spilling in a tousled array over her shoulders and I clench into an unforgiving fist. Using my grip as leverage, I yank her upright from her sprawl until her back is plastered to my chest, cunt still impaled on my shaft to the root.
The change in angle is instantaneous and brutal, slick walls clamping down in a chokingly tight vise. Hailey mewls out an endless string of ragged blasphemies at the ruthless onslaught now directly pummeling her g-spot.
"You love getting treated like a cheap fucking whore, don't you?" I grate directly into her ear, yanking her head aside to bare that elegant throat for my lips. Lungs heaving like bellows, I rake teeth along the fragile tendons as she burbles out an affirmation. "Being used as nothing but a set of holes to get off in…"
She nods frantically, wordless moans spilling from those lush, swollen lips in an endless stream. I smirk against her nape, savoring the fresh wave of arousal now trickling down our joined sexes to splatter hotly across my swinging balls.
"Why don't you tell me then, princess?" I croon, adjusting my hips to angle the next punishing thrust directly against her cervix. Hailey unleashes a sound that's closer to a scream than anything else, body going utterly rigid as she seizes in furious release around me. "Let me hear that filthy mouth of yours begging for what it needs…"
Her response is immediate, the words tumbling free in a hoarse, lust-thickened rasp. "I-I'm your fucktoy, Daddy…" She gulps down a ragged gulp of air, throbbing cunt rippling around me in another ecstatic convulsion. "Use me like a d-depraved little slut, stretch my sloppy holes and ruin me… Fuck, I'm just a set of slutty fuckholes for y-your cock."
A deep, guttural groan tears up my throat at the shamelessly debased litany. Pulsing shockwaves of bliss shudder up my spine, stoking the lash of molten desire roaring higher and higher with each punishing, unrestrained rut.
Against the stark lack of sound save for our harsh, gasping breaths and the obscene squelch of flesh meeting flesh with brutal repetition, Hailey's desperate cries of depravity seem to take on an even filthier cadence. Especially with the way her blindfolded face twists in rapturous delirium, plump lips parted in a twisted mockery of ecstasy that does nothing to muffle the shit-hot depravity still spilling forth.
"You're going to have to work a hell of a lot harder than that if you want my cum, princess," I snarl, punctuating the warning with a particularly vicious snap of my hips that has her entire body jolting. "That sad little whimper-fest on the couch before we started? Doesn't even begin to count toward what I'm expecting from you…"
Hailey lets out a garbled, incoherent whine in response, words failing her as I rapidly ratchet up the brutality of my thrusts. Every punishing grind of my pelvis slams my sac against her clit with blistering friction, legs quaking like a newborn colt as the unrelenting onslaught batters her into oblivion.
Tightening my grip in her disheveled tresses, I keep her head angled at a brutal degree, lips searing in a hot brand against the curve of her throat. "I want you absolutely drooling and delirious by the time I'm through, understand?" I growl against her flushed skin, tasting the salt tang of her perspiration. "Used up and obliterated, nothing but a battered little fuckdoll hanging off my cock."
She wheezes out a shaky moan at the filthy decree, back arching into a concave bow as I grind myself as deep as physically possible. Her cunt is a velvet vise, walls rippling and squeezing in feverish spasms that threaten to unhinge me completely. Christ, it's like being sheathed in slick, liquid fire—searing, clinging heat pulsing and gripping at my shaft with desperate suction.
"Need to hear you say it, slut…" I rasp through gritted teeth, fighting off my own rapidly encroaching orgasm with sheer force of will. Every synapse in my body is screaming with the imperative to lose myself in her molten depths, to fill this greedy little whore with my seed until she's overflowing.
But no, not yet. She hasn't earned that particular reward quite yet.
Taking a steadying breath, I drag my thumb up to press into that sinful little mouth, tracing the lush pout of her bottom lip. Hailey groans like a battered thing around the sudden intrusion, tongue automatically darting out to swirl and lave at the rough pad. It's shameless, slutty behavior like this that makes her such an addictive little narcotic for me. That complete and total absence of inhibitions, all barriers crumbling away until nothing remains save pure, animalistic lust.
