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Chapter one
Move-In Ready


Iwas on my hands and knees, brush loaded up with paint, finishing the last three feet of that accent wall in a moody slate gray. My shirt was stuck to my lower back with sweat, the early May heat already seeping through the massive windows despite the morning breeze. The scent hit me first, the sharp, chemical tang of paint cut with the fainter trace of drywall dust and oak from the newly installed shelving.

I sat back on my heels and let the brush fall into a plastic tray. Above me, shafts of late afternoon sun blasted through those massive factory windows, glass panes taller than I was, streaked with decades of grit on the outside but polished to a shine within arm’s reach. The light threw bold, angular shadows over the concrete floors, making the whole place look like a magazine spread. Not bad for a structure that had been one decent windstorm away from collapse the winter before last.

Most people would’ve called what I had a luxury loft. I still saw the bones: exposed brick, ceiling beams original to 1912, and scars on the concrete from a hundred years of neglected industry. My grandfather would’ve called it character. I liked to think I’d added a bit of my own.

That thought barely had time to settle before Ryan’s boots started pounding up the new oak stairs. You could always tell it was him. He stomped like a guy who’d never tiptoed in his life.

“Jackie!” His voice rang through the emptiness, big and booming. “Where the hell you at?”

I wiped my hands on a rag and shouted, “Office wing!” I heard him veer off the main drag and head my way, heavy steps echoing off the steel and glass.

He came in grinning, all big shoulders and brand-name workwear caked with a day’s worth of sawdust. “Place looks fucking incredible. You’ve actually made a white-collar office not feel like a funeral home.” He circled the edge of the room, running calloused fingers over the matte black steel and the glass divider I’d agonized over three separate weekends.

“It’s not corporate. It’s us.” I said, watching him size up the custom built-ins and the rolling ladder I’d splurged on. “We can finally stop pretending to be legit developers out of your mudroom.”

“Shit, we might even have to buy you a tie,” Ryan shot back. He ducked into the conference room and spun on his heel, clearly picturing himself holding court over some poor, clueless investor.

He stopped by the window and stared out, hands planted on his hips. “You know what this means, right?” He turned, fixing me with that look he got before dropping a truth bomb. “We’re not just the neighborhood fuck-ups flipping houses in our spare time. This is the start of something, Jackie. Something big.”

For a second, I didn’t know what to say. I was used to the old game, bust your ass, get the job done, collapse at home with a Miller Lite and a baseball game. But this? It was actually mine. Ours.

Ryan came over and clapped me on the back, hard enough to jar my spine. “Granddad would’ve lost his shit over that exposed ductwork. And he’d have pointed out every crooked outlet, so don’t think you’re off the hook.”

“He’d want to see the shop, too.” I shrugged, but warmth crept into my chest. “He was all about the practical stuff.”

“Yeah. He had no patience for pretty. But you did good. Even the old bastard would admit it.” Ryan grinned, lines fanning out from the corners of his eyes.

He let the compliment hang there, rare and raw, before he moved on. That was my brother, never show too much sentiment, always keep things productive.

We crossed the main floor together, our footsteps tracking scuffs in the polished concrete. The ceiling soared above us, too high for anything but an industrial drop-lift or an NBA roster. The kitchen area was all custom cabinetry, black quartz, and a built-in espresso machine I’d justified as a “client retention strategy.” In truth, I’d just always wanted one.

Ryan whistled again when he saw the bar. “What’s this? You goin’ full Bachelor of the Year on me?”

I smirked. “Figure if the real estate market tanks, I can pivot to running a speakeasy. First drink’s on the house. Every other drink is also on the house, because I have no idea how to run an actual bar.”

He opened the fridge, found decent beer, and popped the cap against the edge of the quartz like it was meant for that purpose. “You know what’s gonna happen with a setup like this, right?” He gestured with the bottle, sloshing a little on the floor I’d just mopped. “You’re gonna have a parade of women through that front door. I give it two weeks tops before you’re juggling a roster.”

I rolled my eyes and grabbed a bottle for myself. “I’d have to actually leave the job site to meet women, Ry. In case you haven’t noticed, I’ve been living like a monk in work boots.”

He barked out a laugh. “That’s a self-inflicted wound, little brother. Time to take off the kid gloves. Renovation’s done, business is set up. Now you can focus on getting laid for a change.”

I tried to keep it light. “Fair enough. Maybe I’ll put out a Craigslist ad—‘single male, obsessed with caulk lines and battery tools, seeks woman who enjoys sawdust in awkward places.’ Think it’ll work?”

Ryan cracked up, beer almost spraying from his nose. “You’d be surprised, Jackie. Some girls are into that rugged shit. ‘Guy who can actually build a shelf’, that’s like, top-tier husband material these days.”

“Yeah, if by husband you mean ‘free handyman for life.’”

He sobered for just a second, giving me the kind of look a guy reserves for family. “No bullshit, you’ve built something here. And not just the four walls. You got vision. It’s time to put more of yourself out there. Only way the rest falls in place.”

The words hit harder than I liked. I’d been so focused on construction and contracts, I’d let everything else vanish behind drywall and deadlines. Now the place was ready for people, noise, laughter, hell, maybe even furniture that didn’t fold up for storage.

Ryan nudged my arm. “I mean it. The open house? Perfect icebreaker. I’m betting you’ll have company by the end of the month, maybe sooner if you don’t scare ‘em off talking about building codes.”

“Noted. I’ll stick to the classics: fire exits and Chicago zoning law.”

“The ladies love a man who can recite egress requirements.”

I snorted and took a swig, letting the cold beer chase fatigue down my throat. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Ryan take in the whole room, face softening around the eyes. For all his shit-talking, he was proud. Of me. Of this.

He patted the countertop, then tossed his empty into the recycling bin. “Alright, I gotta run. Crew’s starting demo on the Fullerton property at eight sharp tomorrow. You want in, show up with a hard hat and attitude.”

I nodded, feeling the old rhythm of our partnership settle into my bones. “I’ll be there. After I finish hand-buffing these beams for the open house.”

Ryan rolled his eyes. “Fuckin’ perfectionist, just like Granddad warned me.”

I grinned. “Let me handle it.”

He paused at the threshold, looking back one last time. “Seriously, Jackie, you deserve this. Don’t act like you don’t.” The door swung shut behind him, footsteps fading down the metal-grate stairs.

For a minute, the silence pressed in. The place already felt different with just me, the echo of Ryan’s laughter still hanging in the air. I looked around at all the careful lines, the gleaming surfaces, the architecture of my ambition. Every detail was perfectly executed, but I couldn’t shake the sense something was missing.

Maybe during the open house the space would fill, noise, stories, maybe a woman’s laughter layered over the smell of varnish and lemon cleaner. I wanted it. More than I’d admit, even to myself.

I picked up the paint brush, checked my work, and let the city’s fading sunlight pour in, illuminating every corner. There it was, potential, waiting. For someone. For something.

Time to see if I could build more than beautiful empty rooms.

***

The taste of cheap beer and fried cheese curds always hits different after a full day of moving furniture up three flights of stairs. Especially when your glutes are screaming in agony, and you still haven’t unpacked a single box. I slid into the cracked vinyl booth, scuffed Levi’s and all, with a weird sense of pride. This was my night, my new place, my grown-up phase, and I was buying dinner for Ryan like a proper adult.

We clinked our pint glasses together, foam sloshing over the sides.

“To your new loft. And to the last time I ever let you talk me into moving a couch up a spiral staircase,” Ryan said, shaking his head with a crooked grin. The overhead screens were locked on Cubs highlights, but nothing outshone the self-satisfied glow on my brother’s face after the kind of day we’d had.

“Fair enough, man. Next time, I’m hiring movers. Or bribing Jake with a fantasy football bet,” I said. My forearms were still dusted with a faint sheen from lifting boxes, and I was about one cheese fry away from an epic food coma.

Ryan tipped his glass to me. “Congratulations, Jackie. You finally made it.”

I rolled my eyes at the old nickname, but there was a warmth in it I wasn’t about to snuff out.

“Feels weird. Like I’m living in someone else’s place until I look in the mirror and see me instead of—” I trailed off. The ghosts of Grandpa’s expectations hovered close, but for once, the pride outweighed the pressure.

Ryan nodded, picking up the rest without me spelling it out. “Don’t overthink it. You put in the sweat. You earned it.”

He popped a cheese curd and gestured at me with the next one. “So what’s the blueprint here? You gonna throw a crazy open house, or just let those Instagram agents do their thing?”

I forced a smile. “Probably both. Open house on the first. I might even dress up for it.”

He snorted. “Yeah, and hell might freeze too.”

Before I could volley back, a noise cut through the growl of the crowd, a feminine squeal so bright and high it could have outpaced the L train.

“Holy shit, is that—JACK!”

I didn’t even turn. The voice was a sonic boom from my past, drilled into my memory by four years of late-night campus parties and post-finals bar crawls. Savannah Pierce.

One second I was upright, the next I was enveloped in bouncy, perfumed blonde—arms wrapped tight around my neck and D-cups mashed against my chest hard enough to squeeze the air from my lungs.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, hanging on like she was worried I’d vanish. “It’s really you!”

Every guy in a ten-foot radius immediately scowled in envy, and I just let it happen. She felt incredible, all soft curves, and her hair smelled like sugar and sunshine.

“Savvy,” I said, fighting a smile. “I thought you got abducted by aliens.”

She pulled back, just enough to beam at me, her face lighting up the booth. Her grip didn’t lessen, not even a little. “You wish, Bennett. LA doesn’t have half as much fun as the rumors say.”

Savannah, stacked, glowing, in a tight, sleeveless blue dress that did things to her figure that should have required a warning label, was more radiant than any version I’d seen in college. If Lily was the prototype for bottled joy, Savannah was the platinum model, with a dial turned all the way up.

She finally slid into the booth beside me, thigh pressed flush to mine, one hand still gripping my leg just above the knee, as if anchoring me in place.

Behind her stood a guy who looked like he ate nails for breakfast, late thirties, built like a retired linebacker, shaved head, arms folded. He scanned the bar, expression blank, as if daring someone to mess with Savannah. Not exactly boyfriend material, unless Savannah had pivoted to dating silent ex-Marine types.

Meanwhile, Ryan was staring at Savannah with his mouth actually hanging open. My own brother, poleaxed by a woman. Finally, the universe had a sense of humor.

Savannah ignored the whole sideshow and zeroed in on me.

“Two years, Jack. Where have you been hiding? I looked all over for you. Changed your number, moved house, thought maybe you joined a monastery.”

I barked a laugh. “I figured you were too busy living the LA dream. You just up and vanished.”

She smirked, eyes bright and a little wicked. “Hardly. I got bored of avocado toast and influencer pool parties. Missed the city. The people. I needed to get my midwest roots dirty again.”

She leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. “Also, Chicago’s way sexier than LA. Don’t let them tell you otherwise.”

My body responded like someone had flipped a switch. Every sense, that sweet perfume, the press of her thigh, those sapphire blue eyes, overloaded me. I hadn’t had a drink in months that hit as hard as the way Savannah looked at me.

I cleared my throat, searching for something to say that didn’t sound like a hormone-addled teenager.

“So what are you doing, back in town?” I managed. “Taking over the world one Cubs game at a time?”

She giggled, hand tracing slow circles on my leg. “A little of that. Mostly catching up on what I missed. Like, my friend Erica just bought one of your flips. She made me come over and I about died. The kitchen? The bathrooms? Jack, you’re a genius.”

I actually felt my face heat up, which never happened, but she just kept going. “And then you’re in that spread in Chicago Architecture. Like, you are the Bennett Brothers now. Pretty hot, if you ask me.”

Ryan finally snapped out of his stupor and held out a hand, attempting composure.

“I’m Ryan. Jack’s older, slightly less famous brother, and the one who actually does all the work,” he said, straight-faced.

Savannah greeted him with a megawatt smile but didn’t even blink as she kept massaging my thigh. “Of course you are. You’re the contractor genius. Didn’t you do the Lincoln Mill conversion?”

Ryan looked like Christmas had come early. “Yeah, that was all us. You know about that?”

“I read everything,” Savannah gushed. “It was on Dwell last year. That kitchen island? I dream about it. Honestly, you could quit and do reality TV.”

For a moment, I thought my brother might actually blush. Then Savannah whirled back to me, hair bouncing, all energy and intent.

“You’re an even bigger deal than you let on, Jack. Don’t think I didn’t notice.” With her other hand, she tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, lingering at the nape of my neck, the contact both playful and oddly intimate. She leaned closer. “I owe you a coffee, or something. We have a lot to catch up on.”

“You want coffee, I’ll make it for you. At my new place,” I said, the words slipping out without thought. “We’re having an open house June first. You should come.”

“Absolutely. I’ll be there. Text me the address, okay?” She pouted, mock-upset. “Tried to call, but you ghosted me. Changed your number?”

I reached for my phone. “Yeah, old one got nuked by spam. Here, let’s fix that.”

We traded numbers, her fingers brushing over mine as if she didn’t want to let go.

She scrolled through her phone, thumb flying. “There. Locked in. Seriously, don’t vanish on me this time.”

The guy behind her shifted, but still never spoke.

“So, what are you up to now? Besides breaking necks everywhere you go,” I asked, taking in the full package. She was even more of a bombshell than I remembered.

She pressed in, hand curling around the back of my neck, thumb tracing lazy circles. “Oh, modeling stuff. Nothing epic. A couple shoots, some gigs for friends. I like being in front of the camera, but it’s not, like, a thing.”

She added, voice dropping low, “To be honest? I think about you way more than I ever told you. I hated how we left things. Maybe we should talk about it. Just us.”

My heart thumped so hard I was sure even Ryan could hear it.

“I’d like that,” I said, surprised by how certain I sounded.

Savannah’s smile turned hungry. “You’re trouble, Jack. Bet you’re chained to some lucky girl now, aren’t you?”

I barked a laugh. “Single as it gets. Relationship status: workaholic.”

“Even better,” she purred, squeezing my thigh, her eyes blazing.

At that moment, a fanboy in a Cubs cap sidled over, clutching a GQ with Savannah sprawled topless, save for some strategically placed leather, across the cover.

The headline screamed: Meet America’s Next It Girl, Savannah Pierce.

My jaw hit the table.

“Sorry to interrupt, but—would you mind? My girlfriend is obsessed with you,” the guy stammered, holding out a Sharpie.

Savannah’s face flipped to pro mode, shoulders back, instant megawatt smile. She scrawled her name across the cover, then posed with the kid for a selfie, all while the “bodyguard” watched, stone-faced.

As soon as the flash faded, Savannah slid back to me, all business gone, leaning in for a goodbye that made my ears burn.

“I have an appointment I can’t miss,” she whispered, “but don’t let another girls steal you away from me before your open house, and don’t disappear on me again, okay?”

She kissed me once, slow and bold, then again, even longer, her mouth soft and hungry against mine. The world vanished for those six seconds. All I saw, smelled, tasted, was Savannah Pierce.

Then she was up and gone, blowing a playful kiss my direction while every table in the place gawked at me like I’d just banged the prom queen on the fifty-yard line.

Ryan just stared, stunned into silence.

I nursed my beer, still dizzy from the two-alarm assault of Savannah’s presence.

Ryan was the first to speak, after what felt like a full inning of silent replay.

“Did you know she was a model?”

I shook my head. “No clue. I thought she went out west for event planning.”

He burst out laughing, almost spilling his beer. “You’re an idiot, man. She’s on every billboard from here to the Loop. You really haven’t seen her?”

“There’s a lot of billboards,” I said, gesturing vaguely. “Background noise.”

He just shook his head, grinning. “It’s a miracle you ever lost your virginity. Listen—”

He jabbed a finger at me for emphasis. “She’s into you. It’s clear she always has been. You gotta make a move, Jack.”

My pulse kicked up again, this time fueled by hope instead of shock.

“Honestly, I never thought I had a shot. College was a shark tank, every guy competed over her.”

Ryan rolled his eyes. “She left them all behind, and look who she glued herself to tonight. Next time, you answer her call. Hell, invite her for the full VIP tour.”

I grinned, taking the advice, and maybe, for once, believing it.

“Yeah,” I said, “maybe I’ll finally give her a real shot.”

Ryan lifted his glass, and I matched him—brothers toasting to the impossible suddenly looking a lot like the inevitable.

It was going to be one hell of a summer.

***

Coming home to the old apartment was like getting punched in the face by my own history.

The building was a relic, a one-time family flat chopped into boxes by the world’s laziest landlord. The hallway carpet was worn smooth, the scent of scorched pizza rolls fighting for dominance with someone’s weed habit two doors down. Our front door stuck so bad you had to hip-check it twice just to get in.

Inside, it was the same disaster zone as always. The living room was a museum of battered furniture and broken dreams: futon sagging in the middle like a cartoon smile, a giant beanbag that ate everyone who sat in it, and a coffee table layered with three generations of takeout containers. The walls were unevenly painted from some half-assed “guys’ night” project; streaks of blue and gray made it look like we’d hired an indecisive toddler.

But it was home. Or it had been.

Jake was in the kitchen, right where I expected him, half-eaten sandwich in one fist, phone in the other, ESPN highlights running on mute. He spotted me and lit up.

“There he is! The mogul himself.” He took a victory bite and grinned. “Don’t tell me you slept at the new place. Gotta give us regular dudes time to catch up.”

I dropped my keys on the counter, dodging a sauce packet explosion field, and shrugged. “Figured I’d let the paint dry before I started moving my shit. That new concrete smell is supposed to be bad for your brain cells.”

Jake snorted, spraying crumbs. “Please. You survived years of my laundry room. You’re basically immune to everything.” He strolled over, sandwich waving like a banner of friendship. “Big plans for tomorrow, by the way. Get ready for the grand tour, Lily and Anna already RSVP’d yes. We’re gonna break in your party palace the right way.”

I tried to downplay it, but there was a flush of pride. “Yeah? Surprised you convinced them. Last time we hosted, the cops showed up twice.”

“Which is why we let you do the invite this time, Mr. Classy. The girls are pumped to see your upgrade. Seriously, Lily texted me three times about what to wear.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You mean she wants to know if snacks are provided.”

“Also true. But Anna went all caps in the group chat. She says you’d better have those famous cookies you make or else.”

I laughed, reaching past him to grab a water. The sound felt good in my chest, slicing through the exhaustion. “Noted. But if Anna brings vodka again, I’m hiding your car keys.”

Jake considered, then shrugged. “Worth it. Gotta christen your new place in style, man. Might even get lucky, you never know.”

The usual ribbing, delivered with a grin and a punch to my shoulder. If he knew the shit I kept locked down behind my “all business” exterior, he’d laugh me out of the city.

We hung out for a bit, binging highlight reels and arguing about who’d actually win in a street fight, vintage Jordan or current LeBron. It felt normal. Comfortable. But I could feel the boxes staring me down from the hallway, a silent reminder that the end of an era was coming.

When fatigue caught up, I ducked into my closet of a bedroom. The bed took up most of the space, with cardboard boxes stacked head-high along the wall. Each one was labeled in black marker, “tools,” “records,” “kitchen junk”, but a few just read “Jack. Private.”

I let my hand drift over the top of one box, feeling the scuffed cardboard under my fingers. Like always, memories had a way of sticking. I pulled out the framed photo that sat on my nightstand: me and Jake, arms slung around each other, grinning, faces sunburned from a spring break bonfire gone off the rails. I couldn’t remember the last time I looked that carefree. Maybe it was the beer, maybe it was the company.

I set the photo in the open box and paused, staring at it a little too long. There was a lump in my throat, not regret, exactly, but a kind of ache. Like I was packing away not just my stuff, but a version of myself I wasn’t sure I’d find again.

The rest of my “personal effects” were sad leftovers: a College World Series baseball, the world’s ugliest ceramic mug, a couple of mixed CDs from exes whose names I’d forgotten. Still, each piece told a story.

The apartment was quieter than I’d ever heard it. Jake had retreated to his room, probably texting Lily or scrolling memes he’d share at breakfast. I listened to the hum of old pipes, the occasional L train screaming past outside, the city’s pulse just beneath our window.

I stretched out on the bed, blinking up at the cracks in the ceiling. For a second, I let myself imagine what it would be like to share this moment with someone, a real someone. The kind of woman who’d fit inside the life I’d built, who’d see the cracks in my logic and want me anyway. I craved that next-level connection more than I ever admitted, even to best friends.

Instead, it was just me and the boxes. All my achievement, packed up and waiting for the next phase. The high from my new project was starting to crash, leaving me empty in the dark.

I reached over and killed the lamp. The city glared on behind the blinds, neon and halogen bleeding through in fractured strips of light.

I let the loneliness hang in my chest, sharp and insistent. Yeah, I wanted more. Not just the celebration tomorrow, or the parade of parties, someone who’d look at me and make me believe I deserved it.

My eyelids were already heavy. I pictured the new place finished, alive with voices. Maybe this time, I’d build something I could actually keep.

I drifted off, half-smiling at the thought.

Tomorrow, it all started.


Chapter two
Setting Up Shop


Moving day was a circus act starring me, my brother, and gravity.

The boxes just kept coming: power tools, winter boots, enough kitchen crap to cater a block party, and at least four containers labeled, “Private: DO NOT OPEN.” Ryan gave me hell about every single one.

“You sure you wanna haul all these memories upstairs?” he said, sweat dripping off his brow as he balanced two boxes marked “Records” on his shoulder. “You planning to run a therapy group up here, or is this just the world’s laziest hoarder cosplay?”

I grunted and kept moving. The box in my arms felt like it was bricked with bowling balls. “If I am a hoarder, I learned from the best. How many years of trade magazines are you bringing to the new office?”

“They’re called ‘archival resources,’ little brother. Some people appreciate history.” Ryan thumped his stack down just inside my bedroom door, nearly buckling the new floor. “You want these by the window or the closet?”

“Anywhere is fine. I’ll organize them once the bruises fade.”

He snorted, then eyed the room. The bed frame was leaning against a wall, bare mattress on the floor. All around, towers of boxes loomed like a moving violation waiting to happen.

“You’re sleeping in here tonight?” he said, eyebrow cocked.

“As long as the mattress isn’t booby-trapped, yeah.”

He shook his head and opened another box, tossing bubble wrap at my face. “It’s got ‘serial killer vibe’ written all over it. You need art, or at least a plant. Women hate empty rooms.”

I flicked the bubble wrap at him, deadpan. “I’ll put it on my shopping list. Right after protein powder and coffee.”

“You do that. And hey—” He jabbed a thumb at me, blue-collar prophet mode. “Don’t just stay here hiding out with your hammer collection. Use the building. Invite people. Sleep with a few. You’re running out of character-building excuses.”

I tried to look offended. “I have a rich interior life, thanks.”

Ryan grinned, blue eyes cutting through his own sarcasm. “Yeah, and it’s getting stale. Time for a rebrand. You want my advice? Next time, go to the market in something stained with motor oil. Women love that rugged shit.”

I rolled my eyes, but his words sparked a jolt of anticipation. Fresh start. Maybe even a new face or two.

We finished the job in just over three hours, fueled by cold pizza and the pure spite energy only siblings can muster. By the time Ryan finally headed out, the sun was creeping low, flooding the main floor with gold light. My new home was officially a disaster zone, but it was mine.

When the echo of his boots finally faded, reality set in. I was alone. Or more alone than I’d been in a while. Just me, the cardboard towers, and one hell of a view.

I changed shirts, splashed cold water on my face, and checked my phone. Low battery, zero notifications. Perfect.

Shopping time.

***

The Logan Square Market looked exactly how you’d draw it up for a TV pilot: worn brick, garage-style doors rolled up to let in the balmy evening air, and a sign over the checkout that still boasted “Best Avocados in Chicago!” in fading paint. The crowd was the usual parade of hipsters, young families, and fitness junkies in outfits more expensive than my couch.

I navigated the aisles like a man on a mission. Coffee. Eggs. Tiny mountains of granola, because apparently everyone in the city was training to be a squirrel. I grabbed the biggest container of Greek yogurt I could find, then doubled back for bananas. If there was a nutritional gold star, I was on the honor roll.

Finally, I hit the supplement section. That’s where my confidence evaporated.

The display was a wall of neon plastic tubs, each one promising faster muscle gains, longer stamina, better sleep, life-changing bowel movements. I started reading labels, but the words blurred: “whey isolate with ultra-filtered peptides,” “grass-fed hydrolyzed,” “vegan-friendly super greens.” Were they all the same? Or was one of these actually going to make me less doughy and more… impressive?

I picked up a black-and-chrome container, squinting at the ingredients like it was a game plan for nuclear launch. That’s when I heard the voice behind me.

“You really don’t want that one. Unless you like the taste of drywall and disappointment.”

I turned and the entire aisle felt smaller.

She wore tiny black yoga shorts and a cropped tank that said “Coach” in bold white letters. Her skin was flawless, glowing with some kind of post-workout energy or genetic superiority. Dark hair was pulled high off her neck, ponytail swinging like a judge’s gavel. Her eyes were green and sharp as glass, fixing on me with a challenge.

My brain short-circuited for three full seconds. Then my mouth woke up. “I was just, uh, shopping by color. I figured… black label means premium?”

She arched an eyebrow, amused and totally unimpressed. “It means marketing department. You want something that won’t kill your kidneys, get the blue tub. Third one down.”

I reached for it without hesitation, like she’d just handed me a cheat code. The label promised “BioActive Protein Matrix,” which sounded exactly like what I needed to survive my new life.

She stepped closer, giving the tub a little spin in my hand, her fingers brushing mine. “That’s a good one. No fillers, mixes easy, doesn’t taste like death.”

Her arms looked like they belonged on a magazine cover, equal parts form and function. She had definition everywhere, shoulders, thighs, even the hint of abs under her tank. I must’ve looked like a caveman standing next to her.

I tried to keep things casual. “I bow to the expert. You work out here, or just moonlight as a protein powder consultant?”

She grinned, a sideways curve of her lips that did dangerous things to my pulse. “Professional trainer. I run a studio a few blocks north.” She eyed my biceps, not unimpressed, then back to my face. “And you’re the guy who moved into the big rehab on Sacramento, aren’t you?”

I blinked. Small world. Or maybe just a neighborhood that noticed everything. “I am. Jack Bennett. Newest victim of overpriced construction and nutritional insecurity.”

She offered her hand without hesitation. Strong grip, warm skin. “I’m Jordan Hale. But today, just your unsolicited supplement specialist.”

I shook her hand, liking the feel of her palm on mine. She didn’t do the fake flirty squeeze, a real handshake, direct as a power tool.

“Nice to meet you, Jordan,” I said, doing my best not to stare at her mouth when she talked.

She tilted her head, assessing. “So you’re in the development game, huh? The crew that redid the windows on your building used to come to my gym. You’ve got a hell of a space.”

I shrugged, flattered. “Mostly I just haul boxes and try not to break my own ankles. But yeah. That building’s my problem now.”

Jordan leaned in, dropping her voice just enough to make it feel like a secret. “Word of advice, Jack: if you’re going to survive opening week, double your protein and drink more water. Moving and construction eat people alive.”

I nodded, caught somewhere between awestruck and flustered. She smelled clean, fresh soap, trace of citrus, absolutely zero bullshit. “Noted. I’ll start my new regimen immediately.”

She looked me up and down, and for a second it felt extremely naked. Not a complaint.

“For what it’s worth, you clean up pretty well,” she said, eyes dancing. “Most of the guys around here look like they just rolled off a party bus.”

I barked out a laugh, feeling the heat rise behind my ears. “I try. Is it working?”

“You tell me.” She reached past me for a jar of almond butter, shoulder flexing. “I mean, handsome, solvent, and capable of reading nutrition labels. You’re basically an urban legend.”

The compliment hit harder than it should have. “Guess I’ll have to live up to the hype.”

She flashed that grin again. “Good luck. You’ll need it.”

Jordan loaded up her basket with a few things: protein, greens, a bag of popped quinoa. Her efficiency was clinical and borderline intimidating. Then she circled back toward me, lowering her voice for the punchline.

“Just for the record, I’m not a psycho who randomly recommends protein powder to handsome strangers.” She winked, and the effect was thermonuclear. “Professional trainer, remember?”

I groped for a comeback and failed, utterly. “Well, if that’s the case, I’ll have to redeem myself next time with a solid product review.”

“It’s a date,” she said, and it was impossible to tell if she was joking.

The air between us buzzed, hungrier than it had any right to be for a grocery store.

Jordan, yeah, her name was definitely going to stick, gave me a last, extra-long glance before checking out. “See you around, Jack.”

I watched her walk away, the ponytail swinging like a metronome, legs longer than my entire career. I bought my new protein powder and probably a year’s supply of bananas, but my head was still in the supplement aisle.

***

By the time I hit the sidewalk, the late sun was firing up the glass towers downtown and the breeze felt almost tropical for May. The city was humming, people everywhere, but the moment stuck with me.

Jordan. The name bounced around like a loose screw in my chest.

As I walked back to the loft, I kept replaying her words. Handsome. Urban legend. And that casual, confident way she’d called the shots. She was going to be trouble. The good kind, the kind you want to chase down even if you know you’ll crash and burn.

I grinned, adjusting the handles on my grocery bag like I’d bench-pressed my way to victory.

Maybe this new life wasn’t going to be so empty after all.

***

The sun had dipped behind the city, but inside the bar the lights were pure adrenaline. Neon beer signs splashed blue and pink over the exposed brick, and the place pulsed with a Friday night crowd. Even the furniture was deliberate, oversized booths, battered wood tables, and a bar so long it demanded a shot glass on every square inch.

Jake spotted me the second I walked in. “There he is! Mr. Real Estate Porn,” he announced, waving like I was coming home from a military tour. “Congrats, man. You look like you survived the move!”

I rolled my eyes and squeezed into the booth, right between Lily and a pitcher of local lager.

Lily beamed, eyes twinkling. “This is a major life event, Jack. We have to document it.” She immediately snapped a selfie, pulling Anna in for maximum cuteness.

Anna slid in next to me, her perfume soft and familiar. “He’s not going to make it a week without our help. He’ll starve or get taken out by a rogue carbon monoxide detector.”

I smirked. “I survived years with Jake. At this point, I’m basically indestructible.”

Jake poured the drinks with a bartender’s flair, filling everyone’s glass. “A toast! To Jack’s new palace, and to finally getting all your weird tools out of my living room.”

I raised my glass, feeling the laughter ripple through me. “And to the only friends who’d actually show up for moving day. I owe you.”

Lily clinked her glass against mine. “You can pay us back in cocktails and carbs. And maybe—” she shot a sly glance at Anna, “a little matchmaking magic.”

Anna groaned, rolling her eyes, but her smile lingered. “Here we go.”

Lily was undeterred. “I’m just saying, you two would be perfect together now that Anna’s finally single.”

Jake nudged her, grinning. “Yeah, Jack. Did you know Anna just got that big promotion at work?”

Anna tried to deflect, but the corners of her mouth fought to stay serious. “I work in marketing, now with slightly more emails and even less vacation.”

I laughed. “That sounds like cruel and unusual punishment. Do you get your own assistant at least?”

She shook her head, dark hair sliding over one shoulder. “Just more responsibility and a fancier email signature. You, on the other hand, get giant windows and the world’s most dangerous espresso machine.”

Jake cut in. “Don’t let him fool you. Jack’s basically building a Bond villain lair. Espresso, fixed-gear bikes in the lobby, probably a secret trapdoor somewhere under the staircase.”

I ran with it. “Actually, we went with the flamethrower option. Much more dramatic for parties.”

Anna laughed, a warm, genuine sound that shivered up my spine. “Invite me to that party, and I’ll bring the fireproof cocktails.”

Lily was relentless. “See? You’re already vibing. Where was this chemistry when you were both single in college?”

Anna gave a pointed look. “Lily, you spent all of college running interference so I wouldn’t accidentally date one of Jake’s friends.”

“That’s because some of them were walking HR violations. Jack’s always been the safe bet,” Lily said, squeezing my arm. “Solid, drama-free, and look at those forearms. You know he’s good with his hands.”

Jake choked on his beer, wiping foam off his chin. “Easy there, Lils. Save some of the Bennett charm for the rest of us.”

I tried to keep a straight face, but Anna’s eyes sparkled, unbothered, curious. “So Jack, how’s it feel to actually live in a place you designed yourself?”

Her attention was a spot-light, warm and a little intimidating. “Honestly? Kind of surreal. I keep waiting for someone to show up and tell me I missed a critical code requirement.”

Anna nodded, genuinely interested. “Is that why you stress so much about the details? Or is it just genetic perfectionism?”

“Mostly genetic. But if you ever want to see a real panic attack, just unplug my router at 2AM.”

Anna laughed again, this time softer, her thigh pressing lightly against mine under the table. She didn’t move away, and neither did I.

“Careful,” she said. “That’s the kind of vulnerability that gets a guy in trouble.”

Lily was back at it, flipping through the drink menu for emphasis. “You both are too polite. If I were single, I’d be all over Jack. He’s like the last non-creepy man in the city.”

Anna shot her a look. “You’re not single, and Jake would die if you so much as texted someone else.”

Jake pretended to faint, slumping against the table. “It’s true. I’m emotionally fragile.”

We all laughed, and the conversation snowballed. For the next hour, we ran through every possible topic, worst first dates, dream vacations, the shadiest local take-out joints. Anna peppered me with questions about the renovation, actually listening, offering ideas, poking fun where it counted.

Her curiosity was magnetic; she asked about finishes, why I picked the color for the accent wall, even what my desk looked like. I wanted to tell her everything, all the weird thoughts that lived in my head about architecture, light, and why I hated cheap drywall more than most war criminals.

Through it all, Anna’s knee stayed pressed to mine. Sometimes her hand grazed my thigh when she shifted, always easy, always natural. She laughed at my dumbest jokes, and when she smiled at me, it felt like we were the only people in the bar.

I could’ve stayed like that forever, trading sarcasm and secrets, soaking up the possibility. But Lily and Jake, the world’s most codependent couple, eventually declared it was time for the “official” afterparty.

Lily raised her glass, one last toast. “To new beginnings and to Jack finally getting the space he deserves.”

I let that soak in, the words and the touch of Anna’s hand. “To new beginnings,” I said, and meant it.

We peeled ourselves out of the booth, gathering jackets and unfinished drinks. Jake threw an arm around both girls, playing the world’s happiest bouncer. Lily nudged me toward Anna as we walked out, whispering, “Don’t overthink it. You two are perfect.”

Anna just smiled, eyes catching the city lights through the bar window.

Outside, the air had that electric, anything-can-happen feeling. The four of us headed down the block, laughter echoing off the bricks, all of it somehow pointed straight at me and Anna, moving in perfect sync.

Next stop: my place. Time to see what happened when you put old friends and a bottle of bourbon in a room with no rules.

***

If the bar was about noise and possibility, the loft was pure atmosphere.

Fifteen seconds after walking in, Lily was running her fingers along the quartz, letting her hand linger like she was petting a thoroughbred. “This place is amazing, Jack,” she purred, spinning around to take it all in. “Seriously. If I lived here, I’d just… invite people over and never let them leave.”

Anna drifted to the accent wall, eyes wide. “The slate gray is perfect. Suddenly you’re like… a real grown-up. I almost don’t recognize you.”

I grinned, flipping on the pendant lights over the bar. The gold glow hit the windows just right, city lights sneaking past the edges of the buildings. “Don’t be fooled. I still haven’t unpacked my socks.”

Jake slumped into the nearest armchair, beer in hand, already looking too comfortable. “Not gonna lie, Jack. You’ve raised the bar here. If I ever move in, I’m going to need a full-time butler and at least three Instagram models.”

Lily laughed, throwing herself onto the L-shaped couch and immediately queening the best corner. “Dream bigger, babe. Jack’ll have a whole harem up here in no time.”

Anna just rolled her eyes, but she was smiling. “He’s definitely not dying alone with a kitchen like this.”

I took the cue and went full host mode, mixing up cocktails with my best “faux-tender” routine. Lily called out her playlist, fun, horny, zero chill. Pop hits blasted through the speakers, rich and loud. I passed drinks around and ended up next to Anna on the couch.

She sipped her drink, eyes glinting. “So, what’s the secret to a perfect loft party?”

I pretended to think. “Step one: invite people who actually like each other. Step two: don’t spill tequila on the new rug.”

“Ambitious,” Anna said. “But tonight, maybe don’t trust Jake with open containers.”

Jake raised his glass in salute. “I only spill things on purpose, darling.”

The mood went from zero to wild in under five minutes. Lily kept the jokes flying, “Anna, is Jack hotter now that he’s a property mogul, or was he always secretly a ten?”, and Anna bantered right back.

“He’s improved with age. Like a whiskey barrel, or a guy who finally learns to make his own dentist appointments.”

Lily snorted. “Speaking of improvements… have you two ever danced? I need to see this.”

Before we knew it, Lily had me and Anna up and moving. She cranked the volume, then spun Anna into my arms, laughing as she did.

Anna shook her head at the showmanship, but the way she slid in against me was something to write songs about. Her body fit mine, easy and confident. We moved together, awkward at first, but the longer it went, the more natural it felt, like we’d done this a hundred times.

Lily played ringmaster, shrieking encouragement, doing everything she could to lock us together. “Look at the chemistry! It’s like a rom-com in here. Someone call Netflix.”

Jake tried to get up to join in, but promptly fell back into the armchair, head tilted and eyes half-closed. Lily giggled, then left us to dance a little longer, swaying and spinning through the open space.

At some point, we all collapsed on the couch, out of breath and a little tipsy. The city glowed through the glass, skyscrapers blinking their approval.

Anna slid closer, thigh pressed to mine, fingers tangling with my hand. The contact was deliberate. She watched me over the rim of her glass, like she was measuring me against a blueprint only she understood.

Lily whispered, “You have to kiss her, or you’ll regret it forever.”

Anna laughed, but her grip on my hand squeezed a little tighter.

For a while, the three of us just sat like that, music low, the promise of something unspoken buzzing through the air. Even as Lily drifted off, head on my shoulder, Anna stayed with me, trading stories and memories, relaxing into my touch.

Eventually, reality intruded. Anna checked her phone, then groaned. “I have to be at work at seven. Why must adulthood ruin everything?”

I didn’t love the answer, but I respected her willpower. “Can I walk you out?”

Together, we woke Lily and somehow managed to get Jake vertical. He was dead weight, cracking dumb jokes as we half-dragged him to a guest room.

Lily tucked him in with surprising tenderness. “I’m going to stay here, make sure he doesn’t asphyxiate on his own bar snacks.”

I nodded, suddenly too aware of how empty the apartment felt with just Anna and me. She slipped on her jacket and let me lead her to the elevator, past the last vestiges of party glow.

Outside, the city was alive. Somewhere, sirens wailed. A passing L train rattled the street, and the wind tugged at Anna’s hair.

Her Uber idled at the curb, headlights soft and blue. We stopped on the sidewalk, letting the moment stretch.

I looked at her and saw everything: the history, the anticipation, the maybe-someday. Anna closed the gap, arms around my neck, lips on mine.

I’d love to say it was a gentleman’s kiss, light, polite, just enough to hint at more.

It was not.

We melted into each other, hungry, mouths parted. Her tongue found mine, slow and deep and searching. I gripped her waist, greedier than I meant to be, holding her there until our lungs were burning.

She broke the kiss, but stayed pressed close, her palm flat on my chest.

“We should take things slow,” Anna whispered, voice a little hoarse. “But I don’t want to stop, either.”

My heart was a fucking construction site, beating, hammering, sparks flying everywhere.

“Slow is fine,” I managed, trying to recover my breath. “Just don’t disappear.”

She smiled, fingers sliding to my arm, thumb tracing circles by my elbow. “I’ll text you. And you can show me more of your perfectly finished beams.”

I grinned, half-dazed.

The car door opened. Anna climbed in, giving me one last look, lips red and swollen.

“Night, Jack. Don’t get into trouble without me.”

The car slid away, tail lights stretching down the block. I stood there, grinning like a moron, the city humming around me.

Back upstairs, the party debris was everywhere. Empty glasses, Lily’s playlist still murmuring from the speakers, Jake snoring from the guest room. It should have felt lonely. Instead, the place felt like the start of something.

I tossed back the last of my cocktail, letting the ice clink against the glass.

If this was what “grown-up” looked like, I could get used to it.


Chapter three
Midnight Visitor


I’d barely made it to my room before the wall of exhaustion hit, flattening me against the reality of my new space: towers of cardboard, a bare mattress on the floor, and the ghostly echo of tonight’s party clinging to the walls. The loft felt too big and too empty, like even the city noise couldn’t fill the silence after Anna’s kiss. I stripped down to my boxers, peeled off the day’s shirt, and let it fall in a heap where I stood. The simple act of pulling fabric off my aching body felt like closing the lid on everything outside my four unfinished walls.

I tried not to think about Anna’s smile, or the lingering taste of bourbon on my tongue, or the sound of Lily’s laughter drifting through the air an hour earlier. Tried and failed, but at least I could pretend the darkness was a kind of insulation. The sheets were crisp and cold, smelling faintly of new cotton and the chemical tang of cardboard. I lay back and stared up at the exposed beams, imaginary conversations playing out against every rough line in the ceiling.

I wasn’t expecting the door to creak open, silent as a secret. I wasn’t expecting Lily, but by now, I should have.

She padded in barefoot, backlit by the hallway’s gold glow. Her hair spilled over her shoulders like something from a shampoo ad, the kind guys pretend not to notice and always do. The first thing I registered was her eyes, blue, sharp, and alive even in low light. The second thing was her body, curves dialed up to eleven, legs bare under a paper-thin dress that looked more appropriate for the beach than a post-midnight raid.

She didn’t hesitate. Just closed the door behind her, leaned against it for half a beat, then let the dress fall straight to the floor. No fanfare, just a little shrug and a lift of her arms, enough to make her D-cup tits bounce in time. It was like she’d been waiting all night for the chance.

“Lily…” My throat went dry. “What are you doing?”

She grinned, predatory and sunny all at once. “What does it look like, Jack?” Even her voice was thick with need. “I’ve been counting the minutes ‘til Jake fell asleep. Then I put him to bed, played doting girlfriend, and came straight here.” She advanced on me, hips swaying, unapologetic in every step. “You have no idea how wet I’ve been waiting for this.”

If I hadn’t seen her do this before, I might’ve played it off as a dare. But this was an old dance, familiar as the scar on my knuckle. I knew her body better than my own.

Still, I tried. “You shouldn’t—Jake’s—he’s right down the hall…”

The words tasted sour, but Lily just laughed and climbed onto my bed, all flashing curves and golden skin. She straddled me, hair tickling my chest, tits swaying and nipples hard as diamonds.

“Jake’s out cold. And even if he wasn’t, he can wait. He’s waiting for marriage, remember?” She rolled her eyes in mock frustration, but her hands were already exploring my chest, greedy and sure. “You, on the other hand—” her fingers slipped under the waistband of my boxers, dragging teasing lines along the skin “—you’re my favorite secret. You’re the only man I fuck, Jack. The only man I’ve ever fucked. It’s always you.”

Hearing her say it, even after all these months, sent a crackling shock straight through me.

She leaned in, lips grazing my ear, voice dropping. “You know why it’s not cheating? Because Jake and I agreed, no sex until the honeymoon. It’s his big thing, not mine. But you? You don’t count. You’re my friend. You’re the one who gets me off when he won’t.” Her hand pushed my boxers down, just enough to expose the start of my cock. “So it doesn’t count as cheating. Not one bit.”

I shook my head, heat flooding my face despite the logic that didn’t quite add up. “That makes zero sense, Lily. You can’t just—fuck me, and—”

She cut me off with her mouth, tasting me like a dare. “I can. I do. And I want you so much right now it hurts.” She pressed her pussy against my thigh, wetness smearing my skin. “And so do you. Don’t lie.”

There was no denying it. My cock strained against my boxers, rock hard and aching. Still, the rational part of me tried to fight back. “I don’t even have condoms out. They’re somewhere in a box, fuck knows where—”

She nipped my jaw, drawing a shudder from deep inside my chest. “Don’t want one.” Her voice was pure sin now, every syllable dripping with need. “I want you raw, Jack. I want to feel every inch. You know I’m on the pill, you know I want you to just fucking fill me up.” She kissed me again, hungrier. “You’re gonna raw dog me tonight, and you’re gonna cum inside. I want every fucking drop, Jack.”

The way she said it, the way her whole body trembled with it, turned my spine to liquid.

She crawled lower, tits dragging over my abs, and ripped my boxers all the way down. My cock sprang free, thick and already slick with pre-cum. Lily’s eyes widened, greedy and delighted.

“Oh my god, look at you.” She ran her tongue over her lips. “Fuck. You’re even harder than last time. It’s perfect. You’re perfect.” She dropped down, hair sliding over my thighs, and cradled my length in both hands, like she couldn’t help herself. “Way better than Jake, by the way. Not even close.” She stroked me slow, then squeezed, milking a groan from deep inside me.

I couldn’t think straight. The guilt warred with the craving, but the craving was winning by a landslide. It always did.

“Lily, we’re not supposed to—” The protest was half-hearted even as it left my mouth.

She laughed again, wickedly soft. “Jake’s not even in the game. He’s ‘saving himself,’ remember?” She glanced up, blue eyes shining. “You’re all I want, Jack. You always are. You’re the only one who knows how to make me cum. So call it a loophole, call it whatever you want, just shut up and fuck me.”

If she’d wanted to break me, she’d figured out the blueprint. I caved, tumbling into her mouth, her hands, the pressure of her body against mine. My hands found her hips, warm and slick, and I pulled her up to straddle me fully. Her pussy was so wet it was almost obscene, the lips flushed and ready, practically pulsing with need.

She grinded her heat against my cock, trapping me between her folds, and leaned down so her tits grazed my mouth. “You like this? You want me just as bad? Don’t you, baby?” She squeezed her breasts together, offering them up.

I took her nipple in my mouth and bit gently, earning a sharp gasp. She pressed her clit against my shaft, riding me without mercy, juices smearing over my cock and abs. The whole room smelled like sex and Lily, clean skin, faint perfume, raw desire.

“I want you inside, Jack,” she whispered, “I want you so deep you forget anyone else ever mattered. I want you to cum inside me and make it last all night.” She bit my lip, just hard enough to sting. “Promise me. Promise you’ll fill me up.”

The words made my balls tighten, my cock throb painfully. I grabbed her ass, palming each cheek, spreading her apart and feeling her heat and slickness. My head spun, drunk on the contradiction of it, guilt and want, need and shame, but mostly just Lily, squeezing my cock and stroking me to the edge.

She rocked harder, desperate now, her voice turning hoarse. “Raw dog me, Jack. Please. Don’t even pretend you don’t want to. No one will know, no one cares except me, and I need you more than I need anything else.”

On some level, I knew it was a disaster, a blueprint for regret. But it was also the only thing that made sense in the moment.

I lined myself up, pushing the head of my cock against her slick center. She clawed at my shoulders, breath ragged.

“Do it. Don’t hold back,” she begged.

I slammed inside, burying myself raw and deep.

Lily threw her head back with a moan, hair fanning over her shoulders, tits bouncing as she took every inch.

“Oh my god, Jack. That’s it. You feel… fuck, you feel so good.”

I growled, lost in the feeling. Her pussy gripped me like it was built to do nothing else. She rode me fast and hard, pussy squelching with each slap of our bodies, the sound cranking the heat up even higher. She braced herself with her hands on my chest, nails digging in, driving herself down on my cock like she was never going to stop.

Her logic was a mess, but her body was pure certainty, drawing me in, locking me there, making me forget why I’d ever tried to resist.

“Say it,” I demanded, desperate to hear it again. “Say it’s what you want.”

She almost screamed it. “I want you to fuck me raw, Jack. I want your cum. Fill me up, all the way. I don’t care about anything else.”

There was nothing to do but surrender.

I grabbed Lily and rolled, flipping her beneath me in one practiced movement, and pinned her to the mattress with my hips. There was a look she got whenever I did that, a flash of wild triumph that radiated from her eyes, a signal that she wanted to be conquered, but only by someone who knew she would never truly give up control. She’d spent her entire adult life knowing exactly how to get what she wanted, and right now, what she wanted was my cock as deep as I could get it.


