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Chapter 1

The door to my private cabin shuts with a satisfying click. Savannah turns, one eyebrow arched, lips curved in that smile that's made men lose their minds. She's wearing designer everything—silk blouse, pencil skirt, heels that make her legs go on forever.

"Finally," she breathes, stepping close enough that I catch her perfume. Something expensive. Something meant to seduce. "Thought you'd make me wait all night."

I shrug out of my jacket, drape it over the chair. The cabin's small but well-appointed. Mahogany paneling. Soft lighting. A bed that takes up most of the space.

"Patience isn't your strong suit."

"Neither is subtlety." Her fingers find my belt buckle. "But you already knew that."

She's right. I did. That's why I invited her. Savannah doesn't do coy. Doesn't play games I'm not interested in. She's here because we both want the same thing—a good time, no strings, no expectations.

Perfect on paper.

Her blouse hits the floor first. Black lace underneath, the kind that costs more than most people's rent. She knows how to dress for this. Knows how to undress for it too.

But when I look at her—all that smooth skin, those curves designed to drive men wild—I feel nothing.

Well. Not nothing. My body responds the way it always does. But my head? My head's elsewhere.

My head's on blonde hair and brown eyes and a woman who should still be forbidden.

"Simon?" Savannah's watching me, hip cocked, fingers trailing down her stomach. "You with me?"

I step forward, cup her jaw. "I'm here."

"Good." She kisses me, slow and deep, tongue sliding against mine. "Because I've been thinking about this since you called."

Her skirt joins the blouse. She's down to just the lace now, and she turns, glancing back over her shoulder as she unhooks her bra.

"Finally ready to have fun?"

I don't answer with words. I pull her against me, one hand fisting in her hair, tilting her head back. She gasps, arching into me.

"That's what I thought," she murmurs.

I guide her to the bed, firm but controlled. This is familiar territory. I know what women want. Know how to give it to them. Savannah's no different.

She sprawls across the sheets, legs parting, eyes heavy-lidded. Waiting.

I strip off my shirt, toss it aside. Her gaze rakes over me—the muscle I've kept from my playing days, the scars from surgeries and slides into home plate.

"God, you're gorgeous."

I don't respond. Just kneel between her thighs, hooking my fingers in the lace and dragging it down her legs.

She's already wet. Already ready. I press my mouth to her inner thigh, feeling her shiver.

"Simon—"

"Quiet."

She obeys. Smart woman.

I work her with my tongue, precise and deliberate. Find the rhythm that makes her hips lift off the bed. The spot that draws those breathy moans from her throat. She tastes like expensive wine and desperation.

Her fingers tangle in my hair. "Oh god, yes—right there—"

I keep the pressure steady, relentless. She's close. I can feel it in the way her thighs tense, the way her breathing goes ragged.

"Don't stop, don't—oh—"

She comes with a cry, body arching, thighs clamping around my head. I don't let up until she's trembling, oversensitive, pushing at my shoulders.

When I pull back, she's flushed from her chest to her cheeks, eyes glazed.

"Jesus," she pants. "You—that was—"

I'm already unbuckling my belt. My cock's straining against my slacks, demanding attention. I free myself, and Savannah's eyes go wide.

"Fuck."

I'm not small. Never have been. It's a blessing and sometimes a curse, depending on the woman.

Savannah licks her lips. "Come here."

I lean over her, bracing myself on one arm. She reaches between us, wrapping her fingers around me, guiding me to her entrance.

"Look at me," she whispers.

I do. Meet those dark eyes as I push inside, slow and steady. She's tight, still pulsing from her orgasm, and the heat of her makes my jaw clench.

"Oh god, yes—" She wraps her legs around my waist, heels digging into my lower back. "More."

I give it to her. Set a rhythm that's hard and controlled, the bed frame creaking beneath us. She matches me thrust for thrust, nails raking down my shoulders.

"Harder," she gasps. "Simon, harder—"

I drive into her, watching her face contort with pleasure. She's beautiful like this—abandoned, lost in it. Any man would be lucky.

But I'm not thinking about luck.

I'm thinking about soft brown eyes and an innocent smile that hides something darker. A woman who looked at me across a dinner table while my son droned on about his startup and his golf game, and I wondered what she'd look like just like this. Flushed. Breathless. Mine.

Savannah cries out, her second orgasm hitting hard and fast. I feel her clench around me, milking my cock, and the pressure builds at the base of my spine.

Close. Too close.

I pull out, my hand wrapping around myself. Three strokes and I'm coming, hot ropes painting her stomach, her ribs, the underside of her breasts.

She watches through half-lidded eyes, lips parted, chest heaving.

"God," she breathes. "That was—"

"Good." I reach for the towel on the bedside table, hand it to her. "Clean up."

She laughs, wiping herself down. "You're such a gentleman."

I'm not. Not even close. But I don't argue.

I collapse onto the bed beside her, staring up at the ceiling while my heart rate slows. She curls against my side, fingers tracing idle patterns on my chest.

"That was amazing," she murmurs. "You're amazing."

I grunt. Non-committal.

Because it wasn't amazing. It was fine. Mechanical. I gave her what she wanted, got my release, and felt absolutely nothing beyond the physical.

I've had better.

I've had Jenna in my thoughts for months, and even the fantasy outshines the reality of the woman pressed against me.

That should bother me more than it does.

Savannah's breathing evens out, her body going lax. She's dozing off, sated and satisfied.

I ease out from under her, grab my slacks, pull them on. She doesn't stir.

I need air. Need to clear my head.

The lounge car sounds perfect.

I button my shirt as I slip out of the cabin, closing the door softly behind me. The corridor's quiet, just the rhythmic clatter of the train on the tracks.

The air outside the cabin feels cleaner. Cooler.

I head toward the lounge, hands in my pockets, jaw tight.

One drink. Maybe two.

Anything to get the image of blonde hair and brown eyes out of my fucking head.


Chapter 2

I head toward the bar at the far end of the lounge car. The space is half-empty—a few couples huddled in corners, business types tapping on laptops, the occasional solo traveler staring out at the darkening landscape.

Perfect. Quiet enough to think, loud enough to drown out my thoughts.

"Whiskey." I slide onto a stool. "Neat."

The bartender nods. "Preference?"

"Whatever's expensive and burns the right way."

He smirks, reaches for a bottle on the top shelf. Smart man.

While he pours, I scan the car. Force of habit. Always know your exits, your competition, your opportunities.

That's when I see her.

Down at the far end. Golden hair falling like a curtain over one shoulder. Spine straight but shoulders soft. Small hands wrapped around a book.

Jenna.

Of all the damn trains in all the damn wine country.

The bartender sets the whiskey down. I throw a fifty on the bar.

"Keep it."

He raises an eyebrow but doesn't argue.

I take the glass, let the amber liquid swirl. Two options: stay here, pretend I didn't see her. Or walk over.

Like there's an actual choice.

I stand, take a slow sip of the whiskey. It burns exactly right. Gives me courage I don't need but appreciate anyway.

She doesn't look up as I approach. She's lost in whatever story she's reading, lips slightly parted, a faint crease between her eyebrows. She's wearing a simple white sundress, modest but clinging in all the right places. Delicate gold chain at her throat. No ring on her finger.

I pause beside her table. She turns a page.

"Good book?"

Her head snaps up. Those big brown eyes widen with recognition. A quick series of emotions flicker across her face—surprise, embarrassment, uncertainty.

"Simon." Her voice is soft, just like I remember. "I—what are you doing here?"

"Wine tour." I gesture vaguely with my glass. "You?"