"Tell me what a messy little cumbucket you are, princess," I coax, unable to resist a dark little chuckle as she nuzzles feverishly into my palm, seeking more illicit friction. "Beg me to pump you so goddamn full of it."
The response spills forth without a moment's hesitation, words emerging in a delirious, slurred torrent. "N-Need your cum so fucking bad, babe," she pants, almost frantic in her pleading. Her head thrashes from side to side, molten tresses a tangled riot against the pillows. "I'm s-such a greedy little cumslut, want you to fucking d-drown me in it after you make me come again…"
A savage growl rumbles up my throat, accompanied by a flex of my hips that buries me to the root in one vicious thrust. Hailey's mouth drops open on a strangled scream, entire body going rigid as the fresh wave of exhilaration slams into her with relentless force.
"Fuck, yeah. Just like that, angel…" I croon through a cocksure smirk, lazily circling her tongue in an endless pattern of torment. "So good at getting all nice and submissive for me… Bet you could take two, three loads without a single drop spilling, would you like to try?"
Her cunt flutters and clenches around me in frantic little pulses, inner muscles gripping and milking with wild abandon. Christ, the feel of her perfect pussy convulsing in orgasm around my cock is unmatched by any other sensation in this world. Slick, scorching, and velvet soft, rippling in a pattern of pure sin designed to drive a weaker man out of his goddamn mind.
Hell, Hailey's on a fucking mission to unman me at this point, all traces of sanity subsumed by the raging tides of ecstasy crashing over her again and again.
But I cling to the last fraying strands of my self-control with a vise-like grip, determined to wrench at least one more mind-shattering orgasm from her before letting those floodgates open. If she thinks the needy, blabbering state she's in now qualifies for being finished, then my girl has another thing coming.
Growling my dominance, I loop one arm around her torso in a vise and crush her against me from behind. Using the sudden lurching momentum to bury myself so deep inside her I can feel my balls slapping against her distended folds, every inch of my shaft sheathed to the root. And when I draw almost all the way back out on the backstroke, I keep a scorching pressure against her front wall, raking deliciously over all those swollen little nerve clusters in maddeningly slow retreat.
The effect on Hailey is instantaneous, her entire frame locking up into a rictus of euphoric torment. She seizes and claws at my abdomen, back bowing like a drawn bowstring as her climax spirals higher and higher into the stratosphere. Harsh, rasping sobs are punched from her lungs with each brutal invasion, swollen lower lip caught between her teeth hard enough to draw blood. But not a single plea for mercy escapes those sinful lips.
Because she doesn't want it.
That's the ugly, shameful truth at the root of her particular depravity. Hailey fucking revels in this… surrendering to the animal within and blotting out every scrap of self-restraint or control. Giving herself over to be ravaged and used as nothing more than a vessel for my own gratification with nary a shred of self-preservation. Being split apart in the most sublime, brutal way. I could honestly bend her over anywhere—the kitchen, the supermarket, bar bathroom, you name it—and she'd spread herself wide without question. Because that's what she was made for. That's what she craves, body and soul.
Don't get me wrong, I'm no saint by any stretch. One look at the fucked-out euphoria splashed across Hailey's features right now would tell you that. I can be a crude animal when the lust takes me, giving in to the primal urge to stake my claim. But once it was just that—an indulgent urge. Ever since meeting my girl, though, it's become a goddamn aphrodisiac in its own right.
There's nothing more arousing than having a woman submit every facet of her being for the taking. To trust you enough to caress her most depraved fantasies... no filter, no limits, no weakness. Just surrender and rapture. And every time she does, every blissed-out shudder or cascading rush of slick, it just stirs me up that much fucking harder to really put her through her paces.
Case in point? Right about now, Hailey is damn near catatonic with the aftermath of her latest explosive orgasm. Her cunt is a heartbeat away from turning itself inside out, fluttering and gushing in delirious contractions around my shaft. Sweat-slick skin glistens with a dewy sheen, flushed crimson with exertion and desire.