Her legs were already around my waist, heels digging into the base of my spine, hard enough to leave marks. She arched up, driving me further inside with each grind, her sex impossibly tight, heat pouring off her like fever. When I bottomed out, she didn’t flinch or shy away. Instead, she flexed her thighs and tilted her hips to meet me, the new angle forcing the head of my cock to drag along her most sensitive spot. Her gasp started as a giggle, like this was all a game and she still couldn’t believe how good it felt, and then became a broken whimper, raw and breathless.


“Fuck, Jack, more,” she panted, and her nails skated up my back, leaving trails of sharp red that burned in the best way. She was greedy, insatiable, addicted to sensation. Her tits pressed flush to my chest, nipples hard enough to cut stone, and she clamped down with her whole body, intent on milking every ounce of pleasure from me.


The sheets bunched beneath Lily’s ass as I drove into her, hard enough to make the headboard knock against the wall. I barely noticed, transfixed by the way her mouth fell open with each thrust, the way her heels dug deeper, the way her cunt gripped me so tightly it felt like she’d never let go. Every time I thought I’d maxed out on sensation, she’d flex again, and it was like I’d never felt anything before this.


Her arms crossed behind my neck and she pulled my mouth down to hers, biting at my lower lip, then darting her tongue into my mouth. She tasted like bourbon and sex and the barest hint of mint. We kissed like it was a dare, all teeth and hunger, bruising and greedy and far past any point of return.


I broke away just long enough to look down the length of her body: hair spilled across my pillow, cheeks flushed and sweaty, lips parted in a shaky half-smile, and then her chest, rising and falling with each jackhammer thrust, breasts jiggling in time. Her pussy was already dripping down onto my balls and the sheets, turning every movement into a slick, electric slide. I wanted to fuck her until morning and never stop.


She wanted it too. I could feel her building, every muscle in her legs tightening, the tempo of her hips going frantic. She reached between us, rubbing her clit in tight circles, not shy about how close she was. I leaned down and sucked her nipple into my mouth, grazing it with my teeth, and she practically convulsed beneath me, her cunt squeezing me so hard I saw stars.


“Don’t hold back,” she begged, “just—fuck me, fuck me, fuck me—” alternating between laughter and moans, her voice rising with every stroke.


I was losing it, and she could tell. She pulled my face close and kissed me again, deep and desperate. “You’re going to cum,” she whispered, “I want it inside me, all of it. Don’t stop. Fill me up, I need it, I need it so bad.”


She clawed at my back, thighs squeezing, eyes locked on mine. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded, “please don’t stop, I’m so close, just fuck me, fuck me, fuck me—”

She was grinding herself down onto my cock, and then suddenly everything in her body locked, her pussy squeezing me in a death grip so intense I almost cried out. Lily’s eyes went wide, and her whole body arched off the bed, back bowed, skin slick with sweat and glowing in the city haze. A strangled, feral sound tore from her throat, a half-laugh, half-scream, and she yanked my face down against her mouth, biting my lip and sucking my tongue until I was dizzy. Her cunt fluttered in wild, pulsing waves around me, every shudder milking my cock and making it impossible to hold back any longer.


I cracked, just fucking shattered, groaning into her kiss as my body took over. My hips snapped forward and I emptied myself inside her, cum gushing out in hard, helpless bursts that felt like they’d never end. There was nothing in the world except the way she gripped me, the heat and tightness and the full-body euphoria of letting go when you’re finally allowed to. I was panting, barely conscious of anything but the incredible, animal need to bury myself as deep as I could and stay there forever.


But Lily didn’t stop. She rode the aftershocks like a champion, hands tangled in my hair, her body writhing in little aftertremors every time my cock jerked inside her. She squeezed every last drop out of me and then some, locking her ankles around my waist so I couldn’t pull away, even if I’d wanted to.


She kissed me slow and soft, then hard and hungry and a little bit mean, like she was taking a souvenir. Every time I started to come down from the high, she’d move just enough to keep me throbbing and desperate, drawing out both pleasure and agony until we were both ragged.


My vision blurred. My chest heaved. The whole room smelled like sex and Lily, and I couldn’t remember a single reason I’d ever wanted to say no.


“That’s it,” she whispered, lips brushing my ear, “That’s exactly what I wanted.” She nuzzled her face into my neck, still breathing hard, still holding me tight. “God, you’re so fucking good. I could live right here forever.”


I was shaking, literally trembling, both from the intensity and the ache of holding myself above her so long. But she wouldn’t let go, and I didn’t want her to, either. I put my forehead against hers and tried to remember how to speak.


“Jesus,” I managed, barely a whisper.


She giggled beneath me, the sound hoarse and sated, and pressed a lazy kiss against my jaw. Her hands roamed my back, soothing the scratches she’d just inflicted, fingers tracing over each welt and mark with absent affection.


We stayed like that for a while, breathing each other in, neither of us saying anything that mattered. She shifted under me, and I felt how wet she was, our combined mess leaking out around my cock, and somehow it made me even harder all over again.


She grinned up at me, mischief in her eyes. “You’re not done yet, are you?”


I shook my head. “Not even close.”


She smiled like she’d won the lottery, and for a moment, I just watched her—marveling at how beautiful she looked all fucked-out and wild beneath me, her cheeks flushed, hair tangled, and those perfect tits still pressed up against my chest.

I rolled onto my side, still tangled up with her, my cock still twitching inside her heat.

She smiled, smug and sweet, like a cat who’d caught the world’s dumbest mouse. “See? Easy. You just have to not overthink it, Jack.”

I tried to catch my breath, but my head was still spinning.

“You’re going to be the death of me, Lily,” I said, not entirely joking.

She giggled, kissing my jaw. “But what a way to go.”

She pulled me in again, her pussy still gripping me, the heat between us refusing to cool off even with both of us spent.

I knew it was a mistake. But it was also the only thing that felt like home.

And from the look in Lily’s eyes, she was never going to let me forget it.

***

We sprawled out on the mattress, caught in the aftershocks. For a minute, all I could do was suck in air and hope that my heart didn’t hammer straight through my ribs. Lily pressed her cheek to my chest, her wild blonde hair spilling everywhere, slick with sweat and sex. Every time she breathed out, her tits flattened against my abs, her nipples grazing my skin like a dare.

She trailed her fingers over my jaw, slow and deliberate, drawing patterns only she understood. “God, that was perfect,” she said, voice thick and dreamy. “No one could ever fuck me like you do.”

“How many other guys have you fucked?”

She just snorted, the sound sharp and a little mocking. “Just you, but I don’t see how that’s relevant.” Her legs stayed wide open for me, her pussy still gleaming and stretched from my last thrust. The scent of our fuck lingered between us, thick and heavy as sweat. Even now, her cunt clenched with small, involuntary flutters, as if coaxing another answer, another load.

Her eyes met mine, direct and defiant. I could almost taste her impatience, the heat of her need refusing to cool now that I’d taken her.

It felt thrilling to know there was no one else. Not even Jake. Only me. The air shuddered with the aftermath, sticky with satisfaction and challenge in equal measure.

Before I could say anything else, Lily was already drifting lower, mouth hungry and hands even hungrier.

“You’re not done,” she said, dead serious, like she could read the pulse still throbbing between my legs. “Not even close.”

Before I could protest, she grabbed my cock, still slick from the last round, but already raring to go. Her tongue flicked the tip, lapping up my cum and her own juices, then she dove down and took me halfway to the root. Her mouth was pure velvet, warm and wet and relentless. She looked up at me with those sapphire eyes, framed by dark lashes, and I thought I might lose it on the spot.

“Fuck, Lily—” My hips jerked, totally involuntary.

She smiled around my shaft, never missing a beat, bobbing her head and twisting her hand around the base. When she pulled off with a wet pop, she stroked me slow, milking out even more slick.

“I’ll say it again,” she whispered, licking her lips. “Your cock is fucking perfect, Jack. I mean, look at it—so thick and long. Way better than Jake’s. Like, embarrassingly better.”

The raw honesty of it hit me like a punch. For a second, I wanted to gloat, but mostly I just wanted to be inside her again.

She sensed it. Of course she did.

Lily didn’t ask, she just climbed back on top, guiding my cock to her entrance and sliding down until I bottomed out. Her pussy swallowed me, tight and hot and absolutely desperate.

She arched her back, riding me slow at first, savoring every inch. Her tits bounced with the motion, big and perfect, and I couldn’t stop staring.

“Look at you,” Lily said, grinding hard. “You fucking love this, don’t you?”

I grabbed her hips and thrust up, driving into her, making her cry out. Her hair whipped around her face, strands sticking to her sweaty tits, eyes half-lidded and drunk on lust.

“This is all I think about,” she moaned, fingers digging into my arms for leverage. “You. Your cock. The way you fuck me. I don’t even care if it’s wrong.”

She sped up, slamming down on me over and over, letting her body take the lead. I matched her, thrust for thrust, loving the way her pussy squeezed and fluttered, almost frantic for release.

I watched her ride, her whole body arched and on display, the dim light catching every curve and shadow. She looked like a goddess, or maybe just the world’s most dangerous dream girl, beautiful and untouchable, except here, with me, she wanted it as bad as I did.

Lily’s nails left red lines down my chest, her lips swollen from kissing, her laugh dark and reckless.

She leaned in, breath warm on my lips. “You know what I want? I want you to come with me. I want you to cum inside me again and again and again, so I feel it. I want to feel it dripping out when I get up in the morning—”

The words detonated inside me.

She rode faster, her pussy gripping me, milking me for everything, but this time I fought to hold it off, wanting to feel her fall apart on top of me.

It didn’t take long.

Her eyes fluttered, her whole body trembling, then she clamped down and screamed my name, no holding back, just pure, honest pleasure. Her pussy pulsed around my cock, squeezing so hard it dragged me straight into my own orgasm.

I pumped into her, helpless, filling Lily with hot cum until she slumped down and collapsed on my chest, panting and still twitching.

We lay there, locked together, as the sweat cooled and the air stilled. The only sound was Lily’s uneven breathing and my own thundering heartbeat.

Eventually, she shifted off me and propped her head up on an elbow, blue eyes searching mine.

“It’s like that every time,” she said softly. “No matter what I do, I can’t forget it when we… when we fuck like this. And seeing you tonight with Anna just made me want you more.”

Her hand drifted over my stomach, smearing our combined mess over my skin. If she minded, she didn’t show it. She looked proud, like she’d staked a flag on a new continent.

I tried to laugh it off, but my voice came out hoarse. “You’re going to ruin me.”

“Good.” She kissed my jaw. “I want to.”

For a while, we just lay there, tangled up, letting the night settle in. I stared at the boxes, the disorder of my new life, the unfinished business everywhere I turned.

Lily twisted around, raked her hair from her face, and inspected my cock, still half-hard and slick with cum. She grinned, mischief back in full force.

“You know I’m not done, right?”

I was still catching my breath, but every part of me was on board.

She straddled me again, guiding my cock to her pussy. It slipped in easy, slick and ready, and she ground her hips in slow, endless circles that drove me fucking crazy.

Riding me, Lily took her time this round. Her tits swayed and her body rolled like she was in no rush, dragging out every drop of sensation. She put her hands on my chest and braced herself, grinding down so my cock reached parts of her that made her eyes roll back.

“Oh, fuck, Jack—you’re so deep…”

The words came out as a moan, and she rode harder, building a rhythm that was all about wringing out every last bit of pleasure.

She leaned forward, kissing me, smothering my mouth with hers, all soft lips and tongue, her tits mashed against my chest. I palmed her ass, spreading her wide, giving her a better angle to slam down on me.

With every thrust, the world outside the bed crumbled into nothing. It was just Lily, her wild hunger, the heat of her pussy, and the way she owned me every second.

She bounced on my cock, each movement wetter and filthier than the last, juices splattering against my thighs, no gap between us at all.

When I got close, she read it instantly.

Her eyes locked on mine, blue and unblinking. “You’re going to cum with me, Jack. Do it. Fill me up. I want it all.”

I lost it, clutching her tight as I unloaded inside her, Lily coming at the same time, her whole body shaking as she ground down and milked me dry.

We collapsed in a sweaty heap, totally spent.

The next few minutes blurred into slow breathing, soft touches, and words neither of us ever said in daylight.

She pressed kisses to my forehead, my chest, my mouth. “Don’t feel bad about this. You know I love Jake. I love him more than anything.” She was breathless but clear, like she’d rehearsed it. “But you… this, with you, it’s different. It’s not a competition. I just… need you in a way I can’t explain.”

I didn’t have a reply for that. I just held her tighter, let my hand trace the arc of her hip, memorizing the feel of her body against mine.

She rolled over, nestled in, and pulled the sheets up around us, even though we were both still sticky from sex.

“I’m gonna fall asleep right here,” Lily murmured. “Is that okay?”

Her head on my shoulder, hair in my face. Yeah, it was more than okay.

But inside, I couldn’t sleep. My mind played back every second, her words, her lips, her logic. The sound of Anna’s laughter at the bar echoed somewhere deeper, quieter, weaving itself through the roar of my heart.

Lily was out within minutes, breathing soft and regular. I could feel her skin against mine, the damp heat of her thighs, the dried streaks of cum between her legs. She didn’t move, totally at ease.

I just stared at the ceiling, surrounded by moving boxes and the raw, unfinished edges of my new life.

Wanting Lily felt like a fever I couldn’t sweat out.

Needing Anna was a slow burn I couldn’t ignore.

If there was a guide for this, I’d lost the manual, probably packed it in a box labeled “Jack. Private.” and left it buried in the closet.

So I just lay there, sandwiched between the warm, sleepy weight of Lily and the sticky guilt twisting up my thoughts.

It was everything I’d ever wanted, and nothing I was supposed to have.

Tomorrow, the sun would rise and I’d have to pretend things hadn’t changed.

But with Lily pressed up naked beside me, I didn’t want to move, didn’t want to lose the feeling—even if it came with a price.

***

Hours later, the world was gray and silent. A faint blue haze crept between the blinds, painting the ceiling in uneven stripes and turning Lily’s skin to silk. I’d barely dozed, just drifted in and out, every time waking to find her pressed against me, a leg draped over mine, or her tits mashed warm against my chest.

She woke before I did. I was dimly aware of her lips on my neck, her hand sliding over my abs like she owned the territory.

I cracked one eye. Lily straddled my hips, naked and glowing in the half-dark, her hair a golden halo around her face.

Her voice was a whisper, but the hunger in it was unmistakable. “Can you give me one more?”

It wasn’t even a question. She lined up my cock with her pussy and sank down, taking me slow, inch by inch. I was already hard. How, I’ll never know, but she made it impossible not to be.

This time felt different. She rode me soft, lazy, never breaking eye contact. Her hands cupped my face, her fingers tracing my jaw, her body flexing to pull every sensation out of me.

“Jack,” she breathed, hips rolling in slow circles, “I love the way you look at me when I do this…”

She moved with perfect control, grinding down until our bodies were fused, her clit mashed against my pelvis. At first, it was a gentle build, her pussy milking me with every stroke, hot and slick, all the edge and aggression of before replaced by something deeper.

It wasn’t just sex, it was connection, raw and exposed. She watched me, blue eyes alive and unguarded, lips parted with pleasure. I couldn’t look away.

She fucked me like she wanted to remember every second. Like she wanted to ruin me for anyone else.

And maybe she did.

Lily leaned down, her tits brushing my chest, every breath a shared confession as she rode me harder, then softer, then harder again, never once losing that laser focus.

Her hands were everywhere, my hair, my chest, the backs of my arms. She bit my earlobe, kissed my throat, whispered filthy things that made my dick twitch even deeper inside her.

“I want you to cum for me,” she said, voice shaking. “I want to feel you lose it, Jack. Like you can’t help it.”

Lily’s hips snapped down hard, and I felt her lock her legs behind my back, like she was staking a permanent claim. My hands dug into her ass, holding on as she rode me through the storm, her pussy squeezing my cock with a vice grip that promised she was about to lose it too. The heat between our bodies built to a fever pitch, sweat streaking down our skin, our breaths ragged and desperate. Every time she lifted up, she threatened to pull me out, then slammed back down, taking my full length and grinding her clit against my pelvis until her head flung back and she screamed.


I felt the orgasm coming but tried to hold on, wanted to see her finish first, but Lily had other plans; she took control, fucking me faster, deeper, her nails digging crescents into my shoulders and her lips pressed to my throat, biting and kissing and whispering yes, yes, yes until my vision blurred and my whole body locked up. I came so hard it felt like my brain short-circuited, every muscle rigid, the pulse of my orgasm shooting through her in thick, hot waves. She didn’t let up for a second, milking me, using me, drawing every last drop until I was spent and senseless underneath her.


Lily’s own climax crashed right after mine, her thighs trembling, her hips bucking, her pussy clamping down and milking out my orgasm until she collapsed forward and buried her face at the base of my neck. She moaned my name, muffled and raw, like she was trying to keep it a secret from the whole fucking building. The wet squelch of our bodies, the scent of sex and sweat, the heat of her mouth on my skin, it was animal and perfect and blinding.


I shuddered, helpless, as she kept rolling her hips, riding the aftershocks, draining every last bit from me. My hands slid up her back, finding the trembling curve of her spine, feeling the slick tension melt as she slowly came down from it.


She finally slumped against me, her body limp and heavy, her cheek resting on my chest. My cock was still buried inside her, softening, but neither of us moved. We just breathed together, hearts racing in sync, soaked in the mess we’d made.


For a long minute, nothing existed but Lily’s weight on me and the faint, electric buzz fizzing through my veins. I could feel her smile against my skin. She kissed my collarbone, then my jaw, then up to my ear, whispering something low and filthy that made my cock twitch all over again.

The afterglow was electric. She laid on top of me, lips trailing kisses over my jaw, her body still pulsing from aftershocks.

We didn’t speak for a while. There was no need.

Eventually, Lily rolled to the edge of the bed and sat up, legs splayed wide, skin glowing in the gray dawn. She stretched, totally unselfconscious, her tits jutting out, her pussy dripping with what I’d just given her.

She glanced back at me, smirking. “You going to just stare, or are you going to tell me how sexy I am?”

I grinned, too spent to play it cool. “Both. Always both.”

Lily stood and padded across the room, bare ass swaying as she plucked her dress off one of the still-unopened boxes. She bent over, showing off everything, taking her time.

She pulled on the dress, no bra or panties, then turned to face me, letting it fall just enough to flash her tits at me again.

“Don’t forget about me, okay?” she said, voice low and real. “I’ll be back. Whenever you want.”

She crawled back onto the mattress, kissed me deep and slow, then nipped my lip before rolling away.

She slipped out into the hallway, gone in a heartbeat.

And just like that, the room was empty, the only proof she’d been there was the mess on the sheets and the ache in my chest.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, every part of me buzzing with spent energy. The city outside was waking up, rumbling and alive, but here the air was full of memories and possibility.

I glanced at the boxes stacked along the wall. They looked like little tombstones for all the versions of myself I hadn’t unpacked yet.

It would have been perfect, if not for the guilt that chased down every good feeling.

Because I wanted Anna, too. Wanted her laugh, her brain, the way her smile made the room lighter. I didn’t want to choose. Maybe I didn’t have to.

That was the real secret: I wanted it all.

But for now, there was only the empty bed, the smell of sex, and the future waiting in boxes.

I let my eyes shut, exhaustion finally dragging me under.

Tomorrow, I’d deal with the consequences.

Tonight, I drifted, lost in the aftershocks.


Chapter four
New Beginnings


The morning after Lily was a hangover I couldn’t scrub off, no matter how many times I showered. Her scent lingered on the sheets, sweet and wild, and my abs stung from the scratches she’d left at two in the morning. But sunlight was already barging through the floor-to-ceiling windows, and the promise of a new start dragged me out of bed.

Coffee was my first line of defense. Second was a shirt that didn’t scream “contractor chic,” but wouldn’t spook the team, either. I settled for a dark henley and clean, straight-cut jeans, casual, but still boss. My boots thumped across the concrete as I made my way down from the living area into the heart of the beast: opening day, the first official business morning in the new Bennett Brothers HQ.

The office space looked unreal. If the upstairs was my cave, this was a spaceship, matte black steel, custom glass doors, desks lined up as neatly as soldiers. The sunlight cut through the factory windows, bouncing off polished concrete and making every surface seem sharper, cleaner, smarter than anything I’d ever called a workplace. The space smelled like potential, with a side of lemon cleaner and fresh upholstery.

Megan was headquarters, central command, and probably the only reason boxes hadn’t swallowed the whole operation. She ran the show with her signature ponytail, a perfect white blouse tucked into sharp navy slacks, clipboard clutched like a weapon. Her sneakers squeaked as she stalked between stations, eyeing every detail and barking out orders with zero patience for bullshit.

“No, the docking station goes behind the monitor, not in front. Do I need to draw a diagram?” she demanded, making a junior assistant flinch. She spotted me in her peripheral vision and switched gears faster than a sports car. “Jack! Good, you’re vertical. First impressions count, let’s get you—” she scanned her clipboard, “—in the conference alcove for an employee tour, then set up for the design consult at nine-fifteen.”

I didn’t even get a chance to answer. She was already walking, and I followed, swept up in the slipstream.

We rounded the glass divider and entered the design side. At the far end, sunlight exploded through the room’s best window, spotlighting a woman sorting fabric swatches and marble tile samples with surgeon-like precision.

Even hunched over her workspace, Quinn was unmistakable. The blonde hair caught the light in a way that looked accidental but had to be intentional, pulled up into a messy knot that announced both “up all night” and “effortless goddess.” Her profile was all angles: sharp cheekbones, defined jaw, and the kind of skin that probably never saw a bad day. Her outfit made me pause, high-waisted black jeans, a camel blazer, simple gold hoops. Zero flash, but every piece looked expensive enough to pay a month’s rent.

Megan cleared her throat. “Quinn Lawson, meet Jack Bennett. He’s the boss around here, except when he’s not.”

Quinn looked up, blue eyes cool and amused. She took me in, slow and deliberate, then offered her hand, palm firm and unhesitating. “Quinn Lawson. Glad to finally meet you in person.”

Her grip was the first surprise, strong for her size, warm, with a hint of competitive squeeze. The second surprise was a jolt low in my gut, like every cell in my body sat up and paid attention. She smiled, close-lipped, but it hit me square in the center of my chest.

I tried to play it cool. “Good to have you, Quinn. I’ve seen your portfolio. Impressive stuff. The River North loft project? That kitchen was killer.”

Her eyebrows arched, the smallest hint of approval. “You actually read the file?”

“Pretended to, at least twice,” I deadpanned. “I envy the tile budget on that job. We’re mostly stuck with basic, but I love what you did with the layout.”

She grinned, and it was like a second sun warming the room. “Give me even a mediocre budget and I’ll make it look custom. It’s kind of my thing.”

Megan cut in, smile tight but real. “Jack is obsessed with maximizing potential, Quinn. Watch out, or you’ll end up redesigning all of Logan Square in six months.”

Quinn shot me another look, more curious this time. “That sounds like a challenge.”

“Careful,” I said. “If you can survive Ryan, you can survive anything.”

As if summoned by the sound of his own name, Ryan materialized at my shoulder. He’d swapped the full contractor getup for a button-down and dark jeans, but he still looked like he’d wrestled a stack of drywall before breakfast.

“Morning, Jackie. Everything holding together, or did Megan have to bribe you out of bed?”

I shrugged. “Just giving the tour. Quinn’s already organizing the supply closet by color.”

Ryan’s gaze bounced from me to Quinn, eyebrow cocked. For a second, I thought he’d keep it professional, but that’s not how brothers work.

“Keep it in your pants around Quinn,” he muttered in my ear, just loud enough for only me to hear. “She’s family, and she’ll eat you alive.”

Quinn was Ryan’s sister-in-law, and thankfully, no relation to me.

I rolled my eyes. “Relax. She’s way out of my league anyway.”

Ryan grinned, shaking his head. “On that, we agree. Play nice, little brother.” He clapped my back and peeled away, launching into a big speech for the rest of the staff about how today marked the start of something major. Megan herded him toward the glass-walled conference room, leaving me and Quinn with several feet of sunlight and tension between us.

Quinn’s eyes glinted. “Should I be worried? Or was that standard company orientation?”

I couldn’t help the smile. “You’ve met my brother, right? That’s the warmest welcome he’s got.”

She lined up another row of marble samples, methodical and focused. “So, what’s on the agenda for today? I hear we’re pitching designs for the Fullerton project at ten.”

“Yeah. We’ve got a walk-through scheduled for noon, but I wanted to bounce some ideas around first.” I looked at the display in front of her, impressed. “You went all out already. Is that a custom mood board?”

Quinn angled the board my way: matte black fixtures, honed stone, a splash of navy so deep it nearly looked black. “I got inspired by your accent wall. There’s a strength to your spaces, unapologetic lines. I think the client’s ready for something bold.”

I didn’t know if she was complimenting the wall or me, but I liked the sound of it. “You got all that from one coat of paint?”

She shrugged, a little smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. “Some people see color. I see the person behind the brush.”

For half a second, I was speechless. Her gaze lingered, less cool, more interested.

We huddled over the samples, arms brushing as we debated the merits of brushed steel over warm brass for a kitchen island. Every time her hand lingered, or her shoulder bumped mine, my brain short-circuited. There was energy there, no question. The kind that could level a room if you weren’t careful.

She noticed, too. At one point, she straightened a row of tile backsplashes and said, “If all my clients were like you, I wouldn’t need caffeine. Your excitement is contagious.”

“Thanks, I think? Or is this your way of diagnosing me with design ADHD?”

She laughed, low and real, and the sound rolled down my spine.

We talked shop for the better part of twenty minutes, sketching out the transformation for a forgotten brownstone and making each other laugh. Working with Quinn felt easy, like there was no pretense. Just a shared love for turning ugly into unforgettable.

Eventually, Megan returned, dragging us toward the team meeting, but even then, Quinn shot me a quick glance, like we had a secret no one else in the room could decode.

The whole morning flew by, site plans, supplier calls, arguing with Ryan over timeline estimates. At some point, I realized I hadn’t stood still in two hours or eaten anything but caffeine.

When the meeting finally broke, I retreated to my own desk, a corner window, sunlight blasting across my blueprints, the city buzzing three stories below. I pulled out my phone. Habit, or maybe hope.

Anna.

I scrolled our thread. She’d texted late: congrats on the new digs, up for dinner soon?

I started typing.

Me: “I’d love to see you this week. Let me know a night that works.”

A few seconds later, the typing bubbles appeared.

Anna: “How about tonight? Work’s crazy, but I’m craving real food and your company.”

Maybe it was the lingering touch of Lily’s chaos, but the thought of seeing Anna made my pulse double. I wanted her, and I wanted her to know it.

Me: "Game on. Dress code? Or should I just show up and be wowed?"

Anna: "Fitted black dress for me. You in something that makes women drool. Non-negotiable."

My grin was unstoppable. Before I could come up with a cocky reply, there was a whisper of perfume, fresh, unpretentious, maybe something citrusy, and Quinn’s voice behind my ear.

“Who’s Anna?”

She’d come up ninja-silent, hands behind her back like a teacher about to spring a pop quiz.

I spun the phone in my palm. “You caught me. Company time, personal business.”

Quinn leaned over, close enough that I could see the hint of freckles dusting her cheekbones. “I demand details. Is this a girlfriend situation, or are we talking a friend with ‘possibilities?’”

I gave her the honest answer. “Anna’s a friend. Has been for years. But lately, I’m hoping for more.”

Quinn’s eyes flicked from my face to the phone, then back. “Let me see. Picture, or the whole story’s a lie.”

I scrolled to Anna’s favorite selfie. She was standing on the riverwalk, wind in her hair, smile lighting up the whole damn screen and handed Quinn the phone.

She took her time. “Wow. She’s gorgeous. Great bone structure, even better smile. And that dress, classic, but not trying too hard.” She passed the phone back, expression a mix of envy and approval.

“If you don’t scoop her up fast, someone else will,” Quinn said, dead serious. “Trust me. That’s not a woman you let get away.”

I laughed, letting the compliment spark a little pride. “Duly noted. For the record, I plan to do my best.”

She grinned, then nudged my arm, her hand lingering just a second too long. “You might want to start by showing up on time for dinner. And maybe bring flowers. No one does that anymore, and I guarantee she’ll notice.”

I raised my hands in surrender. “You should run a dating seminar on the side. Seriously.”

She leaned in, her voice dropping. “Just call it an obsession with the details.”

There was electricity in the air, the kind you couldn’t bottle or fake. For a minute, I imagined what it’d be like if I’d met Quinn in a bar, not an office. Would I have dared to hit on her? Or just stared, paralyzed, as she outclassed everyone in the room?

Probably the latter.

We traded design jokes, a few of them filthier than I expected, and she let me see the mischief in her smile each time I matched her wit.

Eventually, Megan appeared at her shoulder, brisk as ever. “Jack, the flooring supplier is on line two for you. And Quinn, you’re needed in the conference room for the client call.”

Quinn gave me one last look, equal parts challenge and invitation. “Break a leg with Anna. And if you ever want a crash course in color palettes, you know where to find me.”

She was gone before I could come up with a reply, leaving me with my phone, the echo of her voice, and a mental note: never underestimate anyone Ryan hand-picks for a job. Especially not Quinn.

I checked the time: three-forty. The afternoon would be a race, but for the first time in months, I wasn’t just excited about the project, I was genuinely charged to see Anna. The guilt about Lily tried to float to the surface, but I pushed it down, hard.

I finished my calls, caught up on paperwork, and stole a minute to stare out the window at the city in motion. Down on the street, Logan Square looked alive, like every block was a new chance to start over.

Tonight, that was my shot.

First, I had to survive another round with the team. Then, I’d clean up, find a shirt that made me look like I belonged in Anna’s world, and win the dinner.

Quinn’s words stuck with me: If you don’t scoop her up, someone else will.

Challenge accepted.

***

If you asked me to blueprint my perfect night, this one would’ve been damn close.

The restaurant was tucked on a quiet side street, the kind of place you only found if someone with taste pointed you there. The hostess led me to a corner table with legit floor-to-ceiling windows, glass so clear you could count the city lights stretching all the way to Lake Michigan. The view was insane, but it was nothing compared to what happened when Anna walked in.

She paused right by the entrance, scanning for me, and every guy in the room pivoted. Her black dress was made for that kind of entrance: fitted, sleek, hugging every line of her hips and chest like she’d been stitched straight into it. Thin straps laid bare the curve of her shoulders, and her hair, dark, glossy, loose waves, casually tumbled down her back and around her face. She wore almost no jewelry, just tiny diamond studs and a thin gold bangle, but it was her eyes that did me in. Hazel-green, alive with possibility, and locked straight on me.

I stood as she glided over, taking it all in. My mouth went dry.

“Wow,” I said, dead honest, “You look incredible.”

She smiled, slightly self-conscious, but a slow blush started high on her cheeks. “Thanks, Jack. You clean up pretty well yourself.”

I kept it classic: crisp blue button-down, open at the collar, dark jeans, dress boots. I’d even forced my hair into something approaching “styled.” Judging from the way her gaze lingered, I hadn’t blown it.

The hostess brought the menus and a bottle of pinot, and just like that, we’d shut out the rest of the world. The exposed brick walls turned the candlelight into a golden glow, making Anna’s skin look like it belonged in a magazine ad. The hum of other conversations faded. Every time the candle flickered, I could see her hazel eyes searching my face.

We started with updates, work, mutual friends, the apartment move. She asked about the new office, and I told stories about Megan’s military-grade efficiency, Ryan’s brand of chaos, and what it was like to walk into a place I’d built from the floor up.

Anna leaned in, bracing her chin on her hand. “Is it everything you hoped? Owning your own space?”

“It’s surreal,” I admitted. “I keep expecting to find a leak in the ceiling or a structural flaw I missed. But so far? It feels like coming home to someone who gets you.”

She smiled, genuine, then pressed her palm over mine on the table. “You deserve it. You always did.”

I soaked up the approval, letting it loosen something tight in my chest.

The first round of food arrived, perfectly plated, tiny but packed with flavor. Roasted mushrooms, handmade pasta, steak cut thin as paper. It was all just an excuse to keep talking.

Anna told me about her new job. The promotion wasn’t just money, it was validation, authority, being able to say no to bullshit. She’d finally dumped her controlling, clingy, ex, some guy who’d treated her like a personal project instead of a person. The more she talked, the more I realized how much she’d changed since our college days.

“I spent so long trying to keep the peace,” she said, swirling wine in her glass, “that I forgot what I actually wanted. Now I’m not letting anyone take that away.”

I nodded, admiring the steel in her voice. “I get that. My family has a shadow a mile wide, and I still catch myself making decisions just to keep everyone happy.”

Anna’s eyes narrowed, curious. “Is that why you grind so hard? To prove you’re not just a Bennett redo?”

“Maybe.” I shrugged. “It’s about building something that couldn’t exist without me. Making a mark I actually want to live with.”

She squeezed my hand, fingers sliding between mine. “You’re doing it. You know that, right?”

I swallowed, the compliment sticking in my throat. “With a little luck, and a lot of caffeine, I might pull it off.”

We traded stories about college, the disasters, the parties, the mutual friends who’d already crashed and burned out of the city. With Anna, it was easy. We’d skip topics without losing the thread, every pause filled with a look or a quick laugh. She had a way of making silence feel like comfort, not awkwardness.

There was always a point in our nights together where I’d realize I was leaning closer, just to hear her voice. Tonight, it happened by the second course. Her dress slipped a little lower every time she reached for her wine, and the light shimmered off the exposed skin at her collarbone. More than once, our knees brushed under the table. Neither of us moved away.

I told her about the Fullerton project. She wanted to see photos, so I pulled out my phone and showed her the “before” shots, rotten drywall, sunken floors, windows patched with duct tape. She laughed, delighted, then gasped at the renderings Quinn had mocked up.

“Those are stunning,” she said, tracing a finger over the screen. “Is that your design or hers?”

“It’s hers, but I picked the finishes. We’re a team, even if my brother thinks otherwise.”

Anna was fascinated. She peppered me with questions, about materials, the timeline, the biggest screw-up I’d ever made. She seemed to glow with the details, like seeing this side of me unlocked something new between us.

“You really come alive when you talk about spaces. Have you always been like that?” she asked.

I considered. “I think I inherited it. My granddad could look at a pile of lumber and see a house. I’m just trying to live up to the legend.”

She grinned, her eyes shining in the candlelight. “You might be the first guy I’ve dated who actually knows where their passion lives.”

The honesty landed hard. My chest went tight, but in a good way.

For a while, we just ate. The meal blurred between bites and conversation, every new dish another chance for Anna to “borrow” a taste from my plate. By mid-dinner, she’d made it a game, waiting until I lifted my fork, then darting her hand over to snatch a bite.

“Hey!” I protested, grinning. “I see how it is.”

She batted her eyes, feigning innocence. “You said you wanted to share.”

And I did. There was something addictive about the way her lips wrapped around the spoon, slow and deliberate, especially when it was my dessert. She moaned, a tiny, satisfied sound, and my dick twitched under the table.

Anna licked whipped cream from her lips, eyes locked on mine. “So, what are your intentions, Mr. Bennett? Is this a friend dinner, or are you about to make a move?”

I played it cool, but my pulse was hammering like a nail gun. “Depends how the night ends. But I’m hoping for more.”

She smiled, slow and devastating. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

We lingered for what felt like forever, letting the possibilities stack up like poker chips. I paid the check, resisting the urge to show off, and she laid her hand over mine as I scrawled my signature.

The walk to her apartment was a low-key parade. Warm weather, city humming, a thousand sounds fighting to be heard. Every so often, Anna would laugh and hook her arm through mine, drawing me closer as we strolled through pools of golden streetlight. My hand drifted to her back, just above the curve of her ass, and she didn’t object.

By the time we reached her building, I’d memorized the way her hair smelled (fresh shampoo, hint of musk) and the way her laugh curved upward at the end of each joke.

On the stoop, Anna fished for her keys, her dress shifting as she leaned in to face me. The lights from the entry made her look radiant, bare shoulders, lips parted in anticipation, eyes searching mine.

I waited for a sign. Her tongue darted over her lower lip, and then she closed the space. Our mouths met, soft at first, but with an undertow I’d been dying to feel since we were twenty. Her hands cupped my face, fingers splaying over my jaw, guiding me just a fraction closer.

Her tongue slipped against mine, teasing, coaxing. The world dropped away. I pressed my body closer, trapping her against the door, and she melted into it, letting me feel every curve through the thin fabric of her dress.

Anna broke the kiss, breathless. “Wow.”

I kissed her again, quick and greedy, then forced myself to pull back. “Yeah. Wow.”

She let her hand linger on my chest, fingers twisting in the fabric. “I want to take this slow. Not because I don’t want you, but because I want this to last.”

Her words hit hard, but there wasn’t any hesitation. She was setting the ground rules, and for once, I didn’t want to bulldoze through them. I just wanted more.

“That’s perfect,” I said, voice thick. “I’m not going anywhere.”

She smiled, eyes soft. “Good. Because I haven’t even shown you the good wine yet. First date rules.”

We stood there, grinning like idiots, letting the night press in around us. Anna finally broke the stalemate, pushing up on her toes to kiss my cheek.

“Text me when you get home,” she said. “I’ll be thinking about… this.”

I promised I would. She slipped inside, glancing back over her shoulder as the elevator doors closed around her.

I stood on the sidewalk for a full minute, letting the afterglow crackle through my veins. My lips burned from the kiss. My cock was half-hard under my jeans, and my head spun with every possibility.

But even as I replayed Anna’s smile, and the way her body responded to mine, a flicker of guilt clawed at the edges. Lily’s words, her body, flashed through my mind. The need, the mess, the secret thrill.

It was like running two electrical currents through the same wire, dangerous, maybe impossible, but so fucking exciting that I wanted to see how long I could ride it before everything burned down.

I checked my phone. Anna had already texted: “Best night in forever. See you soon?”

I replied: “Absolutely. Can’t wait.”

As I walked home, the city felt different, brighter, more charged. Between the two of them, I was living on borrowed time, and I craved every minute.

Tonight, Anna was my entire universe. Slow burn, infinite promise.

But there was no denying the hunger for more, lurking just beneath the surface.

I let the night carry me home, counting the hours until I could see her again.


Chapter five
Design Partnership


The city was half-asleep, slick with last night’s rain and humming with the low buzz of weekend hangovers. I ducked into my local coffee spot, the kind of joint that roasted beans on-site and pushed pour-overs like religion. The second I walked in, the smell hit: dark roast, toasted pastry, and a faint whiff of lemon from the case. At nine a.m. sharp, the place was already packed with regulars and laptop jockeys. I scanned for a seat and almost missed her.

Jordan sat near the window, ankle tucked up on the black-and-chrome chair, face buried in a battered paperback. She wore a cropped navy tee, plain but molded to her torso, and a pair of leggings that looked custom-built for her ass. Even in total chill mode, she radiated purpose, shiny black hair cinched in a high ponytail, green eyes scanning the page so fast it barely looked real. When she reached for her tea, the sleeve slipped down just enough to flash a slim line of muscle on her forearm and the tiny tattoo on her wrist.

It was, hands down, the hottest thing I’d seen all week.

I tried to pretend I didn’t know her from Adam, but the memory of her laugh and the way she’d called me “handsome” in the protein aisle came in hot.

I ordered my coffee, tried to play it cool, but my curiosity had already won. I drifted over, and as soon as I got close enough to spot the cover of her book (something about sustainable fitness, figures), she looked up and nailed me with a grin.

“Well, look who survived the supplement section,” Jordan said, her eyes sparkling. “Tell me you didn’t mix it with water and regret every life choice.”

I barked out a laugh, and suddenly all the nerves melted. “Not gonna lie, I almost called poison control. But I followed your directions, one scoop, almond milk, blender. Didn’t taste like drywall and despair. You’re a miracle worker.”

She rolled her eyes, but the smile never left her face. “Low bar, but I’ll take it. Sit if you want. It’s not every day a girl gets recognized for her life-saving supplement advice.”

Every cell in my body stood at attention as I slid into the seat across from her. For a second, I just watched, the way her lips curled, the way her bare arms flexed when she picked up the mug, the flawless glow of her skin even under the shitty overhead lights. She had zero makeup, but her eyes were the kind you couldn’t build in a lab, deep and green and always a little dangerous. I tried to find my opening, but mostly, I was just tongue-tied.

Jordan clocked it and smirked. “You okay? You look like you just saw a ghost. Or maybe you overdosed on protein powder after all.”

I made a show of glancing at her mug. “Nah, just unprepared for the full Jordan Experience. Is there a warning label?”

She laughed, low and real. “If there was, it’d say ‘handle with care’ and ‘may cause excessive sweating.’” She gave her book a little tap. “I’m off the clock, but you never know who you’ll run into at these places.”

She leaned back, stretching in her chair, and for a moment, everything about her was turned up to eleven, toned legs, that killer jawline, the way her chest rose and fell with every breath. The sight was enough to short-circuit my brain. My cock twitched, uninvited, at the thought of her out of those leggings.

I tried to recover and stuck out a hand. “Jack Bennett,” I said, as if she didn’t already remember. “Officially new to the neighborhood, de facto demolition expert, and part-time protein powder victim.”

She shook my hand, grip strong and sure. “Jordan Hale. Personal trainer, wellness consultant, and—” she arched an eyebrow, shooting a glance at her book, “—aspiring nutrition nerd. You’re the guy renovating the old factory, right?”

“That’s me. It’s kind of my baby now. I live upstairs, and we run our office from the first floor.”

She sipped her tea, eyes locked on mine. “Ambitious. I like it. Most guys your age stick to recycling takeout menus and pretending their futons aren’t covered in stains.”

I grinned, enjoying the ping-pong of her wit. “I still have the futon, for the record. But now it’s called ‘vintage designer seating.’”

She laughed again, this time softer. “You’re full of surprises. Let me guess, you also bake your own bread and do your own drywall?”

I shrugged, playing it humble. “Bread, no. Cookies, yes. Drywall is a requirement. Nothing says ‘hot date’ like teaching someone to install anchors in century-old brick.”

Her eyes lit up like I’d just handed her a challenge. “Is that your move? Lure unsuspecting women into your lair with talk of construction and snacks?”

I deadpanned. “That, and a working espresso machine. You’d be amazed how well it works.”

The sexual tension was building, and I could feel it crackling over the table. Jordan shifted, resting her elbow on the edge, and I watched the muscle flex beneath her skin. She had a way of looking at me that made everything else drop away, the crowd, the chatter, even the caffeine buzz.

She set down her mug, fixing me in place. “So, Jack. Are you seeing anyone?”

The directness caught me sideways, but the answer was easy. “Nope. Single. Unless you count my work crews, and they’re not exactly romantic.”

She nodded, approving. “Good. Me too. Last guy I dated expected me to spot his bench press and act impressed. Not my thing.”

I grinned. “I won’t ask your personal record, promise. Though now I’m dying to know.”

Jordan smirked and leaned in, lowering her voice. “Curious, are you?”

“Always,” I said.

She softened a bit, eyes shining. “I like that. Curiosity.”

The conversation rolled from there. She peppered me with questions about house flipping, the best power tools, what it was like to be my own boss. She told me about her training studio, small, by-appointment only, no-nonsense gym for people who actually wanted results. Her philosophy was pure substance, no bullshit. I admired the hell out of it.

“You sound like you’ve got it figured out,” I said, legit impressed.

She shook her head. “I know what I don’t want, which is ninety percent of it. The rest is trial and error. And sometimes, you get lucky.”

Her gaze lingered, and I felt it burn straight through me.

I cleared my throat, loosening my grip on the coffee cup. “On that note, I’m throwing a kind of open house at my place June first. Mix of friends, co-workers, maybe some neighbors. You should come. I’ll have actual food, drinks, and a totally safe, non-toxic protein smoothie for you.”

Jordan beamed, a full-on, hundred-watt smile that made her whole face transform. “That sounds fun. I’m in. Text me the details?”

I fished for my phone, hands somehow clumsier than when I handled power tools. She rattled off her number, no hesitation, just pure confidence, and I sent her a quick test: This is Jack. No drywall, no disappointment. Just solid construction.

Her phone buzzed instantly. “Efficient. I like that,” she said, arching an eyebrow. “You always this smooth, or am I getting the VIP treatment?”

“Believe me, this is VIP status. I don’t give my digits to every woman who makes me buy protein powder.”

She laughed, eyes flicking over my face. “Must be my lucky day.”

The air between us was humming, every word landing with more heat. I wanted to lean in, to close the gap, to see if her lips tasted like her tea or something untouchably wild. But I played it cool.

Jordan glanced at her screen, then back at me. “You’re on my calendar. June first. Should I bring anything? And don’t say protein powder.”

I shook my head. “Just yourself. But if you walk in wearing something like this—” I gestured at her current look, taking in every inch, “—you might be the most popular guest at the party.”

She grinned, showing a hint of tongue. “I’ve got a few more outfits. Maybe I’ll wear something that makes you nervous.”

“Consider me pre-emptively flustered,” I said, unable to hide the way her words lit me up from the inside.

She reached for her book, but her attention was still on me. “You should watch your back, Jack. I’m competitive. If your place is as cool as you say, I might never want to leave.”

It sounded like a dare.

I leaned in, dropping my voice for effect. “Most people come for the kitchen, but they usually stay for the company.”

Jordan’s gaze sharpened, her eyes flicking to my mouth and back. “That right? Guess I’ll have to test that theory.”

“You’re welcome to,” I replied, pulse thrumming in my veins.

We let the silence stretch, both of us grinning like idiots. Her leg bounced under the table, and I pictured those thighs wrapped around my waist, her slick skin pressed to mine. My cock twitched, and I willed it to chill, but the motivation was gone.

Jordan tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear and stood, mug in hand. Up close, the full effect nearly knocked me over. She was taller than I remembered, all smooth lines and muscle, but the grace in her movements made it look effortless. She was built like art and function rolled into one.

“I’ve gotta run,” she said, “but don’t be a stranger. Try not to get crushed by any more boxes, and keep drinking your protein. I want to see results at that party.”

I matched her energy, standing to meet her. “Pressure’s on. Guess I’ll skip leg day never again.”

She grinned, and for a second, I thought she might kiss me, but she just squeezed my arm, letting her fingers linger. “See you soon, Jack.”

Watching her walk away was its own reward. Every stride was deliberate, a clinic in self-control and allure.

My phone buzzed as I got to the door: Looking forward to June first. Don’t stand me up, construction boy.

I typed back before I could overthink it: I wouldn’t dare. Not sure the building could handle the fallout.

Jordan replied with a single fire emoji.

I pushed into the street, the spring sun slicing through the clouds. The whole morning felt like electricity racing through my system, high voltage and absolutely unstoppable.

One look at her and I was already hooked.

Game on.

***

Monday nights weren’t meant for anything but silence and the low hum of fluorescent lights. By the time the rest of the staff had cleared out, the only signs of life in the office were the two of us, me and Quinn, hunched over a shared stretch of walnut desk, surrounded by blueprints, stone samples, and three empty coffee mugs. Outside, the city was a watercolor smear of neon and rain, all the day’s noise faded to nothing.

Quinn sat at my right, her posture ramrod straight except for when she leaned in to rework a detail or scribble another note in the margin. Up close, there was no missing her beauty, high cheekbones, sunlight-touched hair, sapphire eyes that looked engineered for mischief and focus at the same time. She’d swapped the blazer for a gauzy ivory blouse, sleeves rolled to the elbow, and every time she tucked her hair behind her ear, I wanted to catch her hand and pull her in.

The way she worked was methodical, surgical. She lined up samples and swatches with a precision that made my brain itch in the best way. For every bold move I wanted to make, she had a strategic counter, a way to elevate the vision without losing the bones.

“I still think the accent wall should wrap toward the entry. See how it draws the eye all the way to the end cap?” she said, crisp and energized, sketching a quick overlay in pencil.

I grinned. “And if we hit it with that indirect lighting, it’ll double the height. You’re a genius.”

Quinn’s lips curled at the edge, just for a second. “You’re not so bad yourself, Bennett. Most guys would have called it a night two hours ago.”

“Most guys don’t know the feeling of seeing it all come together,” I replied. “It’s like an addiction.”