"Oh." She tucks a strand of hair behind her ear. A nervous habit I've seen a hundred times at family dinners. "Just... getting away for a few days."

Silence stretches between us. The train takes a gentle curve, swaying us both.

"Would you like to sit?" She finally asks, gesturing to the empty chair across from her.

I shouldn't. But I do.

"I didn't expect to see you." She closes her book, sets it aside. "Not after..."

"After?"

She looks down at her hands. "Blake and I broke up. The engagement's off."

I keep my expression neutral. Sympathetic, even. Inside, something dark and satisfied unfurls.

"I'm sorry to hear that."

"Are you?"

Her directness surprises me. The Jenna I knew—the one who smiled politely through my son's endless golf stories—wouldn't have challenged me.

"What happened?" I ask instead of answering.

She sighs. "What always happens, I guess. He found someone new. Someone more... exciting."

"He cheated."

She nods once, sharp.

"Not surprising." The words slip out before I can catch them.

Her eyebrows lift. "No?"

I take another sip of whiskey. "Pro athletes get a lot of attention. Women throwing themselves at them. Some men can handle it. Others..."

"Like father, like son?" There's an edge to her voice now.

"No." My response is firm. "Not like father."

Her eyes search mine, looking for the lie. She won't find it.

"I never cheated," I say. "Not once. Divorced, yes. Unfaithful, no."

She looks down, picks at a napkin. "I'm sorry. That wasn't fair."

"It wasn't."

"He said you'd understand. That it's just... how men like you are built."

Something cold slithers down my spine. My son using me to justify his bullshit.

"Blake's a grown man making his own mistakes. Don't let him blame me for his poor choices."

She nods, a small smile touching her lips. "You're right. I'm sorry."

I wave it off. "Don't be. You've had a rough time."

"I have." She takes a deep breath, straightens her shoulders. "But I'm moving on. Starting fresh."

The light catches in her hair, turning it to liquid gold. Her skin is flawless, a light flush on her cheeks. Those full lips, slightly glossed. And her eyes—big, expressive, framed by lashes that would make a supermodel jealous.

I wonder what she looks like beneath that modest dress. If her skin is as soft as it appears. If she'd make those little gasping sounds I've imagined during lonely nights. If she'd arch into my touch, beg for more, let me spread her open and taste every inch.

How she'd look on her knees. How tight she'd be, stretched around me. How those innocent eyes would widen when I pushed inside her.

Christ. I need to get a grip.

"Fresh starts are good," I manage.

She studies me, head tilted slightly. "You know, you were always so kind to me. Even when Blake was... difficult."

"Just basic decency."

"No." She shakes her head. "It was more than that. You saw me. Really saw me. Blake never did."

The air between us shifts, grows heavy with something unspoken. Her eyes lock with mine, and for a moment, everything else fades. The train. The other passengers. The knowledge that she was almost my daughter-in-law.

There's nothing innocent in the way she's looking at me now.

"Jenna—"

"I should thank you," she interrupts. "For being one of the few genuine people in Blake's life. In mine, for a while."

Her gaze drops to my lips, then back up. Heat flares between us, potent and dangerous.

"You deserved better," I say, voice low. "Still do."

She doesn't look away. Doesn't blink. The moment stretches, taut and electric.

"Maybe," she finally whispers. "Maybe I'm starting to see what better looks like."

"Let me get you something better than..." I nod at the half-empty glass of house white on her table.

"Are you suggesting my taste is lacking?" A smile plays at the corners of her lips. Challenge in her eyes.

"I'm suggesting you deserve the good stuff."

I signal the server, order a bottle of Kistler. Not showing off. Just facts—life's too short for mediocre wine.

Jenna watches me, analytical. "Blake used to say you were intimidating."

"And what do you think?"

"That he was intimidated by things he couldn't control."

Smart girl. Always was.

The wine arrives. I pour for her first, then myself. She takes a sip, closes her eyes briefly.

"Oh. That's... different."

"Good different?"

She laughs. "Definitely good. Though at these prices, it better be."

The laugh changes her. Softens the edges. Makes her glow from within.

We talk. Really talk. Not the careful small talk from holiday dinners where she was Blake's fiancée and I was his father. She tells me about medical school. Her patients. The way she felt when she held a human heart during surgery rotation.

"It was so small," she says, eyes bright with memory. "Like it shouldn't be enough to keep someone alive. But there it was, this perfect machine."

I watch her hands move as she speaks. Delicate. Precise. Surgeon's hands.

"What about you?" she asks. "Do you miss playing?"

"The game? Sometimes. The lifestyle? Never."

"What lifestyle is that?"

"Living in hotels. Endless travel. Everyone wanting a piece of you."

She tilts her head. "Yet here you are. On a luxury train. With a beautiful woman, I guess."

Heat climbs my neck. "Somtehing like that."

The words hang between us. Too honest.

Jenna looks away, finishes her glass. I pour her another. The bottle's nearly empty now.

"Did you love him?" The question escapes before I can stop it.

She considers, then shakes her head slowly. "I thought I did. But looking back... I think I loved the idea of him. The stability. The plan."

"And now?"

"Now I think plans are overrated."

The server approaches, asks if we'd like another bottle. I decline. It's late. We've been talking for hours, the lounge car emptying around us.

Jenna stands, smooths her clothes. "I should go to bed."

"Of course."

"Walk me to my cabin?"

I hesitate. Bad idea. Very bad idea.

"Simon?"

Her eyes hold mine. Patient. Expectant.

I stand. "Lead the way."

We walk in silence through the narrow corridor. The train rocks gently beneath our feet. Once, she stumbles slightly, and my hand finds the small of her back to steady her. The heat of her through the thin material of her dress burns my palm.

Her cabin is three cars down. When we reach her door, she turns to face me, back against the wood.

"Thank you," she says. "For tonight. For the conversation."

"My pleasure."

She doesn't reach for her key. Doesn't turn away. Just looks up at me with those wide, clear eyes.

"It's nice," she whispers, "to feel seen."

The air between us thickens. She's close enough that I can smell her perfume—something light, floral. Can see the pulse at the base of her throat.

I lean in.

Stop myself.

She turns her head slightly, breaking the moment. "I shouldn't keep you from your... friend."

"Jenna..."

Her hands come up, rest lightly on my chest. "I'm sorry. I'm a little drunk. A little confused."

But she doesn't move away. Doesn't drop her hands. Her fingers press gently into my shirt, feeling the muscle beneath.

"You should go inside," I say, voice rougher than intended.

"I know." She swallows. "I just..."

Her fingers curl slightly, gripping my shirt.

"Jenna." Warning in my tone now.

Her eyes meet mine again, pupils wide in the dim light. "I've thought about you." The confession comes out barely audible. "Even before. When I shouldn't have."

Christ. The words hit like a fist to the gut. Every warning bell is ringing.

I take her wrists gently, remove her hands from my chest. Hold them for just a moment between us.

"Goodnight, Jenna."

She nods, understanding passing between us. Not rejection. Restraint.

"Goodnight, Simon."

I wait until she's safely inside, hear the lock click, then turn and walk away. Each step back to my own cabin feels heavier than the last.

Savannah is exactly where I left her. Naked, sprawled across the bed. The sheet barely covers her curves. In sleep, her face is softer. Younger.

I strip off my clothes. Slide into bed beside her.

She stirs, murmurs something unintelligible. I run my hand down her back, over the swell of her ass. She arches into my touch, still half-asleep.

"Miss me?" Her voice is rough with sleep.

I answer with action. Roll her onto her stomach. She's awake now, pushing back against me as my hands grip her hips.