And yet, there's still that restless little current coursing through her frame, that bone-deep spark of need no matter how battered and ravaged she becomes. Because Hailey wants to push it until she shatters completely, to be rutted into such a mindless, quivering wreck that all she can process is pure, unbridled sensation. That's her ultimate high—being unmade in the most sublime way possible by the only cock that matters.
Yeah, she's still a long fucking way from earning her reward just yet.
Dropping my lips to the curve of one slender shoulder, I nip sharply at the tender skin, savoring the full-body shudder that wracks her. "Not done with you yet, slut…" I breathe hotly against her ear, punctuating the filthy promise by grinding so deep that a reedy moan punches free from her lungs. "If you want my cum so bad, you're going to need to milk it out of me…"
With that bald command hanging between us, thick as a viscous fog, I rapidly relocate my fist from her hip to tangle in those molten, sweat-damp tresses once more. Give a few firm pumps of my hips to really bury myself, impaling Hailey in one long, sinuous glide, before yanking her head back at an obscenely sharp angle.
She moans into the brutal new positioning, cunt seizing in rapturous flutters around my shaft. That delicious vulnerability, having her neck craned back and throat exposed... it's one of her biggest hot buttons. Never fails to crank her arousal up to feverish new heights, every muscle taut as a rubber band while she surrenders herself to my dominance.
"You know what to do, baby," I growl, lips brushing over the fragile skin just beneath her jaw in a tantalizing caress. Give her a moment to draw in a shuddering breath, to acclimatize to the new stretch of torment sizzling in every tendon. And then I start to move again in earnest, dragging my cock through her swollen folds in long, punishing strokes that threaten to split her in two. "Take what you fucking need from me…"
The fingers of one hand flex and scrabble against my torso, nails digging in hard enough to score lurid crescents into the flesh. But Hailey doesn't waste a single second with false bravado or protest this time. Doesn't even bother playing coy or feigning any illusion of resistance. She simply surrenders fully, body singing to the merciless rhythm I set with my hips.
That lush mouth splits around a hoarse wail as I fucking unload into her without restraint, absolutely punishing that slick little hole. I savor each jolt and lurch, the way her spine bows, those perfect globes of her ass rippling with the force of each frenzied collision. Blindfolded, Hailey's head lolls on the end of her arched neck, lips parted around a string of worshipful, garbled filth.
"Fucking… take it…" I grate, punctuating the snarled demand with a brutal piston of my hips that hilts me even deeper. "Come on, you greedy little bitch, I know you fucking want it. Milk every last drop from my balls…"
With a noise that sounds suspiciously like a giggle punched from her lungs, my sweet little masochist seizes the gauntlet I've thrown down, hips surging back to meet each feverish thrust. And fuck me if she doesn't start rolling that core and flexing those velvet walls like some kind of witchy sex demon, swallowing me up inside her silken pussy.
Every other stroke has me bottoming out with a deep, resonant groan, trapped in her scalding heat as she works me like a fucking machine. I can feel the sweat beading at my temples, muscles clenching and rippling as we lose ourselves in this sordid little fuck session. Feral grunts and feminine whimpers, pleas and profanities, even the occasional breathless giggle all blending into a mad symphony.
It's utterly depraved and unhinged and perfect… as if all the boundaries between pleasure and pain have dissolved into some visceral, all-consuming bliss. Some insane, untouchable place where up and down blur and there's nothing save this—just raw, unfettered sin shattering into a million glittering shards around us.
Before long, I can feel it building with a molten vengeance in the pit of my stomach. That first hot lash of dizzying torment, warning of the rapture to come even as my vision whites out momentarily from the intensity. Hailey seems to sense it too, entire body going rigid as she convulses around me in yet another shattering orgasm. A mutual freefall we surrender to with a primal roar.