She glanced sideways, blue eyes level and real. “I know exactly what you mean.”

I looked down at the jumble of drawings and color chips. For a minute, all I could think about was the way her wrist arched when she drew, the sharp line of her nose in the desk lamp’s halo, and the fact that no one had ever made design feel like this much fun and this much friction.

We cycled through another dozen tweaks, refining, disagreeing, then laughing off each point until we both landed on the same answer. Each time our hands brushed, passing a pen, sliding a tile sample across the desk, the touch sparked a shot of pure, unfiltered awareness. My self-control was on a knife edge.

By the time we finally stepped back to admire the stack of finished plans, it was nearly ten. My stomach growled, but I barely noticed. I was high on her energy, the scent of her perfume (chill and expensive, maybe sandalwood), and the way her blouse dipped just enough when she leaned over the desk.

Quinn caught me staring and smirked. “You look like you just ran a marathon.”

“Feels like it,” I said. “I don’t even remember the last time I got this much done in one night.”

“We’re good together,” Quinn said, her voice dropping just a notch. “Professionally speaking.”

There was no mistaking her meaning. The air between us was thick with possibilities.

I motioned to the bottle on the credenza behind my desk. “What do you say—celebratory whiskey?”

She nodded, lips pursed in mock gravity. “Only if it’s the good stuff.”

I poured two glasses, the bourbon catching the lamplight like liquid gold. When I handed hers over, our fingers touched, delicate, but the shock ran up my arm like a live wire. Neither of us said a word.

She took a sip, lips parting just enough that I got distracted by the way her mouth moved. When she set the glass down, the clink was final.

Quinn stepped closer, hips brushing the edge of my desk. “I’ve been thinking about this since my first day,” she said, eyes unblinking.

Before I could process, she closed the gap, hands framing my jaw, and kissed me—hard. It wasn’t a test run or a tease. It was pure, unfiltered hunger.

I kissed her back, letting the pressure build. My hands slipped to her waist, then up to her ribs, feeling how slender she was under all that controlled energy. She tasted like whiskey and some secret spice, her tongue darting over mine, greedy and sure.

When she broke off, she was already undoing the top buttons of my shirt, her fingers nimble. “I want this,” she whispered, “and I want it now.”

There was no mistaking her intent. I swept the blueprints to the floor, not caring about the mess, and spun her so her ass perched on the edge of the desk.

Her blouse came next—buttons flying, fabric slipping off her shoulders like a magic trick. Underneath, she wore nothing but smooth, bare skin and tiny geometric earrings that caught the light. Her tits were smallish, firm, tipped with pale pink nipples already hard from the chill. I ran my hands down her body, memorizing every line.

She pulled my shirt open, exposing my chest, then ran her hands over my abs like she’d been dying to touch them all week. The way she looked at me, hungry, appraising, made my cock throb so hard it actually hurt.

I fumbled at her jeans, popping the button and yanking them down her hips. She lifted, ass barely leaving the desk while I dragged the denim off in one practiced move. The leggings underneath were black, skin-tight, making her legs look a mile long. I peeled those off next, slow and savoring.

Her pussy was already wet, lips flushed and glistening. There was a tiny patch of blond fuzz above her slit, clean and deliberate. The sight made my head spin.

She pulled me in, legs parting wide to draw me closer. “No condom?” I asked, pulse thundering.

She shook her head, eyes locked on mine. “I’m safe. I want to feel you. It’s easier to clean up this way. Less mess.”

The logic was pure Quinn: controlled, decisive, and almost but not quite reckless.

I fisted my cock, already slick with pre-cum, and lined it up with the entrance to her pussy. The tip dragged through her folds, smearing her wetness. She grabbed my forearms, nails digging in, and arched her back.

I pushed in, slow at first, savoring the shock of heat and tightness. She was snug, velvet-slick, with just enough give that I slid in inch by inch.

The look on her face gutted me, eyes wide, lips parted, one hand flying up to her mouth before she caught herself and bit back a moan.

“Holy shit,” she gasped. “You’re bigger than I thought.”

I grinned, cocky now. “You say that to all the contractors?”

Quinn laughed, and the movement made her pussy flutter around my shaft. I drove deeper, burying myself until my balls slapped against her ass.

She locked her ankles behind my back and rolled her hips, grinding against me like she was trying to set a world record. Her tits bounced with every thrust, pale skin flushed with the heat of it.

I leaned over, sucking a nipple into my mouth, biting just hard enough to make her squirm. She clamped down on my cock, grinding her clit against the base, and let out a wild, uncontrolled sound.

For a while, all I could do was fuck her, hard and steady, the wet slap of our bodies echoing through the empty office. My hands found her hair, twisting it into a makeshift rope, and she moaned every time I pulled her in for another kiss.

Quinn’s eyes never left mine, even as her orgasm started to coil. She worked her clit with two fingers, hips bucking in time with my thrusts.

“God, don’t stop,” she breathed, “you feel fucking amazing.”

I drove into her, pace turning savage, and felt every muscle in my core clench with the inevitability of what was coming. She met each thrust with a grinding roll of her hips, greedy for more, her heels digging into my back and her nails raking lines down my sides. The slap of skin and the wet, dirty sound of her pussy sucking me in filled the air, echoing off the concrete and glass. She tilted her head back, hair a tousled halo, eyes gone glassy and unfocused as she lost herself to it.


Her hands found my ass, grabbing at me, pulling me deeper. “Harder,” she hissed, breathless, and I gave her all I had, slamming my cock in and out, slapping up against the slick heat of her as she took it, took all of me, and started to unravel.


I could feel her tighten in spasms, a vice grip that had me gritting my teeth. She was close, so fucking close, and she wanted to get there together. Her legs locked tight, her pussy clenched, and she let out a guttural sound that was half-laugh, half-moan, pure Quinn and pure filth.


Everything in my body was screaming for release. My balls ached, my thighs trembled with the effort. The heat built and built and built, beyond the point of no return.

“Want me to finish in you?” I asked, already right at the edge.

She nodded, wild and certain. “Do it. I want to feel you cum. Fill me up, Jack.”

That did it. Whatever part of me was holding back, that final command from her obliterated it, body and mind. I buried myself in Quinn, pushing her so hard against the desk I could hear the wood groan in protest, and came with a force that felt seismic, like every muscle in me had been wired to this single explosive purpose. My cock throbbed, emptying pulse after pulse inside her unbelievably tight pussy, and she felt every bit of it. Her legs locked around me like a clamp, her arms hooked behind my neck, dragging me down so our mouths crashed together in a desperate, gasping kiss.


The orgasm hit her at the same time. She broke the kiss, head snapping back, blonde hair spilling wild over her shoulders while her nails dug bloody crescents in my back, legs shaking so hard I thought she might pull me clean through her. She let out a wild, ragged cry that echoed in the concrete and glass. The kind of sound you couldn’t fake if you tried, hunger and satisfaction fused into one. It turned me on so hard I almost blacked out.


I felt the thick, hot rush of cum fill her, pressed so deep I couldn’t imagine a single drop escaping. Quinn’s pussy clenched me, milking every last spasm, and her eyes rolled back, then fixed on me with a look of such raw, unguarded pleasure that my chest actually hurt. We just held there, locked together, sweat and climax and everything else melting into a golden haze that made the whole world seem slow and enormous.


She whispered my name once, then again, voice broken with aftershocks. Her skin was flushed, the high bones of her cheeks glowing, lips parted in a sloppy, wrecked smile. I could feel her heartbeat through every inch of her, wild and animal, and for a second there was nothing in the universe but the two of us tangled up, the smell of sex and whiskey, and the ruined blueprints strewn all over the floor.


I eased her down to the desk, my cock still buried in her, both of us shuddering and breathless, and we stayed that way for a long, suspended minute. My hands slid up her ribs, memorizing the landscape of her, and she didn’t flinch or move away or make a joke. She just looked up at me, eyes soft and bottomless.

The aftershocks dragged on forever. Quinn shivered, still impaled on my cock, then slumped back on her elbows, breathless and smiling.

“Less mess, huh?” I joked, catching my own breath.

She laughed, chest heaving. “Okay, maybe not. But still worth it.”

We stayed tangled for a while, savoring the heat. I soaked up the sight: Quinn, wild and undone, sprawled across my desk, skin glowing in the harsh lamplight, eyes dark with satisfaction.

Eventually, we pulled ourselves together. I wiped her clean with a spare T-shirt (classy, I know), and she wriggled back into her jeans, commando. The sight nearly made me hard again.

She buttoned her blouse, then tossed my shirt at me, a glint of mischief in her eye. “That was amazing,” she said, voice soft but certain, “but now that’s out of our systems, I think we should keep things professional from now on. Agreed?”

I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat. “Agreed. Last thing I want is to mess up what we’ve got going.”

She smiled, satisfied, but I could see the memory of it blazing behind her eyes.

I poured one more whiskey, and we toasted in silence, watching the city lights scatter across the polished floor.

When she left, her stride was as smooth as ever, hair loose, face flushed, and a tiny smile curling her lips.

I watched her go, replaying the night in my head, already wondering how I’d ever focus on work again.

Somewhere under the paperwork and the blueprints, the desk still carried the ghost of her body.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.


Chapter six
Deepening Trust


Aweek had barely passed since my late-night collision with Quinn, and life was already running at the speed of a job site on a deadline. I’d chased punch lists and city inspectors all week, but the thing I kept coming back to wasn’t building code, it was Anna. Her texts popped in between meetings and midnight protein shakes, flirty and direct, always a little dangerous no matter how innocent they looked on my screen.

That Friday, she hit me with the one-two punch: “Dinner at my place, 7pm. I’ll cook but only if you bring the wine.”

That wasn’t a challenge. It was a declaration.

I stopped by the best wine shop I could find (Anna seemed like a “small batch, not bullshit” kind of woman) and snagged a bottle of Oregon Pinot that had a label I couldn’t pronounce. At the bakery next door, I picked out a box of cookies that would pass the Anna test: half chocolate chip, half something with sea salt and butterscotch. They boxed them up with a ribbon, and I walked out grinning like an idiot.

Finally, I gave in to Quinn’s suggestion and stopped to pick up a bouquet of wildflowers, the kind that looked like they’d been pulled straight from a sunlit field. A perfect match for her. The blooms swayed in my grip as I imagined how she’d smile, bright and genuine, when I handed them over. This little touch felt right; it fit her down to the roots.

The closer I got to her place, the more my nerves built. This wasn’t a bar or a party or some spontaneous crash at my place. This was an invite inside her world, a real, grown-up dinner, no crowds, no distractions, just me and Anna and maybe the promise of something way more than takeout and Netflix.

Her building was in a quiet stretch of Logan Square, second story, trimmed with climbing ivy and windows that glowed gold from the inside. I barely knocked before the door swung open.

Anna stood there, framed in the entry like it was a movie reveal. Her hair was down, glossy and wild, tumbling over a cream sweater that looked soft as a cloud. The neckline hinted at her collarbone, but it was the way it hugged her curves, especially the swell of her hips and the line of her waist, that made my mouth dry. The jeans were classic dark wash, cut to perfection, showing off legs I’d pictured a hundred ways but never in this light.

She sized me up and smiled, the kind of smile you couldn't buy, but her eyes widened when she spotted the wildflowers. "Are those—" She reached for them with both hands, cradling the stems like they might break. "No one's ever brought me flowers before." Her fingertips brushed mine as she took them, and for a second, she just stared at the blooms, something vulnerable crossing her face before she looked back up, and eyed me, her gaze wandering over me. "And, wow. You clean up nice."

I vowed to thank Quinn later and tried to play it smooth. “I heard there’d be a dress code. Didn’t want to fail the inspection.”

She laughed, stepping back to let me inside. Her perfume hit me first, something layered and just a little floral, but clean, not fussy.

“You passed,” Anna said, looking me up and down. “You brought a bribe too. Smart man.”

I handed over the wine and the bakery box. “I promised to always contribute to morale and carbs.”

She peeked inside the box, eyes lighting up. “You’re speaking my love language already.”

The apartment was pure Anna, chill, inviting, touched with that low-key feminine energy that came from actually caring about what went on the walls. The living room glowed with the soft light from two lamps, art prints and framed photographs lining the shelves and walls. Some shots were all girl-gang energy, nights out, road trips, messy group hugs, but a few were classic landscapes, cityscapes, and one old photo of her with her parents at a marathon finish line. There were books everywhere, lined up in neat blocks, a rainbow of spines and that “real paper” smell that always made a place feel lived-in. The couch looked big enough for three, but tonight it was just us.

In the kitchen, things were dialed. Matte white cabinetry, shiny steel utensils, and a little garden of herbs on the windowsill, basil, maybe, and definitely some mint. The counter was crowded with tonight’s plan: vegetables, a pack of fresh pasta, and a small hunk of salmon that looked ready for prime time.

Anna tossed her hair back and shot me a look that sizzled. “I hope you’re not afraid of hard work. I expect you to earn your dinner around here.”

I grinned, rolling up my sleeves. “Put me to work, boss.”

She handed me a cutting board and the world’s sharpest chef’s knife. “You get the onions and peppers. But if you make me cry, you’re cleaning it up.”

“Fair enough. What’s the blueprint for tonight?”

“Pasta primavera, pan-seared salmon, and cookies for dessert. The cookies are non-negotiable.”

With that, we got to work. The vibe was an instant masterclass in cooperative chaos. Anna moved with purpose, but whenever our arms crossed at the stove or our hips brushed by the fridge, there was this charged awareness, like every touch meant something, and neither of us pretended otherwise.

“Watch your fingers,” she warned, leaning in to check my chopping. The warmth of her body pressed into my arm as she hovered, sending my senses into overdrive.

“I’ve survived worse. Ask my brother about the time I tried to tile a backsplash without gloves.”

She snorted. “Let me guess, bloodbath?”

“Looked like a CSI episode, but I got the job done.”

She grinned, pulling a bowl from the cabinet. “A man who finishes what he starts. That’s rare.”

Her words landed heavier than they should’ve. I shrugged, slicing peppers into strips. “My superpower is follow-through. Especially when dinner’s on the line.”

Anna poured two glasses of wine, handed one over, and clinked against mine. “To good company. And carbs.”

She sipped, watching me from behind the rim. It was a loaded look, warm and a little bit hungry, and I had to focus on not cutting a finger off.

“So, how was your week?” she asked, scooping up the chopped veggies with practiced efficiency.

“Fast. Mostly headaches. City inspectors, angry plumbers, but we got a win, closed on a new property in Avondale. Quinn had the client eating out of her hand.”

Anna rolled her eyes, but she was smiling. “Of course she did. She’s got that ‘I’m smarter than you but nice about it’ vibe. I like her.”

Anna and Quinn had met just a few days ago when Anna stopped by my office for a lunch date. Quinn, never one to miss a moment, caught my eye and gave me a sly nudge, smile lighting up her face. “She’s even prettier in person,” she whispered under her breath, her voice teasing but not unkind. “Don’t fuck it up.” The words lingered between us, Quinn’s grin widening as she watched Anna and I exchange hellos, the challenge set, the stakes clear.

“She’s been a game-changer,” I admitted. “But nowhere near as organized as Megan. With Ryan, it’s just chaos. Every time I turn around, he’s remodeling the schedule.”

Anna slid the veggies into a skillet, hip checking me in the process. “You Bennetts are all the same. Classic overachievers. But I get it. You want things done right.”

I nudged her lightly. “What about you? I bet your week was less demolition and more diplomacy.”

She made a face. “You’d be surprised. If I have to explain to one more client why ‘branding’ isn’t just a fancy word for logo, I’ll scream. But I did land a big presentation. My boss actually complimented me. Twice.”

“Is it weird if I say I’m proud of you?” I asked, half joking.

She shook her head, hair swishing along her cheek. “No. I like it. I’m not used to it, but I like it.”

There was a pause, long enough to be noticed but not uncomfortable. I watched her concentrate on stirring sauce, the tip of her tongue caught between her teeth in a way that should’ve been illegal.

“You know,” she finally said, “I’ve been looking forward to this all week.”

“Same.” I swallowed, feeling just how much I meant it.

“It’s just… easy with you,” Anna said, her voice dipping. “I don’t have to guess what you’re thinking. You’re present.”

That hit harder than a shot to the ribs. She was right. There was no game here, no hiding. With Lily, every minute came with a secret built in, guilt stitched through every heartbeat. But this? Anna’s kitchen and Anna’s arms and Anna’s trust, all out in the open. No secrets, no lies, just potential and promise.

We slid into a rhythm: I drained the pasta while Anna pulled the salmon off the heat, her hand lingering on mine as we navigated the tight quarters of her kitchen. Every time her sleeve brushed my wrist or her thigh grazed my hip, the current ratcheted up.

“You always this bossy in the kitchen?” I teased, hovering at her shoulder.

She grinned, dimples in full effect. “Someone has to keep you in line.”

I shrugged, letting my hand settle at the small of her back. “I don’t mind taking orders. As long as you return the favor sometimes.”

She looked over her shoulder, eyes gleaming. “We’ll see.”

We laughed, easy and natural, but the undercurrent was pure tension. If this was foreplay, it was the kind I wanted to marinate in for hours.

She plated everything like she was auditioning for Food Network, pasta nested with sauce, salmon perched on top, a ribbon of green from the herbs she’d snipped herself.

The table was small, tucked just off the living room, two chairs set close enough that our knees would brush if we weren’t careful. She lit a candle (her idea of mood lighting, and honestly, it worked), then poured the wine and invited me in.

The food was restaurant-tier, but I barely tasted the first bite. I was too busy watching Anna’s hands, the way she twirled her fork, the curve of her smile each time our eyes locked.

She caught me staring and cocked a brow. “Is it edible?”

“It’s amazing. But I’m pretty sure you could serve me ramen on a paper plate and I’d still show up.”

She flushed, pleased, and reached across the table. Her fingers curled over mine, confident and a little possessive. “You’re just saying that because you’re scared of my knife skills.”

“Not true,” I deadpanned. “I’m scared of your sauce game. The knife is just a bonus.”

She laughed, but the way she held my hand lingered. Warm, steady, anchored in something a lot deeper than tonight’s menu.

For a moment, everything else just dropped away. No work, no ghosts, no unresolved old business. This was Anna, her kitchen, her smile, and the rising certainty that I wanted her for real, no edits, no hiding.

She brushed her thumb over my knuckles and squeezed. “You’re really here, aren’t you?”

I nodded. “Yeah. I am.”

If there’d been any more honesty on the table, it would’ve been a health code violation.

I watched her, soaking up every detail. The way her eyes glinted in the candlelight, the soft curve of her lips, her patience and confidence and the dart of nervousness she probably didn’t even know she showed me.

With every bite, every smile, every casual brush of her hand, I could feel the old carefulness cracking. I wanted her. I wanted this. Not a secret or a smoke bomb, just a woman looking at me with hope instead of history.

And for maybe the first time in a very long time, I just let myself lean in.

Next up: wine, confessions, and a shot at something I’d never let myself ask for.

***

The food was incredible, but Anna clearly had something heavier on her mind than roasted salmon. We lingered over second helpings, letting the candle burn low and the wine glass sweat a ring onto the table. The playful banter softened, replaced by pauses that crackled with expectation.

She toyed with her fork, not meeting my gaze at first. “Can I talk to you about something?” The smallest quiver in her voice, almost invisible unless you were looking for it.

“Absolutely,” I said, reaching for her hand again, fingers warm and steady on hers.

Anna took a breath, letting it out slow. “I know we joked all night about exes and dating disasters, but… mine wasn’t just bad. It was a fucking demolition zone.” She managed a sad laugh. “He’s the reason I’m so careful now.”

I squeezed her hand, not letting go. “You don’t have to explain anything you don’t want to.”

“No, I want to.” Now her eyes met mine, hazel deep and dark in the low light. “It started normal. Freshman year. He was funny, charming, a little intense, but I liked that. Then… small things. He’d text non-stop, but if I took too long to reply, he’d get cold. He said he loved me, but he’d make jokes about my friends, or why I needed to dress a certain way, or if I was ‘showing off’ too much at the gym.”

The edge in her voice was equal parts anger and something softer, hurt, maybe, or regret.

“It got worse. He’d get jealous if I went out for drinks, so I stopped. He hated some of my friends, so I lost those, too. He’d pick fights if I got home late from work. My world shrank down to him. And every time I tried to push back, he found a way to make me feel crazy.”

I felt the heat rise in my chest, not anger at her, never that, but a rolling, helpless frustration at the guy who’d done this to her.

“When I finally ended it, he made it sound dramatic, like I was abandoning him. Then, for months, I couldn’t even figure out what I wanted. Sex was just… expected. It was about making him happy, not me.” She shook her head, voice going soft. “I don’t want to do that again. I don’t want to put someone else’s needs so far above mine that I forget what I enjoy. Or what I deserve.”

I didn’t say anything right away, just let her words hang, gave them space to breathe. Sometimes you needed a pause to build real support.

I stroked the back of her hand, steady. “That sounds impossible. I’m sorry you went through that. But I’m really fucking glad you got out. And for what it’s worth, you’re not alone in wanting things at your pace.”

Anna’s shoulders dropped, the tension bleeding out inch by inch. “Most guys want to pretend it’s all fine. Or they try to ‘fix’ me. I don’t need fixing, I just… want someone who listens.”

I let the honesty land. “I get it. You’re worth listening to.”

She laughed, this time more real. “Careful. I might get used to this.”

“Good. I hope you do.”

She tipped her head, studying me like she was searching for a flaw. “Can I ask you something?”

“Anything.”

“Why are you so… patient? You could have anyone. I mean—” she blushed, “—look at you. You’re the kind of guy who probably never has to wait for anything.”

I grinned, a little embarrassed at how much her words meant, but stayed open. “You’d be surprised. I’ve spent a lot of time hiding behind work. Or pretending things don’t matter. Truth is, I like being wanted for more than just what I can give someone.”

She let out a slow breath, like she finally believed it. “I’m not trying to make you wait. I want you. But I want to do it right. I want to be sure it’s what I want, not just what I think you expect from me.”

That look, the way her eyes glowed in the candlelight, the way her hand clung to mine, was better than the best orgasm. It was trust, honest and raw.

“I promise you,” I said, voice low, “I’m not going anywhere. We do this however you want. No timelines, no pressure. Only what you’re comfortable with.”

She laughed again, softer, her thumb stroking my palm, anchoring herself in the moment. “You’re making this really hard to resist.”

I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t lie to Anna, not with those clear, searching eyes on me, not when every part of me ached for her more than I’d ever wanted anyone. Whatever I thought I wanted, whatever I thought I could get away with, even that urge burned away under the heat of her trust. After what she’d just confessed, I owed her more than some petty deception. I wanted to be better than her ex, to give her something real, even if it risked losing her. It was my chance to let her go, to give her the space to back away before we got tangled up even deeper, before the pull between us became irreversible.

Anna twirled the stem of her wine glass, eyes locked on mine, the candle glow flickering along her jawline. She looked so goddamn beautiful, it was almost hard to focus on the words tumbling in my head.


I took a breath. This was it—the moment to lay it out, no more secrets, no more dancing around the thing that had been eating me alive for months. She deserved the truth, and I wanted her to have it, even if it blew everything to hell.


“There’s something I need to tell you,” I said, voice low and steady as I could make it. “Something important. I don’t want to start this with a lie between us.”


Anna set her glass down. Her expression didn’t shift, but the air got tighter, like the room was holding its breath.


“Okay.” She didn’t flinch. “Hit me.”


“It’s about Lily,” I said, and my heart started pounding. “And Jake. But mostly Lily and… me.”


She didn’t move, barely even blinked, but her lips parted just a touch. Waiting.


I forced myself to keep going. “We’ve been… seeing each other. Sleeping together. For months now. Behind Jake’s back. It started as just a one-off, but it turned into a regular… thing. And I know it’s fucked up. I know you’re close with both of them. Every time I see Jake, it’s like a punch to the gut. I don’t know what I expected, but you deserve to know before we go any further.”


Silence. A beat, maybe two. My blood roared in my ears. Time stretched, bending and about to snap.


Anna just watched me, her hazel-green eyes steady, not a hint of judgment or shock. Then, a slow, knowing smile crept onto her lips.


“Jack,” she said. “I already know.”


If she’d slapped me, it would have hit less hard.


I blinked. “You… what?”


She shrugged, leaning back in her chair. “I know about you and Lily. I’ve known for a while.”


My mind scrambled for purchase. “How?”


“Lily told me,” Anna said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “Months ago. She needed to talk it out, and I’m her best friend. You really think you two were that subtle?”


My jaw nearly hit the table. “You mean, she just… told you everything?”


She laughed, low and soft. “Yeah. She said it wasn’t really cheating since Jake has this whole abstinence rule and isn’t interested in sex until marriage. So Lily found a loophole. You. She told me you two were just friends with benefits, and that even if you and I got together, she’d still want to keep fucking you.” Anna arched an eyebrow, slow and deliberate. “What shocked me wasn’t that she wanted you. What shocked me was how much I liked the idea of you both doing what you wanted. That, and the fact that she said I should go after you, too.”


My dick went from zero to a hundred in the space of a heartbeat. I fought to keep my head in the conversation, but every word out of Anna’s mouth was a sucker punch to my expectations.


“Wait. Lily told you to pursue me?”


Anna grinned, eyes dancing. “She said, and I quote, ‘Jack is the best sex of my life, but he’s also a really good guy, and Anna deserves someone good.’”


I groaned, running a hand over my face. “You two are going to give me a heart attack.”


She leaned forward, her hand covering mine. “I’m not hurt, Jack. I’m relieved. I’d rather you be honest with me than play pretend. Now I know I can trust you. You leveled with me, and that means everything.”


There was a pause, Anna’s thumb tracing idle circles over my skin.


She went on, “I tried to get Lily to break up with Jake, you know. Tried to convince her to just go for what she wanted. But she loves him, even if sex isn’t on the menu. And she loves screwing you, too. She doesn’t want to give up either, and, well… neither do I.”


I stared at her, stunned. “You’re saying…”


She nodded, a wicked smile curling her lips. “Lily and I talked about it. About maybe sharing you. The idea kind of turned me on, actually. But, more importantly, I want to be in charge of my own life. My own choices.”


I couldn’t breathe for a second. “You’d be okay with… all of this? With the three of us?”


Anna squeezed my hand, voice going soft but certain. “I want what I want, Jack. If that means being with you, and sometimes with you and Lily together, then I’m in. If I want to add another woman to the mix someday, that’s my call too. I’m not scared of it. I find it… exciting.”


The words detonated inside me.


A flood of relief, then raw, greedy hunger rolled through my body. My cock pulsed against my jeans, so hard it almost hurt. I’d spent weeks circling Anna, terrified of fucking up, and here she was, looking me in the eyes and telling me she wanted it all.


I tried to play it cool, but my voice came out husky. “You’re full of surprises.”


She grinned, leaning in close enough for her breath to brush my cheek. “You haven’t heard the best part.”


I looked at her, heart pounding. “Yeah?”


She bit her lip, shy but not shy at all. “When I stopped by your office last week? I saw the way you and Quinn looked at each other. The tension was so thick, Megan practically needed a chainsaw to cut through it. I kept wondering what it would be like to share you with her, too. Not saying it has to happen, but if it did… I’d be open. Maybe even more than open. If you want that, I’m not going to stand in the way.”


My head spun. My cock throbbed, hard as a steel beam. The idea of Anna, Lily, and Quinn together slingshotted my imagination straight into the stratosphere. But more than that, it was Anna’s certainty, the way she took control of her own boundaries, her own life. It was sexy as hell, and unbelievably fucking rare.

We ate the last bites of dinner in a new sort of silence, not awkward, more like the calm after a storm. Every once in a while, our knees would brush under the table, and she’d look up with a secret smile that made me want to tear down every wall she’d ever built.

With the bombshells delivered and survived, we returned to our normally scheduled dinner date. The cookies came next. Anna insisted we each try one of every flavor. At some point, we made a game out of who could guess which bakery they came from. She got it right on the first try, of course.

“They’re good,” she said, licking a crumb from her thumb. “But you’re the real treat tonight.”

If that didn’t make my cock twitch, nothing would. But more than the heat, there was gratitude, and something new: possibility.

I slid my hand over hers one last time, holding on just a little longer than necessary. “I’m happy just being here. With you.”

She didn’t move away. Instead, she reached over to stroke my jaw, fingertips soft. “You know what? I feel safe with you. Safer than I’ve felt with anyone in a long, long time.”

That burst of pride hit me straight in the core. “You should. I’ve got you, and I’ll always be honest with you, even if it hurts.”

Another long, electric silence stretched between us, but this time, the air was thick with hope, not old hurt.

Anna finally stood, plates in hand, and grinned at me. “Come on. Couch time. You’re not escaping without at least one more round of wine.”

I followed, pulse racing, and the sense that we’d just built the foundation for something real settling deep into my bones.

She wasn’t just opening up. She was letting me in.

And if it was up to me, she’d never regret it.

***

On the couch, Anna wasted no time making herself at home. She slid in close, so close our thighs touched, no space, no hesitation, just the warmth of her body synched perfectly to mine. The wine in our glasses caught the lamplight, casting slow, honey-colored shadows across the room.

She curled her legs beneath her, leaned in so her shoulder pressed into my arm, and looked up at me like she was deciding what rules to break first.

“Comfortable?” I asked, enjoying the excuse to drink her in.

She smirked, slow and deliberate. “Now I am.”

I set both glasses on the coffee table, never taking my eyes off her. Anna’s hair had a mind of its own tonight, a tumble of dark waves that tumbled over her cheek. I reached out, tucking a wild strand behind her ear, fingers drifting across her jaw.

She caught my hand, holding me there.

“Do it again,” she whispered.

I brushed her hair back, this time letting my thumb graze the tender skin just below her ear. The effect was nuclear: her eyes dilated, lips parted, breath caught between want and wonder.

She closed the gap, her mouth finding mine. For a half-second, it was gentle, a test, a tease. Then Anna let go, kissing me deep, her tongue urgent and hungry, hands sliding up to tangle in my hair.

Every touch was amplified. The silk of her sweater, the faint trace of perfume at her throat, the way her tits pressed into my chest when she arched up to meet me. I palmed her hip, pulling her closer, letting her feel exactly how hard she made me. Anna answered with a low, sexy sound in her throat and scooted over until she was basically in my lap, straddling one thigh, grinding in slow, infinite circles.

Her lips moved from my mouth to my jaw, then my neck, peppering kisses that landed like little aftershocks. I slipped a hand under her sweater, tracing the curve of her waist, loving how she shivered at the touch.

She shifted, pressing her chest against me, and yanked her own sweater up and over in one smooth motion. Underneath, she wore nothing but bare skin and a soft lace bra, the kind that barely contained her, D-cups high and tight, nipples already hard and poking through the fabric.

Anna caught the look in my eyes and grinned wide. “You like?”

“Like” wasn’t the word. “I think I might be obsessed,” I said, running my palms along the exposed skin of her lower back.

She shrugged, hips grinding again. “Good answer.”

This was the opposite of rushed, the opposite of desperate. We let it build, kissing, touching, letting the heat climb with every little move. I slid the straps of her bra down, exposing more skin, then reached around to unhook it.

Anna beat me to it, undoing the clasp and letting it fall away. Her tits were perfect, full, round, tipped with dusky pink nipples that begged for attention. I leaned forward, took one in my mouth, and sucked gently, rolling it with my tongue.

She moaned, arching into me, locking her arms around my neck.

“God, Jack…” she whispered, fingers digging into my shoulders.

It was all the invitation I needed. I ran my hand higher, cupping her other tit, kneading it while my mouth worked her nipple, alternating soft flicks with little nibbles. Anna trembled, hot and alive, grinding harder into my thigh.

Her hands found the hem of my shirt and tugged. I barely noticed pulling it off, skin-on-skin now, the air around us thick and electric.

She ran her palms over my chest, down my abs, stopping at my waistband. “Can we?” she breathed, uncertain only for a split second.

“We can do anything you want,” I told her, echoing the promise from earlier.

Anna smiled, more confident now. “Bedroom?”

I stood up, carrying her with me (she didn’t protest), and let her guide us to the back of the apartment. The hallway was narrow, the walk short, but the tension stretched every second to its breaking point.

Her bedroom was softly lit, golden from bedside lamps. The bed was made perfectly, covered in a pale blue duvet with a heap of plump, inviting pillows. The sheets looked like silk, and the air smelled faintly of vanilla and clean cotton. There were more framed photos, her family, travels, one of us at a Halloween party years ago, mid-laugh, arms thrown around each other like we belonged that way.

She pulled me onto the bed, straddling me, eyes locked on mine. “Shut the door,” she whispered, a flush starting high on her cheeks.

I did as I was told. When I turned back, Anna had already slid out of her jeans. Her panties matched the bra, black lace, cut high on her hips, showing off her ass and her toned thighs. She wore them like a dare.

She lay back, arms above her head, tits on display, legs parted just enough to show the outline of her pussy through the sheer panel of the panties.

I crawled up the bed, positioning myself over her, and she wrapped her arms around my neck and yanked me in for another kiss. This time it was pure fire, a collision of lips and tongue and teeth, every second more desperate than the last.

Anna peeled off her own panties and tossed them to the floor. “I want you,” she murmured, loud and clear. “No condom. I’m on the pill. I want to feel you. All of you.”

The logic was flawless. I was clean, we trusted each other, and right now, nothing in the universe mattered except her need and mine.

“You sure?” I asked, even as I was already stripping off my jeans and boxers.

She nodded. “Positive. I want it real, Jack. No barriers.”

She lay back, drawing her knees up, exposing her pussy, trimmed dark, lips flush and glistening. She was wet already, the kind of wet that made my cock lurch and my mouth water. I knelt between her thighs, sliding my hands up her legs, savoring the way she shivered.

I kissed her inner thighs, slow and soft, making her squirm with anticipation. She tangled her fingers in my hair and pulled, guiding my mouth to where she wanted it.

I licked along her slit, top to bottom, then circled her clit with my tongue. Anna gasped, body arching up off the bed.

“Jesus, Jack…” She trembled, already on the verge.

I didn’t rush. I sucked her clit gently, flicking it with my tongue, then dipped lower to push inside her with two fingers. Her pussy gripped me instantly, greedy and tight.

She writhed, hips rolling, moans spilling out unchecked. “God, that feels good. Don’t stop—just like that—”

I kept at it, alternating tongue and fingers, letting her ride the pleasure. Her taste was clean, musky, uniquely hers. My cock strained with every sound she made, thick and leaking pre-cum, but I wanted to savor her first.

Her whole body tensed, thighs clamping around my head, and then she came—hard. Her pussy pulsed around my fingers, juices spilling onto my hand, her voice rising in a wordless, helpless cry.

I kissed a line up her belly to her tits, then found her lips again. “You’re incredible,” I whispered, meaning every syllable.

She grinned, breathless, and palmed my cock, lining it up at her entrance. “Your turn,” she said, eager and unguarded.

I braced above her, the head of my cock nudging her soaked pussy, and pressed in slow, inch by inch, until I bottomed out.

Anna’s eyes went wide, lips parted. “Oh my god. You’re… big. I can feel every fucking inch.”

I groaned, shuddering at the sensation. Her pussy clamped down on me, velvet-soft but gripping, every movement sending lightning up my spine.

I started moving, a gentle thrust, savoring the friction. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper.

“Harder,” Anna whispered, “don’t hold back.”

I picked up the pace, slamming my cock in and out, the slap of skin echoing off the bedroom walls. She met each stroke with a tilt of her hips, her hands clutching my ass, nails digging in, needing all of me.

We kissed, wet, hungry, desperate, her tits mashed against my chest, her clit grinding against my pelvis with every drive forward.

“God, Jack, you fuck me so good,” she moaned, voice raw. “Don’t stop. I want you to cum inside me. I want to feel it.”

Anna’s walls squeezed me tighter every second, her cunt so greedy it felt like she was trying to devour me whole. With every thrust I could feel her slick heat clinging to my cock, her whole body arching to meet every inch I gave her. Her pleasure was fucking contagious, a feedback loop that made my head swim.


I shifted my weight, driving in deeper, letting my pelvis grind against her clit each time I bottomed out. Anna’s hands clawed at my back, nails raking down to my ass, pulling me into her, needing it close, needing it hard. I could hear the wet slap of skin, the desperate pitch of her breathing, the way she started to whimper just before she came.


She was so loud now. “Oh god—fuck—don’t stop—don’t stop, Jack—more—” and I gave her everything. I pressed my thumb against her clit, rubbed steady circles, never breaking rhythm, feeling the way she reacted, her hips bucking, her legs tightening, thighs trembling with every wave.


She was shaking, toes digging into my calves, so close to the edge I could feel the aftershocks building before the quake. The muscles in her pussy clenched around me in little spasms, milking my cock so perfectly I never wanted to stop. I leaned down, kissed her open mouth, swallowed her cries as she came again, her whole body locking up and then releasing in a shudder that left both of us gasping.


She was still shaking, body hypersensitive, but hungry for more. I kept up the pressure, my thumb moving faster, cock still pounding deep. Anna’s eyes rolled back, her mouth in a perfect O, sweat beading at her temples as the next orgasm overtook her.


She screamed, arching hard, her hips lifting both of us off the bed. I felt her gush around me, soaking the sheets, and it was so fucking hot I nearly lost it right there. She clamped down again, impossibly tight, and rode out the second orgasm with a raw, broken whimper.


I kissed her neck, her jaw, her collarbone, worshipping every inch, trying to slow down but the pleasure was too much. Her hands found my hair, yanked my head up so she could look me in the eyes. “Cum inside me,” she said, voice hoarse and urgent. “I want to feel you fill me up.”


That did it. I lost control, thrusting even harder, feeling her nails sink into my flesh as she wrapped her legs around me and pulled me in, deeper, deeper, until I was buried to the hilt. The tension snapped, and I exploded inside her, cock pulsing, emptying everything I had into her. Anna gasped at the sensation, holding me there, milking every drop.

I kept thrusting, drawing out every aftershock, until collapse was the only option. I slumped onto her, burying my face in the hollow of her neck, both of us shaking, drenched in sweat and the mess we’d made.

For a while, there was only breathing and the wild, primal sense of connection.

Anna loosened her legs slowly, then ran her hands through my hair, holding me close, like letting go would be a crime.

I rolled us onto our sides, my cock still inside her, softening in the wet heat. She kissed my face, slow and sweet.

“God, that was perfect,” she murmured.

“I could do this forever,” I whispered back.

She beamed, skin glowing, every inch of her alive and sated. “Good. Because I’m not letting you go. Not tonight.”

We lay tangled in the sheets. Sheets that now smelled like sex and sweat and everything I wanted out of this fucked-up, perfect life.

If this was the future, I was all in.

And judging by the look on her face, so was Anna.

***

The sex was hot, but the afterglow was better.

Anna curled against me, skin still damp, hair wild across my chest, her fingers drawing absent patterns just above my sternum. The lamp cast everything in a low golden haze, turning her features soft and almost unreal.

She shifted, sliding a leg over mine, tangling us up so there was no telling where her body ended and mine began. For a minute, we just breathed together, no words, no rush, the kind of silence that only worked when you really trusted the person next to you.

Then Anna laughed, quiet, a secret just for me. “You want to hear something ridiculous?”

I kissed the top of her head. “Always.”

She propped herself up on one elbow, tits spilling against my ribs, face inches from mine and completely unfiltered. “I’ve had the world’s biggest crush on you since sophomore year. Like, cartoon hearts. But you were always with someone, or I was, or the timing was just a disaster.”

I blinked, caught totally off guard. “You’re kidding.”

She shook her head, eyes sparkling. “Nope. Ask Lily, she’ll back me up. There was a whole year I’d get tipsy at parties just so I had an excuse to talk to you. But I was convinced you were out of my league.”

I laughed outright, not even hiding it. “You thought I was out of your league? Anna, I used to rehearse texts to you before hitting send. I was sure you’d never see me as more than Jake’s weird quiet friend.”

She grinned, delighted. “That’s insane. You’re, like, every box on the breakup recovery checklist: sweet, grounded, wildly hot, and actually gainfully employed.”

I rolled her beneath me, kissing her jaw, then down her collarbone, until she was giggling in my arms. “Is that what does it for you? Spreadsheets and stable income?”

She bit my shoulder, playful. “The old me liked bad boys. Which is how I ended up with the human disaster I told you about earlier. But this?” She squeezed my bicep, hand firm and greedy. “The new me likes handsome, hot, successful. You check all the boxes, Jack.”

The words hit different, a weird, melting pride I’d never really felt before. “You’re really not making it easy to keep my ego in check.”

She kissed me, deep and slow and lingering. “I want you to have an ego. I want you to know what you do to me.”

It got quiet again. Not awkward, just the kind of peace that made every touch sing. I ran my hand up and down her back, tracing the ridge of her spine.

“You know, I think our friendship is what makes this actually work,” I said, voice low. “We’ve already seen each other’s worst, and we’re still here.”

That made her grin. “You’ve seen me cry over a dumb marketing campaign and eat an entire pizza by myself. If that doesn’t scare you off, nothing will.”

I squeezed her waist, making her squeal. “I like knowing exactly who I’m in bed with. No masks. Just you.”

She rolled on top of me, pinning my arms. “Promise me we’ll always talk like this.”

“Promise,” I said, dead serious. “I’d rather have a million honest conversations than a day of fake perfection.”

She nuzzled my neck, trailing kisses from my jaw to my chest. Her hair tickled, and I could smell the faintest chemical trace of her shampoo. The scent would be burned in my brain forever.

For the next hour, we floated in and out of conversation and lazy make-out sessions. Anna told me stories from our college days, times I didn’t even remember she’d been watching. She said she liked the way I looked when I was thinking hard, or how I always held doors for strangers. Every compliment felt like a small electric jolt, repairing something in me I didn’t even know needed fixing.

I told her how much I admired her grit, her work ethic, the way she took care of her friends. I admitted I’d always thought she could do better than the guys she dated but never dreamed she’d end up with me.

“You know what the real secret is?” Anna said, tracing circles around my nipple. “I never have to pretend with you. It’s like, I say something weird or get too intense, and you just roll with it. You actually like it.”

I caught her chin and kissed her, soft this time. “Of course I do. If you weren’t a little weird, you wouldn’t be Anna.”

Somewhere in the haze, we drifted toward sleep, her head on my shoulder, my arm around her back. She shifted now and then, molding herself even closer, never losing contact.

In the dark, she murmured, “I’m really happy. Like, happy in a way that makes it impossible to think about anything else.”

I smiled, letting all the old stress and chaos melt away. “You and me both.”

For the first time in… maybe ever, I shut out the rest of the world. The secrets, the guilt, the what-ifs and maybes. I let them go.

Anna breathed slow and even, curls fanned across my skin. Every now and then, she’d kiss my chest, like she was anchoring herself right here, in this moment.

I let my hand rest above her ass, fingers splayed. If happiness had a blueprint, this was it.

Still, something inside me churned. Maybe it was the guilt, dense and heavy, pressing against the back of my mind like a bruise that would never fade. Maybe it was the raw pull of desire, the impossible urge to keep both Lily and Anna close, even knowing the cost.

No matter what Lily believed, I owed Jake the truth.

It was a dangerous line to cross. Telling Jake meant exposing everything, dragging the secret out into the open whether Lily wanted it or not. But if I didn’t? The lie would rot inside me until it poisoned everything.

I’d bared myself to Anna. Now Jake deserved the same.

I made a silent promise: by this time tomorrow, Jake would know. All of it. The truth, stripped bare and unvarnished.

The decision settled into me slowly, heavy but steady. Anna curled closer, our bodies tangled beneath the sheets. For the first time in weeks, my mind went quiet.

Tomorrow would bring the reckoning.

But tonight, Anna was my anchor, the only solid thing in a world I’d already set on fire.

And for now, that was enough.


Chapter seven
Coming Clean


The walk to Jake's apartment felt like a death march. Every step was a loaded gun, every heartbeat a countdown to disaster. I knew the layout by muscle memory, two flights up, past the sad potted plant that never got watered, left at the scarred brown door. I didn't even have to knock, but I did anyway, once, sharp and fast, like yanking off a bandage.

It took him a minute to open. The lock fumbled; hinges groaned. Then Jake stood there, blinking at me with the world's most suspicious glare. His hair was a sandstorm, sticking up like someone had been running their fingers through it, and his T-shirt was stretched and inside-out. The smell of perfume and warmth spilled into the hall, mixing with something I couldn't quite place, lipstick, maybe, or the heat of skin.

"Bro," Jake said, flat as a level. "You know what time it is?"

I checked my phone. It was past eleven, hardly early. "I needed to see you. It's… important."

He scrubbed at his face, glancing back over his shoulder. "You're not bleeding, so it can't be that bad." His fingers drummed against the doorframe, impatient. "Can this wait until tomorrow?"

"It's about Lily," I said, the words dropping like stones.

Jake's jaw tensed. The annoyance drained out, replaced by something heavier—dread, or maybe something closer to resignation. For a second, I thought he might slam the door in my face.

Instead, he hesitated. His eyes darted behind him, and he muttered, “Fine. Whatever. Come in.”

The entry was the same disaster zone I remembered, shoes by the door, a tangle of cords threatening to trip you at the landing, random gym gear crowding the coat hooks. I stepped inside, pulse thundering, braced for whatever came next.

That’s when I saw her.

She was perched on the edge of the battered leather couch, mug in hand, legs crossed like she owned the entire zip code. The brunette was a head-turner, sleek, glossy hair so dark it almost shimmered blue, eyes big and brown and just a little bit mischievous. She wore a ribbed white top and jeans that hugged every inch, but her entire vibe was calm, friendly, almost… sweet?

She smiled, setting the mug gently on the coffee table. “Hey there. You must be Jack?”

I tried not to gawk. “In the flesh. Sorry to show up uninvited.”

She waved it off, her smile warming by a few degrees. “No worries. I’m Taylor.” The way she said it made it sound like silk. “We were just catching up over coffee. I’ll give you guys a minute.”

Taylor stood, hips rolling unhurried as she crossed to Jake. She paused beside him, something intimate in the way her arm brushed his. There was a quick, soft exchange, too low for me to catch, then she ducked down the hall to his bedroom, closing the door with just enough sound to mark her exit.

The tension in the room was a living thing.

Jake sank onto the ottoman and gestured at me to take the battered armchair that had survived three apartments and at least one ill-fated house party. He didn’t say a word. Just braced his elbows on his knees, studying me with the patience of a bomb squad.

For a second, I flinched. My tongue turned dry as insulation foam. But there was no blueprint for this, so I just let it rip.

I'm sorry. For like… all of this." My voice came out rough, almost hoarse. "Lily and me. It started as a one-time thing and just… spiraled. She said you weren't—" I stopped myself, shaking my head. "No, that's bullshit. I knew better. I could have walked away, but I didn't. That's on me."

Jake’s knuckles whitened, but he didn’t interrupt.

I pushed on, every word making my chest ache. "It wasn't about screwing you over. It wasn't revenge or anything. I could say she kept coming back, but the truth is I wanted her there. I never turned her away. Not once." My voice cracked. "And I never wanted to lie to you. But every time I saw you together, it made me sick with guilt because I knew exactly what I was doing."

Now the silence was a punishment.

Jake didn’t move. His whole body was locked tight, eyes fixed on a spot just past my shoulder. Seconds crawled by.

I kept going. At this point, what was left to protect? “I should have told you months ago. I just…” My jaw clenched. “Didn’t want to be the guy who nuked my own best friend.”

The only sound was the soft wheeze of the air conditioner and the faint clink of Taylor’s mug in the kitchen.

Jake finally let out a breath, slow and shaky.

“I knew something was off,” he said, voice barely above a whisper. “I mean, I’m not an idiot. She stopped talking about you, which is weird, ’cause she used to always tell me shit you did, jokes or whatever. Then she started working late, canceling on weekends, weird stuff. I thought maybe I’d done something to piss her off.”

I tried to meet his gaze, but he was still somewhere else, maybe replaying the last six months, brick by brick.

“Fuck, Jack. Why didn’t you just tell me?”

“Because I was scared,” I admitted. “And because you looked happy, man. Like you’d finally found the right thing.” The words stung on the way out. “I didn’t want to be the guy who ripped it away.”