"Someone's in a mood," she purrs.

No time for foreplay. No patience for games. I position myself, thrust into her in one smooth stroke. She gasps, grips the sheets.

"Yes," she hisses. "Like that."

I take her hard, fast, relentless. Let the animal part of my brain seize control completely. The primal instinct that drowns out all rational thought. That doesn't think about soft blonde waves or those wide, innocent brown eyes watching me across a table. Doesn't acknowledge the guilt of using one woman's body to exorcise another from my mind. Savannah becomes a canvas for my frustration, my forbidden need. Each thrust drives memories of Jenna further away—or tries to. My hands grip tighter, movements growing more desperate. The shadows of the cabin hide my expression, the conflict raging behind my eyes as I chase oblivion in familiar curves that somehow feel wrong tonight.

Savannah responds beautifully. Always does. Pushes back against each thrust, begging for more. But this isn't about her pleasure. It's about release. Exorcism.

When it comes, it's intense. Blinding. I collapse beside her, breathing hard.

She turns, traces a finger down my chest. "What got into you?"

I close my eyes. "Just needed to unwind."

"Mmm." She presses a kiss to my shoulder. "Unwind anytime."

I don't answer. My mind's already drifting elsewhere. To another cabin. Another woman.

To Jenna.


Chapter 3

Morning light streams through the panoramic windows of the dining car. California wine country rolls past—endless rows of vines, morning mist still clinging to the valley floor.

"You're not listening to me." Savannah's red-tipped nail taps my hand.

"Sorry." I take a sip of coffee. Black. Strong.

She smiles, no real offense taken. Her hair falls in perfect waves around her shoulders, makeup already flawless despite the early hour. Savannah doesn't do casual.

"I was saying we should try that new vineyard today. The one with the cave tastings."

I nod. Focus on my breakfast. Eggs. Toast. Simple.

"You seem distracted this morning." Her foot slides against my calf under the table. "Didn't get enough sleep?"

A smile tugs at my lips. "Whose fault is that?"

"Guilty." She leans forward, giving me a calculated view of cleavage. "Though you weren't complaining at two a.m."

The dining car door slides open. My eyes lift automatically.

Jenna.

She stands in the doorway, hesitant. Hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. Simple white sundress that makes her look like something from another era. Pure. Untouched.

Our eyes lock across the car.

She notices Savannah. Her smile falters. Posture stiffens.

"Simon?" Savannah waves her hand in front of my face. "Earth to Simon."

I turn back to her. "What?"

"You completely zoned out." She glances over her shoulder, follows my sight line. Turns back with new interest in her expression. "Friend of yours?"

"My son's ex."

Savannah's perfectly shaped eyebrow arches. "Awkward."

I watch as Jenna takes a seat at a small table near the window. Alone. She orders, then pulls out a book. Tries too hard to look absorbed in it.

"Should we invite her over?" Savannah asks.

"No."

"Hmm." Savannah studies me over the rim of her mimosa. "That was definitive."

I force my attention back to my plate. Cut my eggs with unnecessary precision.

"She's pretty," Savannah says casually. "Young, but pretty. How old?"

"Twenty-two."

"Almost half your age." She smirks. "Not that I'm judging."

"There's nothing to judge."

"No?" She sips her drink. "Then why are you stabbing those eggs like they personally offended you?"

I set down my fork. "You're imagining things."

"I'm observant." Savannah leans closer. "Is she your mystery girl?"

"What?"

"The one you were thinking about last night." Her voice drops. "While you were inside me."

Shit.

"Don't bother denying it," she continues, not angry. Almost amused. "I've been with enough men to know when they're... distracted."

I meet her gaze. "Savannah—"

"I'm not jealous, Simon." She shrugs. "We're having fun. That's all this is."

The waiter refills my coffee. I take the moment to glance at Jenna again. She's abandoned her pretense of reading. Stares out the window instead. Something in her posture speaks of isolation. Vulnerability.

When I look back, Savannah is watching me with naked curiosity.

"You know," she says, "she keeps looking over here too."

"Stop."

"What? I'm just making an observation." She stretches, catlike. "It's interesting, that's all."

I drain my coffee. "Nothing interesting about it."

"Keep telling yourself that."

Savannah excuses herself to use the restroom. On her way, she stops at Jenna's table. Says something I can't hear. Jenna looks startled, then smiles. Nods. Savannah moves on.

When she returns to our table, I raise an eyebrow.

"What? I just introduced myself." She sits, adjusts her napkin. "Since you clearly weren't going to."

"And?"

"And she's sweet." Savannah's smile turns mischievous. "A little shy. I can see the appeal."

"There is no appeal."

"Liar."

I glance at Jenna again. She's gone back to her book, but I can tell she's not reading. The page hasn't turned in five minutes.

"She's my son's ex-fiancée."

"Ex being the operative word," Savannah points out. "They're done."

"That's not the point."

"Isn't it?"

I don't answer.

"When did they break up?" she asks.

"Recently."

"How recently?"

"Few weeks ago."

Savannah whistles low. "Still fresh, then."

Jenna looks up, catches me watching her. A blush creeps across her cheeks. She drops her eyes quickly.

Something tightens in my chest. A feeling I've no business feeling.

"Simon." Savannah's voice draws me back. "I don't mind, you know."

"Mind what?"

Her eyes are surprisingly direct. Honest. "Whatever's happening here. Between you two."

"Nothing's happening."

"Not yet." She sips her mimosa. "But it will."

I shake my head. "You're reading too much into this."

"Am I?" Her smile is knowing. "I saw your face when she walked in. And hers when she saw me."

I signal for the check. Need to end this conversation.

"You might as well admit it," Savannah continues. "You want her."

"She was going to be my daughter-in-law."

"But she's not now, is she?"

I don't answer. Don't need to.

Truth is, I never meant to want her. Never intended for this ache to develop. But watching her sit there, quiet sadness in every line of her body—I can't help myself.

And that's the problem.

Because Savannah's right. I do want her.

God help me, I do.


Chapter 4

Jenna.

Her name won't leave my head. Keeps circling like a predator, waiting for weakness.

Two hours since breakfast. Spent them touring a winery with Savannah, watching her sample Cabernets while my mind stayed locked on brown eyes and soft curves wrapped in modest cotton.

"You're terrible company today," Savannah had said, not unkindly. "Go clear your head."

So here I am. Standing outside Jenna's cabin door. Fist raised to knock.

What the hell am I doing?

I should turn around. Walk away. Find Savannah and apologize for being distant.

Instead, I knock.

Silence. Then footsteps.

The door slides open. Jenna stands there in yoga pants and a loose sweater that slips off one shoulder. Hair pulled back. Face freshly washed.

"Simon." She says my name like it's something valuable. Something she didn't expect to find.

"Hey." Brilliant opener, Ashford.

"Is everything okay?" Her eyes search mine, concerned.

"Fine. Just thought I'd check on you." I sound like an idiot. "Mind if I come in?"

She hesitates briefly, then steps aside. Her cabin is smaller than mine. Single bed. Window seat. Books stacked on the small desk.

"I wasn't expecting company," she says, quickly gathering a sweatshirt from the bed. "Sorry about the mess."

"It's not messy."

Awkward silence stretches between us.

"You're not with Savannah?" she finally asks.

"She's sleeping off the wine tasting."

"And you're..." She trails off, leaving the question unfinished.

"Here."

Her cheeks flush. She tucks a strand of hair behind her ear. "Can I get you something? Water? I have some wine left from last night."

"I'm good."

She sits on the edge of the bed. I take the desk chair. Too close in this small space. Her scent—something light, floral—fills my senses.