I'm not sure how long the world actually drops away to be replaced by swirling vortices of blinding sensation. All I know is that when I finally blink back into myself, Hailey is draped limply across the duvet underneath me, eyes rolling in a daze with the last dregs of her strength as scorching pulses of relief lance straight through me in shockwaves. Everything throbs—my cock, her clenching cunt, every nerve ending… just singing with the refrains of savage bliss while my seed spills free in thick, endless ropes that soak deep into her core.
It's so visceral, so goddamn overwhelming that for a few euphoric heartbeats, nothing else in the cosmos exists save the wild animal of my girl utterly wrecked and ruined in my arms. Reaching up, I pluck the strings of the blindfold to release it, easing it off her face. Those gorgeous emerald eyes are glassy and unfocused, mouth lolling in a slackjawed 'O' of abandon.
I let my forehead thud heavily against her shoulder blade, grunting like the animal I've been reduced to while white-capping each orgasmic swell. Snarling obscenities that make the biblical pleas torn from her throat seem almost quaint. Only when the last slick spurts finally taper off do I allow myself to simply slump forwards in a graceless sprawl, chest heaving as I drape over Hailey’s smaller frame.
Hailey whines at the motion, clearly too far gone to muster any real complaint. Dainty fingers tickle along my abdomen in her post-coital daze, every inch of her soft curves shuddering in the wake of what we've created. The two of us are an absolute fucking mess—soaked in sweat and arousal and lord knows what else. But the feeling of her melting into my embrace in blissful oblivion is a goddamn revelation.
My shattered, obliterated girl… coming apart at the seams for me in the most gorgeous, sordid tableau imaginable. I'm not even sure where my end begins and hers starts anymore in this moment.
With a monumental effort, I manage to leverage my frame up onto one elbow. Just enough to keep from crushing the precious burden plastered to my chest. I'll roll away in a minute to avoid making her overly uncomfortable, but for the time being, I simply can't seem to bear the thought of that intimate connection being severed.
Not yet.
Hailey hums softly as I press a lingering kiss to her sweat-slick temple, silken tresses a snarled riot spilling over my bicep. The adoring nuzzle that follows is barely more than a drowsy nudge, her eyes already sliding shut in sheer exhaustion. Content in her submission, in the knowledge that I'll tend to her in the afterglow.
"Sweet fucking Christ…" I breathe reverently, resting my head against the cradle of her spine. For a few blissful moments, the only sounds permeating the air are our rasping gasps slowly tapering into something more normal, laced through with the faint scents of satiated pleasure.
Eventually, I gather my wits enough to gaze down at the boneless sprawl nestled underneath me and can't quite manage to stifle the surge of wonder. Even like this, utterly ravaged to the precipice of unconsciousness, Hailey is radiance personified. Every freckle, every lash, every sated line of her bruised mouth on display for me and me alone with absolutely zero artifice or pretense.
It hits me like a freight train of soul-searing epiphany.
She's it for me. My blissed out, wrecked-but-glowing angel. Not a fleeting fuck or casual hookup, but the real goddamn deal—a sacred treasure to cherish and protect no matter the cost. Nothing else in this entire universe will ever make me feel as alive, as complete as lying here with her, utterly ruined in the most sublime way.
Vicious lust and bone-deep devotion coexist in one incendiary flash. My fingers trace over the tumbled curls spilling across her damp cheek, smoothing aside a few errant strands with solemn reverence as she drifts toward sleep wrapped in my unwavering arms.
My girl.
The depths of my sinful adoration for Hailey are truly limitless. A twisted profanity not even the most sanctimonious of zealots could deny or condemn, no matter how vile. And fuck me if I don't love every second of it.
So bring on the depravities… I'll commit them all happily if it means basking in these achingly perfect moments of grace. Revel in the euphoric wreckage she reduces me to while cherishing the woman at the core of the sin.
My sated, well-fucked whore… my blissful salvation.
That's the true, filthy miracle of it all.
OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg






OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Title Page





		

Copyright





		

Dedication





		

Contents





		

1





		

2













Guide





		

Contents