Finally, Jake looked at me. His eyes were red at the corners, but the anger I expected wasn’t there, just exhaustion.

Jake gave a bitter little laugh. "Happy?" His fingers drummed against his thigh, a nervous rhythm. "We're just going through the motions lately. Things with Lily and me..." He swallowed hard, voice dropping. "They're not good. But it still fucking hurts to hear it out loud."

I let him sit with it, heart hammering like I’d just survived a near miss on the interstate.

A muscle jumped in Jake’s cheek. Then he straightened up, ran a hand through his hair, and shrugged like he was dropping a hundred pounds of dead weight.

“Honestly?” He looked me dead in the eye. “I’m relieved. You know how much work it is to keep a secret you don’t really want to ask about? I figured something was up, but Lily would just tell me what I wanted to hear, so I let it go. Is that messed up?”

I shook my head. “Not remotely. We both got buried in the mess.”

Jake chuckled, but it was hollow. “Classic, right? Two dudes avoiding the hard conversations. We’d rather demo the kitchen than talk about what’s actually broken.” He rubbed his face again, voice rough around the edges. “I wish you’d just told me sooner, but... I’m glad it’s not some random guy. If it had to happen, I’d rather it be you.”

The words landed with a punch. I felt my shoulders drop, relief pouring in like sunshine after a thunderstorm.

I stared down at my hands and tried to steady myself. “Are we… okay?”

Jake flexed his jaw, thought it over, then nodded. “We’ll get there. Just… don’t lie to me again. And don’t bullshit me about Lily, either. You got feelings, own them.”

I could still taste the fear, but now it mingled with something lighter, maybe hope.

On cue, Taylor’s footsteps padded back down the hall. She poked her head out, brown hair draping her shoulder, expression open but careful.

“Everything all right?” she asked, voice soft.

Jake managed a guttural laugh. “Yeah. You can come back out if you want. I think Jack’s confessed every mortal sin on the menu.”

Taylor’s smile brightened. “Lucky for you, I don’t shock easily.”

She settled on the edge of the couch again, hands folded, eyes flicking between us. Her energy changed the mood instantly, replacing the heavy tension with a note of curiosity, like she was genuinely rooting for us to work things out.

“I’m impressed,” Taylor said, giving me a look that was equal parts challenge and comfort. “That couldn’t have been easy.”

I shrugged, warmth rising to my cheeks. “It was overdue.”

“Most guys would’ve just ghosted and called it a day,” she observed, tucking her hair behind her ear. “You Bennett boys take your loyalty seriously.”

Jake snorted. “Sometimes too seriously.”

Taylor reached over, squeezed his knee, and the way he melted said more than words ever could.

There was a long, loaded pause where the three of us just… coexisted. Not friends, not enemies, just human. The echo of the confession still hung in the air, but the threat of a blow-up was gone.

Eventually, Taylor rose again, gathering her mug. “I’ll let you guys finish up. I’ve got a call to make anyway.” She sent me a wink, quick and easy, like we’d known each other for years, then vanished into Jake’s room with the grace of someone who understood boundaries.

Jake and I just sat in the hum of the old air conditioner and the leftover feelings neither of us knew what to do with.

He leaned back, closing his eyes. “You ever just want to rewind six months and try a different version?”

“Every day,” I said.

He grinned, but it was tired. “We’re both idiots.”

“Yeah, but at least we can admit it now.”

There was a slow, mutual release. Not quite forgiveness, but something close enough to let my lungs work again.

Jake pushed to his feet, stretching like his bones ached. “You want to get out of here for a bit? Talk this out somewhere less… freshman year?”

There was nothing I wanted more.

“I’m buying,” I offered, “since I’m the asshole.”

He rolled his eyes, but there was a glimmer of the old Jake beneath the bruises. “Damn right you are. But I pick the place.”

He grabbed a hoodie off the back of a chair, raked fingers through his hair, and checked on Taylor, murmured something low and soft, a private moment I tried not to overhear.

Then it was just the two of us, back on the street. The world was already awake, sun bouncing between glass and concrete, the promise of a clean slate stretching before us.

Whatever came next, it was going to be honest.

It was the only way forward.

***

There’s something about a bar at noon that makes every secret easier to say out loud. Maybe it’s the way the sunlight leaks through the faded window decals and turns the dust into gold, or maybe it’s the fact that nobody expects you to be honest when you’re half-hidden in the dark.

Jake picked a place I hadn’t been to in years, a classic, old-school Logan dive, the walls stained with decades of cigarette smoke and heartbreak. You could practically smell the ghosts. The only music was the low rumble of conversation, the clink of ice, and some Springsteen song leaking from a battered jukebox.

We slid into a corner booth, leather cracked and shiny as old boots. The table was sticky. The bartender didn’t even ask for IDs; he just set down a bottle of bourbon and two heavy glasses, then vanished like a pro.

Neither of us spoke for a while. Jake poured for both of us, his hands rock steady, not even a tremble despite what we’d just survived upstairs.

He brought the glass to his lips, didn’t drink, just stared through the honey-colored fire for a long minute. Then he finally said, “You want to hear something wild?”

“Lay it on me,” I replied, trying to keep it light even as dread churned in my guts.

He snorted, took a real sip this time, and set the glass down with a thunk. “This isn’t about Lily. Or not just about Lily. The girl back at my place? Taylor? She’s not random. She’s my high school girlfriend.”

That caught me sideways. “Seriously? I thought you said she blocked your number after senior year?”

“She did.” Jake’s laugh was all gravel. “But our parents stayed in touch. Moms still talk, holiday cards, the whole thing. Christmas, I went home, ran into her at this awful cookie exchange. We got coffee, and… it was like no time had passed. Except we were older, and both single, well not exactly single but… I don’t know. She just got me.”

He leaned back, fingers drumming the rim of his glass.

“It started as catching up. We texted, FaceTimed, whatever. Then she came down for a weekend, and it was like I couldn’t pretend anymore. Every lie I’d been telling myself about Lily got blown out of the water.”

I let his words hang, letting them settle. The bar’s background noise faded to nothing.

“So why not end it with Lily then?” I asked, honest curiosity. “If you knew it was over?”

He groaned, rolling his eyes heavenward. “You know my family. My mom would host a funeral if she thought Lily was slighted. And Lily’s family? Her dad took us to Cubs games, her mom sent me birthday cards. Everyone thought we were perfect, even when it stopped making sense.”

He knocked back the bourbon and poured another. “It’s like… we both knew it was dead, but neither wanted to pull the plug. She bought my saving-ourselves excuse so fast it scared me. After Christmas, every date was just autopilot. We texted about dinner plans, but there was no… life in it. Only thing that made her light up was talking about you, or Anna, or her job.”

That last part stung, but I let it land.

Jake looked at me, searching for judgment, maybe, but getting only sympathy.

“Taylor makes me feel like myself. It’s that simple. But I feel like a douche for even saying it.”

“Not a douche,” I said, shaking my head. “Just a guy who waited too long. Been there.”

He barked a laugh. “We really are pathetic, aren’t we?”

I shrugged, eyeing the twin glasses. “Maybe. Or maybe just survivors of the world’s worst relationship gridlock. You want out, but you don’t want the wreckage.”

He knocked the table with his knuckle, smiling despite the pain. “Nailed it.”

We drifted into silence. I sipped my whiskey, and the burn seared away the last of the morning’s nerves.

Jake spoke first. “I want to bring Taylor into the group, eventually. She’s awesome. Funny, actually likes the stuff I like, doesn’t roll her eyes at Marvel movies. But I don’t want to destroy Lily in the process.”

He slumped, scrubbing a hand over his jaw. “I keep imagining their parents going to war. Or you and Anna having to pick sides. I know it’s dramatic, but the whole thing is giving me ulcers.”

I understood, more than I wanted to admit.

“Lily’s tough,” I said, “but she hates losing, especially when it comes to relationships. If you blindside her, she’ll torch the whole friend group.”

Jake grinned, appreciating the accuracy. “That’s why I’m telling you now. I’m leaving for home next week, parents gunning for more ‘holiday bonding’ or whatever. Once I’m back, I’ll end it, face-to-face. I don’t want her to hear through the grapevine.”

He lowered his voice, dead serious. “Promise me you won’t tell Lily. I have to do this myself. I owe her that.”

Something in his eyes dared me to say no.

I nodded. “You have my word. It’s all you.”

He let out a sigh, heavier than the last load of demolition debris I’d ever hauled. “Thank you.”

I shifted, feeling the wood dig into my back, and tried to put my trainwreck of a love life into words.

“You know what’s insane? I don’t even know what I want anymore. Some days, Anna feels like the absolute answer. Other days, I can’t stop thinking about Lily. There’s this part of me that wants both, but I know that’s selfish as hell.”

Jake’s eyes glinted. “I don’t think you’re the only one in that triangle who feels that way.”

I choked on my whiskey. “You’re saying Anna’s in on it?”

He shrugged, nonchalant. “I’m saying, you all have the chemistry of a three-alarm fire. Maybe stop worrying about what’s normal and just ask what works for you.”

That was classic Jake, skip the blueprint, eyeball the job, and see what happens. But a weird kind of clarity bloomed in my chest. Maybe we were all just trying to build something that made sense, even if the code was unorthodox.

He dropped his voice. “Just one thing, man. No more lies. You don’t owe me perfection, but you owe me honesty.”

The words were bricks, heavy and final.

I nodded, sealing the promise with a clink of our glasses.

We watched the whiskey drop, silent as sawdust. The world outside moved on, soccer moms and dog walkers passing in parades, but in here, it was just two guys finally tearing out the rot.

Eventually, the bottle ran low and the weight in my chest started to ease.

Jake waited until we stepped out onto the sidewalk to lay on the final reality check.

“Just so you know, if Lily asks, you don’t know shit. I want to tell her about Taylor myself when I get back. No Instagram leaks, no group text bombshells. Deal?”

“Deal,” I agreed, meaning it.

He grabbed my shoulder, squeezed hard enough to remind me how long we’d been friends. “No matter what, you’re still my guy.”

For the first time all day, I actually smiled. “Right back at you.”

We parted ways on the curb, Jake headed east, me west to the loft and whatever chaos waited there.

The walk home was a blur of sunlight, L trains rattling above, and the first promise of summer in the city air. I unlocked the building, boots echoing on the concrete, and rode up to my floor in a daze.

The second I set foot in the apartment, the world doubled down.

Anna’s text was waiting:

“Can’t stop thinking about last night. Any chance you’re free to come over? Or I can bring takeout to yours? Your call. Either way, I want you.”

If that wasn’t enough, Lily’s message landed seconds later:

“Miss you. Can we talk? Or better yet, can I sneak over and just… not talk for a while?”

I stared at the two messages, heart pounding, logic shot to hell.

Two women. Two lives. One brain already fried from guilt and adrenaline.

The old me would’ve tried to pick the perfect answer.

The new me?

I was starting to wonder if the best solution was… not choosing at all.

The city was alive around me, vibrating with opportunity. I stood there, phone in hand, knowing I could have either, maybe even both.

What came next was anybody’s guess, but for the first time ever, I was ready to see where the night led.

Game on.


Chapter eight
Open House


It had been hours since Jake’s “I promise to do it tomorrow” pledge, and the words still clanged around in my skull like loose nails in a paint can. I couldn’t focus, couldn’t sit still, couldn’t shake the odds that tonight’s party might blow my whole life wide open, or, maybe, fuse it together in a way I couldn’t quite imagine yet.

I stalked the length of my new loft, boots thudding on the polished concrete. Floor-to-ceiling windows spilled sunlight over the raw brick and steel bones, every beam and rivet exactly how I’d sketched it nights when I couldn’t sleep. Boxes had finally been cleared (thanks, mostly, to Megan’s threats), and the space looked less like a lumber yard and more like a magazine cover for “Urban Bachelor of the Year.” I couldn’t help grinning, even as my stomach twisted underneath.

I’d gone all out for this “housewarming meets grand opening” bash. Food stations cropped up along the perimeter, pizza on wood slabs, charcuterie boards crammed with more bites than anyone could finish, plus a literal mountain of spicy wings. Craft beer and top-shelf bourbon lined the custom bar, every bottle reflected in the glassy black backsplash. Even the ice cubes were the fancy ones, square and clear as diamonds. If the party tanked, it wouldn’t be for lack of hospitality.

But every time I finished lining up a drink shaker or wiping down a counter, my mind circled right back to the emotional demolition waiting just below the surface. Jake’s promise to tell Lily about Taylor. Lily, still in the dark, probably about to walk into not just a party, but a whole new reality. Anna, already keyed up by the invitation to let things get messy. And, hell, myself, standing in the middle of it, praying I could keep the walls from caving in.

The elevator whined, announcing the first wave.

My brother Ryan dominated the entry, flanked by half a dozen people dressed in business casual and real estate ambition. He looked like a shark in dark denim, sleeves rolled, eyes bright with pride. The second he set foot on my floor, the energy in the space changed, brighter, louder, all momentum.

“This,” Ryan declared, smacking his palm against a steel column, “is what you get when you commit to structural integrity. You feel the difference? Most developers would’ve wrapped the whole thing in drywall, but Jack kept the original lines, let the space breathe.” He shot me a look, sly and approving. “He’s got the eye. Hell, he’s got both eyes.”

The clients murmured, nodding, already lost in the fantasy of how their own spaces might look in hands like ours. I shook hands, played the host, grinned for the cameras and the looky-loos. All the while, my gaze kept drifting to the shaded end of the room, where Quinn was just making her entrance.

That girl knew how to make an impression, even when she pretended not to. She wore a blue dress tailored within an inch of its life, snug through the waist, flaring just enough at the hips to make you think about gripping them hard. The neckline was modern, sharp, but left her collarbones and just a hint of cleavage framed like a gallery piece. She’d let her hair down in loose, sunlit waves, and even from across the loft, I could see the flecks of gold dancing in it.

She didn’t head for the center of attention. Instead, Quinn bee-lined for the makeshift bar, head canted as she surveyed the setup and the people already clustered nearby.

Anna was there, first in line. She’d gone minimal but magnetic, black fitted dress, bare shoulders, heels that made her legs look endless. She moved with purpose, throwing her hair over her shoulder as she poured herself a glass of rosé like she’d been bartending since birth. Her eyes scanned the room, always a step ahead, tracking every new arrival like she was mapping out how the night would go.

And then there was Lily.

She could have walked in wearing pajamas and still been the sexiest thing in the room. But Lily had picked out a cream-colored wrap dress that clung to her every curve, the kind of fabric that hugged and then let go at just the right angles. Her blonde hair was pulled back with loose bits framing her face, making her blue eyes pop even brighter. She glowed, genuinely happy to see Anna, and she squeezed her friend in a hug that made both their tits squish together in a way that had me picturing possible futures I probably shouldn’t be fantasizing about.

Quinn slid in next to them, all grace and droll wit, and within thirty seconds the three of them were sharing cocktails, stories, and a laugh that turned heads all the way across the space. Anyone watching would have thought they’d known each other for years. Maybe in some lateral universe, they already had.

I hung back, drinks in hand, pretending to restock the bar. But really, I was just cataloging every detail, every flick of hair, every glance that lasted a beat too long.

Anna gestured for emphasis and nearly knocked over her glass. Quinn caught it, fast, her hand wrapping Anna’s wrist with a grip that was both steady and suggestive. Lily couldn’t stop grinning, and when their eyes met over the rim of their drinks, something unspoken passed between them. It wasn’t just friendship. There was a charge to it, an awareness that everyone there was playing with dynamite, but nobody was afraid to light the fuse.

“Ladies’ night already?” I said as I stepped behind the bar, trying to play it cool but feeling my pulse race.

Anna rolled her eyes, but she was smiling. “You’ve officially lost the spotlight, Jack. Hope you’re okay with being outnumbered.”

“I’m more of a background guy anyway,” I said, pushing a fancy cocktail toward Quinn.

She eyed the glass, lips pursed in amusement. “If you keep serving drinks this good, we might never leave. What do you call this?”

I shrugged, hoping the move looked effortless. “Just the classic, with a house twist. I like to let the ingredients speak for themselves.”

Lily leaned in, her perfume subtle but distracting. “You’re spoiling us,” she teased, voice pitched just for me. “Honestly, I keep waiting for the catch.”

Anna piped up, turning the banter up a notch. “The catch is, he expects us to say nice things about the backsplash so he can brag to Ryan later.”

I grinned, watching the easy way they folded each other into the conversation. If this was what it felt like to host a real gathering, one that mattered, not just beer and chips and video games, then maybe I’d finally built something worthwhile.

Quinn rested her elbow on the counter, letting her dress pull tight across her chest as she sized up the room. “Seriously, Jack, you did an incredible job with this place. Most launches I go to, the vibe is all staged. , ours feels real.”

Anna and Lily nodded, genuinely impressed, and for a second I let myself enjoy it.

But anxiety was a stubborn guest. Every time I started to relax, I’d scan for Jake, for a sign that the second half of my life wasn’t about to detonate over a bourbon and some half-assed appetizers.

The trio kept reeling me in. That’s the thing about women like them, they never miss a detail.

“So, tonight’s the big night,” Anna said, turning to Quinn, but loud enough for Lily to hear too. “Did he give you any warning about how wild these parties can get?”

Quinn’s blue eyes flashed pure mischief. “You mean, besides the part where I’m not allowed to out-drink his brother?”

“You can out-drink anyone,” Lily countered, already half a drink down. “But can you outlast me and Anna on the dance floor?”

Anna snorted. “Please. We’re practical girls. If you want to get to the good stuff, you skip dancing and go straight to the afterparty.”

The three dissolved into laughter, feeding off each other’s energy. Their postures shifted as they jockeyed for space, the way Quinn’s hand rested lightly on Anna’s bare arm, the way Lily leaned in just a hair closer when the conversation turned spicy.

Even the party guests circled the perimeter, giving them a wide berth like they were a force field. And maybe they were.

Ryan’s tour came back through, this time with a bunch of clients and a notary in tow. He caught the scene by the bar and shot me a look that was half pride, half you-dog-you.

“Don’t let these three run the place,” Ryan hollered over the noise. “Or you’ll never get the keys back.”

Quinn just winked. “Maybe that’s the plan,” she said, playing for the gallery.

Even then, the bond forming between them was as obvious as daylight. Anna and Quinn traded inside jokes like old friends. Lily hung off Anna’s shoulder, but every so often her gaze darted to Quinn’s hands, or the line of her throat in that dress, and lingered.

For a guy who used to avoid complications like they were live wires, the sight of all three together was the hottest dare I’d ever witnessed.

I planted myself behind the bar, pretending to mix drinks, but mostly just drinking it in. The way Anna’s fingers curled around her glass, nails painted in a color I’d never be able to name but would never forget. The way Lily’s lips glossed, catching the light each time she smiled, the way her cleavage peeked out each time she reached for a garnish. The way Quinn’s posture spoke of confidence, but the quick, calculating flick of her gaze let me know her mind was always working overtime.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Megan, clipboard in hand, giving a silent salute as she drifted through, checking supplies and scoping out possible flashpoints. I had a mental bet going on whether she’d enforce a hard curfew, or just let the debauchery soak into the new upholstery and call it a win for team morale.

But the real show was by the bar.

Lily pulled Quinn in for a selfie, holding the camera high enough that all three of them had to mash in close. The second the flash went off, Anna whispered something into Quinn’s ear, and the look Quinn flashed back, part shock, part delight, was the sort of thing that made my cock twitch in anticipation.

Lily laughed and planted a wet kiss on Anna’s cheek, leaving a glossy print that Anna pretended to wipe away, but didn’t really. Quinn just rolled her eyes, sipped her drink, and when she set the glass down, her hand landed on Lily’s hip, steadying her. The touch was casual, but not accidental.

For the next stretch, I watched as they huddled in, arms linked, giggles louder than the music. Whenever anyone else tried to break into the circle, they let them in, but it was clear: the real chemistry was happening right here, in this trio.

I couldn’t tell if it was pride or jealousy or pure, undiluted lust. Maybe all three.

The scene was magnetic. Every glance, every playful taunt, every little touch felt loaded with possibility.

I’d built the walls, installed the fixtures, designed the counter, but tonight, these women, this energy, they turned the building into something I never could have drawn up.

The party spun itself around them. Clients took pictures with the exposed brick. Ryan closed a deal in the corner. Megan polished off a cocktail and texted her husband a photo of everyone goofing off in the conference room. Still, I never strayed far from the bar, never let the three of them out of my sight for long.

Because if tonight was the start of the next chapter? I wanted every detail burned into memory.

And I wanted to see who would light the match first.

***

Things had just started heating up when the elevator doors slid open and Jordan Hale stepped into the loft carrying enough gravitational pull to stop the music.

She’d gone for athletic-casual tonight, but on Jordan, that meant a black ribbed crop top painted onto her chest with a zippered performance skirt that hugged her hips like a second skin. Her legs were coiled power, bare, tan, impossibly toned, set off by spotless white sneakers. The only accessory was a silver band on her wrist and a ponytail that would’ve made any fitness magazine jealous.

Trailing her was Mia, a total contrast in vibe. Where Jordan was all efficiency, Mia was cocktail party polish—navy wrap dress, glossy lips, not a hair out of place. She looked ready to close a deal or charm a billionaire. They made a hell of an entrance.

Jordan gave the room a quick scan before zeroing in on me. The way she moved, direct, controlled, made my pulse jump. She greeted me with a smile that promised a challenge.

“Nice digs,” Jordan said, her voice cutting right through the low throb of party music. “You really did renovate the hell out of this place.”

I didn’t even get a chance to play it cool. She leaned in, brushing my shoulder with her lips, a barely-there air kiss that still set my nerve endings on fire.

“This is Mia,” she said, not missing a beat. “We’re ready for the grand tour, or the afterparty, whichever starts first.”

Mia grinned, giving me a once-over. “Jordan’s been talking up your building for weeks. If it’s half as good as she says, I might have to move in.”

The compliment hung in the air, but before I could answer, Anna materialized at my elbow, glass in hand.

“Jack, aren’t you going to introduce us?” she asked. Her smile was warm but her eyes flicked between Jordan and me, like she was taking stock.

I handled quick intros, calling out Anna and Lily as the unofficial welcoming committee. Instantly, Anna and Mia clicked, comparing notes on local wine bars and laughing about the neighborhood’s wild side. Lily, meanwhile, locked onto Jordan and took her measure, blue eyes narrowed in delighted approval.

Within seconds, Jordan and Lily were arm-in-arm at the bar, shot glasses aloft. Jordan had that effect; she could break into any group and own the space.

Quinn drifted over, caught the scene, and gave Jordan a nod of genuine respect. For a second, I imagined the entire lineup, Quinn, Anna, Lily, Jordan, even Mia, forming a new axis of power, all of them winking and whispering, plotting their next move.

I played host, refilling glasses and swapping jokes, but the whole time I felt the heat of Jordan’s attention. She lingered near me, thighs brushing, her hand on my bicep whenever she leaned in to make a point.

The buzz was electric. Every glance felt like more than just curiosity.

After a solid round of introductions (and at least one impromptu dance-off involving Lily and Mia), Jordan caught my arm, her grip all business.

“Think you can show me the gym, or is that only for VIPs?” she asked, voice low and loaded.

I nodded, pulse tripping as I led her through the main floor, past clusters of guests, and down the corridor to the revamped gym. The second we were out of sight, the vibe shifted from party to pressure cooker.

The gym was empty, all clean lines and fresh rubber matting, sunlight slanting through industrial panes. It smelled like new leather, steel, and a faint trace of citrus from the cleaning wipes.

Jordan tossed her ponytail and took a slow, deliberate lap, running her palm over the chrome dumbbells before turning to face me. Her eyes were green fire.

“This is legit,” she said, fingers tapping the bench. “Next-level, even for city standards. But I’m not here to rate your gym, Jack.”

She stepped in, crowding my space just enough to let me know she could bench-press her own boundaries if she wanted.

“Your friends, Anna, Lily, Quinn, they seem close. Like, really close. And they all look at you the same way.” Her lips curled in a half-smile. “What’s the arrangement here? Are you sharing, or do you just attract women who like… options?”

It would have been a lie to say I hadn’t expected the question, but hearing it out loud made my brain short-circuit.

I shrugged, hands braced against the rack. “To be honest? It’s… evolving. I haven’t exactly figured out the rules myself yet.”

Jordan’s gaze sharpened, and she moved just a little closer. “You don’t strike me as the type who lets things get messy. But watching you out there, in the thick of it?” She dragged her nail along the seam of my shirt, right near the hem. “It’s got me… curious.”

That word vibrated through me like a tuning fork. I matched her, beat for beat, stepping so only inches separated us.

“I could say the same about you,” I said, letting my eyes travel the length of her body and not hiding the effect she had on me. “You ever been tempted to join something a little… unconventional?”

Jordan’s smile morphed into something wicked. “Never been the sharing type, if you want the truth. But watching you with them? It’s hot as hell. Makes me wonder what it would be like to compete for your attention and maybe… win.”

Her perfume, faint but wild, tangled with the scent of new vinyl and sweat. She pressed in, her chest almost touching mine, and I felt my cock stir just from the electric possibility.

She didn't kiss me. Not yet. But her eyes locked on mine with professional assessment.

I cleared my throat. "So, I was wondering if you'd consider training me. I mean, I've got the equipment, but not the expertise."

She raised an eyebrow, arms crossing over her chest. "I don't date clients," she said, voice shifting from velvet to steel. Her gaze traveled deliberately down my body, lingering just long enough to make my skin heat. "Though for you..." A slow smile spread across her face. "I might make an exception. Monday morning, 6 AM. We'll see if you can keep up."

Right then, the distant rumble of noise from the main floor snapped us both back to the action. The party had gone up a notch, louder music, sharper laughter.

Jordan cocked her head, reading my expression. “Guess the circus is back on. Should we see what we’re missing?”

“Lead the way,” I said, letting her brush past me, her hip grazing mine, a promise and a dare.

Back in the hallway, the sound of heels and the sudden hush of conversation gave away the main event. Savannah Pierce had arrived.

She didn’t just walk in, she commanded every eye in the loft. Her dress clung in all the right places, red and impossibly fitted, plunging neckline and a hem that stopped just short of illegal. Her hair was loose waves, her skin bronzed to perfection, eyes sparkling with the kind of confidence you couldn’t fake.

People actually paused mid-sentence. Even Ryan, who’d been in the middle of some big-gesture sales pitch, stopped and just watched as Savannah sauntered across the floor.

At the bar, Anna, Lily, and Quinn all froze, like the room had flipped polarity. There was history there, sorority ties, old rivalries, and unfinished business. You could see it in the way they all tracked Savannah’s progress, waiting to see who she’d zero in on first.

She cut right through the crowd and straight toward me, every movement deliberate. Jordan’s hand lingered on my arm, but even she had to admit Savannah brought a category-five presence.

If the earlier vibe was a housewarming, Savannah turned it into a heatwave. And I had a front row seat to see who would melt first.

***

The air changed the instant Savannah made her move. She didn’t just walk, she prowled, every step calibrated to let the room know she was back, and better than ever.

The dress was straight-up weaponized. Fire-engine red, sleeveless, skin-tight, cinched at the ribs and cut so low I could see the inward dip of her cleavage from across a poker table. The fabric shimmered, almost wet-looking, clinging to her curves in a way that gave every movement a slow-motion, movie-star quality.

The world, predictably, stopped spinning. Even the music hiccuped.

“Bennett,” Savannah purred, voice pitched for max effect. She grabbed my lapel, pulling me in for a kiss that torched every previous “lingering” experience I’d ever had. Her lips were soft, slicked with something that tasted expensive, and she didn’t just brush, she planted one, right on my mouth, then let her tongue flick at the seam for a split second before letting go.

For a second, I forgot there was anyone else in the loft.

She straightened my collar, fingers smoothing where her mouth had just been, then ran her hand down my chest like she was confirming her claim. “You’ve been holding out on me, Bennett,” she said, voice loud enough for half the room to hear. “This place is even more impressive than you described. Makes me wonder what else you might be hiding up here.”

Before I could even muster a reply, Anna drifted in, landing at my left. No panic, just a cool smile that hid every ounce of warning in plain sight.

“Savvy,” Anna said, the name sliding smooth as silk. “Didn’t know Jack had you on the invite list.”

Savannah never missed a beat. “Of course he did. We’ve been texting ever since I moved back to town. That’s what old friends are for, right?” She tossed a glance at me, zero shame, only delight.

Anna didn’t flinch, just tipped her head. “I see. Well, I’m glad you could make it. It’s been a minute. Milan treating you well?”

Savannah’s grin was all teeth. “Profitable. The contacts, the men, plenty to keep me entertained. But I have to say, nothing compares to a Chicago party, when the right people are in the same room.”

Lily chose that moment to strike, wrapping Savannah in a full-body hug that mashed their boobs together in a way no guy could script better. “Savannah! God, it’s been ages,” she said, her blue eyes lighting up. “You look incredible. Like, Milan didn’t just agree with you, it fucking worshipped you.”

Savannah twirled, giving Lily the once-over, then planted a kiss to her cheek and squeezed her hand. “Look who’s talking. You, Anna, wow. Jack here is doing a fine job keeping the ‘exquisite taste’ flag flying.”

Not to be overshadowed, Lily looped her arm through mine, pressing her tits against my bicep. “Yeah, well, we learned from the best, didn’t we?” she said, voice just loud enough to carry. “Sorority standards and all.”

Savannah’s gaze cut over to Anna, lingering there, challenge and approval tangled in a single look. “Some things have definitely changed since college,” she said, the words soft but loaded. “But some things… just get more interesting with time.”

Anna just smiled, calm and unshakeable. “You always did love a good transformation, Savvy. Jack’s building is kind of the blueprint. He takes old bones, makes them unforgettable.”

Savannah turned to face me, her fingertip walking up my arm. “He certainly knows how to upgrade a space. And I’d say the new crowd is a massive improvement, too.”

Quinn materialized, never one to miss a party-momentum shift. She joined the pack, hovering on the edge but immediately clocking the dynamic. Her blue eyes flicked from Anna to Savannah to Lily, then to me, as if re-mapping the whole board in real time.

“So this is the infamous Savannah Pierce,” Quinn said, her tone bone-dry but trademarked with a hint of respect. “I’ve heard the stories. The legend holds up.”

Savannah’s smile widened, pure predator. “That’s sweet. But don’t believe ninety percent of them. The truth is usually much juicier.”

Anna drew in close enough that her arm brushed mine, the fabric of her dress a contrast to Savannah’s skin. “If we’re talking history, we could be here all night. But I’m more interested in what comes next.”

Lily matched her, not backing down an inch. “Agreed. Especially if it involves another round of these—” she raised her cocktail, “—and maybe some dirt on Jack’s old romantic resume.”

Savannah’s laugh rang out, sultry and effortless. “Oh, I’ve got stories. Maybe we can swap some after hours, if we’re all still vertical.”

The three of them, Savannah, Anna, Lily, closed in, forming a perfect triangle around me, their postures shifting like dancers waiting for someone to call the tune.

Savannah slid her hand into the crook of my elbow, guiding me closer. “You always were good with your hands, Bennett,” she said, letting her palm linger on my bicep. “I’ll need a personal tour of the master suite, later. For old times’ sake.”

Anna’s nails drew barely-there lines on my other arm. “Maybe with a few witnesses. Wouldn’t want you to skip any of the best features.”

Lily just beamed, content to bask in both currents, and leaned her head on my shoulder, blonde hair spilling over my shirt.

For a minute, the conversation turned to Milan, Savannah’s brand deals, a wild story about a crown prince’s bachelor party, the sort of thing that made even Ryan’s jaw hang open. But every word, every laugh, was also a test. Who could push harder, who would break formation, who would make me theirs?

Quinn and Mia hung back, spectating with interest. Jordan, who’d just come off a killer gym flirtation with me, watched the scene with measured amusement, like she was enjoying the spectacle as much as the booze.

But my attention belonged to the three women holding court at my sides.

The glances were loaded, every smile edged with some shared or secret history. I could feel the heat rising off their bodies, the competitive current churning just beneath the sisterly affection.

Savannah sized up Anna’s curves, then Lily’s, visibly approving. “You two always did have exquisite taste. I’m glad to see that never changed.”

Anna’s voice dropped, velvet and sly. “Neither did yours, Savvy. You could turn heads in a convent.”

Savannah nudged me with her hip, overt and unapologetic. “But I like my men a little less… celibate.”

The resulting laughter nearly cracked the countertop, but the tension underneath was volcanic.

For the next several rounds, drinks, jokes, a few more candid photos, Savannah steered the conversation, but Anna and Lily never lost the thread. The three of them moved as a unit, sometimes letting the outside world in, but just as often closing ranks around me.

Every touch was a tease. Every word, a challenge.

I’d known all three separately, Savannah the queen bee, Anna the dark horse, Lily the secret dynamo. But together? They amplified each other, formed a circuit of want and memory and pure, unfiltered potential.

It was the kind of chemistry that made you forget all the rules.

For a split second, Lily’s hand slipped behind my waist, her palm warm and possessive. Anna caught the move and, instead of backing off, mirrored it on the other side, fingers tracing over the seam of my pocket.

Savannah’s gaze raked over both of them, then leveled on me. “You look like you’re enjoying yourself, Bennett.”

I let the truth out. “Best night I’ve ever had in this building, hands down.”

Savannah’s smile was victory and invitation together. “Good. Because I have a feeling it’s about to get even better.”

The three of them exchanged a glance, hungry, knowing, wild.

And I stood at the center, wondering how the hell I’d gotten so lucky.

Or, maybe, how fast it could all spin out of control.

***

The shakedown started the second the crowd thinned.

Most parties had a peak, then faded. Not this one. If anything, every hour sharpened the edges of what was possible.

Anna caught me first, right as I ducked into the kitchen for a breath. She was already there, perched on the far corner of the island, swinging her legs like she owned the place. Her dress rode up her thighs, and the slick shine of her bare skin caught the under-cabinet lights just right.

She poured two fingers of bourbon, no ice, and slid one my way. “You’re a fucking rock star tonight,” she said, raising her glass.

I grinned, stepping into her orbit. “I’m just trying to keep up.”

She clinked her glass to mine. “For the record, you’re doing more than okay.” Her eyes dipped to my mouth, then back. She leaned in, just enough that her thigh pressed to my hip, and kissed me. Nothing showy, just a shared breath, a flicker of tongue, and the promise of more. It lasted maybe two heartbeats, but fuck if it didn’t scramble my sense of time.

Anna broke away, lips shiny. “Go get ‘em, tiger. I think the loft is about to see its real grand opening.”

I left her with a smile, half dazed, and wandered back into the mix.

Quinn flagged me down near the architectural niche she’d insisted on preserving. Some junior exec was grilling her about the finish, so Quinn dragged me over for backup.

“Jack, tell them why we left the original steel plate instead of swapping to drywall,” she prompted, blue eyes dancing.

I ran through the logic, hands tracing the lines. “It’s about honesty, showing what the building was without hiding it. The texture, the welds, even the scorch marks, they’re proof of where we started.” I glanced at Quinn, whose hand lingered at my waist, squeezing with approval.

The exec nodded, but the real charge was between me and Quinn. Her smile was private, electric.

Once the demo wrapped, Quinn leaned in close, her perfume a clean, arctic hit. “I meant what I said before. The space, the party… you. All elevated.”

She let her hand drift, fingers almost brushing my ass before she turned and vanished into the main room. For a girl who claimed to want things “professional,” Quinn was hitting every button I had.

The rest of the night was a blur, a hands-on, high-voltage blur.

Lily found me again and again, winding through the crowd with a grace that made people move out of her way. Sometimes she’d take my hand, threading our fingers together for a minute before letting go. Other times, she’d pass behind me, her palm landing low on my back, a private squeeze that nobody else could see.

Her voice, always soft, would slip into my ear: “You having fun, baby?” or “Save a dance for me,” or, once, “I can’t wait until it’s just us.”

I made the rounds with her, played host, but every time she touched me, the reminder lingered, hot, sweet, and a little possessive.

Even with the party on full tilt, I kept an eye out for Jake. I finally cornered him by the hallway, catching him mid-text, eyes hollowed out from emotional whiplash.

He saw me coming and grimaced. “Don’t, man. Not tonight.”

I kept my voice low. “When are you going to tell Lily about Taylor? I can’t keep lying to her.”

He scrubbed a hand over his jaw, looking older than I’d ever seen him. “Tomorrow. I swear, Jack. First thing. Taylor’s waiting at my place. I’m meeting up with her after this, but… I owe Lily at least that much. Promise.”

I held his gaze. “You better mean it.”

“I do.” His voice cracked. “For once, I want to do this right.”

We let the words hang. I didn’t shake his hand, didn’t need to. The pact was made.

Back on the main floor, the crowd was starting to peel off. Mia gave me a wink, then left with two finance guys who’d been orbiting her all night. Megan did a final sweep, clipboard still in hand, before heading out with a smirk and a “Good luck, boss.”

But not everyone left quietly.

Jordan and Quinn found each other by the bar, comparing notes, their phones out as they swapped numbers. Jordan’s smile was sly, her arm flexing as she punched in Quinn’s digits. “Coffee’s on me next week,” she said. “But you’re going to have to teach me how to rock an outfit like that.”

Quinn just laughed, eyes glinting. “Only if you show me how to actually use the gym. Deal?”

They sealed it with a handshake that was way more loaded than business-as-usual.

Ryan and Jenny gathered their coats, bickering quietly about whether she’d parked too close to the hydrant. Ryan gave me a bear hug on his way out. “Not bad, little brother. You managed not to burn the place down,” he said, eyes full of pride.

Jenny’s smile was taut, but she squeezed my arm and whispered, “Don’t let him talk you into another 7am site meeting. Take the night off. You’ve earned it.”

But the final act belonged to Savannah.

She drifted near the patio doors, watching the room with a lazy, satisfied air. She’d swapped the stiletto heels for bare feet, red toenails catching the light, and leaned against the doorframe like she was queen of the afterparty.

From across the room, she crooked her finger at me. “Walk me to my car?” she called, not really asking.

I followed, nerves and pride tangled into one.

By now, most of the food was gone, the empties stacked in neat pyramids on the bar. Anna and Lily were nowhere in sight. The city outside was dark, the air cut with the metallic smell of ozone and the hum of distant traffic.

On the curb, Savannah turned and slipped both arms around my waist, pulling me close so our chests collided, soft and solid.

Her perfume was narcotic, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “I see what’s happening here, Jack. And I’m more than a little curious. Listen, I’m having a little gathering at my place next week—be my plus one.”

I answered before I could think. “Absolutely.”

She slid a hand up my neck, forcing my mouth down to hers. The kiss was softer than her entrance, but twice as intimate, a slow roll of tongue, lips clinging, refusing to end.

She broke away, lips shiny, eyes full of knowledge. “You better bring your A-game, Bennett. The stakes are higher than ever.”

With that, she slipped into her car, her dress riding high, giving me a final flash of thigh as she shut the door. The engine purred, and she was gone, leaving me half-hard and dizzy on the sidewalk.

I let myself back in, shutting the door on the ghosts of the party. The loft was lower-lit now, music a distant memory, the only light the spill from the kitchen. Anna and Lily were waiting, bodies close, faces flushed.

The air hummed again, but this time, nobody else was coming.

This afterparty was private.

***

For a second, I just watched them, Anna and Lily, twin stars pulling me into their gravity. The world outside was dead quiet, but inside, the energy spiked off the charts.

Lily leaned back against the counter, dress riding high on her thighs, arms parked like she was daring anything in the universe to knock her down. Her hair caught every scrap of light, gold and wild, framing her face in a way that made her blue eyes almost surreal.

Anna stood just a few feet away, arms folded under her tits, chin tilted in assessment. The light in her eyes was pure calculation, but the flush in her cheeks betrayed how much she already wanted this to happen.

Nobody said a word. Not at first.

Then Lily broke the silence, her voice a mix of laughter and promise. “We definitely need to talk about Savannah.”

Anna agreed, not missing a beat. “She made it real clear she’s interested in you, Jack. She wasn’t even subtle.”

Lily smirked, glancing at Anna. “I’m impressed. I thought I was competitive, but Savvy’s on another level.”

Anna’s gaze flicked to my lips, then back to Lily, every inch of her brimming with confidence. “I think we can outdo her. Just saying.”

Lily took two steps forward, shoes making soft sounds on the concrete floor. She reached for my hand, fingers warm, squeezing once, twice, like she was sealing a deal.

“Tonight, we don’t have to pretend,” Lily said. “No more secrets. No more splitting time or acting like we don’t want this.”

Anna moved in on my other side, close enough that her perfume, vanilla and spice and something purely her, wrapped around me. She rested her hand on my chest, fingers splayed, nails catching the fabric.

“We want you,” Anna said, voice low and steady. “And we’re done hiding it, from each other or from you.”

Lily pressed closer, fingers curling tight around mine, her breasts warm and sweet against my upper arm, her body trembling with pent-up excitement. “We know Savannah wants you,” she breathed, lips brushing my ear, “and Quinn’s already had you. She’s hooked. You can see it every time she looks at you. And Jordan?” Lily let out a breathy laugh. “She can’t stop eye-fucking you. It’s obvious.” Her grip tightened, chest fluttering against my biceps. “Honestly? That just makes it hotter. Knowing we’re all here, together. All in.”

Anna shot Lily a knowing look, some silent conversation passing between them. “If there’s going to be a first time for this, here and now is perfect.”

Every barrier in my head dropped away.

I pulled them both in, feeling the tension snap and then fuse, hard, hungry, irreversible. Anna met my mouth first, her kiss quick and teasing. Lily came next, lips soft and open, tongue darting against my own. The heat between the three of us was savage, undeniable.

Anna’s hand found Lily’s waist, drawing her closer, and Lily responded in kind, her own hand brushing up Anna’s arm and settling on her shoulder. For a heartbeat, they kissed, slow, experimental, then broke off, faces flushed, all three of us breathing like we’d just finished a sprint.

I dragged in a breath. “Bedroom?”

They didn’t answer. They didn’t have to.

Lily led the way, tugging my hand, her ass swaying hypnotic under the wrap dress. Anna followed, her palm pressed to the small of my back, possessive and encouraging at once.

Whatever line we thought we couldn’t cross, it was already so far behind us it wasn’t even visible.

Tonight, it was all or nothing.

And judging by the way Anna and Lily looked at each other, and at me, there was no going back.

***

The second the bedroom door clicked shut, every leftover uncertainty evaporated. Only want remained.

Anna turned me so she was first in line. She grabbed my shirt and pulled me in for a kiss that left no room for doubt. Her tongue flicked into my mouth, greedy, confident. Lily pressed up against my back, her tits warm and pillowy through the thin fabric of her dress. Together, their hands stripped me bare, Anna unbuttoned my shirt, Lily sliding it off my shoulders in one slow, tactile stroke.

I turned, kissing Lily now, her lips sweet and hungry. Anna’s hands mapped my chest, pausing to let Lily’s smaller hand take over. Anna covered Lily’s wrist, guiding her fingers over my pecs, then down to my abs. It was a silent lesson, sexual and affectionate at the same time.

“God, you’re solid,” Lily gasped, her palm gliding down. “Like a real-life hero.”

Anna grinned, running a fingernail up Lily’s arm. “You should see what he can do when you really get him going.”

Of course, Lily had seen just that way too many times to count, but she kept that bit to herself.

I dropped my hands to their hips, drawing both women close, sinking my fingers into their curves. Anna’s dress was soft and clingy; I caught the hem and peeled it upward, coaxing it over her hips, then slow up her body. She raised her arms, and the dress slipped off, revealing a matched set of navy-blue lingerie that made her olive skin glow. Her tits, round and high, pressed against the bra, nipples already hard and perfect.

Lily let out a whistle. “Damn, Anna.”

Anna did a little twirl, laughter bubbling over. “Your turn, Sunshine.”

Lily shivered, like she’d been waiting for an excuse. She untied her wrap dress and let it fall away, standing there in nothing but sheer lace panties, tits bare, D-cups full and springy, areolas the color of fresh strawberries. Her nipples peaked, begging for my mouth.

Anna’s breath caught. She stepped in behind Lily, hands running over her ribs, cupping her breasts from behind. “You’re gorgeous,” Anna whispered, voice husky. She kissed the side of Lily’s neck, then nipped at her earlobe, while Lily moaned and pushed her ass into my groin.

I was hard as steel, cock throbbing. I fisted it, rubbing the tip through my boxers, unable to hide my need. Lily reached for my waistband, tugging them down with both hands. My cock sprang free, and both women stared; Anna bit her lower lip, eyes huge.

“Holy shit,” Anna breathed, her voice low and reverent, eyes wide as she took it in. “I never get tired of seeing that monstrosity.”

Lily’s laughter slipped out, all glossy confidence and a hint of pride, nothing shy about her now. “Told you,” she said, and the words were a caress, wicked and easy. “It’s basically a weapon.”

They bracketed me, a blonde on my left and a brunette on my right. Anna stripped off her bra and panties, tossing them aside; her pussy was trimmed, dark and wet already. She pushed me toward the mattress, following me down. Lily climbed on top, straddling my thighs, her hair falling over her face as she lowered her mouth to my chest.

Anna knelt by my head, kissing me soft and slow, her tits brushing my cheek. She guided my hand between her legs, showing me how wet she was. Her pussy slick, lips swollen and hot.

Lily started kissing down my abs, slow and deliberate, her tongue teasing. When she wrapped one hand around my cock, Anna watched with open fascination.

“Do it together,” Anna told her, voice all velvet. “I want to see you drive him crazy.”

And they did. Lily stroked my shaft, jerking me slow and hard, while Anna pressed her tits around my cock, sandwiching it between her breasts as Lily jerked. Eventually, they kissed over my cockhead, taking turns licking and sucking, sometimes both at once. The double sensation was unreal, soft lips, warm tongues, cheeks flushed, and the two of them moaning as they shared me.

I couldn’t last if I wanted to. I groaned, hands gripping their hips, letting them milk every shudder from my core.

But they stopped before I could finish.

Anna mounted me, swinging her leg over my hips, guiding my cock to her entrance. She held Lily’s hand, threading their fingers as she impaled herself, slow and deep, her eyes rolling back in pure bliss.

“Fuck, Jack. I could do this forever,” she said, riding me slow, savoring every inch.

Lily watched, eyes wide and greedy, her own fingers seeking out her pussy. But Anna stopped her. She pulled Lily forward, positioning her above my head until her knees were straddling my face.

Lily’s pussy hovered, glistening and pink, a drop of wetness trembling on her slit. She lowered onto my mouth, and I licked her clit, tonguing her the way she liked, letting her grind against my face.

Above, Anna rode my cock, picking up the pace, tits bouncing, her hand on Lily’s thigh as the two of them locked eyes. Their connection was electric, every moan or gasp from Lily turned Anna on more, and vice versa.

I ate Lily while Anna fucked me, lost in the wet heat and the smell of their bodies, the slick sound of skin on skin. Lily’s thighs shook, her moans getting louder, and I pushed my tongue in deeper, curling it until she cried out.

Anna was close, too. I could feel her pussy tighten, the grip almost painful.

Lily’s orgasm was a hurricane. She came all over my mouth, limp and shuddering, hips bucking as Anna clamped down hard and started to lose it herself.

“Cum in me,” Anna begged, her voice a whispery gasp. “I want you to fill me while Lily cums on your tongue.”

Anna’s body, slick with sweat and glistening in the low lamplight, clamped tight around my cock while her dark hair whipped across her face. She’d been riding me for god knows how long, her thighs shaking, her breaths coming in little gasps as she ground down, losing herself with every bounce. She reached for Lily, eyes wild, and pulled her in for a needy, open-mouthed kiss that might’ve tasted like me. Lily’s hands found Anna’s tits, kneading them, pinching the nipples until Anna shrieked and threw her head back.


I was beneath both of them, pinned and worshipped, Lily straddling my face and Anna impaled on my cock. They made their own rhythm, trading messy kisses and filthy praises, so tangled in each other I felt like a conduit for their pleasure, their bodies pulsing around me. My tongue flicked Lily’s clit, hard and fast, the way I knew she liked, and she started chanting my name between moans, her hands clutching the headboard so hard I thought it might splinter.