"How are you holding up?" I ask.

She exhales slowly. "Everyone keeps asking me that. I'm not sure how to answer anymore."

"You don't have to have an answer."

Her eyes meet mine. "It's strange. I spent three years planning to become Mrs. Blake Ashford. Now I don't know who I'm supposed to be."

"Just be Jenna."

"That's the problem." Her fingers worry the edge of her sweater. "I'm not sure who that is anymore."

I understand loss of identity better than she knows. When I left baseball, it was like stepping off a cliff. Twenty years defined by one thing, then suddenly... nothing.

"It comes back," I tell her. "Piece by piece."

She studies me. "Is that what happened after you retired?"

Smart girl. Always was.

"Something like that."

"And after your divorces?"

Bold question. "Those were different."

"How?"

"I never lost myself in those marriages." Brutal honesty. "Maybe that was the problem."

She absorbs this, nodding slowly. "I think I lost pieces of myself with Blake. Trying to be what he wanted."

The mention of my son stings. Reminder of boundaries. Of lines I'm already crossing just by sitting here.

"What did you want?" I ask.

She looks startled by the question. "What?"

"While you were busy becoming what he wanted. What did you want?"

Her eyes drop to her hands. "No one's asked me that before."

"I'm asking now."

Wind rushes past outside. The train curves, sunlight shifting across her face.

"I wanted to be seen," she says finally. "Really seen. Not as an accessory or a convenient plus-one." She pauses. "I wanted passion."

The word hangs between us. Dangerous.

"Blake isn't..." She stops herself. "Wasn't very passionate. About anything, really."

I know this about my son. Good kid. Steady. But lacking fire.

"Would you like that wine now?" she asks suddenly.

"Sure."

She rises, pulls a bottle from a small cabinet. Two plastic cups.

"It's not exactly crystal," she says apologetically.

"It'll do."

She pours, hands me a cup. Our fingers brush. Electric.

"To new beginnings," she offers.

We drink. The wine is good. Or maybe it just tastes better shared with her.

She sits again, closer this time. "Can I ask you something personal?"

I nod.

"Have you ever wanted someone you shouldn't?"

My throat tightens. "Yes."

"What did you do about it?"

"Depends on the situation."

"And if there were... complications?"

I set down my cup. "There are always complications, Jenna."

Her eyes never leave mine. "That's not an answer."

"What do you want me to say?"

"The truth."

The cabin suddenly feels too small. Too hot. I stand, move to the window. Watch vineyards roll past.

"The truth is, I've thought about you." The words come out rough. "More than I should have. For longer than I should have."

Silence behind me. I don't turn around. Can't bear to see her reaction.

"Since when?" Her voice is barely audible.

"Since you walked into my house three years ago. Nineteen years old. Laughing at something Blake said."

I hear her stand. Feel her presence behind me.

"I used to watch you," she whispers. "When you thought no one was looking."

I turn. She's closer than expected. Close enough to touch.

"This is a bad idea," I say.

"Probably."

Neither of us moves away.

"Blake would never forgive me," I say, last attempt at honor.

"He's the one who cheated." Her hands find my chest. "He gave up the right to any say in what either of us does."

She's right. Doesn't make it simpler.

"You're twenty-two, Jenna."

"Twenty-three next month." A small smile. "Does my age bother you?"

"Should it?"

"Only if you let it."

Her hands slide up to my shoulders. Testing. Exploring.

"Why are you here, Simon? Really?"

Truth time. "Because I can't stop thinking about you."

Something breaks loose in her expression. Relief. Desire.

"I can't stop thinking about you either."

Her eyes drift to my mouth. Invitation clear.

I shouldn't. Know this with absolute certainty.

I cup her face with one hand. Her skin is impossibly soft.

"Last chance to stop this," I warn.

"I don't want to stop."

I lower my head. She rises to meet me.

The first brush of her lips is tentative. Sweet. I keep it gentle, giving her space to retreat.

She doesn't. Instead, her fingers curl into my shirt. Pull me closer.

Everything ignites.

My hands slide into her hair. Her mouth opens under mine. Tongues meet. Taste. She makes a small sound in the back of her throat—need and relief combined.

I back her toward the bed. Her legs hit the edge. She sits, pulling me with her.

"I've wanted this," she breathes against my mouth. "Dreamed about it."

My self-control fractures. I kiss her harder. Deeper. Her hands fumble with my shirt buttons.

"You sure about this?" I manage.

"I've never been more sure of anything."

Clothes become obstacles. Her top. My shirt. Her bra. My belt.

I lay her back on the bed. Take a moment to look at her—really look. Pale skin. Soft curves. The gentle rise and fall of her chest as she watches me.

She tries to cover herself, suddenly shy under my gaze.

"Don't." I move her hands away. "You're beautiful."

"I'm not like Savannah."

"Thank God for that."

I trail my fingers down her stomach. She shivers. Goosebumps rise on her skin.

"Simon," she whispers.

I kiss her neck. Her collarbone. Work my way down to her breast. Take a nipple into my mouth. She arches up, gasps.

Her yoga pants and underwear come off in one motion. She's fully naked now, a flush spreading across her chest and cheeks.

There's a small tattoo on her inner thigh. A delicate constellation.

"Ursa Minor," she explains, seeing me notice it. "The Little Bear."

I trace it with my finger. "When did you get this?"

"Last year. Blake never noticed it."

"Blake was a fool."

I kiss the tattoo. Move higher. Her thighs part for me. Invitation I don't refuse.

The first stroke of my tongue makes her cry out. Her fingers find my hair. Hold tight.

I take my time. Learn what she likes. What makes her tremble.

"Please," she begs. "I need—"

I slide a finger inside her. Then another. Her eyes close. Head tilts back.

"Look at me," I command.

She does. Our eyes lock as I curl my fingers inside her. Find the spot that makes her shake. Her breathing deepens when I lower my mouth to her breast again, capturing a nipple between my lips. Each kiss draws a longer, more desperate inhale from her, chest rising and falling with growing urgency. Her hands instinctively move downward, seeking to touch my hardness, but I gently redirect them, pinning them beside her hips. I keep my focus entirely on her pleasure, sliding my fingers rhythmically over that perfect spot that has her writhing beneath me.

"That's it," I encourage. "Let go."

She comes with a broken sob, body clenching around my fingers. I don't stop until the aftershocks fade.

"I need you," she says when she can speak again. "Now."

I stand to remove my remaining clothes. Her eyes widen when I'm fully naked.

"Oh," she breathes, staring at my erection. Her hand reaches out, trembling slightly as her fingers wrap around me, not quite able to close around my girth. I feel her hesitation, the fearful quiver in her touch as she explores me. "You're... bigger than I expected."

I position myself over her. Kiss her deeply.

"Wait," I say. "Let me get a condom."

She stops me with a hand on my arm. "Take me. I don't care."

"You sure?"

"I want to feel you. All of you."

I groan. Position her on top of me instead.

"This way," I explain, "you control the pace."

She straddles me. Uncertainty crosses her face as she takes me in her hand. Guides me to her entrance.

The first inch is torture—tight, wet heat. Her eyes widen. Teeth dig into her lower lip.

"Slow," I remind her, hands on her hips. "Take your time."

She sinks down incrementally. Tears form in her eyes.

"You okay?"

She nods. "Just... it's been a while. And you're..."

"We can stop."

"No." Determination in her voice. "I want this."

She takes more of me. Adjusts. Takes more. Until finally, she's seated fully.

"God," she whispers. "You feel..."

"I know."