Anna, not to be outdone, leaned down and bit Lily’s shoulder, possessive, claiming, and Lily let out a sound that was half sob, half laugh. “Fuck, Anna! Yes. Yes,” she gasped, grinding her pussy into my face, drenching my mouth with her taste. Her hips stuttered, legs trembling as she came, the orgasm tearing through her in a wave that left her boneless, draped over Anna’s back. Anna caught her, cradling Lily’s hair, and then turned the full force of her attention on me.


“Jack,” Anna breathed, grinding herself down, her pussy so tight and wet I could barely hold back. She looked down at me, her face split wide open with want. “Give it to me. All of it.”


She didn’t have to ask twice. I grabbed her ass, hard enough to leave marks, and drove up into her, matching each frantic thrust with one of my own. Anna’s pussy milked me, squeezing and stroking, drawing every ounce of sensation upward until I was right at the brink. I could feel Lily’s tongue on my chest, her hand slipping down to stroke my balls, every nerve ending screaming for release.


It hit me in a rush. My cock twitched and erupted, spilling inside Anna in hot, pulsing waves. The orgasm crashed through me, a full-body detonation that had my back arching off the mattress and my hands digging into Anna’s flesh. Anna screamed my name as she came with me, her body clamping down hard, milking every drop until I was empty and shaking.


Lily collapsed forward, her lips finding Anna’s mouth again. They kissed, messy and open, sharing the taste of sweat, sex, and everything that had just happened. Anna, still impaled on my cock, slumped down until her tits pressed against my chest, her hair fanning wild around us.


Nobody moved for a long, suspended moment. The air was heavy with the scent of sex and the sound of our ragged breathing. Anna stayed locked onto me, her pussy still twitching around my softening cock. Lily slid off my face and curled against my side, her head on my shoulder, her hand on my heart.


We were a tangle of bodies and limbs, every inch of us sticky and exhausted and alive.


When movement returned, it was gentle. Anna rolled off, collapsing at my side, her head on my chest. Lily slid down, curling into my other side, kissing my cheek, then Anna’s.

We just lay there, skin stuck together, breathing in the haze of perfect, primal satisfaction.

Anna traced slow circles on my stomach, her nails soft and possessive. “That was… fuck, Jack. I don’t even have words.”

Lily grinned, hair a halo over her flushed cheeks. “Best night ever. Hands down.”

I wrapped an arm around each of them, soaking up the pride, the heat, the fact that, for the first time in my life, I felt not just wanted, but chosen.

We drifted, the three of us, tangled and sated, the city silent outside, the night ours.

No more pretending. No more hiding. Only this.

And if happiness had a blueprint, it was right here, in the sweat, the mess, and the certainty that we’d built something nobody could ever tear down.

***

There was no alarm, no transition, just the heat of Lily’s mouth, already wrapped around my cock and working it like she’d never stopped. I cracked one eye: sunlight striped the wall, turning her hair gold, her skin washed in the kind of glow that could make a priest reconsider.

Anna was still asleep on my left, her body draped over mine, one hand clutching my bicep. Her cheek pressed to my chest, lips parted, totally lost to the world. I didn’t want to wake her.

Lily, on the other hand, was wide awake and starving.

She knelt between my thighs, tits jiggling with every motion, her mouth sliding up and down my shaft with a kind of greedy precision that shouldn’t have been possible at seven a.m. She didn’t rush. Every bob of her head was deliberate: tongue flicking the underside, lips sealing around the head, cheeks hollow as she sucked.

I looked down. Her eyes found mine, wild and blue, wicked with intent.

She let my cock pop from her lips, saliva dripping down the length. “I have to go soon,” she whispered, stroking me with both hands. “But I want you inside me one more time so I can feel you drip out of me all day. For luck.”

That kind of logic? Unbeatable.

She swung a leg over my hips, her pussy already wet and hungry. The tip of my cock skimmed her slit, catching on the slick, swollen folds. She gasped, then took me in, slow and steady, inch by inch. Her ass dropped onto my lap, and the feeling nearly short-circuited my entire nervous system.

Lily rode me slow at first, her hands braced on my chest, hair falling forward in a golden curtain. Every movement made her tits bounce, big, perfect, already flushed from the building heat. She ground her clit against me, hips circling, letting my cock fill her completely.

The sight was insane: Lily in full control, eyes half shut with pleasure, my hands locked onto her waist as she fucked me in the morning sun.

She leaned in, voice a throaty whisper. “You feel so good, Jack. I want to keep you inside me forever.”

I barely managed a reply. “You can. Just like this.”

She laughed, breathy, then bounced harder, taking me deep with every upstroke. The sound of her pussy sucking me in, the wet, messy slap, sent my pulse screaming. I watched her tits, watched the need in her eyes, and let myself go.

Anna woke to the show, blinking, then smiling as she took it in. Her hand ran over my abs, then up to squeeze Lily’s breast. “God, you two look hot,” Anna whispered, leaning in for a kiss that caught Lily’s moan. Anna’s tongue flicked over Lily’s lips, then she grabbed my face and kissed me, her taste already salty and sweet from Lily’s skin.

Anna’s lips found my ear, her breath a molten thread through the haze of sweat and sunlight, her words etched in acid: “Don’t hold back. Fill her up, Jack. I want to see her dripping with you.” The way she said it, half order, half invitation, stripped the last layer of restraint from me. I’d never been a man for theatrics, but with Anna and Lily, the world was a fever dream of permission and want, and their pleasure was my only religion.


Lily’s hips slammed down, finding a rhythm that was less ride, more reclamation. Every motion ground her clit against my pubic bone, and the sound she made was wild enough to wake the dead. Her hands scrabbled at my chest, nails digging, her eyes locked on mine, pupils blown wide and full of hunger and something that looked suspiciously like love. I let myself fall into her, hands gripping her ass so tight I could feel the blood racing beneath her skin.


Anna didn’t just watch, she orchestrated. Her hand splayed across Lily’s back, the other tracing patterns down my ribs, her mouth moving from ear to neck to shoulder, biting and soothing in a way that set my nerves on fire. Her words kept coming, a steady drip of filth and sweetness, always for my ears but meant for all three of us. “She wants it, Jack. Look at her. Give it to her.” Her hand slid between our bodies, fingers finding Lily’s clit, rubbing in tight, perfect circles while Lily’s entire body convulsed.


I was a passenger on a runaway train, every sense set to maximum. The sticky slap of skin, the scent of sweat and sex, the impossible beauty of Lily’s tits bouncing above me and Anna’s hungry mouth marking us both. My cock felt like it might split Lily in two, but instead she just took more, grinding down until we were as close as two people could get.


It built, slow at first, then all at once, the way these things always do when you’re wound so tight the only possible ending is cataclysm. Lily’s breath hitched; she started shaking, her thighs quivering, her cunt pulsing and squeezing as if to wring every last drop from me. Anna’s finger thrust inside her alongside my cock, and Lily lost it, her orgasm a tidal wave, wild and desperate, every muscle in her body clenching, her scream starting low and rising until Anna had to cover her mouth with a kiss.


That’s when mine hit. The first pulse was white-hot, a detonation so deep I barely stayed conscious. I felt myself explode inside Lily, filling her, the heat of it matched only by the way she milked me, her pussy clutching and rippling, a perfect vise designed solely to drain me dry. Anna’s hand stayed pressed to Lily’s lower belly, like she could feel the flood inside, and that image alone nearly made me come again.


We were a tangle of limbs, all clutch and need and collapse. Lily’s hair stuck to her forehead in damp curls as she slumped forward, burying her face in my neck. Her body was shaking, but her laugh, breathless and raw, was enough to bring me back from the edge. Anna wrapped her arms around both of us, her soft giggle falling into the space between our gasps.


For a minute, none of us moved. My cock was still inside Lily, still twitching, the mess of our combined effort leaking out and dripping down my balls. Anna’s hand stayed on Lily’s back, stroking her like she was the most precious thing in the world.


Lily pulled back just enough to seek Anna’s mouth, and the two of them met in a slow, grateful kiss. Their tongues tangled, messy and unhurried, the kind of kiss that says Thank you and I missed you and Don’t ever leave, all at once. I watched them, completely spent, and realized for the first time that I wanted every second of this, consequences be damned.

For a while, none of us moved. Lily kept me buried inside her until I finally softened, the mix of fluids leaking down my shaft and pooling under us. I loved the mess, loved the proof.

Eventually, Anna rolled out of bed, totally naked, her tits bouncing as she stretched. “I’m going to make coffee,” she announced, winking, “and maybe steal some of your cookies. Don’t take too long, you two.”

She didn’t bother with a robe. Just strode out, perfect ass on display, leaving me and Lily tangled in sheets and sweat.

Lily lingered, dressing slow, loving the way my eyes devoured her every move. She ran a hand down her side, cupping her breast, then bent to step into her panties, flashing everything in the process.

When she was dressed, she came back to the bed and straddled me, kissing me deep. “This is only the beginning,” she whispered, blue eyes locked to mine. “Now that Anna knows everything… well, let’s just say you should get your rest.”

She smirked, then slipped from the room, leaving the air pulsing with promise.

For a long minute, I just lay there, cock still tingling, mind spinning with everything that had just happened.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. It was my life, messy, wild, impossible, and absolutely worth it.

I hauled myself up, threw on some sweats, and followed the scent of coffee and naked temptation into the day.

Happiness didn’t need a manual. It just needed the right people and the permission to want it all.


Chapter nine
Hot Box


My quads were still humming from last night with Anna, our second time together since the three of us crossed that line a week ago. She'd stayed over, leaving traces of herself in my new loft: a forgotten earring, the ghost of her perfume on my sheets. But nothing got the blood pumping like the threat and promise of a new challenge.

A week. That’s how long it had been since Jake’s promise, and the bastard still hadn’t followed through. My calls? Dodged. My texts? Lost in the void. Every time I saw Lily’s name flash on my screen, my fingers itched with the urge to tell her everything, let the truth about Taylor detonate in her hands. If Jake didn’t man up soon, I would do it myself, promise or no promise.

The gym was silent, almost church-like, as I cracked the door and stepped onto the rubber flooring. The space glowed with early morning light, streaks of amber and pale blue streaming through the industrial windows and cutting sharp lines across the weight racks. It was cooler than I expected, the kind of air that made your lungs flinch. Every sound, my sneakers on the rubber, the clink of a dumbbell as I adjusted the rack, echoed like I was alone in a cathedral made of iron and sweat.

I rolled my shoulders, checked my reflection in the corner mirror. I’d gone for the safe bet: black joggers, charcoal tee, and clean sneakers. Not exactly runway, but the black-on-charcoal made my frame look extra broad, highlighting the muscle definition I'd been working on since we moved in. I tried not to check my phone, but every sixty seconds, my thumb hovered near the screen, counting down.

At 5:59, the side door beeped and Jordan strode in.

She made the gym look designed for her, the way she ate up space with each step. Black leggings hugged her legs so tight they looked airbrushed on, while a cropped gray tank left her arms, shoulders, and the faintest hint of abs on full display. Her hair was up, not a strand out of place, and her skin looked fresh, like she’d already run a mile before even showing up. On her wrist was that small compass rose tattoo I’d noticed the night of the party, sharp and dark against the pale of her skin.

Slung over her shoulder: a slim duffel, matte black and zipped for business. In one hand: a battered clipboard, blue pen clipped to the top. She surveyed the space with a single sweep, nodded in silent approval, and set herself up by the far bench.

Jordan’s glance flicked over me, head to toe. If she liked what she saw, her face didn’t show it. Discipline, all the way down.

“I’ll be honest,” she said, voice low and even, “most people flake on the first session. Bonus points to you for being early.”

I snorted. “Was hoping punctuality would buy me mercy.”

She smirked, barely. “Not how this works.”

It started simple. Jordan peppered me with questions: injuries, sleep, goals, if I preferred pain in the morning or night. Every time I tried for cocky, she double-checked my answers, jotting notes on the clipboard. Her handwriting was precise, block letters, all business.

“Take off your shirt,” she said, not looking up.

I hesitated only a second before peeling it off. Jordan’s gaze swept over my chest, shoulders, the scuffs on my knuckles from last week’s job site. For a split second, something hungry flashed behind her eyes.

She motioned to the yoga mat. “Let’s see your squat. Slow and controlled.”

I dropped into a squat, counting the reps, feeling the burn wake up each muscle as I went down and up. Jordan hovered close, eyes narrowed in focus. On the third rep, she pressed a palm to my lower back, the touch firm. Her hand lingered longer than needed, the heat from her skin burning through the cold morning.

“Drive your knees out,” she said, tone clinical, but her hand never moved.

I obeyed. The correction worked, but all I could focus on was the print of her hand branding me through the skin.

She circled, making me do sets of lunges, deadlifts, planks, each time correcting my form with a touch, sometimes a tap to my thigh, sometimes the grip of her hand wrapped around my bicep, other times a quick adjustment by my shoulder blade that sent a jolt down my spine.

“Ever trained professionally?” she asked, watching me knock out push-ups.

“Just job sites, manual labor. I’m better at carrying bags of concrete than running laps.”

“That tracks,” she said, and I could almost hear the smile in her voice. “You move like you expect a load at the end of every lift.”

She corrected another reach, this time wrapping her whole hand around my forearm. Her grip was surgical, but there was no missing the current pulsing between us.

Jordan made snapshot notes as I moved, cataloguing every detail. The longer the session went, the more my muscles ached, but the more I liked having her eyes locked on my every move.

She paused, made a show of marking something down, then glanced up. “You ever actually use this gym, or is it just for show?”

“Mostly pretend I do. You saw the whiskey lineup upstairs, right?”

That finally drew a real grin. The first crack in the armor. “Nothing wrong with a little whiskey. Cardio for the soul.”

She made me hold a plank while she checked the alignment of my spine, fingers tracing a line down my back, lingering at the base, just above my waist. The way she touched was pure control, but it set every nerve on fire.

After a brutal set of split squats, she gave me a break—water, towel, oxygen. My forearms trembled from the session, but I watched Jordan prowl the gym, setting up the next circuit with the efficiency of a sniper. The curves of her ass flexed in those leggings, years of training on display, but the way she ignored it made it even hotter.

The silence stretched. She leaned against the squat rack, clipboard in hand, eyes sharp behind the business mask.

“So,” she said, “how long have you been fucking Anna and Lily?”

The question detonated in the air, no warning, no apology.

I nearly swallowed my tongue. “Excuse me?”

She shrugged, casual as loading plates. “You look surprised. You shouldn’t. Anyone with half a brain and a front row seat at the open house could see it. The way they touched you, and each other. Plus, the afterparty chemistry? Not subtle, Bennett.”

I tried to play it cool, but my pulse rocketed. “You make it sound like I’m running a harem.”

Jordan flicked her eyes up, nailing me to the mat. “Are you denying it?”

I grinned, shaken but weirdly proud. “No. I just thought we were better at hiding it.”

She snorted, an unladylike sound, and raked a stray curl behind her ear. “Nobody’s that smooth—not against women like those. And don’t even get me started on Savannah Pierce.” Jordan locked her gaze on me, heat in her cheeks. “If I hadn’t seen her little show myself, I’d have called it bullshit.”

I frowned. “What’s wrong with Savannah?”

Jordan threw her head back with a quick, sharp laugh. “Nothing at all. She’s literally perfect. The city voted her one of Chicago’s twenty most eligible women.” She shook her head, eyes narrowed with amusement. “And your boy went all glassy-eyed the second she walked in. Bet you he went home, found one of her lingerie ads, and rubbed one out like a desperate schoolboy.”

Lingerie shoots. It caught me short. “Lingerie? What are you even talking about?”

A snort and a roll of her eyes. “Don’t play dumb, Jack. She’s one of the hottest models on the continent. Her face is all over half the damn billboards. Underwear.” She arched an eyebrow, daring me to deny it. “Don’t pretend you didn’t know.”

I didn’t, but it didn’t exactly rock my world. “Damn. Guess I’ve got some catching up to do.”

Jordan’s laugh fizzed in the space between us. “And she was tossing herself at you. How do you know her, anyway?”

“We were good friends in college,” I said, the memory flickering up. “But nothing happened. She had plenty of options.”

Jordan grinned, all teeth. “I bet. But after last night? Looks like she’s trimmed the competition to just one.”

I grabbed my towel, wiped sweat from my face. “You always this direct with clients, or am I special?”

She considered, then nodded. “I’m direct with everyone, but you are a little special. I haven’t had a client yet who could survive this circuit and a three-way at the same time.”

I laughed, but my cock twitched at the image. “So much for subtlety.”

Jordan set the clipboard down, crossed her arms under her tits. The tank rode up, exposing just a sliver more of her abs.

“For the record, I’m not judging,” she said. “Polyamory isn’t my thing. Never tried it, never wanted to. But…”

She let the last word hang, drawing out the pause.

“But?” I prompted, already biting.

Jordan leaned in, elbows resting on her thighs, putting her face close to mine. “Watching you with your girls at the open house? It—” She broke eye contact for half a second, as if recalibrating. “It touched something inside me. Something I didn’t know existed.”

The words hit with the weight of a sledgehammer.

My head spun, the entire morning rewiring itself.

“Care to elaborate?” My voice came out thick, almost hoarse.

Jordan didn’t flinch. “You were the center of gravity. The way they looked at you, and each other. Zero drama, just desire and trust. Every man in that room envied you. The women, too.”

She locked eyes again, letting the tension ratchet up another notch. “I realized I wasn’t watching it like a trainer evaluating gym form. I was watching it like someone who wanted in.” She straightened, tone dropping back to professional—barely. “Let’s just say, I’m re-evaluating some of my own rules.”

If there was ever a moment to feel like a king, this was it.

I tried to keep it light, but the air between us was now dense as wet cement.

“Maybe we should add a new section to the clipboard?” I joked, nodding at her notes. “Client’s ability to screw up professional boundaries?”

She grinned, all teeth, then hopped off the bench and motioned for me to follow.

“On your feet, Bennett. Still got a finisher left.”

The rest of the session was a blur of burpees, medicine ball slams, and every muscle in my body screaming for mercy. Jordan matched me every step, not giving an inch. Every time she adjusted my form, her hands were a little hungrier, gaze a little darker.

By the time the circuit ended, I was spent, sweating buckets, arms limp at my sides, lungs sucking air like a busted compressor.

Jordan called time, her own chest heaving, beads of sweat slicking her collarbones and temples. For a split second, I imagined her pinning me to the rubber floor, those wild green eyes daring me to give up.

Instead, she handed me a towel, voice soft. “You did better than I expected.”

I wiped my face, then shot her a look. “Did you expect me to pass out?”

She shrugged, not hiding the appreciation now. “There was a betting pool. I’m not saying who started it.”

I laughed, loving the confidence. “Remind me to renegotiate the wager terms next time.”

Jordan let the joke land, but then her expression went serious. “You want to cool down? Sauna’s not a terrible idea. Unless you need to tap out.”

A spark lit inside me. “You offering to join?”

She weighed the question, then nodded. “If you’re up for more heat, I’m game.”

In that moment, everything else faded, the soreness in my muscles, the morning chill, the echo of all last night’s sins. There was just Jordan Hale, sweat-sheened and perfect, letting her guard down and flicking the match on gasoline.

We locked eyes. The rest was inevitable.

But first: the sauna, and the pleasure of turning up the temperature.

***

The next move was pure instinct, zero hesitation.

I peeled off my damp clothes, grabbed a crisp white towel from the stack, and wrapped it around my waist. My skin was already singing from the workout, so the idea of a sauna sounded like both punishment and reward.

The corner cedar sauna was nothing fancy, just a glass door, two wood benches, thermometer nailed to the wall, and that unmistakable scent of hot, honeyed wood. I pushed inside, the blast of humidity making my lungs work overtime. The air was thick, beads of moisture gathering on my skin before I even sat down.

A heartbeat later, the door swung open.

Jordan stepped in, towel snugged high around her chest, leaving miles of leg and the sharp cut of her calves exposed. Her skin was flushed from the gym, but in the sauna’s hush she looked even more dangerous, like she’d been carved from marble and set on a mission.

She dropped her duffel on the outside hook, then slid onto the bench beside me, close enough I could feel the heat radiating off her thigh.

Neither of us spoke for a few seconds. The only sound was the sizzle of sweat as it traced lazy lines down our arms.

“I haven’t done this since college,” Jordan finally said, voice a little rough from breathing hard. “Sauna was the only fun part of swim practice.”

“You don’t miss suicide laps in a cold pool?”

She snorted, a drop of sweat gliding down her jaw. “Not unless you’re offering a better incentive.”

The temperature climbed, inch by inch. My heart pounded, every nerve hyper-aware of the way her towel clung damp to her body, the outline of her tits pressed against the terry cloth.

She caught me staring. Didn’t flinch.

“Comfortable?” she asked.

I grinned. “Getting there.”

We let the silence build, thick and deliberate. The air was so heavy I could smell the faint tang of her shampoo and the clean, sharp note of sweat. My cock was already fighting for space under the towel, every minute tightening the coil of anticipation.

Jordan uncrossed her legs, letting her knee press right up against mine. The point of contact burned.

She flicked her gaze down, then back up. “You always this tense after a workout?”

I shrugged, playing it cool. “Not usually. Think it’s the company.”

Jordan’s lips curled in a slow, wicked smile. “That’s fair. I’m not great at pretending, so I’ll just say it. I’ve wanted this since the party. Maybe longer. Definitely longer.”

She didn’t wait for my answer.

Jordan gripped the towel’s edge, then peeled it off, exposing the full sweep of her body, shoulders broad and feminine, abs cut and dusted with sweat, hips sharp, legs like a runner’s. But it was her tits that nearly made me stop breathing: full, springy, perfectly round, topped with dark, thick nipples already hard from heat and anticipation. Drops of sweat glistened along the upper curves, tracing their own wet path before sinking down her ribs.

She straddled my lap, her skin slick and blazing. “I said I wasn’t the harem type,” she murmured, “but that doesn’t mean I can’t make you forget every girl who came before me, at least for the next twenty minutes.”

My towel was a lost cause. Jordan ripped it off, releasing my cock, already thick and flushed and desperate.

Her hand wrapped around the shaft, squeezing from base to tip. The contrast of her small, strong hand on my cock was insane. She lined it up with her pussy, which was already glistening, lips flushed and parted, ready to take me.

She lowered herself, slow, letting the head drag through her folds. The feel of her heat was unreal, hot, wet, tighter than anything I’d ever imagined. She took me halfway in, waited, then slammed down the rest, burying my whole length deep inside her.

We both groaned. For a second, time stopped.

Jordan’s tits bounced as she started moving, first slow and then picking up speed, her hands braced on my shoulders for leverage. She rode me like she was trying to break a record, ass flexing, sweat running in rivulets down her spine.

I gripped her hips, helping her find the perfect rhythm. Every bounce, every grind, her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vice, squeezing new sensations out of every inch.

I couldn’t stop staring at her tits, the way they jiggled, sweat beading on the curves, nipples pointing straight at me. It was pure visual crack.

“Fuck, you feel insane,” I groaned.

Jordan grinned, jaw set. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

She rolled her hips, grinding her clit against my pelvis, then leaned in, hair damp and wild. Her hands slid to my neck, nails biting just enough to make me gasp.

She rode me harder, the slap of her ass on my thighs muffled by the heat and tight, echoey box of the sauna, but every motion thundered in my skull. The friction, the guttural beat of our bodies colliding, the gasping wet suck of her cunt as it stretched to take me, all of it layered over the low, primal soundtrack of grunts and moans. Sweat rolled down my back, pooling under my ass, dripping from my chest onto hers. I could taste the salt on her neck as I pulled her in, lips dragging over the hot slick of her skin. Everything was haze and raw nerve, the high, the ache, the need to fuck and keep fucking until we broke something.


Jordan’s eyes never left mine. Even as her orgasm started to build, she kept her gaze locked, daring me to outlast her, out-hunger her, give up first. She was wild, relentless, riding like it was a contest. Her hair was soaked, falling in ropes across her shoulders and into my mouth. I sucked on it, bit her collarbone, felt her pulse jump under my tongue. Her breath was hot and sharp, each inhale stoked the fire, every exhale a little more desperate.


She started to tremble, that rigid tension building in her thighs, her abs, her hands gripping my shoulders for leverage. Her nails dug in, tiny points of pain that only made me want her more. She was so tight, so fucking tight, the heat inside her like napalm, every drive of her hips wringing me closer to the edge.


I wasn’t going to last. I could feel it, my balls drawn up, the pressure winding at the base of my spine, every thrust a countdown to detonation. She knew it, leaned in, pressed her forehead against mine, grinding her clit against the ridge of my pelvis. She wanted it as bad as I did, maybe more.


She slammed down hard, bottomed out with a gasp, then planted both hands on my chest and started to ride out the last seconds, a furious sprint to the finish. Her tits bounced, sweat beads dripping from her nipples to my mouth, and I couldn’t resist. I sucked one in, tongue swirling, biting just hard enough to make her arch and let out a rasping moan.


I grabbed her ass, pulled her in tighter, every muscle in my arms and shoulders shaking. The world shrank to just the two of us, locked in this boiling, wet, fuck-soaked cocoon. The air was so thick I could barely breathe, only pant and grunt, every exhale a pledge that I was all hers.


She started cursing, words chopped and rough. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, don’t stop, don’t you dare stop—”


I couldn’t have if I tried.


The tension wound tighter, the fuse burning down. I was right at the brink, vision blurring, cock pulsing so hard it hurt. She felt it too, picked up the pace, grinding down so deep her whole body shuddered.


“Wait—” I gasped. “I’m close. I’m fucking—”


Jordan gripped the back of my head, yanked my hair so our faces smashed together, her eyes drilling into mine. She bared her teeth and snarled, “Finish inside me.”


There was no resisting her. I came like a bomb, everything exploding at once, thick, hot jets flooding her pussy. The spasm was so intense I saw white, felt my hips buck, every nerve ending on fire. Jordan let out a savage cry as her own orgasm hit, squeezing my cock so hard I thought she’d rip it off.


She came, and kept coming, head thrown back, the cords in her neck standing out. Her cunt milked me, sucked me dry, every pulse wringing another spurt from me, more than I thought I had in me. Our bodies slammed together, stuck with sweat and cum, melting into the wood slats.


Jordan clung to me, riding out every aftershock. Her pussy was still contracting, squeezing, drawing it out. She collapsed against me, face buried in my chest, gasping for air, hair wild and tangled. I wrapped my arms around her and just held on, letting the world slow back to a crawl.


The heat was overwhelming, the room spinning. My heart hammered against my ribs. I felt empty and full at the same time, like she’d drained every last drop and left something else inside me in its place.


Jordan finally looked up, eyes glassy but still fierce. She grinned, wiped sweat from her brow, and didn’t move to get off my lap. Instead she just ground against me, drawing out the last traces of pleasure.

Aftershocks rippled through both of us. Jordan barely slowed, her pussy still fluttering around my cock, milking every last drop.

She slumped, chest heaving, tits pressed against my face as she held me close. I kissed her collarbone, licked up a drop of sweat, and let the moment settle.

For a while, there was only breathing, the sound of our heartbeats, and the burn of the sauna.

Jordan finally pulled back, looked at the mess we’d made, and grinned. She swiped her thumb over my chin, then kissed me, slow and honest.

“You’re a menace,” she whispered, sinking onto the bench beside me. “But I think I needed that more than air.”

I laughed, still dazed. “Didn’t know I could get this fucked up on heat and pheromones alone.”

We sat there, tangled and sticky and perfectly alive.

Eventually, the world cooled enough to move. Jordan reached for her towel, half-assed an attempt at modesty.

“Shower?” she suggested, voice hopeful.

I stood, my knees still shaking, and led her out. The glass door slammed the humidity back into place, but the memory of her body, the taste of her sweat, the way she’d demanded every drop, I’d never forget it.

Next stop: the showers, and whatever came after.

***

If the sauna was hell, the showers were purgatory, a brief stop on the road to either redemption or relapse.

I led Jordan through the changing area and into the tiled shower zone. The second we hit the stall, she cranked the water on full, flooding the space with a blast of cold that shocked goosebumps across my skin. The air filled with the sharp scent of wet cedar and fresh soap.

Jordan stepped under, shuddering in pleasure as the water poured over her bare skin. Every inch of her glistened, droplets tracing the ridges of muscle down her arms, over her tits, across her abs, and lower.

I followed, letting the chill do its work. She soaped her hands and started lathering up my chest, working the suds over every inch as if she was claiming me for herself. The look in her eyes said this was more than cleanup, it was foreplay, a test, and a fucking warning all in one.

Her hands slid down my abs, gripped my cock, and stroked it back to life with expert precision. She looked up at me, hair plastered to her head, sweat and water mixing in rivers over her face.

She pressed her tits against my chest. “This is insane. I’ve broken every rule in my book.”

I grinned, refusing to play it safe. “Anything about not fucking a client twice before sunrise?”

She laughed, the sound bouncing off the tile. “Bennett, you’re dangerous.”

I turned her, pinned her against the wall, hands sliding over her slick ass and thighs. She didn’t resist for a second, just wrapped her arms around my neck and jumped, locking her legs around my waist, pussy lined up perfectly with the head of my cock.

We crashed together, and I plunged inside her, burying myself to the hilt in one, greedy thrust. The heat of her pussy was even hotter in the cold shower, like every inch of her was designed to milk me raw.

She clung to me, nails digging into my shoulders, tits mashed between us, water streaming down her back as I slammed her up and down against the tile.

Her pussy sucked me in, squeezing tighter with every pump. The slap of our bodies, the way her wet skin slid over mine, the sound of her breathless moaning, all of it combined into a rush that overloaded every sense.

I fucked her hard, fast, not holding back. Jordan’s head rolled back, mouth open, eyes glassy.

“God, yes. Fuck me. Harder.”

I answered with action, pistoning up into her, hands gripping the shelf of her ass for maximum leverage. Her legs were tight around me, muscle and greed, her entire body built for pleasure and power.

The pressure built again, faster this time. The orgasm lurking just beneath the surface, ready to detonate.

She felt it too. Her pussy fluttered, spasmed, clamped down on my cock so tight I could barely move.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped, panting. “I want all of it. Give me everything.”

That wrecked me. My balls went tight, cock swelling inside her slick, perfect heat.

I slammed her one last time and exploded, filling her with another massive rush of cum. Jordan’s body trembled, her voice breaking as she came, pussy milking me, toes curling against my lower back.

We held each other through it, her hands tangled in my hair, faces pressed together, breath lost in the roar of the water. Every aftershock, every shudder, every pulse of pleasure was drawn out by the chill and the wild, animal hunger.

When it finally ebbed, she slid down, spent and shaking.

I kissed her, slow and deep, letting her taste herself on my tongue.

We soaped off in silence, the only sounds the suds swirling around our ankles and the slap of water hitting tile. There was no awkwardness, just a shared, sweaty satisfaction.

Jordan was first to find her towel, wiping water from her shoulders, tits, legs. She eyed me, then the clock, and let out a soft, guilty laugh.

“I’m supposed to be the professional here.” Jordan’s voice softened, a confessional in the hush of the locker room. Her eyes flicked over me, as if searching for a sign I’d blab her secret. “You’re the first and last client I’ll ever sleep with. This doesn’t leave the gym, okay?”

I wound the towel tighter around myself, grinning. “Your secret’s safe with me. Honestly, I’d love to keep you as my trainer, but the idea of dating you? Even better. If it’s too weird, you can always cut me loose as a client.”

She eyed me, suspicion and anticipation circling in those sharp green eyes. “Dump you? After one session? Not a chance.”

I shrugged, like I was dealing the final hand. “Guess that means you’re stuck dating me.”

Jordan’s lips curled into a wicked grin. “Is that what this was? ‘Cause it felt less like dating, more like fucking.”

“Which is why you have to let me take you out. Real date, your pick.”

Her smile stretched wide, triumphant. “Deal. But I choose the place.”

“You’re on.”

Jordan’s gaze raked up my body, a slow drag that nearly brought me to my knees; those green eyes cut right through me. She sighed, defeated but ravenous. “How are you so fucking irresistible?”

I didn’t make her wait. I stepped in until our towels brushed, my fingers tracing her arm, up and up. “Maybe it’s my mutant ability. Makes you weak for me.”

She snorted, but there was no fight in her. “You’re going to just add me to your little entourage, aren’t you?”

I shrugged again, letting it hang. “That’s your call.”

Jordan moved fast. She caught my jaw in her hand and hauled me in for a kiss, staking her claim in front of the lockers. Her chest pressed into me, her tongue wild and needy, and the world spun out until there was nothing but the heat of her mouth and the pressure between us, every second stretching on and on.

The kiss hung in the air, a promise and a threat.

She pulled back, lips swollen, eyes brighter than ever.

“Next session, same time next week,” she said, voice husky.

I nodded, unable to summon any cool. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

Jordan let her hands linger a moment longer, then turned, duffel bag on her arm. As she left, she shot me a look over her shoulder, the kind that said I wasn’t just her client anymore.

The door swung shut, and I stood there, heart pounding, cum already leaking out of my spent cock, sweat and water drying on my skin.

If this was the new routine, I was never missing a session.

And next time, I’d bring a towel just for her.


Chapter ten
First Round Draft Pick


The sun cracked through the loft windows, hitting me first in the face and then, much more pleasantly, where Lily’s bare skin was mashed up against my hip. She was curled there, cheek to my chest, golden hair fanned out like a magazine cover. Her tits pressed soft against my ribs, one leg tossed over mine, pinning me in place like she’d designed the bedding for sex and then slept in it for days.

I blinked, brain slow to catch up. Lily shifted, her ass wiggling in the sheets until her pussy brushed the top of my thigh. She was already brewing heat, the kind of slow simmer that made my cock twitch under the covers. My body ached in all the right ways, spent but greedy. The scent of her, perfume, sweat, and the faint, musky tang of dried sex, was all over the room, stamped into the mattress and into every synapse of my morning brain.

I tried to roll out of bed, already half-drafting the workday in my head, but Lily had other plans. The second I moved, her arm shot out, fingers locking tight around my wrist.

“Oh no you don’t,” she murmured, voice thick with sleep and trouble.

I grinned even as I tried to wriggle free. “You planning to hold me hostage?”

Her eyes barely opened, but the smirk was pure Lily. “Don’t pretend you don’t love it. You could skip a morning, you know. Call in horny.”

She yanked, and I toppled straight back into her gravity well. The silk of her skin against mine was an instant hard-on. My cock, cooperative bastard, was already poking against her thigh.

She slid up, draping herself across my chest, tits smashed against me like she was daring me to do something about it. I caught a glimpse of her nipples, pink and already tight despite the warmth.

“I have to go,” I managed, not even convincing myself.

She whined, low and dramatic. “No you don’t. You should stay here and bang me until my brain leaks out my ears. No one would notice.”

“Pretty sure Ryan would notice if I didn’t show,” I said, but my resistance was a joke. Lily’s fingers were already teasing down my abs, nails scraping just enough to make me shiver. I could feel the heat from her pussy, just a breath away from full contact.

She grinned, evil and sweet. “Let your brother run the show for once. You need recovery time. I mean, three nights in a row? I’m honestly shocked you’re not begging for an IV.”

I rolled my eyes. “Says the girl who came so hard last night she forgot her own name.”

Lily sat up, hair wild, her tits jiggling with the movement. She straddled my waist, pussy slick and open, leaving wet smears across my skin as she ground down lazily.

“My name’s L,” she whispered, grinding in a tight little circle. “And you could spell it on my ass with your teeth. Mark me as your exclusive property.”

I grabbed her hips, marveling at the way her body fit over mine, the tightness of her waist, the bounce and swell of her breasts. I let her rub herself on my cock until I was rock hard all over again.

“You’re impossible,” I said, but I was smiling. “Jake’s going to come home and find you in a full body cast.”

Jake had gone back to his hometown to visit Taylor, and Lily had no idea. We talked, Jake and I, or rather, he pleaded, voice tight with desperation, making those same hollow promises that never lasted past the moment. He swore he just needed more time, begged for it, like the very air in his lungs depended on me believing him.

Lily wouldn’t miss him, he insisted; she was too busy losing herself in the comfort of my brand new apartment, her every night spent wrapped in the sheets I’d picked out, the scent of her still clinging to every room. Jake’s words were brittle, breaking apart between us, but he said it anyway that Lily barely noticed his absence, not when she had me to keep her warm.

Lily paused, blue eyes all lit up. “He’s not back until tomorrow night. I say we make the most of it.”

Lily leaned down, hair falling over my face, and kissed me like I was the only man alive. Her mouth was hot, tongue hungry, her body melting into mine as she rocked her pussy against my cock, not letting me up for air or logic.

Lily’s hands came up to my face, fingertips feather-light one moment and gripping the sharp line of my jaw the next. It was always that way with us, this switchblade dance between tenderness and absolute ferocity. She caught my gaze, eyes wild and bright, a warning and a dare wrapped together. Then she shifted her hips, lifted just enough to let the head of my cock drag slick against her, and reached down to guide me in. Her palm was small and warm and it made me hiss, something desperate already building, and she grinned like a thief getting away clean.


She sank down on me in a single, greedy slide. Her gasp hitched in the back of her throat, part pleasure, part relief, and she stayed there, full and trembling, until I thought I’d lose my mind. I could feel every flutter, every small squeeze of her cunt, every shiver of muscle as she adjusted, getting used to the stretch and the pressure. Her nails dug in, found my shoulders, bracing as she started to move. She rolled her hips slow, crushing us together and then pulling away, teasing, then slammed back down with a force that made my teeth clack.


We went like that, hard then soft, slow burn and then wild fire. I grabbed her by the waist and let her ride, loving the way her tits bounced and her hair flew in every direction. When she leaned over, her nipples brushed my mouth and I took one between my lips, biting down just enough to make her jolt and shudder. She gasped and cursed, hands tangling in my hair, pulling my head back so she could look down at me. There was something raw in her face, not just lust but ownership, and if I’d had a mirror I’d bet I wore the same look.


She fucked me like she was trying to break a record or a world, hips slamming hard enough that the bed groaned under us, sweat already slick between our bodies. Her thighs were shaking, her whole body locked up in that final, perfect tension. I could tell she was close from the way her voice got high and thin, the way her nails turned sharp and urgent. I held out as long as I could, but the pulse of her through me, the sight of her fucking herself on my cock, it was too much.


Lily came first, her entire body locking up, lips drawn back in a silent scream, pussy clamping tight until I thought she’d wring the soul out of me. She clawed at my shoulders, leaving marks that would last for days, and rode out the wave until she collapsed forward, lips finding mine and mashing together in a sloppy, desperate kiss. I came hard, hips jerking up into her, the rush blanking me out for a second, every muscle in my body gone rigid.


We melted together, sweat and saliva and sex-smell everywhere, her hair in my mouth and her heart beating a jackhammer against my chest. For a few seconds, there was no world but her: her breath, her heat, the little tremors that ran through her even after she’d come. I cradled her head, fingers winding into the tangle of her hair, and just let myself float.

She broke the kiss, panting, her forehead thumping gently against mine.

“Promise me you’ll have a good day,” she whispered. “And an even better night with Savannah.”

The way she said it, there was zero jealousy, just electricity and a hint of pride. It was her out, her way to play the “friends with benefits” card and still own me completely.

I stroked her hair, looked straight into those wild, ocean-blue eyes. There was no way she was fooling anyone, not even herself. The devotion, the kind that could warp steel, was right there, naked and real. We had gone way past friends who fucked and we both knew it.

“Sunshine,” I said, voice low. “You’re going to break my heart with that look.”

She grinned, slow and honest, then kissed me again, this time softer, more like a promise than a demand.

I cupped her cheek, let my fingers linger a little longer than necessary.

“Sleep as long as you want,” I told her. “I’ll see you when I get back.”

She rolled off with a theatrical moan, sprawling in the sheets, every line of her body framed by the morning light. Her pussy glistened, a lingering memory of what we’d done (and would do again), and her tits rose and fell with every easy breath.

Lily curled into the pillow, hair a golden mess, her smile pure mischief.

“Go on, bossman,” she purred. “The world needs you.”

I pulled on my jeans, but not before sneaking one last look at the view. I leaned down, kissed her on the lips, then her forehead, then right between her breasts.

She whispered it, so soft I almost missed it: “Don’t forget about me.”

Not a chance in hell.

I left her there, wrapped in silk and sunlight, the blueprint for every good day I’d ever have.

The city waited, and so did Savannah.

But home? That would always be Lily, sprawled out naked and dreaming of our next collision.

***

The Bennett Brothers office was chaos squared: blueprints everywhere, Quinn’s fabric samples scattered like designer shrapnel, and a big-ass mug of coffee at every workstation.

Quinn already had herself posted up at the end of the conference table, threading photo samples into a mood board, her hair up and her outfit as on-point as ever. Across from her, Ryan hunched over a site plan like he was plotting a military invasion.

I dropped my stuff, grabbed a mug, and surveyed the carnage. “Morning. Did I miss the free donuts?”

Quinn looked up, a sly smile in her eyes. “You’re safe. Ryan ate three.”

“There’s your profit margin blown,” I said. “What’s the crisis?”

Ryan didn’t even look up. “Natalie Vaughn. Friday at two. Can you wrangle her, or am I forced to beg?”

The name landed like a bomb. For anyone who hadn’t grown up in this business, Natalie was just the best lighting designer in a hundred-mile radius. For those who’d been at Thanksgiving dinner three years ago, she was also Ryan’s ex, the one who dumped him the minute marriage hit the table.

I shot him a look. “You know she’s going to ask about the last project. You want me to lie or just make up a new story?”

Ryan raked a hand through his hair, the construction boss mask slipping. “Just… don’t say my name. If Jenny hears I met Natalie again—” He cut off, shrugged. “It’d be a shitshow. Jenny gets twitchy about exes. And honestly? I’d rather skip the melodrama.”

Quinn grinned, stirring her coffee with a precise flick. “Natalie’s pieces are worth it, though. I can’t do what she does.”

Flattery, but the truth. Natalie’s lighting could turn drywall and plywood into museum-worthy. She was also intense as hell, every meeting scheduled down to the quarter hour and every deliverable set in stone.

“So, you want me to handle it?” I asked, glancing between them.

Ryan put down his pen, voice low. “She’s the best, Jack. And priced fair, which is almost unheard of. But I can’t be seen with her. Not after Jenny heard how Natalie dumped me.”

Quinn snorted. “What happened between you two, anyway?”

Ryan’s lips twitched, annoyed but self-aware. “Let’s just say, I brought up marriage. Natalie brought up ‘personal freedom.’ That was that.”

Quinn’s eyes danced as she tried to stifle a smirk. “That’s on you for mentioning the m-word.”

Ryan shot her a look. “Said the girl who’s never been dumped.”

Quinn shrugged, all confidence. “I don’t get dumped. I promote people to ‘professional acquaintances.’”

I grinned at that, ignoring the undercurrent of tension. “All right. I’ll meet her. But if she tries to sell me on Italian fixtures again, I’m blaming you, Quinn.”

She beamed, pleased with the arrangement. “Deal. But if you charm her and get a discount, you owe me dinner.”

I pretended to think it over. “High-stakes negotiation. I’m in.”

Ryan looked visibly relieved, the conflict-avoidant gene strong in our family. “You’ll get along fine with her. Natalie’s all business now, just don’t let her start telling you how to run your project.”

“I can handle it,” I said. “I’ve managed Lily and Anna in the same room. How hard can one ex be?”

Quinn tried to hide a real laugh in her coffee cup.

My phone buzzed with a calendar reminder. “Looks like it’s on. Want me to loop you in for status, or you playing dead?”

Ryan waved me off. “I’ll handle the invoices. Just tell me what you pick and I’ll cut the check.”

“You got it.”

Quinn added, “Oh, and if she asks about the last job? Just say we went with maple, not oak. She’s got feelings about ‘dishonest grains.’”

“Noted.”

I headed out, leaving them to their sibling vibes and power tools. For a so-called normal office, there was more intrigue here than in some mob family.

Just another day at Bennett Brothers Restoration: dodge the drama, close the deals, and maybe, just maybe, build something that lasts.

Natalie, here I come.

***

Once the business with Natalie was banished to the corner of my mind, with our appointment cemented for next week, I slipped into the stream of a normal day, except nothing felt normal. The upcoming date lodged itself in my thoughts, stubborn and electric. Savannah Pierce. The kind of girl who’d shattered a thousand hearts, maybe more, her face blazing from billboards across America. What was I doing? Who was I to meet her?

After work, I trudged back to the apartment and found Lily camped out at the kitchen island, laptop open, apparently “working remotely.” Except she wasn’t, not really. She was on a video call with Anna, and both of them were all too eager to seize control of my wardrobe for tonight’s date. When I finished my meeting, they whisked me away for a makeshift runway show in my own bedroom, Lily carrying Anna (still pixelated on the laptop) while I tried on outfit after outfit for their approval.

When I slipped off to shower, Lily slipped in as well, this time solo. Anna was gone from the laptop and Lily’s intentions were suddenly very clear. She said she wanted to help me relax before my date, but who was she kidding? Her hunger radiated off her in waves. When was Lily not in the mood?

Eventually I managed to get out the door. I called an Uber to Savannah’s place, my nerves twisting tighter with each minute. Lily headed off to Anna’s, chasing wine and whatever movie they’d picked out. Me? I was on my way into the lion’s den, a rendezvous with Savannah Pierce, a girl so far beyond my league it felt almost laughable. Yet, here I was, and there she waited.

Savannah’s place was something out of a design magazine, all steel railings, pale oak, and wide-open sightlines that made you wonder which room the film crew was hiding in. The second I rang her doorbell, the tone was set: she swung open the door in a deep-blue dress that fit her body like it was built by Italian supercar engineers. Her hair spilled over her shoulders, styled but not fussed, and her eyes took me in with a slow, predatory scan.

“Jack Bennett. Didn’t think you’d show up looking like a black card ad,” she teased, her voice rolling out smooth as whiskey.

She pulled me in for a cheek kiss, but her hand lingered on my chest, thumb grazing the spot she’d just marked. The perfume, the mouth, the confidence, she was every man’s fever dream, and she knew it.

Inside, the decor doubled down: curated coffee table books, modern art, a half-dozen modeling portfolios stacked by the couch, even the throw pillows looked staged. On the table, a spread of olives, cheeses, charcuterie, and enough high-end snacks to fuel a VIP lounge. Wine was already poured. It figured Savannah would nail the details.

The rest of the guests were old faces re-mixed: a couple I’d known from sophomore year, now married and in finance; a duo from Savannah’s post-college runway days (she’d done campaigns with both); and a pair who looked straight out of a Patagonia catalog, all lean muscle and understated expensive watches. Out of everyone, I was probably the only one who still cut his own lumber.

Savannah made a formal intro, like we were walking onto a talk show set.

“This is Jack,” she announced. “Builder extraordinaire. Also responsible for all my favorite home upgrades and a few parties that should have ended in arrests.”

Instant laughs, but the attention was all on us.

We hit the drinks, easy and casual, and the stories started rolling. Savannah had the crowd eating out of her hand. She brought up the time I’d built a seven-foot beer pong table with hand-laid tile, and spun the tale so that by the end, I was some cross between MacGyver and a party god.

At first, the questions were safe: how had the renovation business blown up, was Jack really single, why hadn’t we seen him at last year’s Derby Party? Savannah handled the answers for me, her voice sliding between boasts and inside jokes.

But once the second round of drinks hit, the gloves came off.

One of the married guys, already tipsy, leaned across the marble counter and asked, “So, are you two dating now, or are we going to find out this is one of Savannah’s elaborate social experiments?”

Savannah didn’t miss a beat. She giggled, hooked her fingers into mine, and let her head tip onto my shoulder like it was the most natural move in the world.

“It’s brand new,” she purred, “and we’re just seeing where it goes. For now, I’m thoroughly enjoying the ride.”

The words hit the group like a flashbang. All eyes on us, but Savannah made it look easy, like she owned the rumor mill and had already bought stock in tomorrow’s gossip.

I squeezed her fingers, played along. “She’s the boss. I’m just trying to keep up.”

The banter turned sharper, more sexual. Savannah touched my arm when she talked, grazed her thumb over my knuckles whenever she laughed, leaned in close so her hair brushed my jaw. Her leg pressed against mine under the table, warm and intentional.

I watched as the couples paired off, the singletons pouring themselves more wine, half-watching Savannah flirt and half trying not to. The lady from the runway years asked if Savannah had a “type,” and Savannah just grinned and traced a finger up my forearm.

“Lately? I think I’m into men who know how to use their hands,” she said, shooting me a glare-hot look.

I tried not to choke on my Pinot.

Savannah’s townhouse was the perfect arena for this. The lighting was moody, all indirect spots and golden hour through the windows, and the city view over the patio was pure drama. Every time Savannah crossed the room, heads swiveled to track her, her ass in that dress was physics-defying, even better now than in college.

Somewhere in the second hour, the conversation got honest. One couple asked how we really met. Savannah made it sound like fate, while I admitted I was probably just the “least crazy” of her college guy friends. The table howled.

But the truth was, the chemistry was laced in every glance and touch. Savannah had turned up the wattage, and everyone there could see she was staking her claim.

After the third refill and a few rounds of cheese, the evening started winding down. The Patagonia couple bailed first. They had a marathon in the morning (of course). The fashion duo lingered, scavenged the last of the prosciutto, and then slipped out with a promise to “double date soon.” The married couple from school stuck around for one last glass, but even they weren’t immune to the signals Savannah was broadcasting.

When they made for the exit, Savannah walked them to the door and returned with a Cheshire cat grin.

“Alone at last,” she said, dropping onto the couch so close her thigh was flush to mine.

She reached for a new bottle of wine, poured two glasses, then curled her legs under herself, settling in like we’d been doing this for years.

“I say we skip dessert and just have wine,” she said, breathy and low.

She handed me a glass, her fingers stroking across the back of my hand as she did.

Her perfume, something expensive and just a hint floral, filled the space between us.

On the coffee table, covers of Vogue and GQ peered up like silent witnesses. I looked at Savannah, at the curve of her lips and the heat in her eyes, and all I could think was: trouble.

She leaned in, hair tickling my ear. “So, Jack. What do you want to know?”

The night wasn’t even close to over.

***

Savannah didn’t waste a second “warming up.” She tucked her feet under her, wine in hand, and zeroed in like we were the only two humans left in Chicago.

“So, talk to me,” she said. “You’ve got Anna. You’ve got Lily. There’s the trainer, Jordan, right? And don’t think I missed the tension with, what’s her name, Quinn? The tall blonde from the open house? Who’s actually in your life right now?”

I nearly choked on my wine. Savannah had always been a social sniper, but tonight she was next-level.

I decided there wasn’t much point bullshitting her.

“Anna and Lily, for real,” I said. “Jordan’s new, but yeah. She’s in the mix.”

“And Quinn?”

I exhaled. “With Quinn, it’s complicated. We work together, she’s family-adjacent, and, well… just hasn’t happened. Yet.”

Savannah grinned so wide it almost hurt. “You, sir, are living the dream.”

“Don’t forget the heart attacks,” I said. “It’s not all wild sex and lazy Sunday mornings.”

She held my gaze, and the laughter vanished from her face, gone all at once, as though it had never lived there. “Does Jake know about you and Lily?” she asked, voice edged sharp with curiosity.

A weight settled in my chest. “That’s complicated.” My answer was honest, unsweetened. “Yes. He knows. But Lily doesn’t know that he knows.”

A flicker of intrigue danced in her eyes, hungry for more. “I sense a story there.”

“There is,” I breathed out, the truth on my tongue, raw and alive. The mess I’d woven with Lily and Jake still coiled around me, refusing to loosen. “One that’s still playing out. For now, all I’ll say is to stay tuned—and don’t say anything to Lily until Jake does. Please.”

Savannah leaned in, voice a private whisper. “Your secret’s safe. Girl code, remember? If I blab, Lily would end me.”

It felt good, the way she said it. Like the last brick in the wall between us had vanished.

She sipped her wine, gaze thoughtful now.

“I’ll be honest, Jack,” she said, softer. “At your open house? Seeing you surrounded by beautiful women, watching them fight for your attention, it got to me. I’ve never been jealous over you before. Not once. But that night, I kind of hated the idea I might’ve missed my shot.”

She twirled a strand of her golden blonde hair, lips tight with self-mockery.

“I’ve dated models, millionaires, and professional athletes. But relationships in my world? Disaster. If they’re not pissed that I travel, they’re obsessed with what I’m posting, who I’m with, whose hands are on me at a shoot. Jealousy every fucking day.”

I nodded. “Polyamory works because it’s up front. No secrets, no shaming. Everyone knows the score.”

Her eyes flicked up, hungry. “So you’d be open to someone like me? Just, slot me in with Anna and Lily?”

I nearly spit out my wine. “That’s the pitch?”

She laughed, genuine and unguarded, and leaned close enough I could smell her shampoo.

“If you want the truth… I’ve always wondered what it would be like. Being on a team, you know? Not fighting for the spotlight. Sharing it.”

The words hit deeper than she probably meant.

I cleared my throat, running a hand over my jaw. “You really want that? Even with the schedules, the mess, the kind of jealousy most people can’t handle?”

She shrugged, honest now. “Most men are too fucking weak. They want the fantasy, but can’t survive the reality. That night at your place, I watched your girls, Anna, Lily, even Jordan. I realized… I wanted to be in the room, not just watch from the sidelines.”

We let that settle, the silence thick with everything we weren’t saying.

She broke it, voice suddenly playful.

“Can I ask you something personal?” Savannah’s smile was softer, almost shy.

I nodded. “Hit me.”

She bit her lip, cheeks a shade pinker than before. “Back in college… why didn’t you ever make a move on me?”

The question was so blunt, so vulnerable, it nearly shorted out my brain.

I laughed, self-deprecating. “You were dating the star quarterback, remember? The guy was a future first-round pick. Even idiots like me know not to poach from the NFL farm team.”

She snorted, rolling her eyes so hard it was a miracle she didn’t pull a muscle. “Jack, that relationship was a trainwreck. I waited YEARS for you to come after me. I thought maybe you just weren’t interested.”

I blinked. “Are you serious?”

She nodded, her cheeks pink. “Annika used to tease me about it. Said if I wanted you, I should have just thrown you on the bed and climbed on. But I… I don’t know. Never had the guts. I guess I figured, if you wanted me, you’d do something about it.”

That kind of truth sucked the air from the room.

For a second, it was just us, the glow of the city outside, and the promise of what hadn’t happened—yet.

I set my wine down, leaned in, and let my fingers drift to hers, slow and cautious.

“You know, I always thought you were out of my league.”

She snorted, voice low. “You’re such a dumbass sometimes, Bennett.”

We both laughed, but the sound was giddy, loaded.

I slid my hand over hers, laced our fingers.

“Consider this me taking my shot,” I said.

Her breath caught. Eyes flashed.

And then, everything snapped into place.

***

Whatever I’d expected from Savannah, it wasn’t this.

The second I said the words, “Consider this me taking my shot,” she pounced, lips crashing into mine, tongue hot and wild, hands fisting in my shirt. The couch went from polite to porno in two seconds flat. Wine glasses clattered to the table, she didn’t care, didn’t even flinch. What mattered was the way her mouth devoured mine, years of pent-up what-ifs detonating all at once.

Her hand raked behind my neck, her nails scraping the stubble there. She moaned into my mouth, hips grinding against my leg, and all that “play it cool” energy she’d owned all night was gone replaced by something feral.

I gripped her waist, slid my hands up her ribs, goddamn near worshipping the way her dress clung to skin. Each curve was a reminder that Savannah hadn’t just modeled for catalogs; she was the gold standard, the currency that other women compared themselves to.

I pulled her onto my lap, her thighs spreading around me. The blue dress rode up, and there was nothing polite about the way her pussy planted itself right over my cock. Even through denim, I could feel the heat, slick and ready and begging for attention.

She broke the kiss, gasped, and started yanking at my shirt. “Off,” she demanded.

I obeyed, never taking my eyes, or my hands, off her. Shirt peeled over my head and gone.

Savannah’s hands roamed my chest, nails raking, fingers pausing to trace the lines on my abs. Her mouth found my jaw, my throat, then lower, licking and biting at every patch of exposed flesh.

I wanted her naked. Needed it.

I found the zipper at the back of her dress and dragged it down slow, exposing pale skin and the straps of a black thong that barely covered anything. She shimmied out, tits bouncing free, and the sight of them, big, round, high enough to make gravity jealous, made my cock twitch so hard I nearly busted right there.

Savannah grinned, knowing and dangerous.

“You like?” she whispered.

“Like?” I growled. “You’re a fucking masterpiece.”

She cocked a brow, then pressed her tits against my mouth, smothering me in soft, perfect flesh. I sucked a nipple between my teeth, rolling it with my tongue until it got hard and pebbled. She whimpered, grinding her hips down, pussy rubbing raw friction over my jeans.

I slid a hand down, cupped her ass, and squeezed. Her thong vanished with a flick of my wrist, and the heat of her bare cunt against my stomach was pure gasoline.

She rocked back, straddling me, and pawed at my belt. “I want your cock,” she hissed. “I want it so bad.”

I freed myself, jeans and boxers to the floor, and my cock sprang up, already leaking pre-cum. Savannah stared, pupils blown, and licked her lips like she was about to devour dessert.

Her smile went feral. “I knew it. I knew you’d be huge.”

She wrapped her hand around the shaft, stroked it once, then pressed the head to her pussy, teasing herself with slow, deliberate strokes up and down the slick seam of her lips.

“God, you’re so hard for me,” she said, almost in awe.

She teased herself with the tip, shuddering as I rubbed circles over her clit.

She dragged it up and down, gathering slick, then hovered the head at her entrance. With one greedy thrust, she took me halfway, her pussy clenching down like it never wanted to let go.

We both groaned.

For a second, we just breathed, her eyes locked on mine, her tits rising and falling, her cunt squeezing every inch of me.

She started moving, slow at first, then faster, her ass bouncing in my lap, the sound a wet, hungry slap.

She fucked herself on my cock like she was born for it.

The couch rocked. Her hands gripped my shoulders, nails digging furrows down my back.

“Bed,” she gasped. “Take me to bed right now.”

I lifted her up, legs hooked around my waist, arms around my neck, body locked to mine like a second soul. We stumbled down the hallway, kissing, groping, her tits mashed to my chest, her pussy soaking my cock as I walked.

Every step, she clung tighter. Her mouth never stopped, kissing, biting, moaning in my ear.

We crashed through her bedroom door, barely making it to the bed before we toppled onto the sheets. Savannah pinned me, commanding and greedy, then rolled so I could pin her in return.

Her bed was a fucking penthouse, the kind of high-thread-count sheets that made your skin ache for more. The city lights spilled in through the windows, painting Savannah’s body in silver and gold.

She rolled me onto my back, straddled me, then slammed down, taking my entire cock in one perfect motion.

Her eyes went wide, lips parted, tits bouncing as she started to ride.

“Fuck, yes,” she moaned. “You feel so fucking good. Every inch. Give it to me.”

I bucked up, matching her rhythm, my hands clutching the meat of her ass, guiding her up and down.

Her pussy was heaven, hot, wet, gripping me so tight it was like we were engineered for each other.

Every bounce, every grind, brought us closer.

She leaned forward, her tits brushing my chest, her mouth finding mine for a bruising kiss.

“Harder,” she begged.

I flipped her, slammed her onto her back, and pounded her pussy, hips slamming into her as our bodies collided again and again.

Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper, every thrust hitting home.

She screamed, arched, dug her nails into my back.

“Oh god, Jack. Don’t stop. I want all of it. Fill me up.”

I felt her cum, her pussy spasmed, wringing my cock, juice leaking out around me, soaking the sheets. She came hard, shuddering and gasping, but even then, she didn’t quit.

She clawed me closer, kissing, biting, scratching, every inch of her alive with hunger.

I rolled her over, took her from behind, her ass up and perfect, her back arched just the way I liked it.

Her head was thrown back, hair wild, tits swinging with every thrust.

Skin slapped skin, the sound mixing with the filthy wet noises from her pussy.

Savannah pushed back on every stroke, grunting, her hands fisted in the sheets.

I reached around, played her clit, and she damn near lost her mind, crying out as another orgasm hit like a freight train.

Cum dripped down her thighs, pooling on the sheets.

I wanted the memory burned into my skull forever.

She collapsed, boneless, but smiled over her shoulder, eyes blazing.

“God, you fuck like a man starved,” she whispered.

“I am.”

I flipped her again, lined her up, and slid deep, grinding my pelvis against her clit.

She locked her gaze with mine, almost daring me to look away. Her eyes were half-crazed, pupils blown wide, all pretense of “play it cool” incinerated by the heat between us. She rose up on her knees, impaled herself on my cock, and then slammed her ass down so hard the entire bed frame rattled against the wall with a percussive BANG. It was like she wanted to bruise herself on me, and I wanted it just as bad, maybe more.

She started riding, not the awkward, chaotic crash of horny undergrads but the slow, calculated grind of someone who knew exactly how to wring every last drop from a body. Her pace was merciless: up, down, twist, clench, pause. She dragged her nails down my chest, tracing the lines of muscle until I hissed, and then did it again, harder, loving how I bucked into her like an animal.

Her sweat-slicked tits bounced with every thrust, catching the city light in a way that made it impossible to look anywhere else. I reached up, cupped her breast in one hand, thumbed a nipple until she shivered so hard it sent a ripple down to my cock. She leaned in, hair wild, mouth hungry, breath hot with every gasp. She bit my lip, then kissed it better, then bit again, so the taste of her was always in my mouth.

Savannah was in full fucking command. She braced her hands on my pecs, fingers splayed, hips moving with obscene precision. Every time she came down, she rolled her pelvis, grinding her clit against my pubic bone, moaning with satisfaction at how perfectly everything lined up. I could feel her getting closer, her pussy clenching tighter, her rhythm starting to stutter as she lost herself in the sensation.

But she wouldn’t let herself fall over the edge. Not yet. She wanted to drag it out, make it last, milk every second. She slowed, pinned me with that wildcat smile, and said, “Don’t even think about coming before me.” I nodded, helpless, clinging to the last shreds of self-control. She started up again, this time varying her rhythm, fast, then slow, then a long, torturous grind that made my toes curl and my balls ache.

The whole time, she kept her eyes locked on mine. It was unnerving, the way she saw straight through me, like she was memorizing every expression, every twitch, every half-formed thought. She looked at me like I was the only thing that mattered, and maybe for that one shining moment, I was.

I slid my hands up her thighs, fingers digging in, urging her to go harder, faster, but she just grinned and kept the pace exactly where she wanted it. My cock was buried so deep in her it felt like we’d fused together at the hips, and every time she bottomed out, her pussy squeezed like it was trying to pull me further in, past the point of no return.

She started talking, low and filthy, right in my ear. “You feel that?” she whispered, grinding down on me, letting my cock stretch her just a little more than seemed possible. “You feel how perfect you are inside me?” She grabbed my face, made me look at her. “I want you to come so hard you forget your own name.”

I was already hanging off the edge, white-knuckling the mattress, desperate for release. She felt it, somehow I knew she could tell, and she took it as a challenge. She wrapped her legs around my waist, locked her ankles, and started fucking me with reckless abandon, slamming her hips down with every ounce of muscle in her body. The sound was animal, a wet slap punctuated by her broken moans and the wet wild sex noises that would haunt my dreams for weeks.

“Savannah,” I groaned, “I’m—oh fuck. I’m so close. You gotta tell me now—”

She hissed, voice raw: “I’m safe. I want all of it, Jack. Fill me up.”

That was it. The trigger.

I hammered up into her, hips snapping, my cock swelling as the orgasm detonated. Cum spurted into her in hot, wild pulses, and Savannah lost her fucking mind. Her pussy clamped down so hard I saw stars, and she started to shake, a full-body convulsion that left her screaming my name, riding the aftershocks until she collapsed forward, hands tangled in my hair, tears leaking from the corner of her eyes.

I could feel the flood leaking out, dripping down my shaft, soaking us and the sheets and everything in between. My arms were numb, my brain fried, but I couldn’t stop touching her, her back, her ass, her hair, anything to keep her close.

She stayed on top, breathing so hard her tits rose and fell like she’d just sprinted the last stretch of a marathon. She kissed me, slow and deep and grateful, then rested her forehead against mine.

We shuddered together, a sloppy, perfect mess, until the world slowly came back into focus.

Aftershocks wracked us both, sweat and cum mixing everywhere. She collapsed on my chest, hair a mess, face pure bliss.

We rode the last waves, trembling, breathless, completely wrung out.

For a long time, neither of us spoke.

Finally, Savannah rolled to the side, legs still tangled with mine.

She ran her fingers through the sticky mess between her thighs, then laughed, deep and dirty.

“God damn, Bennett. You don’t disappoint.”

I kissed her, slow, drained but hungry for more.

The bed was a wreck. Sheets soaked, bodies glued together, hearts pounding like we’d just sprinted a fucking marathon.

Savannah nuzzled my neck, then licked up a bead of sweat.

She curled around me, eyes closing, her body still twitching with aftershocks.

I let my hand drift down, cupping her ass, savoring every inch.

If this was what we’d missed in college, all that pent-up want, then we owed each other a goddamn decade of make-up sex.

And judging by the way she clung to me, we were just getting started.

***

I don’t know if it was the high-thread-count sheets or the woman in my arms, but everything about this afterglow was dialed to eleven. Savannah lay beside me, naked and flawless, skin glowing even in the city’s midnight haze. Her legs tangled with mine, ass pressed up against my hip, her breath warm on my chest.

She toyed with my fingers, lazily drawing patterns over my abs.

“So, Jack. Tell me the truth. You’d actually let me join your little roster with Anna and Lily?” Her blue eyes probed mine, honest for the first time all night.

I pretended to consider. “I mean, it’s a rigorous application process. There’s an interview, physical, background check. It’s all very selective.”

She snorted, then bit my shoulder, playful. “You’re an ass. I’m asking for real.”

I rolled so I could face her, hand sliding to cup her gorgeous, sticky ass. “Savannah Pierce, I’d be honored to have you on the team. But rumor has it, management already called it. Said you’re a lock.”

She giggled, a teasing twist of her body pressing those soft tits flush to my flank, the sensation sending a greedy spark through me. “Good, because I adore Anna. I want to see if Lily’s as wild as you claim. But mostly, I want this.” The words slipped out on a breath, and then her mouth found mine, a kiss, slow, deep, tongue tangling with mine, drawing me under like quicksand. She tasted faintly of citrus, sweet and sharp; her heat pressed along my ribs, and I wanted every inch of her. She broke away just enough to whisper it, lips brushing mine, “You. All to myself sometimes.” Fingers dug lightly into my side, a gentle claim. “I feel like if either of us had manned up and said how we felt… well, I really liked you, Jack. A lot.” Her voice was half-laugh, half-confession, open and raw. And my chest ached for her, for the chance we’d nearly missed, while her tits molded to me and her words stitched themselves into my skin.

“We have a lot of time to make up for,” I said, my voice thick with the ache of everything we’d missed.

Savannah’s eyes sparkled, mouth curving into a smile that promised mischief and something else, a hunger. She leaned in, closer than before. “Just you wait,” she breathed, the words dancing between us, slick with anticipation. “I’ll make you fall in love with me.”

Heat flared beneath my skin. The promise electrified the air between us, as if all the lost moments had gathered right here, crowding the space with possibility. She didn’t just say it; she owned it, the challenge as bold as her look.

And I couldn’t help it, I was already falling.

My cock twitched against her thigh, not even pretending to be subtle.

She noticed, naturally. “Looks like someone’s already on board with my plan.”

She curled her hand around my dick, fingers stroking slow, dragging every last drop of sensation over skin that was still humming from the first round.

I sucked in a breath. “You’re out of control.”

She purred, every inch sex and sunshine. “Better get used to it. I’ll be gone most of July for shoots in LA and Europe. Europe. But then I’m back for the rest of summer, no interruptions. I want to stake my claim and make up for all that lost time.” Her palm glided up and down, thumb teasing around the head, milking pre-cum like it was her birthright.

I was hard again in seconds.

“Deal,” I managed. “You, me, a bottle of whiskey, and about a hundred ‘do-overs’ for college.”

Savannah’s eyes went nuclear. She slid up, straddled my hips, and hovered her pussy over my cock, letting the slick, swollen lips paint trails across the shaft.

“You promise?” she whispered, voice gone husky.

Before I could answer, she angled my cock and sank down, inch by inch, smooth and greedy, until I was buried to the hilt inside her.

We both moaned.

She rode me slow at first, working every millimeter, her nails braced on my chest, tits bouncing with every sway of her hips. Her eyes never left mine, blue and hungry.

“God, yes,” she breathed. “This is how it should’ve been. Me, you, no bullshit.”

I grabbed her ass, guided her rhythm, loving the way her pussy milked my cock, tighter than anything I’d ever felt.

She rode harder, the slap of skin echoing off the bedroom walls, her hair flying, sweat slicking her back.

She leaned in, bracing with both hands on my chest, and ground her clit down onto my pelvis, chasing the edge.

I bucked up, matching her thrusts, watching her tits bounce, her whole body lit up and wild.

“Fuck, Jack, I’m close—so close—”

I felt the orgasm build, my cock swelling, balls tight, the tension winding with every grind.

Savannah’s nails dug in, hips slamming down hard.

“Come with me,” she gasped. “Fill me up again. I need it.”

That detonated the fuse.

I slammed up into her, cock bursting, white-hot jets of cum flooding her pussy in pulse after pulse. She screamed, body locking around me, cunt milking every drop, her own orgasm hitting hard enough to make her whole body shake.

She rode it, rode me, until neither of us could even speak.

We collapsed, her tits mashed to my chest, her breath a ragged mess of laughter and aftershock.

My cum oozed out, dripping down our thighs, gluing us together in the stickiest, most perfect goddamn way.

We lay there, spent, glued together by sweat and the promise of a thousand more fucks.

Savannah kissed my jaw, licked the salt from my skin, and curled up in my arms.

I held her, not ready to let go, already greedy for the next round.

If this was team tryouts, she’d just shattered every record.

I closed my eyes, letting the memory etch itself deep.

All in. All fucking in.

And judging by the way Savannah clung to me, we were in for a hell of a season.


Chapter eleven
Illumination


If you want to see a man sweat, send him to ask for a favor from his brother’s ex at ten a.m. on a Friday, right between an unresolved family rivalry and a deadline that won’t budge.

Natalie Vaughn’s studio was tucked into a ground-floor space just off Milwaukee, the kind of spot you’d miss unless you were looking for it. The building itself was all bones and muscle, exposed brick and massive steel beams, the street-facing windows stenciled with VAUGHN LIGHTING in delicate sans serif. Nothing about it suggested the chaos inside. The second I walked in, my brain scrambled to catch up.

The entire showroom was a cathedral of light and shadow, every square inch curated. Steel shelving units, custom welded, ran floor to ceiling, each shelf packed with prototypes and ready-to-order pendants, sconces, and lamps. Half were finished as museum pieces, brushed copper, hand-patinaed bronze, matte black so deep it drank up the room. The others were works-in-progress, guts exposed, test bulbs flickering or dangling from wire. Even the way the workbenches were arranged screamed intentional: drafting tables strewn with plans, a vintage rolling ladder for higher shelves, every tool precisely in place.

At the far end, Natalie stood with her back to me, wrist-deep in some delicate soldering work. She wore a cream blouse tucked into slate-blue slacks, heels just practical enough for the concrete floor. Her hair, a soft honey-blonde, fell in controlled waves to her shoulders. When she turned, the effect was magnetic. The first thing I noticed: her eyes. Blue, sharp as lasers, sizing me up without even a hint of smile.

She set the tiny torch aside, wiped her hands, then gave me the kind of look that usually cost extra in a shrink’s office.

“Jack Bennett. Five minutes early. I’m impressed.”

Her voice was low, even, every word clipped and measured. I grinned, defaulting to neutral. “Figured I’d get out ahead of the traffic. And the excuses.”

Natalie nodded, motioning me over. I took in the space as I moved: the subtle hum of low-voltage fixtures overhead, the almost surgical neatness of her desk, the faint tang of solder and ozone in the air.

She indicated a lineup of copper pendants arranged across a deep steel worktable. Each one was a little different, shade, shape, finish, even the cut of the vent holes near the top.

“These are your options for the main living area. You said you wanted something bold, but not ostentatious. Warm tones, minimal glare, and a ‘touch of industrial without the warehouse cliché.’ Your words, not mine.”

She remembered every bullet point from our last meeting. Of course she did.

I picked up the nearest fixture. It had some weight to it, the kind of heft that signals quality before you even wire it up. The finish was insane, brushed but not too shiny, the edges beveled just enough to give it a hint of mid-century aftertaste.

“This is beautiful,” I said. No point bullshitting with Natalie. “How’d you get this finish?”

She arched a brow. “Trade secret. But if you’re desperate, I can give you a primer on acid baths and elbow grease.”

I glanced at her hands, slim fingers, nails bare and neat. No wasted movement anywhere. I could easily picture her in a shop at midnight, hands dirty, torch spitting blue flame, smile nowhere in sight.

“Always the perfectionist,” I said, risking it.

She cracked something like a smile, there, and gone. “Somebody has to be. Especially with your brother’s taste in LED color temps. Last time I let a Bennett pick their own bulbs, my work ended up looking like a cheap manicure salon.”

I laughed, then immediately regretted it. “Sorry. Occupational hazard. If you ask Ryan, everything past sixty-watt is for ‘softies.’”

She snorted. “Figures. But you, Jack, you’re different. I saw your last build in Ravenswood. Smart lines. You actually let the materials breathe.”

That hit deeper than I expected. My cock twitched, just a little, which shouldn’t have happened in a room full of copper lamps, but that was the effect Natalie always had. She made you want to measure up.

We fell into rhythm. She ran me through a dozen fixture options: shade diameters, mounting profiles, beam angles. She’d built a mockup with three different bulbs, one Edison, one frosted, one a bizarre filament that made the whole fixture throb like a living thing.

I tested each. The technical jargon came fast and sharp, but I kept pace. For once, I didn’t mind playing student.

“What’s your CRI on these?”

She didn’t blink. “Ninety-four minimum, even on the dim-to-warm models. I won’t stock anything lower. Call me a snob, but you can’t fake real color rendering.”

I nodded, fingers tracing the seam where two pieces of copper met on the shade. “Fair enough. You ever consider daylight spectrum?”

Natalie cocked her head. “Not unless you want your clients to look hungover in every selfie. No. Warm white, max twenty-seven hundred Kelvin, or nothing leaves my studio.”

She moved closer to demonstrate a lamp she’d been obsessing over. A prototype that combined a shallow dome shade with a perforated, hand-riveted stem. The light it threw was wild: tight pool down, but little flecks of gold leaking out from the side vents, making the shadows dance.

I bent in, shoulder brushing hers. Up close, her perfume hit me: subtle, expensive, a note of citrus cutting through the faint ozone of solder and copper. My skin prickled under the collar. Suddenly, the work table felt half the size.

Natalie pointed at the mounting bracket. “See this? I switched to a captive nut so you don’t have to fuck around with a third hand while wiring overhead. I know your brother likes to do things the ‘old school’ way, but this is faster. Cleaner.”

I grinned. “See, this is why you’re the best. Everyone else would just slap a sticker on the box and call it a day.”

For a few beats, she didn’t say anything, just watched me as I handled the fixture, evaluating how I moved, how I measured the weight and balance. The silence was layered. I could feel the history hanging in the air, like a warning sign no one wanted to read out loud.

Then she exhaled, soft but heavy, and pivoted to the next shelf.

“I like working with people who don’t waste my time. You get what makes a space work. Most guys with your budget just want the shiny object, not the deeper story.”

I set down the lamp, giving her my full attention. “We’re building something nobody else in Logan Square can copy. If the lighting’s off, it ruins the whole vision.”

Natalie scanned my face, maybe looking for a joke, maybe hoping for a real answer. I held her gaze. Her lips twitched, the ghost of a smile.

“Tell me more about the main kitchen run,” she said. “You mentioned wanting a row of three, but the ceiling height is awkward.”

I gave her the measurements, and she sketched a quick profile on a scrap of vellum, her hands sure, lines bold and fearless. Even her scribbles looked intentional.

“You ever miss just designing, instead of running the whole operation?” I asked.

Natalie’s face shifted, a hint of vulnerability breaking through the armor. “Sometimes. My dad used to say the real power is in the details. He hated the admin. Never let me forget it.”

There was an undercurrent: loss, maybe a little regret. It flickered through her expression, then she swept it aside. The mask was back in place.

I watched her pick through parts bins, selecting hardware as if the rest of the world had slowed around just that moment. My mind started filling in the blanks: the late nights she must’ve spent here, sweat and solder and stubborn pride, chasing the difference between “good” and “fucking perfect.” It hit close to home. Too close.

Ryan was never mentioned by name, but he hovered around every corner, her old stories, her preferences, the way she braced for argument in places where most designers just caved. I wondered how much space he still took up in her head, or if, in the years since, she’d finally exorcised the ghosts. I kept my questions locked down, but the curiosity was a steady drumbeat in my chest.

Natalie laid out three different bulbs, side by side, and killed the overhead fixtures with a remote. The entire studio dimmed. Just the lamps in front of us, pools of amber and gold, spotlighting the exact points she wanted me to see.

She leaned in, chin almost touching my shoulder. “Tell me what you see.”

The words landed soft, but they burned.

I focused on the light, but my pulse was all over the place. “Left one gives too much shadow. Middle one’s a little blue, even on dim. The one on the right is money. It makes everything look expensive. Even me.”

Natalie’s laughter was a slow, honest ripple, but it died quick. “You get it. Most don’t.”

She turned, and the edge of her hair brushed my cheek. We were close enough to be mistaken for conspirators. The light threw little flecks across her face, highlighting the smooth sweep of her cheekbones and the elegant, understated way she wore her polish. She wasn’t overtly glamorous, none of the Instagram drama Savannah had, none of Lily’s sun-bomb charisma, but she radiated this low simmer that made you want to get burned.

She reset the fixtures, snapping back to pro mode. “You made the right call. I’ll spec the third option for all primary spaces. For the pendant run, I’ll mock up three scale models so you can compare in situ. If your brother has opinions, he can call me.”

“I’ll shield Ryan from your wrath,” I said, tongue firmly in cheek.

Natalie’s smile, this time, was almost real. “Good luck with that. He still owes me a bottle of Malbec from the last bet he lost.”

The words hung there, almost flirting, almost barbed. I hated how easy it was to picture them as a couple, arguing over fixtures, then making up over whiskey in a place just like this. But now it was my turn, my shot, and the energy swirling in the air was nothing like nostalgia.

I reached for the fixture, brushing her fingers by accident. For a split second, her hand lingered under mine. Warm, alive, steady as steel.

Heat sparked through me, a jolt at the base of my spine, a warning shot for things to come.

Natalie pretended not to notice, but her pupils dilated, a tiny betrayal. She drew her hand back, tucking a stray lock of hair behind her ear like she needed to clean up the moment.

But the tremor was there, undeniable. It thrummed through the silence as we wrapped up the last of the specs, the paperwork perfunctory now, just an excuse to keep standing close.

I didn’t want to leave, not yet.

So I kept prodding. “You ever regret going premium on everything? You could’ve franchised out, gone national. Why stick to custom on such a hard scale?”

Natalie paused, weighing the question. “Franchise would kill the soul of it. I’d rather make ten perfect pieces than a thousand average ones. Lighting’s like… sex, in a way. You know when it’s good, and you damn sure know when it’s bad.”

The line detonated, both of us caught off guard by how naked it felt.

She backtracked, almost bashful, but I saw the flush on her throat and the way her fingers curled tighter around her pen.

I wanted to reach for her again. Only professionalism and the lurking shadow of family drama got in the way.

Natalie closed the folder, sealing the paperwork.

“I’ll get you three samples for the kitchen run. If you want to test finishes, I can have you back here next week. Just you.”

The implication hung, not quite an invitation but so much more than business.

I nodded, voice rough. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

She hesitated, something hungry and raw flickering in her eyes. Then, just as fast, she found her footing, tacking on, “Don’t bother bringing Ryan unless you’re aiming for a bloodbath. He still thinks downlights belong in every ceiling.”

I grinned, loving the edge. “I’ll handle him. You run circles around the competition; I’ll run interference.”

For a few seconds, it was just us, the low hum of the lamps, the echo of our own hearts in the quiet. Under the golden glow, everything felt suspended, every touch, every glance, a question hanging between what was allowed and what we wanted.

There was more here. A current building, waiting for the next storm.

In that charged hush, I realized: I didn’t want to go anywhere. Not until I saw what happened when the lights really went out.

And, judging by the look in Natalie’s eyes as she watched me pack up the spec sheets, she was thinking exactly the same thing.

***

We were lining up the last pendant model when the world outside snapped loose.

A flash of white forked through the glass, thunder hammered the building, and then, just like that, the overhead lights cut out. The low, even glow of Natalie’s showroom died, replaced by a sudden, velvet-dark silence.

For a millisecond, neither of us moved.

Then, one by one, the prototypes Natalie had wired to the test grid came alive, painting the space in fractured pools of amber and bronze. Every fixture cast its own shadow, fanning out across steel and brick like a secret.

The only sounds left were the hammer of rain against the windows and the low hum of the battery-fed lamps.

Natalie cursed under her breath; I could hear the nerves zip through her voice, all the more honest for being unguarded.

“Shit. Neighborhood grid drops every time there’s a real storm. The landlord never fixed the back-up.”

I just shrugged, admiring the show. “You honestly can’t buy ambience like this. Makes every other studio in Chicago look like a dentist’s waiting room.”

She gave a small, surprised laugh, then drifted closer, surveying her own work with a new eye. “I guess there are worse ways to stress-test my collection.”

The world outside faded to nothing, just sheets of rain blurring the glass, punctuated by the snarl of thunder. Inside, the only reality was the flickering lamps, pooling around the work table and spilling over Natalie’s skin, rendering every curve and edge in molten gold.

She leaned into the light, arms folded, inspecting the play of shadows on a prototype base. The glow hit her at an angle, highlighting her jaw, the slight arch of her brow, the pale clarity of her eyes as she weighed the effect.

None of the old tension was left.

Everything was stripped down to sensory signals: the glint of copper, the heat radiating off our skin, the way the storm’s rumble seemed to press us closer together.

I drifted toward her, aware of my own breathing, of the sweat beading under my collar. I watched Natalie trace a fingertip along the seam of a fixture, the light dancing over her skin, the motion hypnotic. Every movement was measured, but no longer clinical. There was a hum to it now, something simmering under the surface.

The air grew thick with ozone and anticipation.

At one point, Natalie brushed past me, reaching for a test bulb. Her arm grazed mine, bare skin to bare skin. Fireworks, straight to the nervous system.

She caught my eye in the fractured glow, her lips parted, gaze unreadable for half a beat. Then she looked away, focusing on the work, but I could see the flush staining her cheeks in the warm light.

The rain hammered harder, battering the windows so it sounded like we were sealed inside a concrete bunker, the rest of Chicago a world away.

She kept her voice low, as if talking too loud might break the spell. “Some nights I work here so late, it’s like the building’s suspended in air. Just me and the prototypes and whatever playlist I can dig up. The silence… it gets you.”

I nodded, throat tight. “I get that. Sometimes I walk job sites after midnight. Pretend the whole city’s gone just to see what it feels like.”

Natalie looked up at me, eyes going soft around the edges. “You’re not like Ryan. Not at all.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I tried to make it a joke, but the gravity was real.

She hesitated, then shrugged, light catching on her collarbone. “He liked the chase. The win. But you… you actually see the thing you’re building. You care what it becomes.”

The compliment hit deep. I could feel something raw opening between us, a channel where old wounds and new hunger tumbled together.

She gripped the rim of the table, knuckles white. “Sorry. That was probably…too much.”

I shook my head, closing the distance. “Not too much. Not at all.”

Our voices trailed off, leaving only the sound of rain and the silence between heartbeats.

The prototypes around us flickered, shadows swaying as the charge ebbed and brightened. There were no rules in the dark, only the sharp focus of what was right in front of us.

Natalie’s hand trembled as she adjusted a fixture, amber light pooling over her wrist. She glanced up, met my gaze, and held it. This time, she didn’t look away.

The air hummed.

Even the smallest touches, her shoulder brushing my chest, the soft catch of her hair over my knuckles, took on nuclear significance.

We moved slower, senses hypercharged by the dark.

Everywhere I looked, I saw the fire buried under her composure: every line of her body illuminated, every detail thrown into high relief. Her blouse clinging, just barely transparent in the gold-lit dark; the flush spreading down her throat; the way her lips parted just enough to make you think of sin.

I reached for a prototype, barely pretending, letting my fingers caress the lamp base just as hers did. Our hands met, deliberate, this time. The heat of her skin made my cock twitch, hunger fusing with the storm.

She didn’t pull away.

For a while, we worked side by side, gestures growing slower, voices rumbling closer to whispers, until there was nothing but the storm, the shifting light, and the low, building charge that threatened to rewrite every boundary in the room.

Natalie lingered, caught in the zone between retreat and surrender.

I could see the want in her eyes, and I was pretty sure she saw it in mine.

There was no more pretending. Not with the city gone dark and every detail laid bare by the soft, deliberate light.

All that remained was to see who would move first.

***

It started with her fingers on mine, warm and fearless.

Natalie set the bulb down, but didn’t let go. For the first time all day, she laced her hand through mine and held it. The charge was immediate, a pulse at my wrist, then down, pooling low where I already ached for her.

We stood there, hands interlocked in the glow of her best work. Every nerve in my body was tuned to the question: would she turn away, duck and run for safety, pretend the moment never happened?

Instead, Natalie stepped closer, so close I could smell the faint sweetness of her shampoo and, underneath it, the fire of her skin. Her throat worked, a tight swallow. She met my eyes, unguarded now, the storm’s light flickering in the depths.

For a beat, we just stood side by side, sweat gathering in the spaces where our arms touched, the night outside pounding to remind us that nothing, not rain, not brotherly codes, not the illusion of “just business”, could save us from crossing this line.

I ran my free hand to the small of her back, testing. She didn’t flinch. If anything, she pressed into it, making space for us in the wedge of gold between fixtures.

The first kiss was careful, her lips soft, but her grip on my hand iron. Our mouths met, then broke, then met again, each time the edge of her blouse rubbing against my knuckles. The rumble of thunder outside was nothing next to the blood roaring in my ears. When Natalie moaned, the sound was tiny, almost accidental, but it torched the last of my self-control.

I kissed her harder, one palm sliding up her side, thumb tracing along the rim of her bra. Her blouse was thin, nearly sheer in the lamp glow, and as I skimmed the fabric, her nipple went hard under my fingers, begging for more.

Natalie’s hand worked at my buttons while I tugged her blouse upward, baring her midriff in the light. She wore dark, lacy bra, nothing fancy but somehow the sexiest thing I’d seen in a year. I bent to suck the nipple through the fabric; the taste of her sweat and perfume ran down my throat, addictive as whiskey.

She held my head to her chest, rocking gently as I tongued her. When I looked up, her eyes had gone glassy, lips parted for air.

“You don’t have to be careful with me,” she whispered. Every word was a dare.

I let go, tearing open the last button and kissing down her body, hands urgent at her waistband. Her slacks slid off, pooling at her ankles. Natalie kicked them away, then stripped my shirt over my head, nails raking my chest as if checking for flaws in the surface.

The control she’d shown all evening shattered by increments. She didn’t just let things happen, she directed, guiding my hands, arching her hips off the edge of the work table so I could rip off her panties. The lamplight caught her high, perfect ass and toned thighs. My cock strained at my jeans, desperate for freedom, and she noticed.

She grinned, then palmed my package, squeezing with just enough pressure to make me jolt.

“Not bad,” she murmured. “I was hoping you’d measure up.”

I let it go, unzipping myself, cock springing out, already leaking. Her eyes locked on it, then up to my face, the hint of a blush rising.

She tugged me in, legs parted, pussy already slick and glistening in the low light.

I lined up, eased the head inside, and for a moment, we just held there, soaking up the stretch, the warmth, the newness of it.

Natalie shuddered, digging her nails into my biceps. Rain hit the windows in time with my thrusts.

I buried myself inside her, the fit almost too perfect. She gasped, tugging me forward, then wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her heels together, refusing to let go.

The table rocked under us, prototypes rattling as I slammed her, slow and deep, taking my time. She clung to me, biting my neck, her cunt wet and greedy, every squeeze a demand for more.

Under the shifting light, every detail was magnified: the pulse at her throat, the way her tits strained against the lace, the heat building with every collision.

She met every thrust, hips rising off the table, sweat collecting under her back as she arched. She wanted it, craved it, made it clear with every breathless moan.

“Fuck me,” she hissed. “Don’t you dare hold back.”

There was no world but the gold-lit dark, only the sound of bodies colliding and sweat spattering the concrete as I fucked Natalie like the storm outside was a dare. She was molten under me, her pussy clutching and clenching, greedy for every inch, every motion. The work table nearly buckled, fixtures rattling, cords swinging wild with each bounce. Her hair whipped around her face, a snarl of copper catching the lamplight, cheekbones and throat a study in tension and release.


She shoved the test bulbs aside and slammed her palms to the tabletop, using the leverage to meet me thrust for thrust, brutal and beautiful. Her blouse was bunched under her armpits, her bra skewed around one tit, the nipple flushed and dark and begging for my mouth every time I bent to taste her. The cut on her lip from earlier had started bleeding again, but she didn’t stop smiling.


I fucked her like I was building something, slow and deliberate, then reckless, then back to slow, letting her ride the difference. The storm outside rolled closer, thunder vibrating the glass, and every time the lightning strobed, we got a new freeze-frame of the chaos: her hands on my back, the sweat running between her tits, her feet braced against the table legs for control she was steadily losing.


She grabbed my face and bit my jaw hard enough to make me gasp, pulling me so our lips mashed together, no air, just heat and motion. Her tongue darted between my teeth, tasting, testing, and I realized how much I’d wanted this, every awkward pause in our “professional” meetings, every forced smile at family holidays, every time she’d looked at me like I was the only thing in the room worth watching.


She broke the kiss, panting, then nipped my ear. “Don’t go easy, Bennett. I won’t fucking break.” Then she shoved me back, surprising both of us with her strength, and twisted away from the table. For a split second I thought she’d changed her mind, but instead she dropped to the floor and tugged me down with her, sprawled on her back, arms wide, knees up.


I followed, landing hard, but she wrapped her legs around my waist and yanked me in like a drowning woman. Her heels dug into my flanks, spurring me on, and the new angle drove my cock so deep she cried out, fingers scrambling at the concrete for something to hold. I braced on my hands and hammered her, faster now, raw, reckless, with nothing but the storm and the finish line ahead.


Natalie was sweat-slicked and shining, eyes glassy, mouth open in a silent scream as I pistoned into her. The slap of skin was its own soundtrack, echoing through the dark every time the thunder paused for breath. She clawed at my chest, my back, dragging me down until our bodies were flush, her breasts crushed against me, her lips at my ear.


“Harder,” she demanded, and I obliged. The lamp behind her cast crazy shadows over the rise and fall of her ribs, the arch of her hips, the sharp line of her jaw.


“Fuck—Jack—” Her voice broke on the last syllable, dissolving into a moan so raw it made my entire spine light up. “God, I’m so close, don’t stop—”


I didn’t. I shifted my weight, drove in deeper, feeling her shudder under me with every thrust. Her nails raked my side, driving the pain like a needle straight to my cock. The pressure in my balls went thermonuclear, building with every pulse of her cunt, until it was all I could do not to explode right then and there.


But Natalie wanted to win. I saw it in her face, in the way she locked her ankles behind me and met my body with every ounce of force she had left. She pulled my hand from the floor and jammed it between us, guiding my thumb to her clit, grinding herself against it. The heat, the slick, the electric twitch under my thumb, fuck, she was already there, just waiting for someone to hit the switch.


She came with a violence that shocked me, her body going rigid, then convulsing, her pussy squeezing so hard I almost blacked out. She muffled the scream against my shoulder, biting down as the orgasm ripped through her, a chain reaction of muscle and nerve and sweat. She kept cumming, wave after wave, the last one so intense she started to shake, her legs trembling around my hips.


But she didn’t let go. She kept me locked in place, holding me inside her, and when the aftershocks started to fade, she looked me dead in the eye, face smeared with sweat and tears and whatever else, and said, “Don’t you dare pull out. I want you to fucking wreck me.”


That detonated any control I had left. I rammed into her, balls slapping, and it was like the storm outside broke straight through the walls and into my head. My whole body seized as I shot inside her, the first spurt so hot and hard I saw stars. I emptied everything I had, every pulse, every drop, into her. Natalie arched off the floor, milking me with her cunt, wringing every last ounce out of me as she clung to my neck and shook with the aftershocks.


The world collapsed to a point. My vision tunneled, the only real sensation the wet, hungry grip of her pussy and the thundering echo in my own chest. When the last wave spent itself, I all but collapsed on top of her, letting my weight pin her to the concrete, still buried inside, still pulsing in sync with her fluttering aftershocks.


For a long time, neither of us moved. We lay there, sticky and breathless, her nails painting crescent moons in my shoulder; my hand found her hip, holding on because the world outside had vanished.

The prototype lamp next to us guttered, then steadied, flickering light over the mess we’d made.

Natalie stroked my hair, slow and gentle, then kissed my forehead. There was so much said in the silence: regret, relief, the charge of something that couldn’t be undone.

We dressed in near darkness, the rain ratcheting up outside. My jeans stuck to my legs, her blouse clung damp to her ribs where I’d sweated through it. Natalie snapped her bra shut, then smoothed her hair, avoiding my eyes for a minute.

Finally, she spoke. “This complicates things. Ryan, he’ll know. Maybe not right away. But eventually.”

I tugged my shirt on, heart still hammering. “Yeah. This doesn’t make my life easier. But ask me if I regret it.”

Natalie went quiet, watching the light ripple across the floor. “No regrets. Not tonight. That was a long time coming.”

We stood there, not touching, both of us wiped out but still burning. For a second, I thought about crossing the room, about taking another round, but the spell had broken. Business, family, all of it waited like a freight train just outside the front door.

Natalie squared her shoulders, every inch the unbreakable pro. She gave me a look that was part apology, part dare.

“If the prototypes aren’t ready next week, it’s because I’m digging out from this. Fair warning.”

I smiled, the ache in my chest matching the one between my legs. “Just keep the lights on for me.”

She smirked, then turned away, already corralling the scattered test fixtures.

I let myself out, feeling the storm’s chill, the damp concrete under my boots, and the ghost of Natalie’s touch still stinging my skin.

As I hit the sidewalk, rain cooled my face, but nothing dulled the edge.

It was reckless, complicated, maybe even doomed.

But for a while there, in the storm-lit dark, it was the only thing that made sense.

And if it blew up the rest of my summer, so be it.


Chapter twelve
Bad News


You couldn’t script this feeling, not for a million bucks and a Netflix writing room.

There we were: me and Lily, curled up on my couch in the heart of the Bennett Loft, the city glimmering blue beyond the glass and the TV flooding the room with neon-pink drama. Love Island was on, all fake tan and raging hormones. But the real show was happening right there on my couch, where Lily’s bare skin melted into my side and every inch of her spelled trouble.

She was in her favorite “lounge-wear,” which basically meant tight black yoga shorts barely covering the curve of her ass and a cropped white tank top showcasing perfect, gravity-defying tits. Not even a hint of a bra. She knew what she was doing, and the effect short-circuited every rational thought in my head, even with my stomach twisting itself into knots.

Lily’s hair was down, wild and gold, framing her face every time she threw back her head to giggle at the onscreen “chaos.” She had one hand splayed across my chest, fingers tracing lazy lines through my shirt, the other wrapped around my bicep like she never planned to let go.

Meanwhile, my brain was playing a much darker show on loop.

Every time Lily laughed, the sound stabbed straight through me. I knew the secret I was still keeping, knew Jake’s betrayal was curled up right there under the surface, waiting to detonate. But no matter how many times I stared at my phone, or tried nudging Jake to man up and own his mess, nothing had changed.