I guide her movements at first. Slow lifts and falls. Her discomfort transforms to pleasure.

She finds her rhythm. Takes control. Hands braced on my chest, she moves with increasing confidence.

"That's it," I encourage. "Take what you need."

Her pace quickens. Small sounds escape her throat. I reach between us, find her center with my thumb.

"Simon!" Her second orgasm catches her by surprise. Muscles clamp around me as she shudders.

I flip us over in one fluid motion. Take control like I've been dying to since she first walked into my cabin. Drive into her with purpose now, each thrust deliberate and claiming.

"More," she begs, those innocent brown eyes now dark with need. "Please, Simon. Please."

I give her what she wants. What we both need. Hard. Deep. Relentless. Her nails score my back, leaving marks I'll wear like badges. Her body arches beneath mine, yielding completely as I claim every inch of her that my son never could. Never would. Her breath catches with each thrust, small gasps that fuel something primal in me.

Her third climax triggers mine. I start to pull out.

"Don't," she gasps. "Stay. I want to feel you."

I bury myself deep. Release with a guttural groan. Empty everything into her.

Afterward, we lie tangled together. Her head on my chest. My fingers tracing patterns on her back.

Reality starts to seep in.

"What are you thinking?" she asks.

"That this changes everything."

She props herself up on an elbow. Studies my face. "Do you regret it?"

"No." Absolute truth. "Do you?"

"Not even a little bit."

I kiss her forehead. Check my watch. "I should go."

Reluctantly, we separate. Dress in comfortable silence. Stolen glances and small smiles.

At her door, I pull her in for one more kiss.

"I'll see you at dinner?" she asks.

"Count on it."

The walk back to my cabin feels endless. Head spinning with what just happened. What it means.

I slide my key card. Push open the door.

Savannah lies sprawled across my bed. Wearing nothing but black lace lingerie. Empty wine bottle on the nightstand.

"There you are," she slurs, clearly drunk. "I've been waiting for you."

Fuck.

Savannah stretches across my bed like a cat, all curves and confidence. The lingerie barely covers her, just enough black lace to frame what's underneath. Her lipstick is smudged. Hair tousled. Makeup slightly ruined.

She notices my hesitation. Smiles.

"Bad timing?" She doesn't wait for an answer, just slides off the bed and slinks toward me. Her walk is unsteady—the empty wine bottle wasn't for show.

I should say something. Send her away. Tell her I'm tired.

But my body still thrums with leftover adrenaline from Jenna. The scent of sex probably still clings to me. I wonder if Savannah can smell her on me.

"You disappeared." Her fingers start working on my belt. "Left me all alone at that boring winery. Had to find my own way back."

Her hands are expert, efficient despite her intoxication. She's done this before.

"Nothing to say?" She looks up at me through thick lashes. "That's fine. I don't need conversation right now."

She drops to her knees in one fluid motion. Tugs my pants down just enough. Takes me in her hand.

I close my eyes. Should stop this. Should tell her about Jenna. About how everything has changed in the span of an hour.

But Savannah's mouth is already on me. Hot. Wet. Demanding.

My mind splits in two—body responding to her skilled attention while my thoughts drift back to Jenna. Sweet, innocent Jenna who took all of me. Who looked at me with those wide eyes. Who gasped my name like a prayer.

Savannah works me with practiced precision. Knows exactly how much pressure. Perfect rhythm. She's good at this—maybe the best I've had. But it feels mechanical. Transactional.

Not like Jenna.

Jenna, who touched me with reverent curiosity. Who watched my reactions with genuine wonder. Who wanted to please me because it was me, not because it was what she was supposed to do.

Savannah moans around me. Theatrical. Performative.

I keep my eyes shut. Replace her in my mind.

Brown eyes instead of blue. Tentative touches instead of confident strokes. Wonder instead of experience.

My hands find Savannah's hair, but I'm imagining Jenna's silky strands between my fingers. Imagining guiding her. Teaching her. Watching her learn my body.

The fantasy builds as Savannah increases her pace. Her technique is flawless, but it's the imagined image of Jenna on her knees that pushes me toward the edge.

"I'm close," I manage to say.

Savannah pulls back, continues with her hand while looking up at me. "That's it, baby. Let go for me."

But it's not her voice I hear. It's Jenna's shy whisper. Jenna's gentle encouragement.

Release hits me hard and fast. Savannah aims deliberately, letting me finish across her chest, her collarbone, the swell of her breasts above the lace.

"Mmm," she purrs, running a finger through the mess I've made on her skin. Brings it to her mouth. "You were thinking about her, weren't you?"

My eyes snap open. Meet hers.

Savannah laughs. Not angry. Amused. "Don't look so shocked. I saw how you watched her at breakfast. How you disappeared right after."

She stands, still wearing my release like expensive jewellery. "Don't worry. I don't mind sharing."

She trails a finger down my chest. "In fact, I think I'd enjoy it."


Chapter 5

The private tasting car reeks of privilege. Crystal glasses catching light. Mahogany paneling. Staff in crisp white shirts pouring limited vintages with practiced flourish. Exactly the kind of event wealthy people attend to feel special about drinking fermented grape juice.

I spot Jenna immediately.

She stands alone by the window, silhouetted against the passing California landscape. Hair pulled back in a loose bun. Simple black dress that hugs every curve without trying. No jewelry except small gold earrings that catch the light when she turns.

Our eyes meet. Her lips part slightly. The memory of her taste flashes through me like electricity.

"There you are."

Savannah's arm slides around my waist. She's changed into a red dress that leaves nothing to imagination. Hair perfect. Makeup flawless. No trace of our earlier encounter except the knowing glint in her eyes.

"I was wondering if you'd show." She follows my gaze to Jenna. Smiles. "Or if you'd be... otherwise occupied."

I guide Savannah toward the sommelier. Keep my voice low. "Not now."

"When, then?" Her hand finds the small of my back. Possessive. "After dessert? Tomorrow? You're going to have to address it eventually, Simon."

The sommelier hands us both glasses of something white and expensive. I don't care enough to listen to his explanation of soil composition and barrel aging.

Jenna watches us from across the room. She looks lost. Unsure. I want to go to her but Savannah's grip tightens.

"Let's say hello." Savannah's tone suggests it's not a suggestion.

We cross the car toward Jenna. Each step feels like walking through molasses. I should've ended things with Savannah. Should've been clear. Should've made a choice.

Too late now.

"Jenna," Savannah beams. "What a pleasant surprise."

Jenna's eyes flick between us. "Hi." One syllable. Careful. Guarded.

"How are you finding the wines?" Savannah takes a deliberate sip from her glass. "I find the Chardonnay a bit... predictable. But sometimes the obvious choice is the most satisfying."

Jenna's fingers tighten around her stem. "I wouldn't know. I don't have much experience with wine."

"Oh, but you're a quick study, I imagine." Savannah leans in. "Simon certainly seems impressed with your... talents."

The color drains from Jenna's face. "Excuse me?"

"Savannah." My voice comes out as a warning.

She ignores me. "Don't worry, darling. Simon and I have an understanding." Her hand strokes my arm. "He's a man with significant appetites. One woman is rarely enough."

Jenna sets her glass down with deliberate care. "I should go."

"No." I say it too quickly. Too firmly.

Both women look at me.

I step away from Savannah. Create distance. "Jenna, stay. Please."

"Why should she?" Savannah challenges. "So we can pretend we don't all know what happened this afternoon?" She turns to Jenna. "He came back smelling like you. Looking like he'd seen God."