He’d promised, again, and again, and again, to tell her about Taylor. Every time, he swore it would be the next day, the next hour, the next time he was “brave enough.” Instead, he ghosted the conversation, leaving Lily in the dark, and me haunted by the guilt that I’d helped him do it.

You ever want to feel like the world’s worst boyfriend? Try hiding something that massive from a girl like Lily, someone who lives and dies by the honesty in your eyes.

She was happy, or she thought she was. And every second of her softness against me made it worse.

On the screen, some British himbo was blubbering about “loyalty” while four bikini-clad girls railed at him. Lily snorted, blue eyes sparkling.

“God, these people are idiots. You know? If they just fucking talked to each other, there’d be half the drama. Do you think they’re told to act stupid, or is it just natural selection?”

I snorted, managing a weak smile. “Probably both. I think they cast for maximum emotional chaos.”

Lily grinned, turning to nuzzle my jaw. “You’d be amazing on this show, you know. Just stand there while everyone lost their minds. You’re like an actual grown-up.”

She didn’t know it, but her words cut a little too close. I stiffened. She felt it, immediately.

Lily paused the TV. The room snapped quiet, just the hum of city traffic, the low whir of the fridge, and her breath, warm on my neck.

She twisted around and leveled me with a look.

“Okay, you’re not watching at all,” she said, voice suddenly softer. “Are you mad at me?”

I went cold. “No. Why would I be?”

Her lips curled. “You’re on another planet, Jack. You haven’t smiled in half an hour. I can tell when you’re faking it.”

She uncoiled from my side, swung her leg over, and straddled my lap, settling her ass right on my thighs. She looked ridiculous and perfect, hair a tangle, that white tank stretched tight across her tits, shorts riding up high enough to show the crease where thigh met hip.

Her hands cupped my face, thumbs playing at my jawline. Her gaze tunneled straight through me.

“Look, you have two options,” she said, voice a little shaky now. “You can either take me upstairs and fuck me until I forget my own name, or you can tell me what’s going on inside your head. But please, Jack—”

She hesitated, like the next words cost her everything.

“Please tell me you’re not breaking up with me.”

There it was, naked and trembling: Lily’s worst fear.

I could have lied. Smoothed it over with a joke, ducked the confrontation. Instead, I wrapped my arms around her waist, held her so tight her tits mashed flush to my chest.

“Sunshine,” I said, barely above a whisper. “Before I say anything else, I need you to hear this. I am not breaking up with you. Nothing on earth could make me let go of you.”

The words hit her like a drug. All at once, the tension leaked out of her. Her shoulders slumped, a shaky laugh bursting out before she mashed her forehead to mine.

“God, thank you. You scared the shit out of me.”

She held me, breath stuttering for a second. Then she drew back, eyes searching. “Okay. So it’s not that. But you’re not okay. What is it?”

The dam broke before I knew what was happening.

I exhaled hard, hands shaking as I stroked her bare back.

“Do you remember a couple weeks ago, when Jake left town? Said he had to ‘sort things out’?”

She nodded, confusion pinching her brow. “Yeah. You said he went to see his parents. What about it?”

I licked my lips, the words sour. “He didn’t go see his parents. Of course, at the time, I had no idea he was supposed to be gone. Anyway, the day he supposedly left, I went to his place. I had to tell him. About us. About you and me.”

Lily went completely still.

“You—wait. You told Jake? Everything?”

I nodded, eyes locked on hers.

“Yeah. The whole truth. About how long it’s been going on. That it’s not a fling. That we’re real.”

For a second, she just blinked. I braced for the storm, tears, anger, maybe both.

Instead, she processed. One beat. Two. Her hands slid down to my shoulders, steadying.

“Wow,” Lily said, voice thin with shock. “Okay. Why didn’t you tell me you were going to?”

My heart thudded. “Honestly? I was scared. I didn’t want to put you in the crossfire if it got ugly. And I thought, hell, I thought you deserved someone who’d stand up for you. Not keep you a secret.”

Her mouth opened, closed. She wasn’t angry, not really, just rocked.

“But… what happened? He hasn’t said a word to me. How did he react?”

This was the hard part. I swallowed my pride and laid it out.

“He already knew there was something going on,” I said. “It didn’t even shock him. But here’s the part I should have told you from day one: Taylor was there. At his apartment. They’ve been seeing each other for months. Even before we—” I gestured at us, the mess we’d built.

Lily’s brows shot up, her jaw going slack.

“You’re kidding. Taylor? The ex Taylor?” She echoed it, like repeating the name would clear the static from her brain.

I nodded. “He went home over Christmas and they ran into each other. Ever since, they’ve been building back their old relationship. He’s been using the ‘waiting for marriage’ thing as a smokescreen. Not just with you, but with everyone. But all the while, he and Taylor were together. Sleepovers, the whole thing.”

Lily let out a sound, half snort, half disbelief. She shook her head, blonde hair flipping wild around her face.

“I knew something was off! He was never interested, not that I was either, but he never even tried. I thought maybe it was me, or—” she stopped, cheeks going pink. “Wow. He’s been lying this whole time?”

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner,” I blurted, needing her to hear it. “And I’m sorry for telling Jake before I talked to you. I should have been honest right from the start. I fucked up on both.”

She slid her hands to my cheeks, holding me still. There was no anger, just this weird, wounded gravity in her eyes.

“But you told him to protect me? Or were you just… what?”

I let out a breath. “I couldn’t stand the way he treated you, like you were a problem he had to avoid instead of the girl he claimed to love. So I forced the issue. Maybe I was angry. And maybe I wanted you to myself. But I swear, I was thinking about you. Not me.”

The truth vibrated in the air. Lily absorbed it, bit by bit, her body softening as the pieces locked together.

She slumped against me, her tits flattening against my chest. The heat from her skin was pure lightning.

“That actually explains so much,” she said, voice a ragged whisper. “God. All the nights he just bailed. All the weekends he ‘had to work.’ It was her, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah,” I said, hollow.

She was quiet a long moment, thumb stroking my jaw like she needed to ground herself.

When she finally broke the silence, the rawness in her voice nearly undid me.

“I kind of thought you were going to end things. Like, admit you’d lost interest. Not drop a bomb like that.”

She looked me in the eyes, blue and bottomless.

“Next time, tell me. Please. I don’t want to be the last to know about my own life.”

“Deal,” I said, my throat wrecked. “You’ll always get the first call.”

Lily sniffed, then managed an unsteady laugh. “This is so fucked. You know what’s weirdest? I’m not even mad at you. Maybe I should be. But I’m just… relieved? That you didn’t let him treat me like that anymore.”

The words were both a balm and a knife.

She leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep. There wasn’t a hint of anger in it. Just need, and the wild, impossible trust that I’d never felt from anyone else.

Lily pressed her body closer, grinding her ass into my lap.

“I can’t believe you did that for me. You could have just kept quiet, played it safe. But you chose me. Over Jake, even.”

There was worship in her eyes. Something that made heat surge down my spine, straight to my cock.

She kissed me again, ferocious now, like she needed to brand the truth onto my tongue.

We sat there, the TV frozen on some perfect, plastic couple, while the real world burned between us.

And for the first time that night, I felt the weight lift. Maybe not all the way. But enough to breathe.

Lily’s hands curled under my shirt, nails grazing my abs. “Get naked,” she murmured, voice gone husky. “Right here. Right now. I need to feel you, all of you. Please.”

Her need was a live wire. I didn’t even try to resist.

We stripped right there on the couch, our clothes discarded in a messy pile. Lily climbed back onto my lap, naked, gorgeous, her tits pressed flat against my chest.

She lined up my cock and sank down, slow and greedy, never breaking eye contact.

I gripped her hips, steadying us, letting the feeling of her, wet, hot, and impossibly tight, wash away every broken thought. She started grinding, slow at first, head tipped back, her hair wild.

“I trust you, Jack,” Lily whispered, hips moving in perfect rhythm. “You’re the only one who’s ever really fought for me.”

She rode me with a steadiness that was almost meditative, her hips rolling, slow and deep, like she was determined to imprint the feeling of me inside her for as long as her memory would hold it. I couldn't stop touching her, my hands mapped her waist, her ribs, the stretch of her torso as she arched up, the curve of her tits as they bounced with every grind. Her hair was a wild, tangled halo, sticking to her neck where sweat already beaded. She met my stare and didn’t look away, her eyes steady, lips parted as she caught her breath with every rock.


I’d thought maybe this would feel like an escape, a way to dodge the guilt and confusion, the mess I’d dumped at her feet, but instead it was the opposite. Every inch of her skin, every little gasp or shudder, forced me to confront the fact that this was real. That I wanted her, not as a secret or a stand-in or a self-indulgent lie, but as Lily, the only person who ever really saw me and still wanted more.


She started slow, but it didn’t last. Each time she bottomed out, her muscles clenched greedily around my cock, and I could feel her pushing herself, chasing the edge of sensation, like she needed to prove to both of us that she was still here, still present, still wanted.


I wrapped my arms up around her back and pulled her all the way down until her tits mashed flat to my chest, our skin sticking together. I kissed her, hard, almost desperate, and she returned it with teeth, biting my bottom lip before moaning into my mouth. The sound ripped through me, stoking the heat that had been simmering in my gut since the moment she straddled me.


She broke the kiss just long enough to brace her hands on my chest and ride me harder, each movement more frantic than the last. Our bodies slapped together, wet and sticky, and I let my hands roam everywhere, up her spine, into her hair, down to the perfect roundness of her ass. I gripped her there, guiding her thrusts, and she whimpered my name into my ear, clinging to my shoulders as if she was afraid of floating away.


The sex was different this time, deeper, less about bodies and more about everything we couldn’t say. The relief of truth, the relief that she wasn’t angry, the rawness of being wanted by someone who saw all your ugly corners and stayed anyway.


I lost track of the show, the city noise, the world outside our little pocket of heat and light. There was nothing but Lily, moving above me, every motion saying I want you, I believe you, I choose you.


She buried her face in my neck, breathing me in, and said, “Jack—don’t stop. Don’t let go. Not yet.” Her voice was ragged, barely more than a whisper, but it hit me harder than any dirty talk ever had.


I squeezed her tighter, hips bucking up to meet her every grind. It wasn’t enough. I needed more of her, all of her. I slid a hand between us and found her clit, circling it with my thumb, and she gasped like she’d been shocked. Her body jerked, thighs trembling on either side of my hips, and she clamped down on me, eyes rolling back before she snapped them open, defiant, holding my gaze as she came.


I didn’t last a second past her. The orgasm ripped through me, so powerful it felt like my brain blanked out, every sense reduced to the pulsing clench of her around me, the smell of her hair, the heat of her breath in my ear as she moaned my name over and over, like it was the only word she knew.


We collapsed together, a heap of tangled limbs and sticky skin. I was still inside her, her pussy spasming with aftershocks, and she didn’t move to get off, she just held on, arms wrapped around my neck, forehead pressed to mine as we panted in the dark.


For a long moment, neither of us said anything. The TV was still paused on some ridiculous reality show, the blue glow making everything look a little surreal. I felt empty, spent, but not in a bad way. In the way you do after a long, ugly cry, when there’s finally nothing left to come up.


Lily slumped against me, still trembling, and kissed my neck, face, jaw, anything she could reach.

She whispered, “I love you.” Her voice was so faint, almost lost between heartbeats, but somehow it struck straight through me, a tremor I felt deep in my bones.

I didn’t hesitate. “I love you too,” I whispered back, my words shaky but true, echoing out of the deepest part of me. The silence between us was heavy, but I wanted her to feel it, to know that my love wasn’t just something I said. It was who I was, right down to my soul.

We stayed that way, tangled and naked, the weight of old secrets burned away in the blue glow of the frozen TV.

This was what mattered. Not Jake, not the fallout, nothing but the truth pulsing between us.

And if I’d learned anything, it was that nothing, nothing, was worth risking this.

Not even my own fear.

***

For a full minute nothing moved, not even breath.

We were still glued together on the couch, bodies bare and cooling in the electric-blue wash from the TV. The chaos of Love Island was now just a frozen image: two models mid-fight in the pool, their drama nothing compared to what pulsed in the air between us.

Lily traced circles on my chest, her bare tits pressed flat to my skin, her thighs still trembling from the aftershocks. She was quiet, but it wasn’t the silence of anger, it was the careful, surgical silence of someone sorting through the wreckage of every expectation she’d ever had.

She sat up, her hair wild around her face, and straddled my lap. Her pussy still gripped my cock, squeezing gently like she wasn’t quite ready to let me go.

“So… when you told him,” she said slowly, “did he freak out? Did he even care?”

I squeezed her hips, reassuring. “He already knew. Or at least, he’d guessed. He wasn’t angry, Lil. Not even a little. He pretty much shrugged, said he’d suspected it for months.”

She groaned, eyes rolling. “Unbelievable. So all this time, he’s been hiding out with Taylor and just letting me spin?”

I nodded, guilt biting at my ribs. “Yeah. I’m sorry. You deserved better.”

Lily blew out a breath. “Honestly? That explains so much. The weird distance. The way he never wanted to hook up, even when we were supposedly ‘waiting.’ I thought he was just… shy? Or maybe not that into me?”

I stroked her hair, letting the gold spill through my fingers. “You are the most irresistible woman I’ve ever known. If he couldn’t see that, he’s out of his mind.”

That drew a watery laugh. “You liar. But I love you for saying it.” She cupped my cheeks, stared deep, almost bruising with the force of her need. “You should have told me sooner. Not for his sake, but for us. I want to be your partner, not your secret.”

I nodded, my throat tight. “I promise. From now on, you get everything, no filters.”

She bit her lip, cheeks flushed, nipples peaking in the chill air. “Still… it’s kind of hot that you did that. Like, risked your friendship and just flat-out told him you wanted me.”

I grinned, couldn’t help it. “You want alpha male, you got him.”

She giggled, grinding into my lap, the motion slow and greedy. “I want you. All of you. You could have played it safe. But you didn’t. You chose me.”

She said it like a prayer: You chose me.

I couldn’t answer with words. I just locked my hands around her perfect bare ass and drew her in, so our bodies lined up, skin pressed to skin, hearts hammering together.

Lily kissed me, slow and deep, her tongue chasing mine, tasting me like she wanted to memorize every flavor. She rocked her hips, pussy sucking me deeper, every squeeze a new confession.

“I trust you, Jack,” she whispered, voice trembling with relief and hunger. “Nobody’s ever made me feel like this.”

We started again, moving together, rhythm slow and perfect, the kind of sex that isn’t about domination or fireworks but about making a silent promise, one you can’t take back even if you tried.

Her tits bounced with every grind, sweat beading on her back, the scent of her hair and the perfume of her skin fusing with the memory of all our nights. She never broke eye contact, blue eyes locked on mine.

My hands wandered everywhere, her spine, the curve of her waist, the swell of her perfect breasts. She arched against me, offering herself, letting me worship her in slow motion.

I could feel her building, every roll of her hips more desperate, her nails digging crescents into my shoulder blades. She held on like she was scared the world would end if she let go.

When the second orgasm hit, it was breathless and complete: her whole body shuddered, pussy clamping down with a wild, hungry rhythm, arms locked around my neck as she moaned my name.

The feel of her cumming set off my own, a chain reaction from balls to brain. I shot deep inside her, cock twitching, every pulse drawing us closer together. She milked me, rode out every aftershock, then just collapsed, forehead to mine, our chests slick and hearts racing.

We stayed that way, still locked together, the sticky heat binding us.

She kissed me, soft and slow, then again, her hand sweeping over my cheek, down my chest, branding me as hers.

Finally, she pulled back just enough to smile, a true, honest smile, the first since the confession.

“You’re never getting rid of me,” she whispered.

I shook my head, pulling her in for one more kiss.

“Wouldn’t even try.”

Time didn’t matter. We basked in the afterglow, trading kisses and lazy confessions, her hands roaming my body as if making sure I was real. The TV was forgotten, the world outside erased.

All that was left was Lily: beautiful, naked, and finally, finally, mine with no secrets in the dark.

If there was a better feeling, I’d never found it.

***

Lily didn’t say a word. She just leaned in and murmured it, lips grazing my ear.

“Take me to bed, Jack.”

I’d have carried her through fire.

As it was, I just scooped her up, both of us still naked and sticky and loose from what had just happened. Her arms curled around my neck and she giggled, goofy and raw, laying her head on my shoulder as I walked us across the loft.

The building was quiet: just the hum of the streetlights outside and the whisper of moonlight slanting through those tall windows. I should have been exhausted, but having Lily in my arms rewired the world. Everything heavy and hard from earlier, Jake, Taylor, all that history, fell away. Only she remained.

I brought her upstairs, the two of us knotted together, and kicked the bedroom door with my heel. My room was a half-finished kingdom: soft, hotel-grade sheets in deep gray, the bedframe I’d built myself from reclaimed oak, a stack of moving boxes in the corner labeled things like “SCREWS/SENTIMENTAL” and “WINTER CLOTHES,” and the faintest scent of Lily’s perfume still clinging to my pillows from her last stay.

She squirmed out of my arms and tumbled onto the bed, all hair and laughter, then turned and beckoned for me with a wave of her pink-tipped fingers.

I crawled in after her. The sheets were cool, slick against my skin, whispering up my thighs. Lily followed, wrapping around me like she was designed for it: her tits mashed to my chest, her bare leg hooked over my waist, her breath ghosting over my throat.

She nuzzled me, lips brushing my stubble, and for a while, neither of us spoke.

The only light was the moon, slicing through the blinds in soft bands. It painted Lily’s body in silver and shadow, every line and curve of her glowing. She pressed her cheek to my chest, hand splayed wide over my sternum, and listened. Sometimes she liked to count the beats of my heart, just breathing in time with me until the world slowed to our pace.

I ran my fingers through her hair, untangling the knots, watched as her eyes got heavy with comfort.

“Funny…” she whispered, voice gone dreamy. “I thought tonight you were going to break up with me.”

That cut, deep and clean.

“Nothing could ever take me away from you,” I said, but it wasn’t soft, it was carved in stone. I meant every fucking syllable.

Lily shivered, not from cold, but from relief. She squeezed tighter, tracing lazy patterns up my ribs and over my pecs. Her lips found the edge of my jaw and kissed it, slow, almost shy, like thanking me for something she couldn’t say out loud.

She curled herself around me, tucked her head right under my chin. “You mean it?”

“More than anything,” I said. “You’re my home base.” It sounded lame, but Lily’s smile told me it landed.

She squirmed closer, made herself a nest in my arms, and tossed her bare leg higher, laying it heavy over my abs. She liked to be on top of me, never quite satisfied unless there was skin-to-skin from her ankles to her chest. The way she settled in made every ache in my body vanish.

Even the moving boxes, still stacked and waiting for the mythical day I actually finished unpacking, felt like part of the landscape, not a flaw. Some guys needed art or trophies to feel accomplished. I just needed the weight of Lily in my arms, the hush after secrets spilled and promises kept.

She sighed, pure contentment, as she ran her hand up and down my torso, sometimes dipping below my navel just for the satisfaction of making me flinch.

“This is nice,” she murmured. “No secrets. No games. I could stay like this forever.”

I didn’t answer in words; I just kissed her hair and drew her in tighter. In that moment, I wanted to believe we’d made it through the worst. The sadness was still there, a low, dull ache about Jake, about what she’d lost. But the bigger feeling was the rightness of her, here, fitting me like no one else ever had.

For a while, we just lay there, her leg tangled with mine, her hands roaming over my chest. Sometimes she’d kiss me, soft and quick, then settle again, as if she needed to prove I was still real, still hers.

The dark was deep, and the occasional beam of headlights would crawl across the ceiling, reminding us that life kept moving outside our little cocoon.

Lily was the first to break the hush, her voice muffled against my chest.

“I should be mad, or sad, or… something. But mostly I’m just glad you told me the truth. I always hated the idea of being someone’s backup plan.”

I stroked her back, feeling her heartbeat sync with mine. “You were always first choice. You still are.”

She laughed, the sound a little shaky but mostly happy. “You’re almost too good to be true, Jack Bennett.”

I grinned, feeling her smile without even seeing it. “Nah. I’m a mess. But I’m your mess.”

She nipped at my jaw, just for the hell of it. “You’d better be.”

We drifted in and out of light conversation, but mostly just held on, letting the new reality sink into our bones. The air had that post-storm clarity: a tension broken, now replaced by something deeper, a peace I’d never known was possible.

I glanced at the moving boxes stacked near the window, the labels catching odd streaks of moonlight. “One day,” I muttered, “I’m going to unpack those. Make this place actually feel like home.”

Lily’s fingers traced the line of my abs, slow and thoughtful. “As long as you let me pick the sheets. These are amazing.”

I snorted. “Deal.”

She propped herself up, hair spilling everywhere, and looked into my eyes, dead serious for a second.

“You’re not scared? About what happens when I talk to Jake?”

I paused, weighing the answer.

“Of course I am,” I admitted. “But I trust you. And whatever happens, I’m not going anywhere.”

Lily’s eyes softened, and she kissed me, gentle and sure. “You’re my safe place,” she whispered, almost reverent. “Thank you for believing in me.”

We settled again, her tangled in my arms, my lips against her hairline.

This was how the night ended: just two flawed souls, wrapped together in moonlight and promise, the city’s heartbeat thumping somewhere beyond the window.

Maybe tomorrow, the drama would break loose or Jake would come knocking or the past would catch up. But for tonight, we had this: comfort, connection, and the certainty that nothing, absolutely nothing, could tear us apart.

I drifted off to sleep holding Lily, holding everything I’d ever needed.

And for the first time since I’d inherited this building, since the old man left me his legacy and his ghost, I felt like I’d finally come home.


Chapter thirteen
Lakeside Cabin


If you’ve ever been two and a half hours outside the city, you know the drill: your playlist runs dry, coffee gets cold, and the last five miles are nothing but winding roads and sky so blue it looks fake. The air out here wasn’t even the same species as Chicago’s, pure pine and sun and ancient lake water, clean enough to sting your nose.

Anna called shotgun on the drive, but when we hit the gravel, she rolled down the window and just soaked it in: sunlight, the chirring of cicadas, the quiet that settles in your chest when you realize no one can find you without Google Maps and a crowbar. For the next three days, it was just us. No service. No harem drama. Nothing but the world’s best hand-built getaway and, if I was lucky, the girl who’d never once pretended she wanted it any other way.

The cabin was perched right at the lip of the lake, tucked back enough for privacy but with wall-to-wall glass facing the water. I’d designed it that way on purpose: rustic as fuck, but with enough modern edge that you could bring an influencer out here and not have her faint from withdrawal. Anna slid out of the car and just… stopped. The wrap-around deck, the pine boards, the stairwell I’d built with salvaged timber from a barn two counties over, all of it bathed in afternoon light.

She ran her fingers across the rail. “This is wild. You never showed me photos, not the finished ones. I thought you were exaggerating.”

I snorted, grabbing our duffels from the trunk. “That’s rule one of the job. Always under-sell, then let the results do the talking.”

Anna eyed me, smile playing at the corners of her mouth. “You’re like a magician with a saw. I’m serious. This is gorgeous.”

She ignored the bags and just prowled, her hand gliding along the grain of the porch post. “I can see why they paid top dollar. Look at these details, Jack. This is art.”

“Hardly art,” I said. “Mostly sweat, splinters, and too many ‘fuck this’ moments to count.”

She shot me a glare over her shoulder. “Don’t downplay it. This place kicks the hell out of that ‘designer’ nonsense in the magazines. It’s so… honest.”

That got me. I hauled our bags inside before I could say something embarrassing.

Inside, the air was cooler. The main room was all wood and glass, hewn beams, wide-plank floors, a stone fireplace that looked like it ate lesser fireplaces for breakfast. Light streamed through the big windows, painting stripes down the hand-finished table I’d built last year. Anna followed, running her palm over the surface, almost reverent.

“I’d like to thank whoever invented vacation rentals,” she said. “Because this is the sexiest house I’ve ever been inside. Remind me to keep you employed, Jack. You’re a genius.”

I dropped our bags in the master bedroom, then wandered back to catch Anna in her design critique mode. She was studying the kitchen, eyes tracing the custom floating shelves and the open, modern lines.

“You see the dovetail joints?” I said, a little proud despite myself.

Anna flashed a look, part nerdy, part hungry. “I saw. You didn’t use a jig. These are hand-cut.”

“You really know how to get a guy’s ego to show,” I said.

She circled the island, her nails tapping softly on the polished surface. “I could get used to this. Weekend away, perfect cabin, master craftsman at my beck and call…”

It was half-flirt, half-confession, and made my chest ache in the best way.

“I’ll try not to disappoint,” I said.

Anna closed the gap, standing on tiptoe to kiss me, slow and assured.

“Impossible,” she whispered. “You never disappoint.”

She let it hang there, the charge between us humming, then pivoted to the view through the glass. “Show me the rest?”

“Tour starts now,” I said, offering my arm like a dork.

She took it, and we wandered room to room, master, guest, the little reading nook tucked under the stairs. She made all the right noises, and every single one was genuine. When we got back outside, Anna stood on the deck, hands gripping the railing, eyes taking in the entire crooked sweep of the lake.

She exhaled hard, a wash of hair falling down her back. “It’s even better out here. The sound of the water, the light, all of it. I’m not moving for a week.”

I leaned on the rail beside her. “We’ve got three days. Every second is yours.”

Anna grinned, blue-green eyes glittering. “Let’s not waste a minute. What’s the move, King of the Woods?”

I pointed out the trailhead just beyond the dock. “I was thinking hike. There’s an old ridge trail, loops through the woods, ends by that big outcrop over the water. Takes maybe two hours if we don’t get lost.”

She arched an eyebrow. “Are you trying to get me alone in the forest? Because I’m not objecting.”

“Guilty as charged.”

We packed light—water bottles, a couple snacks, sunglasses, and ditched the house like we’d just robbed it. The air in the woods was a different animal. Cooler, alive with the green stink of moss and the sharp, spicy tang of pine needles crushed underfoot. Sun speared through gaps in the trees, striping Anna’s bare arms, making every hair gleam.

The trail was half-wild, soft dirt studded with roots, occasional mud slicks from the last rainfall. Anna navigated like a pro, but every time we hit a fallen log or a tricky patch, I caught her hand.

Her grip was warm, sure, and lingered long after we’d cleared the obstacle.

“You’re not treating me like I’m helpless, are you?” she teased.

I shrugged, letting her lead. “Just keeping your ankles intact. I can’t put you back together if you break.”

Anna grinned. “That’s why I like you. Always practical, always one step ahead.”

“At least here,” I said. “Other places… not so much.”

We slipped into easy conversation, her latest work project (another impossible deadline, a bunch of men who couldn’t schedule a Zoom call if you paid them), our mutual friends (Savannah’s ex-boyfriend had, allegedly, been spotted crying on a rooftop bar after she ghosted him), and, of course, the ongoing “harem office pool,” which had Quinn as the favorite to seduce me by Labor Day.

Anna snorted at that. “Quinn? She’s got incredible taste, but I think she likes the chase more than the catch.”

“She does have a competitive streak,” I admitted. “But if she ever gets bored, my money’s on the gym trainer. Jordan is… determined.”

Anna shot me a side-eye. “I heard you and Jordan hit it off. Lily said you left the gym looking half-dead and totally satisfied.”

I cracked up. “You’re not supposed to compare notes.”

She rolled her eyes, hopping a puddle. “Please. If you think women don’t share intel, you’re delusional. We know everything. Anna. Lily. Even Savannah. There are no secrets.”

I let that hang as we walked, watching the way her denim hugged the curve of her hips. She slid her hand into mine, this time just for the hell of it, and didn’t let go.

“How does that make you feel?” I asked.

She squeezed. “Lucky. And, occasionally, competitive.”

“No reason to be. You win in every category that matters.”

Anna gave me a look. “Sweet talker. Careful, or I’ll start thinking you mean it.”

I stopped, spun her around, and kissed her right there in the dappled sunlight. She tasted like spearmint gum and afternoon, warm and a little wild.

“I always mean it,” I whispered into her hair.

She laughed, then tucked into my side as we kept walking.

About a mile in, the trail got tricky. Fallen branches, a little rock scramble, the terrain reminding you that nature always wins. Anna hesitated at a slick patch, and I crouched, looping her arm over my shoulder.

“You got it?” I asked.

She braced, trust absolute. “I’ll try not to drag us both down.”

“Wouldn’t be the worst way to go.”

Anna gamed the incline, her shoes scraping for grip, and I supported her the whole way up. At the top, we paused, catching our breath. Through a gap in the trees, the lake appeared: glittering, endless, perfect.

She turned, face flushed with the high of it. “This beats any rooftop bar. Not even a contest.”

I nodded. “Next date, I’ll bring you a bottle of wine and a cheese plate. We’ll really class it up.”

“Bring a blanket, too. If you want to get lucky.”

The look she gave me was pure Anna: knowing, a little sly, but earnest as hell.

We sat on a wide boulder, just letting the sun bake our bones. Anna curled up, head on my shoulder, and I wrapped an arm around her waist.

“So,” she said after a few beats. “Are you ready for Lily and Savannah to come to blows over you?”

I snorted. “Honestly? I thought it’d be you and Lily, not Savannah.”

She grinned. “You underestimate your appeal. Women like a guy who listens. And who can build a house from scratch.”

“Makes sense. My hands are good for more than just paperwork.”

She shivered, or maybe just laughed. “You know, I used to have this fantasy. About us. You, me, a cabin just like this one. Naked weekend, no distractions. Maybe a third for variety.”

She wasn’t shy. Not with me.

I let my hand drift up her thigh, slow and casual. “You saying you want to change the itinerary?”

Anna grinned, eyes flashing. “Maybe next time. For now, you’re all I want. And this view.”

We let the quiet stretch, both of us drinking it in.

The hike back was easier, marked by more bumps and inside jokes. At one point Anna tripped on a root, but instead of panic, she just fell into my arms, giggling.

“Caught you,” I said.

She didn’t let go. “You always do.”

We finished the loop, back out of the trees and into sunlight so bright it left afterimages. The cabin stood waiting, golden in the late-day glow, a little sanctuary at the edge of the world.

Anna slid her arm around my waist as we walked up the steps. “Best afternoon I’ve had in forever.”

“Stick with me, you’ll get more where that came from.”

She grinned, lips brushing my jaw. “Oh, I plan to.”

We dropped our gear at the door and just stood there, a little damp, a little sweaty, but feeling invincible.

This? This was how weekends were meant to go.

And the best part was just getting started.

***

If you want to see two people fall in love in real time, skip the bedroom and head straight for the kitchen.

Anna dropped her hiking shoes at the door and beelined for the fridge, already dreaming up a dinner plan. She moved through the kitchen like she owned every inch, the confidence of someone who’d watched her parents run a restaurant for fifteen years and knew her way around knives. I grabbed the groceries out of the truck, and by the time I made it back, she had the cutting board primed and a playlist humming from her phone.

The kitchen was a one-chef zone, but we made it work. Anna set to work on onions, her knife skills so pro it made me nervous to challenge her. I handled the chicken, but every other minute, we’d collide at the sink or the stove, bodies brushing in a way that had nothing to do with cramped quarters and everything to do with “couldn’t keep our hands off each other” syndrome.

The whole thing was a dance: her ass in my jeans, my arm sliding over her hip to grab the olive oil, our shoulders bumping as we reached for the same spice jar. At one point, she “accidentally” smeared a bit of butter on my bicep, then licked it off, eyes locked on mine.

I nearly dropped the damn sauté pan.

By the time dinner hit the table, pasta primavera, garlic chicken, wine poured deep, we were already half-drunk on each other. Anna wiggled into my lap for a quick taste-test, peppering my neck with little kisses before she declared the food “life-changing, but not as good as the chef.”

“You know, you could’ve run a restaurant,” she said, swirling wine in her glass. “If this renovation gig ever tanks, promise me you’ll open a bistro.”

“Sure,” I deadpanned. “We’ll call it ‘Anna’s Choice’ and serve nothing but your favorites.”

She grinned, mouth pink from wine. “You’re dangerous with a bottle opener, Bennett.”

We ate on the deck, feet kicked up, every bite a reminder that sometimes, domesticity beats debauchery by a mile. After the last forkful, Anna dragged me down to the dock, wine glasses refilled, sunset burning across the water.

The dock was pure magic. The wood still warm from the day, the lake glassy and cool, little licks of orange and red dancing on the ripples. We plopped down at the edge, toes in the water, our bodies close enough that every shift meant skin on skin.

Anna leaned back on her elbows, dress riding high up her thigh. “God, this is perfect. Don’t let me forget how good it feels to just… stop.”

I took her hand, traced the lines of her knuckles with my thumb. “You deserve it. You work harder than anyone I know.”

She let out a breath, laughter soft and a little sad. “It’s a habit. Or maybe a defense mechanism.”

She grew quiet, gaze fixed on the horizon. For a long stretch, it was just the chorus of bullfrogs and the gentle clink of our glasses.

Then she said, “You ever get out of a relationship and realize you forgot who you were?”

The words hung there, heavy and honest.

I just listened.

Anna swirled the wine, watching the color catch the last of the light. “My ex, he wasn’t a monster. Not at first. But he had this way of making everything about him. If I wanted a night with friends, he’d guilt me until I caved. Work stuff? He’d say I was ‘trying to outshine’ him. Even my clothes got policed. If I bought something fun, he’d say it didn’t suit me, or that I looked desperate.”

Her jaw was tight, but the pain had gone quiet, old scar, not open wound.

“Did you see it happening?” I asked, voice low.

She shook her head. “Not really. It was slow. He’d start arguments over nothing, turn every conversation into a test. The worst was how he isolated me. Slowly, I stopped getting invited. Friends gave up because I always picked him. It was like… if I wasn’t orbiting his drama, I didn’t exist.”

She looked at me, eyes shining in the dusk.

“I lost myself trying to be who he wanted. By the end, I didn’t even recognize the girl in the mirror.”

A log crashed somewhere in the woods, but neither of us flinched.

I let her words settle before saying anything. “That sounds brutal. I’m sorry he did that to you.”

She shrugged, the motion half a joke. “At least now I know the warning signs.”

I squeezed her hand. “If I ever pull that crap, you have permission to bail. Or throw something.”

Anna’s laugh cracked through the tension. “Deal. Though I’ll bench you before I cut you.”

She sipped wine, then fixed me with a look.

“You get it, don’t you? You always seem like you’re carrying five extra tons of pressure. But it’s not for show. What’s the story there?”

It was my turn.

I studied the water, the way dusk blurred the horizon. “I guess I always feel like I’m fighting ghosts, my brother’s expectations, my family’s legacy. Everyone assumes I’m a shoo-in, but most days, I feel like I’m just faking it. If something actually works, I blame luck.”

Anna tilted her head, considering. “Seriously? You built a company out of nothing. You’ve got people who trust you, who’d follow you into a burning building. That’s not luck, Jack.”

I grinned, rubbing my thumb along her thigh. “Tell that to my brain at three a.m. Truth is, I never feel like I’ve done enough. Like I’m borrowing the blueprint and hoping no one notices I didn’t really design it myself.”

The confession cut deeper than I’d meant.

Anna watched me, eyes soft and clear. “It’s not fraud. It’s growing up in someone else’s shadow. But you’re not your brother, or your dad, or your grandpa. You’re better. You actually give a damn.”

For a minute, the world stilled: us, the dock, the last scraps of daylight sliding away.

Anna nestled her head on my shoulder, her voice a whisper. “I wish we’d done this sooner. Would’ve saved myself years of therapy.”

I laughed, the ache in my chest lighter now. “Everybody’s screwed up in their own brilliant way. But, for what it’s worth, I like who you are. I’m proud to have you with me.”

She curled closer, sliding her arm around my waist. “You always know what to say.”

We sat there with our toes in the water and our souls turned inside out, listening to the symphony of dusk as if the world had been holding its breath for this exact moment. Bullfrogs croaked like they were auditioning for the Met. Dragonflies zipped lazy loops above the glassy lake, the last of them hanging on before the bats took over their shift. The world smelled like cedar, algae, dusk, and the faintest trace of Anna’s shampoo, coconut and something floral, the scent now permanently cross-wired to every good thing I’d felt all weekend.


Time moved differently after a day like ours. The light faded slow, but the air lost its heat all at once, and Anna tucked her knees to her chest and leaned her head on my shoulder like it was the only place it had ever belonged. I could feel her pulse in the spot where our wrists tangled together. She’d slipped her hand into mine sometime after the first glass of wine, and even now, knuckles scraped from the trail, she was holding on with the tenacity of someone who’d had things slip away before, and wasn’t about to let that happen again.


I wanted to say something, anything, but the words felt too big for the moment, too permanent, too risky. So I just let her rest against me, our breathing syncing up, our feet an accidental metronome as we kicked rhythmically at the water.


But you can only dodge gravity for so long, and at some point, everything that needed to be said started to crowd in on the silence. I watched the last orange thread of sunlight disappear behind the trees, then glanced down at her, heart doing a loop-de-loop.


"Anna," I said, barely above a whisper, afraid that even the word might break the night in two.


She looked up, one eyebrow raised, mouth just barely tugging into a smile.


"I know we always joke around, and I know we haven’t exactly been subtle," I said, every muscle in my stomach tensed for backlash, "but I need you to know I’ve completely fallen for you. Like, all the way. No parachute. I love you, Anna."


For a split second, Anna just blinked, and I felt every childhood terror of being the first to say it, of having the balloon pop in my face, of being too much, too soon, all of it surge up my throat. But then she squeezed my hand so hard it cracked my knuckles, and her eyes went glassy, not sad, not even surprised, just so full of feeling I could barely keep looking.


"Jack," she whispered, voice catching on the name like it was the last word she’d ever need. "You have no idea how long I’ve been waiting for you to say that."


It was less an answer than a landing pad for all the things we’d left unsaid. She shifted, sliding into my lap, her bare knees bracketing my hips, and for a second the world narrowed to the press of her chest against mine and the pulse pounding between us. She traced my jaw with her finger, lingering at the place where the day’s stubble started, then leaned in and pressed her forehead to mine.


"Promise me you’ll remember this next time you’re doubting yourself," she said, so quiet she might have been talking only to herself. "Promise you’ll believe me when I say I love you back, exactly as much as you love me."


I nodded, just once, afraid anything else would make my voice shake.


And then she kissed me. Not like earlier, when it was a dare or a reward or a spark to light the fuse, but slow and careful, like she was memorizing the shape and taste of what we’d just said out loud. Her lips parted, and I let her in, and for a second it felt like every nerve in my body recalibrated itself to her frequency. Her hands slipped under my shirt, cool against my sunburned skin, and when she shivered, I felt it in my own bones.


Someone must have started up a grill at a neighboring cabin, because the breeze shifted and brought that background scent of smoke and char. It was just enough to break the trance, and Anna pulled back, laughing a little, her cheeks pink and eyes shining even in the gloom.


"We should probably get inside," I said, already missing the warmth of her mouth.


"Not yet," she said, threading her fingers behind my neck and pulling me back in. "I want to remember this forever."


So we stayed, and kissed, and stretched the moment as long as humanly possible. I couldn’t bring myself to care about the time or the mosquitoes, or even the fact that if anyone walked by, they’d see a grown man completely undone by a woman in a borrowed sundress and muddy hiking legs.

Eventually, the mosquitoes chased us off the dock and back to the house.

But the whole way in, Anna kept close, her head on my shoulder, her body glued to my side, as if she’d finally found the thing she’d lost years ago.

And, for the first time in forever, I felt like maybe I’d found it, too.

***

The house was full-on dark by the time we made it back inside. The only light came from the wall of windows, the last pink bleeding off the clouds. Anna headed straight for the couch, kicked her feet up, and let out a sigh that could calm a hurricane.

It was time for a fire. Because nothing says “cabin weekend” like the promise of heat and old stone and the excuse to watch your girlfriend glow, half-naked, across from you.

I stacked the logs, coaxed the flame with the patience of a monk, and when the first tongues of fire licked up the wood, Anna clapped, genuine as a kid on Christmas.

“Showoff,” she teased. “Wait, is there anything you can’t do?”

I shrugged, enjoying the flush on her cheeks. “Plenty. But I make up for it with above-average s’more skills.”

Anna patted the cushion next to her. “Get over here. I’m freezing and you’re contractually obligated to warm me up.”

I settled beside her and she curled in, the entire length of her pressed from knee to collarbone. The heat wasn’t just from the fireplace; it was the Anna effect, the way her arm draped across my ribs, her hand splayed across my heart like she was checking my pulse, always, always in tune with the moment.

For a while, we just sat in silence, watching the flames do their thing. The quiet was thick, weighted with all the words we hadn’t spent yet.

When Anna finally spoke, her voice was low. “You know the last time I sat in front of a fire like this? It was with my ex. He made it seem sweet, like ‘just us,’ but really he just didn’t want anyone else around. I thought that was normal.”

Her fingers looped into mine. “This is different. It’s open. Not a trap. I’m not scared I’ll say the wrong thing.”

I kissed her hairline, let my fingers drift over the soft skin of her arm. “You can say anything. If it gets weird, I’ll just blame the wine.”

Anna rolled her eyes, but her smile was all relief. “I mean it, Jack. I like who I am with you. Even when I’m not perfect.”

I pulled her closer. “You’re perfect for me, that’s all I care about.”

She made a happy noise, nuzzled my neck, and then the conversation gave way to something heavier, more urgent.

Anna’s lips found mine, soft but insistent, and the first kiss was a promise. The second was proof.

She climbed into my lap, straddling me, so the whole world fell away, the fire, the night, the rest of civilization. Her fingers tangled at the back of my neck, pulling me in deeper, her tongue exploring, daring me to match her need. Her body pressed to me, heat and hunger, no hesitation.

I let my hands roam her waist, hips, the slow drag up her back. Every inch of Anna was alive, humming with the same wild current burning through my own veins. This wasn’t a race, or a checklist. It was surrender with teeth.

She broke the kiss, face flushed, eyes shining in the firelight. “Bedroom. Now.”

She slid off my lap and grabbed my hand, yanking me down the hallway with a determination that made my pulse spike. Every step was a new tease: her dress hiked up, the bare skin of her thighs, the sheen of sweat already glinting along her collarbone.

The bedroom was shadowy, the only light from the firefall in the hallway. Anna turned to face me, breathless, and started to undress me, slow, deliberate, savoring every button and zipper. Her fingers traced my chest, the lines of my abs, the strong curve of my arms. She looked at me like she was memorizing a masterpiece.

“God, you’re beautiful,” she whispered, hands splayed over my stomach.

I wasn’t used to flattery, but Anna made it sound like pure fact.

She peeled off her own dress, letting it puddle on the floor. Her bra came next, pink, lacy, barely doing the job, and then her panties slid down, revealing everything. The hourglass curve of her hips. Tits full and proud. The perfect little landing strip above a pussy that was already flushed and glistening.

She didn’t cover up. Didn’t hide. God, she was gorgeous.

Anna closed the distance, wrapping herself around me. The skin-to-skin contact was electric. Her tits mashed to my chest, her hands on my shoulders, her pussy dragging wet across the head of my cock.

She nipped at my ear, her words a dare. “No barriers. I’m on birth control. I want to feel you. Really feel you. Is that okay?”

It nearly undid me.

“Yeah,” I growled, cupping her ass, pulling her flush. “More than okay.”

She guided me to the bed, crawling backward, legs splayed so I could see everything she was offering.

Anna lay back, one hand on her tit, the other beckoning me closer. “Come here. Please.”

I crawled up, let my lips worship her body, her neck, the hollow of her throat, the soft slope of her breast. I sucked her nipple into my mouth, loving the way it pebbled instantly, how her whole body arched to meet me.

Her hands were everywhere, guiding, showing, whispering with every motion what she wanted and how she wanted it.

I kissed down her stomach, nuzzling the delicate skin right above her clit. Anna tangled her fingers in my hair, arching her hips up, her breath ragged.

“God, yes, baby. Right there. Please.”

I circled her clit with my tongue, slow at first, then with more intent. She gasped, thighs trembling, her whole body strung tight as piano wire. I slid two fingers inside her, curling them just so, fucking her slow while my tongue teased her to the edge.

She started to shake, the pleasure mounting, her breaths coming as frantic little sobs.

“Don’t stop, Jack. Fuck, don’t you dare.”

I didn’t. I just kept the motion, steady and relentless, until she broke, body locked, cunt clamping down on my fingers, a cry ripped from her throat as she came, hard.

I didn’t give her time to cool down. I lined up my cock, thick and leaking, and dragged it through her folds. The slick heat of her pussy was a drug, hot, greedy, everything I’d ever wanted.

She pulled me in, legs locked around my back, guiding the head right to where she needed it.

“Now,” she begged, her nails digging into my sides.

I eased in slow, savoring every inch as her pussy stretched to take me. She was so wet and ready it was almost unreal the way her cunt practically sucked me inside, deeper and deeper, until I bottomed out and felt her clench around the base.

We both groaned.

Anna pulled me down, kissing me hard, her tongue tangling with mine as her hips started to move. She fucked me back, every grind drawing my cock deeper, every moan a direct line to my brainstem.

She wasn’t shy about telling me what felt good. Where to touch, how to angle, what rhythm to ride.

Her voice was thick, broken with pleasure. “God, I love when you go slow. Hard and deep. Just like that.”

I did exactly what she wanted. I let Anna set the rhythm, the pressure, the rise and fall of our bodies, as if we’d spent our whole lives practicing for this one, wild night. Every slow, deep thrust sent ripples through her, her tits shivering in the firelight, her hips rising to meet mine, her pussy milking me with a greedy, clutching pull that left nothing to the imagination. She was slick, scalding, alive under my hands. I locked my arms around her, one forearm braced behind her neck, the other hand gripping her ass, needing her close enough to fuse our atoms.


Anna wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me in tight, her heels digging into the backs of my thighs. She needed the contact as much as the cock, every inch of skin-to-skin dialing up the pressure. Her hands tangled in my hair, yanked me down for another kiss, her tongue hot and wet and hungry. I lost myself in the taste of her, the feel of her, the desperate grind of her hips as she fucked me back, slow but relentless, a rolling tide I could never outswim.


The world shrank to just us and the heat, hers, mine, the crackling fire. The slap of bodies, the sound of her breath catching every time I bottomed out, the way her lips followed mine even when I tried to pull back and look into her eyes. The ceiling could’ve caved in, and I wouldn’t have noticed.


She was so fucking beautiful like this, pinned under me but in control, her pleasure naked and unashamed. Her face flushed, eyes glittering, mouth parted and desperate. She moaned my name like a spell, like if she said it enough I’d never leave her, and maybe she was right.


“God, Jack, keep fucking me just like that—please, don’t stop, it’s so fucking good—” The words were a litany, broken up by shudders as I played circles around her clit, the way she liked, just enough to drive her higher but not enough to tip her over yet.


Every time she clenched around me I had to grab the base of my cock, force myself to slow down, not to blow too soon. But the longer I held back, the tighter the spring wound in both of us.


Anna’s body started to tremble, her voice turning ragged. “I’m close—fuck, I’m so close—”


“Let go,” I told her, my lips at the shell of her ear, just loud enough for her alone. “I want to feel you lose it.”


She squeezed her eyes shut, teeth bared, trying to fight it and failing. I felt the moment she snapped. Her whole body tensed, her thighs clamped down, and her pussy went from hungry to feral, milking me with desperate, involuntary pulses as she screamed my name. The sound should’ve echoed down the lake, but I was the only one who’d ever hear it like this.


Her orgasm dragged me right after. The pressure in my balls went white-hot, my whole body rigid as I emptied inside her, thick ropes lost in the velvet heat. It was primal, perfect, like nothing else had ever mattered.


We collapsed together, Anna’s nails raking down my back, my face buried in the wild, sweaty tangle of her hair. Our bodies locked, spasming in unison, until the last aftershock passed and we melted into a boneless, trembling heap on the bed.


She held me inside her, legs still hooked behind my back, even when the tension faded and our breath slowed. I could feel every flutter of her heartbeat, every tiny quake of her hips. I kissed her shoulder, her collarbone, anywhere I could reach without breaking the seal.