Jenna's eyes widen. "I didn't—we didn't—"

"You absolutely did." Savannah laughs, but there's no malice in it. "And I don't blame you. He's magnificent, isn't he?" She steps closer to Jenna. Lowers her voice. "The way he takes control. The things he says when he's inside you."

"That's enough." I move between them. Place my hand on Jenna's arm. Feel her trembling. "Savannah, you're making her uncomfortable."

"Am I?" Savannah studies Jenna's face. "Or is she just processing possibilities she's never considered?"

Jenna meets her gaze. "What exactly are you suggesting?"

"I'm not suggesting anything." Savannah trails a finger along Jenna's bare shoulder. "I'm explicitly stating that I would enjoy watching Simon fuck you senseless. Then joining. Then seeing where the night takes us."

The sommelier chooses that moment to approach with another bottle. Reads the tension. Retreats.

I watch Jenna carefully. Expect shock. Disgust. Instead, I see something unexpected. Curiosity.

"Jenna," I keep my voice low. "You don't have to listen to this."

"What if I want to?" She surprises me. Meets my eyes with newfound confidence. "What if I'm tired of being the good girl everyone expects?"

Savannah smiles. Victorious.

"You're drunk." I tell Jenna, though she's had half a glass at most.

"I'm awake." She corrects me. "For the first time in my life, I'm completely awake."

Savannah slides her arm around Jenna's waist. Tests boundaries. "You have no idea how beautiful you two looked together. I could see it on his face when he returned. The way he was thinking about you even while I was on my knees."

Jenna glances at me. "Is that true?"

I don't answer. Don't need to. She sees it in my eyes.

"Tonight." Savannah whispers in Jenna's ear. "My cabin. The three of us."

Jenna steps away from both of us. Takes a deep breath. "I need some air."

She walks out. Dignified. Back straight. Not running away—just creating space to think.

I turn to Savannah. "You had no right."

"I had every right." She sips her wine. Unbothered. "You want her. I want you. She wants to discover who she really is. Everyone gets what they want."

"It's not that simple."

"It's exactly that simple." She brushes invisible lint from my lapel. "You're overthinking, Simon. Sex is just sex. Stop making it complicated."

"She's my son's ex."

"Ex being the operative word. He cheated. All bets are off." Savannah shrugs. "Besides, you've already crossed that line. Might as well enjoy the fall."

I watch the door Jenna exited through. "I need to talk to her. Alone."

"Of course you do." Savannah kisses my cheek. "Just remember my offer. No strings. No jealousy. Just pleasure." She glances at her watch. "I'll be in my cabin until midnight. If you both show up, wonderful. If not..." She shrugs. "There's always tomorrow."

She leaves me standing alone with my thoughts.

The rest of the tasting passes in a blur. I sample wines without tasting them. Make small talk without hearing myself speak. Wait for Jenna to return.

She doesn't.

Back in my cabin, I pace. Shower. Change. Check my phone. No messages from Blake. Should I call him? Confess? Warn him?

No. That bridge is already burning. No point in accelerating the flames.

A knock at my door stops my thoughts cold.

I open it.

Jenna stands there. Hair down now. Eyes clear and certain.

"Can I come in?"


Chapter 6

I move aside, letting Jenna enter. The cabin door clicks shut behind her.

"I wasn't sure you'd come." My voice is lower than I intended.

"I almost didn't." She stands awkwardly in the center of my cabin, fingers twisting together. "Then I realized something."

"What's that?"

"I've spent my entire life doing what was expected. Being who others wanted." She takes a step closer. "For once, I want to choose."

A soft knock interrupts. Three taps, deliberate. We both know who it is.

Jenna's eyes meet mine. "Did you invite her?"

"No." I shake my head. "But I'm not surprised."

"Should I—do you want me to leave?"

I could end this now. Send Savannah away. Keep Jenna to myself. The selfish part of me wants exactly that. But Jenna's expression stops me—a mixture of fear and fascination I recognize. The look of someone standing at the edge, wondering what's on the other side.

"Your call," I tell her. "You say the word, she goes. No questions asked."

Jenna takes a deep breath. "Let her in."

I open the door. Savannah stands there in a silk robe, champagne bottle in one hand, three glasses in the other.

"I thought you might be here." She smiles at Jenna, then steps past me. "Hope I'm not interrupting."

"You always interrupt, Savannah." I close the door. "It's your specialty."

"One of many." She sets the glasses down, pours the champagne. Hands one to Jenna, who accepts it with slightly trembling fingers.

The air feels charged. Electric. Dangerous.

Savannah circles behind Jenna, stands close enough that her breasts graze Jenna's back. "I've never had a medical student before. Tell me, do they teach you anatomy in excruciating detail?"

Jenna sips her champagne. "They do."

"Fascinating." Savannah's fingers trace Jenna's shoulder. "Then you'd know exactly what happens when someone touches you here." She brushes Jenna's neck. "Or here."

Jenna's breath catches.

"Savannah." My voice carries a warning.

She smiles at me over Jenna's shoulder. "Just making her comfortable, Simon."

"You're making her nervous."

"Am I?" Savannah addresses Jenna. "Am I making you nervous, sweetheart?"

Jenna's voice is soft. "Yes."

"Good nervous or bad nervous?"

A pause. "I'm not sure yet."

Savannah laughs, delighted. "I'm going to kiss you now. Just once. To see if we have chemistry." She looks at me. "Is that alright with our host?"

I watch Jenna's face. She's flushed, pupils dilated. Aroused, despite—or because of—her discomfort.

"Jenna?" I ask.

She nods slightly.

Savannah turns Jenna to face her. Cups her cheek. Leans in slowly, giving Jenna every chance to back away.

Their lips meet. Gentle at first, then deeper as Jenna responds, champagne glass still clutched in her hand.

Something dark and possessive flares in my chest. I should feel aroused watching them—and part of me is—but mostly I want to pull Jenna away. Mark her as mine.

When they break apart, Jenna looks dazed. Savannah looks triumphant.

"She tastes like honey," Savannah tells me. "Sweet. Innocent. You're going to enjoy corrupting her."

Jenna's eyes find mine. "Is that what this is? Corruption?"

I cross to her. Take the glass from her hand. Set it aside. "This is whatever you want it to be." I brush hair from her face. "But I think we're past pretending this is just about sex."

"That's where you're wrong, Simon." Savannah slips her robe off her shoulders, revealing black lace beneath. "Tonight is absolutely about sex. The rest—the feelings, the complications—that's tomorrow's problem."

She's right. And she's wrong. But this isn't the time to sort it out.

"Come here." I pull Jenna to me. Need her to know who's in charge of this—of her. My mouth claims hers, tasting Savannah's lipstick on her, erasing it with my own mark.

Jenna melts against me, a soft sound escaping her throat. I feel Savannah behind her, unzipping Jenna's dress, kissing her neck as it falls away.

Jenna breaks our kiss, breathless. "I don't know how to do this. With two people."

"You don't need to." I lift her chin. "Just focus on me. Let Savannah take care of the rest."

Savannah slides Jenna's dress down her arms. It pools at her feet, leaving her in simple cotton underwear—white, practical, so different from Savannah's calculated seduction.

"Perfect," Savannah murmurs, hands skimming Jenna's sides. "Isn't she perfect, Simon?"

She is. Soft curves, smooth skin. The slight tremble in her limbs only makes her more beautiful.

"Bed." It's all I can manage. All I need to say.

Savannah leads Jenna to my bed. Lays her down gently, like something precious. Stretches out beside her.

"What do you want?" Savannah asks her. "Tell us."

Jenna looks at me, standing at the foot of the bed. "I want to not think. Just for tonight." Her voice steadies. "I want Simon to show me what I've been missing."

"And me?" Savannah traces patterns on Jenna's stomach.

Jenna turns to her. "I want to know what it feels like. To be with a woman."

Savannah smiles. "That's a very good answer."

I undress slowly, watching them. The contrast is striking—Savannah all confidence and calculated moves, Jenna's responses genuine, unfiltered.

When I'm naked, Jenna's eyes flicker with recognition. Savannah notices, laughs softly.

"Magnificent, isn't he?" She kisses Jenna's shoulder. "Though you already know that, don't you?"

I join them on the bed. Position myself above Jenna. "Last chance to change your mind."

She reaches for me. "I want this."

I capture her mouth. Kiss her deep and thorough while Savannah removes Jenna's bra. When I pull back, Savannah's mouth closes over one of Jenna's nipples. Jenna gasps, arching.

"Watch her," Savannah tells me between kisses. "Watch how she responds."

I do. Every shiver. Every sharp intake of breath. The way Jenna's hands clutch the sheets when Savannah's fingers slip beneath her underwear.

"She's so wet," Savannah murmurs. "So ready for you."

Jenna's eyes find mine. Pleading. Desperate.

I slide down her body. Remove her underwear. Spread her thighs.

The first touch of my mouth makes her cry out. Savannah captures the sound with a kiss, swallowing Jenna's moans as I work between her legs.

Jenna comes quickly, violently. Unpracticed. Savannah holds her through it, whispering encouragement.

"Simon," Jenna gasps when she can speak again. "Please."

I position myself between her thighs. Feel Savannah's hand guide me to Jenna's entrance.

"Look at me," I tell Jenna. Need to see her eyes when I claim her.

She does. Holds my gaze as I push inside. Slow. Deliberate. Her body yields, accepts, takes me deeper than should be possible.

"Oh my god," she breathes.

"That's it," Savannah murmurs, stroking Jenna's hair. "Take all of him."

I start to move. Controlled at first, then harder as Jenna's nails dig into my back, urging me on.

Savannah peels away the last of her clothing with practiced grace, letting each piece fall to the floor like an invitation. She takes Jenna's trembling hand in hers, guiding those delicate fingers between her thighs where she's slick and ready.

"Like this," she murmurs, showing Jenna the pressure points, the circles, the rhythm that makes her breath catch. "Feel that? Just there."

Jenna's eyes widen with fascination, her inexperienced touch growing bolder as Savannah's soft moans encourage her. She's a fast learner—her fingers finding the perfect cadence, matching the steady thrust of my hips into her body. The synchronicity is hypnotic. With each push of me inside her, she presses deeper into Savannah, creating a circuit of pleasure that connects the three of us.

"That's it," I growl, watching Jenna's confidence bloom under Savannah's guidance. "You're a natural."

It's the most erotic thing I've ever seen—Jenna beneath me, inside her, while her fingers work Savannah to a frenzy.

"She's a natural," Savannah gasps as Jenna brings her to climax.

I increase my pace. Need to mark Jenna. Claim her completely.

"You're mine now," I growl against her neck. "Say it."

"Yours," she gasps. "I'm yours, Simon."

Savannah watches us, recovering. Smiling. "Make her come again," she tells me. "I want to see her face."

I shift angles. Hit deeper. Jenna cries out, nails drawing blood on my shoulders.

"That's it," I encourage her. "Let go."

She does. Shatters around me, pulling me over the edge with her. I empty inside her, marking her in the most primal way possible.

When I can move again, I roll to the side, bringing Jenna with me. Savannah slides to her other side, both of us sandwiching Jenna between our bodies.

"Was it everything you hoped?" Savannah asks, stroking Jenna's hair.

Jenna nods, speechless.

"She needs more," I tell Savannah. Not a request. An observation.

Savannah smiles. "I thought she might."

What follows is a blur of sensation. Savannah guiding Jenna's mouth between her legs. Me taking Jenna from behind while she pleasures Savannah. Positions changing, boundaries evaporating.

Jenna transforms before my eyes. Her hesitation vanishes. She becomes bolder, more demanding. At one point, she straddles my face while Savannah rides me, the two women kissing above me.

Hours pass. We exhaust ourselves. Each other.

When we finally collapse, spent and sweaty, Jenna lies between us. Hair a tangled mess. Lips swollen. Eyes glazed with satisfaction.

Savannah kisses her shoulder. "You were magnificent."

Jenna smiles weakly. "I had good teachers."

I brush hair from her cheek. Study her face. Try to read what's behind her eyes.

"No regrets?" I ask softly.

She turns to me. "Not one."

Savannah yawns, stretches. "I should go back to my cabin. Let you two talk."

I nod, grateful for her intuition. This thing with Jenna—it's not just physical. We both know it.

Savannah dresses quickly. Kisses Jenna deeply, then me. "Thank you for sharing her," she tells me.

After she leaves, Jenna curls against my chest. "That was..."

"I know."

"I never thought I could do something like that."

I stroke her back. "You're capable of more than you realize."

She's quiet for a moment. "What happens when we reach San Francisco?"

The question I've been avoiding. The future neither of us planned for.

"That depends." I tilt her face up to mine. "What do you want to happen?"

Her eyes search mine. "I want more of this. More of you."

"Blake—"

"Made his choice." She cuts me off. "Now I'm making mine."

I pull her closer. Feel her heartbeat against my chest. "We'll figure it out."

She nods against me. Already half-asleep.

I watch her breathing slow. Trace the curve of her shoulder. The line of her jaw.

Twenty-four hours ago, she was my son's ex-fiancée. A fantasy. A forbidden thought.

Now she's in my bed. Claimed. Satisfied. Mine.

Tomorrow will bring complications. Questions. Consequences.

But tonight, I brush hair from her cheek and let myself believe this could be more than just a tryst on a train.

That some broken things are worth rebuilding.

That some rules are worth breaking.


Chapter 7

"Morning," she whispers, eyes finding mine.

"Morning."

She stretches beside me, unembarrassed by her nakedness. Different from the shy girl who used to blush when I entered a room.

"No regrets?" I ask, needing to hear it again.

Jenna rolls to face me, propping up on one elbow. "None. Last night was..." She pauses, searching for words. "Transformative."

I trace a finger down her collarbone. "That's a big word."

"I'm nearly a doctor. I know big words." She catches my hand, kisses my palm. "Do you want to know why I said yes to Savannah's suggestion?"

"Tell me."

Her eyes grow distant. "When Blake cheated, something broke in me. Not my heart—my sense of power. Like I wasn't enough." She sighs. "Last night I took it back."

"By fucking your ex's father and his date?"

She doesn't flinch at my crudeness. "By choosing exactly what I wanted without apologizing."

I study her face. No hint of the uncertain girl from yesterday. "And what do you want now?"

"This." She kisses me. Slow. Deliberate. Her hand slides behind my neck, holding me there. When she pulls back, her eyes are clear. "I don't care about Blake. I want what I want."

"Which is?"

"You." Simple. Direct. "The way you look at me like you could devour me. The way you take control without taking my choice."

My cock hardens against her thigh. "And Savannah?"

"Was exciting. Educational. But temporary." She presses against me. "This doesn't feel temporary."

I roll her beneath me. Pin her wrists above her head. "It shouldn't. You belong to me now."

"Show me."

Two words. Challenge and surrender combined.

I release her wrists. "Turn over."

She obeys, stomach to the mattress, looking back over her shoulder. I run my hands down her spine, over the curve of her ass. Bend to kiss the small of her back.

"I want to mark you," I tell her. "Claim every part of you."

Her breathing quickens. "Yes."

I reach for my discarded pants, retrieve a packet of lube from my wallet.

"You've done this before?" I ask, tearing it open.

She shakes her head. "Never. Blake wanted to, but..."

"But?"

"I didn't trust him enough."

My chest tightens. "You trust me?"

"Completely."

I coat my fingers, press one against her entrance. She tenses, then consciously relaxes.

"Breathe," I instruct. "Push back against me."

She does. My finger slides in. I work her slowly, adding a second when she's ready. Her sounds drive me mad—little gasps and moans as I stretch her.

"More," she whispers.

I position myself. Press forward. The resistance is intense, then gives way. She cries out—pain and pleasure mixed.

"Okay?" I check, barely maintaining control.

"Don't stop."

I push deeper, one hand gripping her hip, the other reaching beneath to touch her where she's wet and swollen. Her body trembles around me.

"Mine," I growl, fully seated now.

"Yours," she agrees, voice strained but certain.

I begin to move. Careful at first. Then harder when she demands it. She pushes back against each thrust, taking me deeper.

"Simon," she gasps. "I'm close."

"Come for me."

My fingers work her clit as I drive into her. She shatters, contracting around me, crying my name. I follow, emptying myself inside her with a primal groan.

After, I clean us both. Pull her against my chest. Kiss her temple.

"We arrive in San Francisco this afternoon," she murmurs.

"I know."

"What happens then?"

I should say something noncommittal. Keep options open. Remind us both this started less than twenty-four hours ago.

Instead: "Come home with me."

She shifts to look at me. "What?"

"My place in Pacific Heights. Stay with me."

"What about Blake? Your son?"

"He made his choice. We made ours."

She's quiet for a long moment. Thoughtful. Then: "Ask me again when we reach the station."

"Why?"

"Because I want to be sure you still want me off this train."

I tighten my arms around her. Feel something unfamiliar expand in my chest. Not just desire. Something deeper. More dangerous.

"I'm not letting you go," I tell her. Surprise myself with how much I mean it.

She smiles against my skin. "Good."


Chapter 8

The train slows as we approach San Francisco. Buildings grow denser. Fog hangs low over the city, transforming ordinary structures into ghostly silhouettes. Beside me, Jenna presses her hand against the window, watching the world materialize through the mist.

"Nervous?" I ask.

She shrugs one shoulder. A gesture that's somehow both casual and elegant. "A little."

I check my watch. "We should pack."

"Already done." She smiles. "Medical school teaches efficiency."

We haven't left my cabin since morning. Room service. Sex. Conversation. More sex. Learning each other's bodies in ways that should take weeks, not hours.

"Savannah?" she asks.

"Gone."

"Gone?"

"Texted while you were in the shower. Said she had an early showing in Nob Hill." I pull out my phone, show her the message. "Wished us well."

Jenna reads it, eyebrows lifting at the explicit emoji combination. "She's... interesting."

"That's one word for her."

The train jerks slightly. Final approach. Jenna rises from her seat, comes to stand between my legs. Her hands rest on my shoulders.

"Ask me again," she says.

I know what she means. My invitation from this morning. The offer to come home with me. Words that should feel reckless but instead feel inevitable.

"Come home with me," I say.

She studies my face. Looking for doubt, maybe. Hesitation. Finds none.

"Yes."

One word. Simple. Like stepping off a cliff and finding you can fly.

The train lurches to its final stop. I stand, pull her against me, kiss her hard.

"Let's go."

We wait for most passengers to disembark before leaving our cabin. No discussion needed—neither of us wants a scene. Not yet. Not with Blake's friends potentially around, or business associates who know me.

The platform bustles with reunions, taxi drivers, and porters wrangling luggage. I keep Jenna close, hand at the small of her back, guiding her through the crowd. She carries a small weekend bag. I have my leather duffel. Everything else—consequences, explanations, the future—we'll figure out later.

"Simon!"

Savannah's voice cuts through the noise. She stands near the station entrance, oversized sunglasses hiding half her face. We approach.

"Thought you'd left," I say.

"Wanted to say a proper goodbye." She pulls off her glasses, winks at Jenna. "You two look good together."

Jenna flushes. "Thank you for... everything."

"Honey, the pleasure was mine." Savannah leans in, kisses Jenna's cheek. Whispers something that makes Jenna blush darker.

Then she turns to me. "Don't waste this, Ashford. She's special."

"I know."

Savannah kisses me too, quick and light. "My Uber's here. Be happy, you two."

She walks away, hips swaying, turning heads. Just another beautiful woman in San Francisco. No one would guess what happened on that train.

"What did she say to you?" I ask Jenna.

She shakes her head. "Girl talk."

"Since when are you two girlfriends?"

"Since we shared a man, I think that's how it works." Her eyes sparkle with mischief.

I laugh. Can't help it. "Let's get out of here."

My Aston Martin waits in the long-term parking structure. Jenna runs her hand over its sleek hood.

"Very James Bond," she says.

"You complaining?"

"Definitely not."

I load our bags, open her door. She slides in, immediately adjusting her seat, familiarizing herself with the controls. Methodical. A woman who likes to understand her surroundings.

The engine purrs to life. I navigate out of the parking structure, into San Francisco traffic.

"Thank you," she says after a few minutes of silence.

"For what?"

"For seeing me." She turns in her seat to face me. "Not just on the train. Before. Even when I was with Blake. You saw me."

I focus on the road. "I shouldn't have."

"Why not?"

"You know why."

She's quiet for a moment. Traffic stops us at a light. I feel her studying my profile.

"I'm glad you did," she finally says. "And I'm glad you saw me yesterday. When I needed... freedom."

The light changes. I accelerate. "Freedom from what?"

"From being perfect little Jenna. The good girl who never makes waves. Who accepts whatever scraps of attention she's given." Her voice hardens. "From being the kind of woman who gets cheated on."

I reach across, take her hand. "You were never that woman."

"No," she agrees. "I don't think I was. But I needed to prove it to myself."

We drive in comfortable silence for a while. The fog thins as we climb into Pacific Heights. My neighborhood appears—stately homes, manicured trees, glimpses of the bay between buildings.

"You still owe me a weekend, you know," she says suddenly.

I glance over. "What?"

"You promised wine country. All I got was the train part."

"Pretty sure I delivered on other promises," I say, thinking of her bent over my bed this morning.

She grins. "True. But I'm keeping track."

I pull into my driveway. Modern architecture. Glass and steel softened by gardens. Home.

"One room or two?" I ask, cutting the engine.

Her hand slides onto my thigh. "Do you even need to ask?"

"No," I admit. "But I didn't want to presume."

Her fingers trail higher. Find me already hardening beneath my pants. "Presume away."

I lean back, let her work. Her hand is confident now, not shy like when we started this journey. She unzips me, reaches inside.

"We should go in," I manage.

"We should." She doesn't stop. Strokes me with perfect pressure. "But first I want to thank you properly."

"For what?" My voice is strained.

"For the ride."

She bends over, takes me in her mouth. Right here in my driveway. Broad daylight. Anyone could walk by.

I don't care.

Her tongue swirls. Her hand works what her mouth can't take. Pressure builds—fast, unstoppable.

"Jenna—" Warning.

She doesn't stop. Doubles down. Brings me over the edge with a skill that belies her inexperience.

I come with a groan. Pleasure pulses through me in waves.

When I can breathe again, I look down at her. She wipes her mouth, looking pleased with herself.

"Welcome home," she says.

I laugh. Pull her up for a kiss. "Welcome home, indeed."
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