For a long time, the only sound was our breathing, the heartbeat of the fire, the lazy slide of bodies coming down.

Anna nestled her head on my chest, her hair wild, her hand tracing little patterns over my skin.

We drifted into that perfect, post-sex calm, all barriers down.

Anna was the first to break the silence. “You want to hear what’s going on with Lily?”

I shifted, Anna’s hair wild across my chest, her bare skin slick and warm where it met mine. The silence stretched, but I could feel her mind working, hunting for the right words—the ones that wouldn’t torch the good mood but needed to be said anyway.


“Is it a disaster?” I asked, trying to keep it light.


Anna laughed, but it was thin. “It’s… yeah. It’s a mess, Jack.”


She rolled onto her side, leg draped over mine, her hand tracing slow circles above my heart. The heat of her thigh pressed close to my groin, and even with the seriousness in her eyes, my cock twitched, greedy for another round. But Anna had that look: determined, a little sad, unfiltered.


“Jake still hasn’t told Lily about Taylor,” she said, voice low. “Like, not even a hint. And Lily’s not exactly running to confront him about you.” Anna slid her palm down my chest, absently stroking my belly, as if the touch might dull the edge of the truth. “They’re both just… stuck. No one wants to be the one to blow things up.”


I snorted. “Typical. You’d think after all this, someone would pull the pin.”


Anna shrugged, her tits brushing my ribs as she shifted closer. “It’s cowardice, maybe, but I get it. There’s a lot of history there. Their families, the friend group, the way everyone expects them to be together. I think they’re both terrified to be the first to walk away.”


Her words hung in the air, sticky as sweat. I pictured Lily, all sunshine and smiles, burying the real stuff just to keep the peace. I knew the type. Hell, I loved the type.


Anna’s fingers drifted lower. “The weird part is, it’s killing the vibe for everyone. No one wants to take sides, but it’s like there’s this big crack running through the group and we’re all pretending we don’t see it.”


She tucked her head under my chin, her hair tickling my jaw. “Lily’s barely holding it together. She keeps telling me she wants out, but every time Jake does something familiar, she second-guesses herself. It’s like… safety versus honesty. And right now, safety’s winning.”


My chest went tight. “Does she say anything about me?”


Anna laughed, a pure, wicked sound. “You have no idea.” She propped herself up on one elbow, tits dangling, eyes bright with mischief. “She told me she’s totally in love with you. Not, like, ‘maybe, someday, if I get brave.’ She said it out loud which is a really big deal.”

We had said ‘I love you’ to each other, but still, it was good to hear it was true.


The words detonated in my skull. My cock throbbed, thick and re-ignited, as her words soaked in. “She really said that?”


Anna nodded, draping herself across me so her nipple grazed my mouth. “Yeah, Jack. She loves you. She wants you. She’s just convinced you’ll lose interest the second the fun, forbidden part is gone.”

I shook my head, pulling Anna’s body even tighter against mine. Her tits pressed to my chest, her thigh draped over my legs, the heat and the ache of her still clinging to my cock. I could feel her heartbeat, fast and wild, as her words echoed in the air.


“She’s crazy if she thinks that,” I said, and there was no room for doubt in my voice. “I want Lily because she’s Lily. Not because it’s some dirty little secret, or because it makes my cock hard to imagine someone catching us.” I stroked Anna’s hair, letting my palm drift down her back, savoring the silk and sweat against my skin. “If anything, the hardest part is not being able to show her off. I want her every way, Anna. Just like I want you.”


Anna grinned, her lips brushing my jaw as she laughed, soft and low. “I told her that. Over and over. She doesn’t believe it yet, but she will.” Anna’s hand found my cock, still half-hard between us, and she gave it a lazy, appreciative stroke. “She’s got it so bad for you. She’s just scared, that’s all.” Anna circled my nipple with her finger, eyes glittering with mischief. “She says she doesn’t want to hurt Jake, but honestly, I think she’s more worried about getting her own heart broken.”


I let out a breath, my hand drifting down to cup her ass and pull her closer, our bodies fused together again. “She won’t. I’m not going anywhere.”


Anna smirked. “That’s what I told her. Swear to god, you should have heard us. I kept telling her it’s not about games or drama, it’s about actually being happy for once.” Anna dipped her head and kissed my shoulder, then looked up at me, her eyes shot through with something fierce. “I told her if she wants you, really wants you, she needs to do the right thing and end it with Jake. Before the Fourth of July party. That way no one’s lying, no one’s sneaking around, and she can finally just… be with us. No strings, no guilt.”


My heart thudded at the thought. Lily, finally free, showing up at my rooftop party and making it official for everyone to see. My cock twitched, thick and hungry already, and Anna caught the movement with a little laugh.


“Yeah, you like that idea, don’t you?” she teased, shifting her hips to grind her pussy against my thigh. The slick heat of her was perfect, even after all we’d done.


“I want you both there, together. No hiding.” My hands roamed her body, claiming every inch. “That’s the dream, Anna.”


She purred, nipping at my ear. “I told Lily the same thing. I said I’d handle everything and make sure she has a soft landing. I want her to be with us, Jack. I want her happy. I want you happy. And honestly?” Her voice dropped, wicked and sweet. “I want to see what it looks like when you finally get her to yourself, no more holding back.”


Anna climbed on top of me, her tits pressing into my chest, her pussy already slick and greedy even in the afterglow.

She kissed me, raw and hungry, and before I could catch my breath, we were at it again.

Anna rode me with purpose, head thrown back, hair flying. She set the rhythm, fast and deep, her hands braced on my chest, her tits bouncing wild in the firelight. The sight made my cock swell, hard as steel, and she took every inch with a filthy little moan.

“God, you feel perfect,” she gasped, slamming down so hard I thought she’d bruise herself.

I gripped her hips, helped her grind, matching her pace. The sound of skin on skin echoed off the rafters, the whole world tuned to our bodies.

Anna leaned in, bit my lip, and whispered, “Fill me up again. I want to keep it inside me.”

That detonated the last fuse. I bucked up, buried my cock as deep as it would go, and blew, jet after jet, flooding her with everything I had left.

Anna kept moving, wringing every drop out, riding the waves until she collapsed, shaking, on my chest.

We kissed, slow and dirty, our bodies glued together by sweat, cum, and everything we didn’t have to say out loud.

The fire burned low, painting our skin gold.

She curled into me, utterly at peace, every nerve satisfied.

I stroked her back, content to hold her while the world spun away.

When she finally drifted off, her last words were a promise:

“We’re going to make history, you and me. And Lily, too.”

I believed her.

And as the fire died, I felt the future line up, perfect as a hand-cut dovetail.

Bring on the party.

This time, we’d show everyone exactly who we were.


Chapter fourteen
Blondes Have More Fun


Back in the city, post-cabin, post-romance, the office looked like someone had bombed a Home Depot and left the survivors to fend for themselves. The steel desk under my hands was loaded, blueprints sprawled in a fan, three different tape measures, Sharpies with blown-out tips, and coffee so old it could probably pass inspection as concrete sealer.

There was a familiar rhythm to it. The sound of Megan’s million-miles-a-minute phone calls from down the hall. The sharp rattle of the HVAC cycling on. The scent of ink, fresh wood, and concrete dust that lingered in the corners no matter how many times the cleaning service hit the place. If you squinted, you could almost believe the city’s wild drama was something you watched on Netflix, not lived.

Then my phone buzzed, hard enough to rattle the coffee cup, and the whole illusion went up in smoke.

It was Savannah. Of course it was.

“Hey, baby. What are you doing?” she texted. No preamble. Just right to the chase, like always.

I grinned, then snapped a quick photo, a true crime scene of architectural chaos. Papers everywhere, my work boots propped on the corner, a half-eaten protein bar crusted onto my mousepad for extra style points. I added a quick selfie on top, flashing my best “I swear I’m working” look, and fired back:

“Saving Logan Square, one caffeine overdose at a time. What about you?”

She didn’t even finish a response before the next message landed: a photo. Not just a photo, a kill shot.

Savannah sprawled belly-down on what had to be five-star white bedding, legs kicked up, blonde hair fanned around her like a fuck-you to every Instagram influencer in the Midwest. She wore a white lace set that could’ve jumpstarted the dead. The bra lifted her tits into twin arcs of perfection, the panties cut so high her ass might’ve qualified for the moon landing. Her expression? Pure mischief. Blue eyes, bedroom smile, the kind of promise that launched wars and ruined home lives.

My jaw went loose. Blood hammered in my ears.

She texted, “Trying on lingerie for tomorrow’s shoot. Can’t pick between this and the black set, but this one makes me think of you. Missing your hands on me.”

If my coworkers had any clue what was happening on my phone, I’d be a dead man.

I texted back, “You should definitely pick the white one. It’s a classic. But the model needs a full-range assessment. More pics. Please and thank you.”

Savannah must have been waiting on that response, because inside three seconds another photo landed, this time, close-up. Same white lace bra, only now she tugged the cups down and let her tits spill free, nipples high and tight and practically begging. Her hand covered the tip of one, just barely, leaving nothing else to the imagination.

“Like this?” she wrote. “Or do you need the full 360?”

My hands might have been shaking.

“I need all of it,” I replied. “But I can’t concentrate. That set should come with a warning label.”

She hit me back with a laughing emoji, then sent a third shot, this time her ass arched for the mirror, panties wedged up so high the lace vanished between the cheeks. Her skin was smooth and pale, flawless except for a little red mark where the elastic had dug in—a detail that made my cock twitch under the desk.

“Your move,” she dared.

So I played along. “I feel like my only move is to shut down the office and fly to wherever you are, because there’s no way I’m getting work done after this.”

This time, Savannah didn’t type a word. Video chat request, instant. No warning, just the blue light of incoming call.

Shit.

I stood, rolling my chair back like it had caught fire, and ducked out of my office, past the sightlines of Megan and Quinn so nobody would recognize that “urgent supplier call” face I was faking. I made it to the little glassed-in conference alcove, hit accept, and braced for impact.

Savannah filled the screen, live and in motion. White lace, big blue eyes, hair wild across her shoulders. She looked like a centerfold audition rendered in 4K. The background was a sleek hotel room, Paris, no doubt, glass and steel and the kind of light that makes even jet lag look seductive.

She pouted, just barely. “Did you mean it? Would you actually come see me on set?”

I tried to play it cool, but “cool” was hemorrhaging by the second.

“Hell yes, I’d come see you. But I don’t want to mess with your work. You’re a pro, and I—”

She cut me off, lips jutting a little further. “Jack. If I wanted boring, I’d have stayed with last year’s sponsor. I want you.” She leaned closer, as if the camera could bridge the Atlantic, and lowered her voice. “Imagine it. You. Me. The city of romance, and four days to play. No limits.”

That did it. I was in, no matter what.

“Tell me when and where,” I said.

Savannah’s whole face brightened, a literal sunburst. “Last week of the shoot. I finish Thursday afternoon, then we have all weekend. I’ll show you Paris at night. You’ll meet my friends. If you want to be part of my world, this is the ultimate tryout.”

Her words were a dare wrapped in velvet.

“Book the ticket. I’ll pick you up at Charles de Gaulle. And bring your favorite jeans. I want to see you outshine these ‘male models’ they keep throwing at me.”

I had to laugh, marveling at the insanity of it all.

“Deal. I’ll carve out the days and let you know once I book.”

Savannah’s expression turned wicked. “You might never want to leave.”

“Don’t tempt me, Savvy.”

She laughed, curling up on the bed and jostling the camera so the lace barely held on. She shifted, letting her tits flash in and out of frame, then blew me a kiss.

“Can’t wait, baby. Hope you’re ready.”

“After these photos? I’m not sure I’ll survive the week.”

She smirked, like she’d already won. “Survival’s overrated. I want memories that haunt you forever. See you in Paris, lover.”

And just like that, call ended.

I stared at the wall for ten seconds, half-stunned. The half-chub in my pants throbbed like it was auditioning for its own flight to France. My hands tingled. My face hurt from grinning.

Outside, the sound of an office printer firing up reminded me that, theoretically, I was a professional with a business to run.

Instead, I paced the glassed-in room, phone in hand, replaying the sight of Savannah’s perfect curves and the sound of her voice.

Four days in Paris.

Savannah, my Savannah, was inviting me to the party as her VIP.

I returned to my desk, blueprints and emails be damned, and let the feeling wash over. It was reckless. Exciting. Maybe borderline insane.

But God, I wanted every second.

If you’d told eighteen-year-old me I’d have women like this fighting for my attention, I would’ve checked your forehead for fever. Now it was my actual life.

I sat back, feet up, and texted Anna for a status report on the girls’ plans for the Fourth. But even as I typed, my mind ran riot with images of Savannah, Paris, and everything she’d promised.

Game on.

And to think, I still had to survive Lily at lunch and Jordan’s gym marathon after hours.

If this was a midlife crisis, I hoped it never ended.

Bring on Paris.

Bring on Savannah in white lace.

Bring on the wildest summer of my life.

***

If there was a Nobel Prize for surprise attacks, Lily would have three by now. She slipped past Megan with a conspirator’s wink, high ponytail swinging, a summery yellow sundress that hit every curve and left my brain leaking out my ears. The wicker picnic basket was almost a cartoon prop, but the smile she wore was anything but staged.

“Hope you’re not in a meeting,” she said, voice bubbling with champagne energy. “Because I have an emergency, and it involves carbs.”

I grinned so hard my jaw popped. “You’re the only emergency I’ll ever clock out for.”

Lily’s giggle trailed behind us as I led her past the bullpen, up the metal staircase, and onto the rooftop where the city stretched out for miles. The sun was a hammer, Chicago’s finest, baking the steel railings until they shimmered. She didn’t squint, didn’t hesitate, just picked a spot dead center and dropped the basket like she was claiming territory.

She eyed the view, blue eyes drinking it in. “God, this is perfect. Isn’t it?”

“Close,” I said. “But you’re the main event.”

Lily’s cheeks went pink but she didn’t stop moving. She tugged a battered checked blanket from the basket, flicked it open, and smoothed it over the concrete. Then came the bounty: prosciutto, fresh mozzarella, olives, crusty bread, berries, and a small tub of the tortellini salad I once confessed to loving on a college date.

She lined it up, proud as hell. “I might not be Anna in the kitchen, but I know what you crave.”

I lowered myself onto the blanket. She followed, tucking her legs to the side, sundress rising to show off enough thigh to scramble my vocabulary.

I speared a mozzarella ball and popped it in her mouth. “You realize this is the stuff legends are made of, right?”

She cocked a brow. “Just wait. The real fireworks come after dessert.”

My heart thumped. Not out of lust, well, not just lust, but because for the first time since I told her about Jake, Lily looked like herself again. Whole. Free. Sunlight brought out the gold in her hair, the curve of her jaw, the easy confidence that drew everyone in the room toward her.

“So, you gonna tell me what inspired this?” I asked, pretending casual.

She didn’t dodge. Never did, not when it mattered.

“I wanted to see you. And I wanted you to see me, too. The real me, the girl who can’t stop thinking about you, even when she tries.” Her lips twisted with nervous joy. “I made a decision, Jack. I’m leaving Jake. As soon as he gets back from Kansas, it’s over.”

There was no preamble, no apology. Just the truth.

I froze, then let the relief wash over me. “You sure you can go through with it?”

She nodded, curls bouncing. “I’ve never been more sure about anything. I tried to fight it, I really did, but I’m so in love with you it hurts. I want… this.” She gestured to the blanket, to the sun, to the city spinning beneath us. “Us. Forever.”

It hit home harder than I expected. All the fake walls, the boundaries, the ‘let’s keep it casual’, she’d torched them without flinching.

I pulled her into my lap, greedy for contact. The picnic could’ve burned and I wouldn’t have noticed.

She straddled my legs, arms winding around my neck, and buried her face in my shoulder. Her thighs squeezed my hips, sundress bunched high, her body trembling with the force of confession.

“I love you, Jack,” she whispered, voice pitched just for me. “I love you so much it makes me insane.”

Goddamn, she was perfect.

My lips found her hair, her cheek, her mouth. I kissed her as if I could tattoo the need straight through her skin. She tasted sweet, sunshine and olives and something wild I hadn’t earned but wanted to.

“I love you too, Lily,” I breathed into her neck. “I always have. You’re it for me.”

She melted, hands greedy, untucking my shirt and popping every button she could reach. Sunlight warmed my chest, the press of her palms making every nerve ring like a tuning fork.

She fixed me with a look, lips soft and uncertain. “You’re not just saying that? You’re not going to get bored with me, or, like, throw me out of the harem because I’m not as smart as Anna? Or as hot as Savannah? Or as athletic as Jordan?”

I laughed, genuine, loud enough to bounce off the parapet.

“Lily, you’re the reason those other women ever saw the inside of my building. You’re the glue. Anna may be brainy, Savannah outrageous, Jordan competitive, but you’re the one I want at the end of the day. You’re what makes everything feel like home.”

Tears pricked at her lashes, but this time it was joy, not heartbreak.

She rocked forward, grinding her ass into my lap, the heat of her pussy burning through the thin cotton of my pants.

Her hands roamed my chest, nails raking lightly, halfway between teasing and worship.

Then she leaned in, lips at my ear. "You want to know why I really came today?"

I nodded, already hard enough to pound nails.

She giggled, low and playful, as she rolled her hips against me. "I came because I wanted you. Right here, right now."

My hands slid up her bare thighs, under the hem of her dress to cup her ass, and I froze. Nothing but smooth, warm skin where fabric should have been. The realization hit me like a freight train. She wasn't wearing anything underneath. My fingers dug into her flesh involuntarily.

"Jesus Christ," I growled, heart hammering so hard I could barely hear myself think. Her wetness slicked against my wrist as I gripped her harder.

She blushed, but didn't shy away. I caught her chin with my fingers, making her look at me. "Move in with me," I said, the words rushing out before I could overthink them. "Not just for now. For real. The loft, my life, all of it. I'm never letting you go."

Her eyes widened, pupils dilating until the blue was just a thin ring. Her lips parted, trembled, then curved into a smile so brilliant it hurt to look at directly.

"Yes," she whispered, voice breaking. "God, Jack, yes." Her fingers dug into my shoulders, nails leaving half-moons in my skin. "I'd love to. I'd love nothing more than waking up with you every morning."

I didn’t trust myself to speak. I just gripped her ass, squeezing the soft, perfect flesh, hooked my finger and found her entrance. She gasped, head dropping back, pretty tits straining against the dress as I stroked her open, circling her clit until she was panting.

She rocked up, hands working the buckle on my pants, then yanking my cock free with a practiced greed that made me insane for her. She stroked it, slow and reverent, letting the tip paint her inner thigh before she lined herself up and slid down, taking every inch in one go.

We both groaned, a perfect duet.

The sun lit her face, sweat beading at her hairline, lips parted as she started to ride me. There was nothing delicate about how she moved. She wanted to own it, to drive it home. Her hands braced on my chest, fingers splayed, nails digging just enough to hurt. Her tits bounced free as I tugged the straps down, rounding the curves with my palms, pinching her nipples until she squealed.

“You like that?” I teased, rolling the stiff pink tips between my fingers.

“God, yes,” she moaned, grinding harder. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

She fucked me with abandon, the blanket barely muffling the slap of our bodies. Sweat streaked her tits, her hair wild in the wind, every inch of her alive with the need to be claimed.

Her pussy was heaven, hot, tight, clutching me so deep I felt every twitch, every pulse. She milked my cock, riding faster, not caring if anyone on the neighboring rooftop saw or heard.

I caught her mouth in mine, devoured her moans, kissed her until she shivered. She tasted salty, desperate, delirious with the pleasure of finally, finally being wanted for exactly who she was.

I palmed her tits, kneading them as she rode, loving how her nipples stiffened against my skin.

“Harder,” she begged, breathless.

I clamped both hands on her hips, wielding her like a force of nature, letting her set the pace but making damned sure she felt every inch. The way she rode me was nothing like what people would assume from her sunshine disposition. There was a ferocious hunger in Lily, a need to lose herself in the moment, to fuck so hard it erased whatever pain she’d carried into the day. She threw her head back, ponytail whipping, sweat beading at her temples as she bounced on my lap, the city spread out behind her like a fever dream.

The blanket bunched under my knees, scratchy on my skin, but every other sensation tunneled down to the places where our bodies met. She ground herself against me, rotating her hips so her clit mashed into my pubic bone, driving both of us insane. The pleasure spiked and dipped, electric and relentless, an avalanche gathering momentum. Lily’s moans got desperate, high and sharp, her hands sliding behind my head to tug my mouth to her tits. I latched onto her nipple and she clawed at my hair, holding me there, daring me to mark her.

We were both animals, clawing, clutching, panting into each other’s mouths, the world shrinking to this scalding point of contact, the sun bearing down and the wind trying to cool us but failing. She started babbling, words dissolving into gasps, “Harder, baby, don’t fucking stop, please, please, right there, oh god—” Her legs shook as the pleasure took over, thighs trembling against my hips, her cunt gripping my cock so tight it bordered on pain.

I felt her coming before she did, the way her body tensed, the sharp inhale, the look in her eyes like she’d seen a ghost and wanted to kiss it. She bucked forward, slamming herself down on me, and her whole body spasmed, pussy spasming around my shaft, milking me, drawing every drop out of me like a thirst she could finally satiate. My own orgasm hit at the same time, a hot, electric surge that left me dizzy, ropes of cum flooding her and leaking down onto the ruined blanket.

But Lily didn’t stop, not even as she came. She kept rocking, greedy for every aftershock, using me as leverage to squeeze out every last wave. She bit down on my shoulder, hard enough to leave a mark, and I welcomed it, wanted it, needed the proof that this was real and not some fucked-up hallucination.

She came again, a second, smaller quake that left her giggling through the tears, her face wet where it pressed to my neck. I held her tighter, not caring about the sweat, the mess, the risk of someone seeing us through a rooftop window and getting an eyeful. If anything, I wanted them to let the whole fucking city know she was mine, that I was hers, that nothing would ever get between us again.

Her arms went slack, her body limp against me, my cock still twitching inside her as she caught her breath. I stroked her hair, breathing her in, letting the world return to its normal dimensions one heartbeat at a time.

Lily collapsed forward, face buried in my neck, body quaking. Her tits pressed to my chest, sticky and perfect, as I held her through the storm.

We clung together, trembling and spent, the Chicago skyline rolling on, uncaring.

Our breath synced, slow and sweet, as the sweat dried on our skin.

Lily kissed my jaw, cheek, lips, anywhere she could reach. Her hands twined in my hair, her body refusing to let go.

We couldn’t have broken apart if we tried.

When words finally returned, she whispered it, voice wrecked and raw:

“Do you really want me to move in, Jack? For real?”

I cupped her cheek, thumb brushing away a stray tear of joy. “More than anything. I want to wake up next to you, every damn day.”

She shuddered, smiling so bright it was like a second sun. “Good. Because I love you more than anything in the world.”

“Good,” I said, echoing her. “Because I’m never letting you go.”

She kissed me. Long, deep, the kind of kiss that vibrated clear to my bones. The rest of the city could have vanished, and I wouldn’t have noticed.

Lily in my lap, my cock still buried in her, our futures locked.

If this was the finish line, I’d already won.

But with Lily, there was always another round, another summer day, another promise to keep.

And I’d savor every second.


Chapter fifteen
Club Royalty


If there’s a purgatory for over-achievers, it’s Friday night in River North, neon lights, two-deep at the velvet rope, and enough bass to slap your brain right through the back of your skull. We stepped from the Uber and caught a blast of that energy: sweat, perfume, hope, and a desperation to be seen.

Anna looked like every bad decision you ever wanted to make twice. She wore a slinky midnight blue dress that hugged every inch of her curves, the neckline just dangerous enough to tease, the hem trailing high enough to make her legs look endless. Her hair was down, wild and glossy, curling at the ends to frame her face. Heels added two inches and an attitude that said she’d walk right over you if you stood in her way. Even before we got inside, heads turned.

Jordan? Jesus. She went for tactical seduction: black bodycon, sleeveless, high at the neck but brutally tight everywhere else, her tits high and proud, the springy sway of her ass barely contained by the fabric. Her dark hair was up in a no-bullshit ponytail, showing off her jawline and the sharp angle of her cheekbones. Minimal jewelry, just a vintage watch and the flash of that little compass tattoo on her wrist. She didn’t need anything else.

I’d tried to keep up, dark jeans, boots, a black button-down tailored enough to look intentional. But next to these two, I might as well have shown up in construction gear.

The bouncer took one look at the trio and bumped us to the front of the line. Inside, the place was a sensory fistfight: deep house vibrating the floors, multicolored strobe lights, the air thick with heat and possibility. Bodies moved everywhere, a million stories colliding in sweat and shadow.

Anna grinned, exposing a glint of teeth. “You’re really giving us the royal treatment tonight, babe.”

I caught her hand and pulled her close, letting the music take over. “You earned it. Consider this harem appreciation night.”

Jordan rolled her eyes, but her lips quirked up at the corners. “Is that on the official HR calendar?”

“Quarterly reviews are mandatory,” I shot back, and she snorted.

We fought through the crowd and docked at the bar. It was three deep, but Anna’s smile and Jordan’s legs worked miracles. Within seconds, a bartender in a vintage tee and sleeve tattoos was leaning in, ready for whatever we threw at him.

I let the women order first. Anna went for classic tequila, neat. Jordan stuck to bourbon, rocks, unpretentious and strong. I matched them, unwilling to get shown up on round one.

As we clinked glasses, Anna eyed the dance floor. Her lips glittered, yeah, she’d gotten into the sparkle lip gloss, and her gaze tracked every cluster of bodies, every flirty table, as if mapping out the optimal route to conquest.

“See anyone we know?” she asked.

I scanned the crowd and almost lost the plot.

On the far side of the room, next to a glowing blue ice bucket, Natalie stood with two women straight out of an off-duty Vogue spread. Gone was the buttoned-down pro: she’d gone full femme fatale. Her dress was liquid silver, off the shoulder, hugging her frame like it was painted on. The fit was flawless, the hem slashing high on her thigh, the neckline drawing your eyes down to where her tits tested the laws of physics. Her blonde hair was loose, styled in lazy waves, and the lighting turned it platinum. Even from here, her legs looked a mile long, feet strapped into delicate heels with thin gold chains for straps.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

Jordan noticed. “Is that Vaughn? Damn, girl has range.”

The girls knew every detail about Natalie after I filled them in on the scene at her lighting showroom. Of course, they demanded to see a picture; Lily and Anna practically vibrated with anticipation, insisting I should recruit her into the club. But I had doubts Natalie was cut out for harem life, and that was before factoring in Ryan and Jenny. It all sounded tangled and messy. I’d more or less made peace with the idea that our hook-up was a one-time-only affair. But standing there, taking in the sight of her now, I realized none of that certainty held up.

Anna caught the direction of my stare and laughed. “You dog. Invite her over.”

I flagged down the bartender, asked for a champagne split, and gave him clear instructions: deliver it to the woman in killer silver on the far rail, from ‘the handsome idiot in black.’

He grinned, and bowed with a flourish. “My favorite kind of assignment.”

Thirty seconds later, Natalie gave us a once-over. Her eyes landed on me, but then darted past, cataloguing Anna and Jordan with professional precision. She grinned, slow and predatory, and started toward us, her two friends in tow.

The approaching trio was a unit: Natalie, silver and gold and pure confidence; to her left, a tall, curvy redhead in a skin-tight emerald dress, the color making her green eyes pop, and on the right, a petite brunette with a razor-sharp bob and a black mesh top that left nothing to the imagination over a lacy pink bra.

They moved through the crowd like they owned the airspace.

I stood, ready. “Incoming. Play nice.”

Anna flashed her most devastating smile. Jordan just arched a brow, unimpressed but interested.

Natalie didn’t waste a second. As the music slid from thumping bass to something dirtier and slower, she rested a casual hand on my arm and greeted me like we hadn’t been fucking each other’s souls out just last week.

“Jack Bennett,” she said, savoring the name. “Didn’t peg you for the nightlife type.”

I shrugged, fighting to keep my eyes on her face. “Special occasion. I try to keep up with my over-achieving company.”

Her gaze tracked quickly from Anna to Jordan, curiosity breaking through her cool. Anna had that effect. Her glow drew women in as much as men. Jordan’s presence was more of a dare than an invitation.

Natalie’s lips curved. “A double date? Or am I missing the plot?”

I caught Anna’s eye, then Jordan’s, and didn’t flinch. “No plot. Just good company, and a reason to cut loose. You know Anna Brooks, right? And this is Jordan Hale. They run this city better than half the politicians.”

Anna offered her hand, all grace. “I’ve heard a lot about you, Natalie. Jack can’t stop talking about your custom work.”

Natalie laughed, the sound low and more honest than I’d heard from her before. “Now I’m scared. I hope it wasn’t all horror stories.”

Jordan’s introduction was more direct. She sized up Natalie, then offered her wrist with the compass tattoo. “You do lighting, right? You test your own fixtures? Respect.”

Natalie looked genuinely delighted. “Most contractors just want cheap and fast. Jack actually cares about how a place feels after dark. We get along for a reason.”

She motioned to her friends. “This is Fiona, my design partner, and Lexi, who handles all our PR when we’re not chasing trouble on weekends.”

The redhead, Fiona, had the kind of handshake that spoke of ten years wrangling egos in the design trenches. “Nice to finally meet the man behind the blueprints.”

Lexi’s smile was razor bright. She took in our trio and didn’t miss a beat. “You all look like you stepped out of an ad campaign for ‘best night ever.’ Can we borrow your energy?”

Anna’s eyes sparkled. “Only if you promise to keep up.”

Natalie watched the exchange, but her attention drifted back to me, lingering a little too long on the place where my shirt stretched tight across the chest. She leaned in, her perfume a blend of citrus and something smoky.

“You always surround yourself with this much firepower?” she murmured.

“Just lucky, I guess,” I said. But her glance bounced from Anna to Jordan and back, measuring the web between us.

She got it, instantly. Her lips parted, and for a split-second, her cheeks flushed, but what hit next wasn’t disgust or disapproval, it was the look of someone being dared to play at a higher level.

Natalie met Anna’s gaze, and there was a mutual recognition: rivals, but not enemies.

Lexi gave a little hum of approval. “We’re burning daylight here,” she said, jerking her chin toward the dance floor. “Let’s make some trouble.”

Fiona slammed the rest of her champagne, then offered her arm to Anna, who accepted with a laugh. Jordan copped a ‘lead the way’ smirk and fell in beside Lexi, leaving me with Natalie on my right, the heat of her body close enough to fry every brain cell I had left.

We hit the dance floor and got swallowed up by the crush.

Music in here was its own language, the strobe lights slashing gold and red and ultraviolet through the haze. The crowd was body to body, and the sweat and energy made every nerve raw.

Anna moved like she owned the beat, hips rolling, her dress sculpted to every inch of her. She danced with Fiona at first, the two of them circling, almost in sync, their laughter spiking every time their bodies brushed. Anna’s ass looked painted on, and the dim light caught the gleam of her thigh every time she spun. Fiona kept pace, tall, curvy, and playful, matching Anna step for step.

Jordan? She came alive in a whole different way. She let Lexi close the gap, the two of them chest to chest, caught in some kind of competitive grind. Jordan’s ass flexed hard enough to turn heads, and her tits looked ready to burst free any second. Every time she moved, her hair whipped like a flag, and the heavy thud of the music seemed to live in her core. Lexi didn’t flag, and the banter between them was fast and filthy, even if I couldn’t catch more than a word at a time.

Natalie was the revelation. In her element, she unleashed. The silver dress caught every flare of light, the fabric clinging to her legs, her ass, her torso. She pressed her back to my chest and rolled her hips, slow and deliberate, the heat of her body radiating through the thin layers. When she turned, her eyes went straight to mine, blue and cool but burning at the edges. Every move was confident. She knew exactly what she was doing, exactly how to tempt and challenge without ever begging for it. Her perfume blended with sweat and club air, an instant trigger that hit me between the eyes.

I pulled her close, hands at her waist, and swayed in time. She let me guide but refused to surrender, catching my hand and spinning away when the beat demanded it.

Even in the middle of six gorgeous humans, the rest of the club faded to background noise.

Anna and Fiona made the rounds, sometimes looping in Lexi and Jordan, sometimes splitting off to laugh about something hilarious I’d missed. Each time, Anna’s eyes found mine, a silent dare: can you handle this?

Jordan kept an eye out for me, too. She’d drift past, brushing my arm or bumping her hip to mine, a subtle reminder: she didn’t want to be forgotten.

Now and then, Natalie would pause, scan the room, and pinpoint Anna or Jordan, registering the way we orbited each other. She never pulled away. If anything, her curiosity ramped up, her moves getting bolder, more intimate.

The women integrated fast. The three of them, Anna, Jordan, Natalie, built an alliance in real time. They volleyed flirtation, shared inside jokes, and every so often, dropped the masks just long enough to show real hunger. It was a master class in how women test, tease, then close ranks.

I just tried to keep my head above the wave.

In a break between sets, Anna dragged our squad to the edge of the floor, where I could catch my breath and break down the chaos.

She looped her arm around Natalie’s waist, like they’d grown up together. “You dance like you’ve got something to prove.”

Natalie didn’t even blink. “I like keeping things interesting. You handled that opening set pretty well yourself.”

Anna leaned in, lips at Natalie’s ear. “It’s not even midnight. We’re just getting started.”

The electricity off that exchange nearly shorted the overheads.

Lexi and Jordan commandeered the next table over, shots already lined up. Jordan called out, “Bring your A-game, Brooks. We’re not going easy on you.”

Anna’s eyes went sly. “Always do.”

Natalie slid in beside me, the curve of her thigh pressing against mine under the table. She traced a finger along the rim of my empty glass. “If you keep collecting women like this, you’re going to need a bigger loft.”

I choked out a laugh. “You volunteering for the expansion team?”

She arched a brow. “Let’s call it a feasibility study.”

Anna caught that, and her grin was pure challenge. “Plenty of room for talent if you’re up for the competition.”

Jordan, not to be outdone, clinked glasses with Natalie, then downed her vodka in one go. “Let’s see how you handle the after-party. That’s where the real test starts.”

Even Fiona and Lexi, who weren’t even trying to mask their interest, got in on the action. Fiona leaned in, her green eyes locked on Anna as she said, “I always like learning from the best.”

Lexi? She just smirked at me, then winked. “You’re a lucky man, Bennett. Hope you can keep that much estrogen happy.”

The DJ hit a remix of some pop banger, and the dance floor called. There was no resisting. We went back in, six strong.

Bodies moved in a blur. The women tangled and untangled, shifting partners, laughter bright enough to cut even through the bass. Anna grabbed me, spun me into her orbit. Jordan yanked Natalie into a two-step so well-timed it forced eye contact, and, as predicted, neither of them flinched.

By song three, everyone was sweating. As the tempo slowed, the women pulled me into a cluster, Anna at my left, Natalie on the right, Jordan at my back. The press of their bodies, their perfume, their sweat, nothing subtle about it. The harem dynamic wasn’t a rumor anymore. It was out in the open, on display, and the women seemed to thrive on the attention.

Anna kissed my ear. “You having fun yet?”

“Pretty sure I died and went to heaven.”

Jordan’s hands circled my waist, her breath hot against my neck. “We should do this more often.”

Natalie closed any remaining gap, her hand sliding up my chest. “Maybe we just need the right excuse.”

For a second, the world pulsed only with heartbeats and want.

The music swelled, bodies pressed in, and my arms were full of living, breathing proof that sometimes life doesn’t just exceed expectations, it blows the roof off.

The six of us danced like the world might end at midnight.

I didn’t even care if it did.

All I wanted was the promise in those eyes, the stories their bodies kept writing against my skin.

We had the after-party in the bag.

And if you thought the dance floor was wild, you should see what happened when we took it home.

***

If the club was a beast, by one a.m. it had swallowed us whole and spit out the bones. Bodies everywhere, lights pulsing hard enough to flatten sense and shame. Everyone was sweating, vibrating, unzipped at the edges. The women fed on it, their eyes bright, their laughter unfiltered. You couldn’t fake that kind of chemistry.

I was just trying to survive it.

Anna always moved first. At the tail end of some wild remix, she caught my eye across the floor, then crooked her finger, a come-here that brokered no argument. We slipped out of the scrum and ducked into a side corridor where velvet booths offered at least the illusion of privacy.

She toppled me into the seat, then straddled my lap, her skirt bunching up to bare her thighs. The move was liquid: all grace, all intent, not a scrap of hesitation. Her perfume—spicy, a little sweet—hit me first. Then her hands threaded into my hair and yanked me straight into her kiss.

God, the way Anna kissed. Like she already knew the ending and wanted to taste every step getting there. Her tongue swept into my mouth, greedy and sure, lips soft but the pressure firm, deliberate.

I gripped her ass under the hem of her dress, fingers digging into the perfect curve. Anna rocked against me, slow at first, just letting the friction build. Each shift drove the heat higher. Her tits pressed to my chest, nipples hard and insistent even through layers, begging for my hands, my mouth, anything I’d give.

She broke for air, her eyes molten, lips already swollen.

“I’ve been wanting to do that all night,” she said, voice private and raw.

I couldn’t think straight. “Pretty sure you’re gonna get me kicked out.”

She grinned, devious. “They wouldn’t dare. Not with you under me.”

She bit my lower lip, then ground her hips down, making my cock throb up into her. Only a thin strip of soaked underwear separated us. I was already half-gone. Anna knew it, too. Her eyes went smug, then soft, then hungry again. She clamped both hands behind my neck and kissed me deeper, her breath hitching when my hands glided up her back, under her hair.

She nipped my ear. “God, you’re such a mess for me.”

I palmed her ass, testing the boundaries. “You’re the one dry-humping me in public, babe.”

She giggled, then rolled her hips, hard and deliberate. If we’d been alone, I could’ve finished her on my lap, just like that, and maybe myself, too. But tonight she just wanted to edge us both up to the bleeding line.

Anna pressed her forehead to mine, breath ragged. Her hair fell around us, cocooning the moment. “Remember that summer at the lake house?” she whispered. “How we used to sneak off at dusk, thinking everyone else didn’t notice?”

I nodded, the memory fusing with the present.

“This is better,” Anna breathed. “I don’t want to sneak anymore. I want you. All the time. No hiding.”

I kissed her, slow and deep, sealing the promise. The heat between us was nuclear, but underneath it, something else, a gravity, a knowing, a trust.

Anna smiled, the edge of shyness creeping back in. She shivered in my arms, but didn’t let go. Not for a second.

“I love you,” she said, soft but uncompromising.

“I love you, too,” I said. My cock pulsed, hungry for more.

She rocked once more, sending a jolt through both of us. Then Anna slid off my lap, smoothed her skirt, and fixed me with a look that said, clear as day: this was only the beginning.

“We should check on the others,” she teased, biting her lip. “Wouldn’t want to leave them unsupervised. And don’t worry, later tonight I will rock your world.”

I followed, dazed and desperate, already missing the pressure of her body on mine.

***

Apparently, Jordan didn’t need rescuing. She found me instead. Before I could reach the dance floor, she intercepted, eyes all business, but lips fighting a smile.

“Come with me,” she said, voice low enough to vibrate right through my core.

Jordan led me, confident as a quarterback, through the back passage, past the restrooms, and behind a stack of speakers nearly as tall as I was. The space was shadowy, abandoned except for the echo of bass. Here, the bass hit physical, the vibration worming under your skin.

She didn’t waste time flirting. Jordan pressed her back to me, glanced over her shoulder, then bent at the waist, hands braced on the dark, sticky edge of the subwoofer. Her ass jutted out, the black dress clinging to every flex.

She hiked up the hem, flashed the fact that she’d ditched her thong somewhere between cocktail hour and now, and arched her back so her pussy, already glistening, slightly parted, was right at my zipper.

Jordan looked back and smirked. “You game?”

She never had to ask.

I fumbled open my fly, cock springing out, already dripping, edged from Anna. The risk was insane, but that was the point. She wanted to see if I’d go all the way.

I grabbed her ass, lined myself up, and guided the head of my cock right to her soaked entrance. Jordan was so wet, so ready, she took the whole length in a single, greedy push.

We both hissed. The sensation was fucking unreal, hot, tight, her cunt clutching me to the root. I started moving, slow at first, savoring the grip, the bounce of her ass every time I bottomed out.

Jordan’s hands braced harder on the speaker, knuckles white. The music pounded, masking any stray moans. She pushed back onto me, greedy for every inch.

“Harder,” she whispered, barely audible above the beat. “Don’t hold back.”

I didn’t. I fucked her with everything I had, balls slapping her ass, bodies crashing together with the rhythm of the club. Every thrust sent a jolt through my legs, up my spine. Jordan’s walls clenched, milking me, daring me to last.

She didn’t even fight the noise. She let herself moan, soft and filthy, every time I drove deep.

I leaned in, lips at her ear. “You sure about this?”

She craned her neck, eyes wild. “I’m done pretending. I want in the harem. All the way. If you want me, I’m yours.”

The confession lit me up. I fucked her harder, faster, lost in the need to mark her, to prove we weren’t playing by anyone’s rules but our own.

She arched higher, nearly off her feet, using only her arms to balance. The risk of someone finding us, hell, of anyone just coming around the corner, pushed her toward the edge.

“God, Jack, I’m gonna—”

I covered her mouth with my hand, silencing the scream as she came. Her whole body bowed, her pussy grabbing me, milking the orgasm from me even as she shook in aftershocks. She gushed around me, the slick heat sending me over the ledge.

I slammed in, shooting deep, filling her with hot, desperate pulses. The sensation nearly took my legs out. For a second, the world was just darkness, vibration, and the impossible velvet grip of her cunt.

We sagged together, still joined, still twitching. I kissed the back of her neck, letting her feel the weight of me, the claim.

Jordan finally straightened, letting my cock slip free, wet and shiny. She laughed, breathless.

“Next time, I want to be fucked where everyone can watch,” she whispered, pulling her skirt down. “I want to see their faces when they realize what you’re really capable of.”

I grinned, tucking myself away. “You’re trouble.”

She licked her lips. “You love it.”

Jordan gave me one last, filthy kiss, then headed back toward the thumping heart of the club, walking like she owned the night.

I followed, brain melted, cock still throbbing from the rush.

***

Natalie was waiting for me. She danced alone, hips rolling to the slower grind of the DJ’s new set. The silver dress clung, every breath accentuating the lines of her waist, the slope of her ass, the proud, perfect curve of her tits.

I didn’t even reach for subtlety. I caught her from behind, arms wrapping around her, and she pressed back until our bodies were one. The heat off her skin, the electricity of her shiver, fuck, it was like being dared to set the place on fire.

She reached up, laced her fingers behind my neck, and ground her ass into my crotch. My cock was still hard, still leaking, and she didn’t miss it. She arched against me, rolling her hips in perfect sync with the beat.

Natalie laughed, sultry and low. “Don’t get shy on me now.”

I spun her to face me, and suddenly nothing else mattered. The club could’ve burned down and I wouldn’t have noticed. I cupped her face, kissed her, and she melted into it.

Her lips were soft at first, then open, tongue hungry for more. She tasted like champagne and challenge, the kind of woman who took what she wanted and made you grateful for the privilege.

Natalie grabbed my ass, yanking me flush. Her hands roamed up my shirt, fingers digging into my back as she pulled me closer. It wasn’t just a kiss. It was a declaration.

Around us, the dance floor seethed: bodies grinding, hands everywhere, music so loud you felt it through your ribcage. But in our little bubble, the world was just the pulse of want, the scrape of our teeth, the slick heat of her thigh sliding against mine.

She sucked my tongue, then nipped my lip. “You see how they’re all watching us?”

I glanced sideways, and she was right. Strangers stared, a little shocked, a little envious.

“Let them,” I said, fingers sliding down to the bare skin at her waist.

Natalie pressed her forehead to mine. Her breath was shaky, loaded with something she’d never say out loud. “You know I could ruin you, right?”

I grinned. “You’re welcome to try.”

She kissed me again, this time dirtier, her hand slipping down to tease the bulge in my jeans. I nearly lost it on the spot.

Natalie’s tongue licked the rim of my ear, her words a private dare. “You keep building these harems, Jack. But what happens when your girls start working together?”

I shuddered at the image. Anna, Jordan, Natalie, tangled and hungry in the dark.

“Guess I’d have to keep up,” I said.

She bit my jaw, then kissed it, softening at the last moment.

“I think you can,” she whispered. “But only if you let go of all that control.”

The music surged, we spun, and the make-out went nuclear. Hands everywhere, teeth clashing, sweat slicking her collarbone. Every second was another reminder that Natalie didn’t just want to play, she wanted to win.

She pressed her thigh between my legs, grinding for friction, and I nearly lost my grip.

Her laughter sparkled, even over the music. “This is a preview. You ready for the director’s cut?”

“Lead the way,” I said, sucking a mark onto her neck.

Natalie raked her nails down my chest, then took my hand and pulled me toward the exit, the rest of the crew already converging for the final act.

All eyes were on us, but it didn’t matter.

The only proof that mattered was the look in her eyes, the promise of what came next.

***

By last call, Lexi and Fiona had long since gone. The four of us had broken every rule on the club’s list, public indecency, stealing the spotlight, and making it crystal clear to everyone in the building that this harem was not a myth.

Anna clasped my arm with both hands, her lips still swollen from our make-out session.

Jordan, every hair still in place despite the pounding she’d just taken, wore a look of satisfaction that said she was ready for round two, three, and four.

Natalie, silver dress wrinkled at the hips, hair a little mussed, clung to my other side, her smile slow and confidential.

Our exit from the club wasn’t a walk, it was a parade. Strangers watched, jaws dropping as we made our departure. No shame left, not for any of us.

Outside, the city air hit cold and shock sharp, but between the four of us, heat never dropped.

Anna pressed against my right. Jordan bracketed my left. Natalie? She tangled her fingers in the back of my shirt and dragged me into a second, brutal kiss before the Uber even showed.

We tumbled into it together, the aftershocks of the night reverberating in every touch.

And all bets were off.

***

If the club was a fever dream, the Uber ride home was a straight-up orgy in miniature.

We piled into the back, Anna riding shotgun, the rest of us squished into the backseat like a human jigsaw. I barely closed the door before Natalie had her hand up my thigh, not even bothering to play coy. Jordan pressed in from the left, her hand sliding discreetly under the hem of Anna’s dress, fingers mapping the inside of her thigh. Anna, never to be outdone, looped her arm around my neck and pulled me into a kiss that told the driver exactly what kind of night we were about to have.

The city blurred past, streetlights flashing in through the windows, the air inside the car growing sticky and charged. Natalie sucked on my earlobe, her whispers loaded with dirty promise. “When we get to your place, I want you to fuck me first,” she breathed.

Jordan didn’t miss a beat. “He’s mine next,” she countered, sliding her palm over my crotch and giving it a squeeze that nearly made me explode on the spot.

Anna just laughed, rolling her head back onto my shoulder. She turned and kissed Natalie, soft at first but then deeper, hungrier, their tongues darting between lips. In the rearview, the driver locked eyes with me for a split second and I smiled, knowing he’d have a story to tell in the morning.

We hit the curb in front of my building and stormed out, hands everywhere, all sense of restraint lost to the night. We barely made it through the front door before Natalie shoved me against a wall and bit my neck, her hands raking up under my shirt.

The elevator ride up? Legendary. There was a quick round of Rock, Paper, Scissors for who got to kiss me first, but the joke was on them: I had two hands and no shame. Anna straddled my thigh, grinding her pussy against my jeans and giggling. Jordan ran both hands up my chest, her grip authoritative, her eyes pure challenge. Natalie tried to play cool, but the way she pressed her tits into my arm told a different story.

***

By the time we hit my loft, underwear was already peeking out, dresses riding high, and the only light that mattered was the way these women glowed. Anna’s dress slipped off her shoulder, revealing lacy black straps and a flash of curve. Jordan stripped her own dress one-handed, revealing a matte black bralette and matching thong that left almost nothing to the imagination. If anything, the savage cut made her tits and ass look even more perfect than before. Natalie? She shimmied out of her silver dress and left on a white lace set that made her look like the kind of centerfold they’d outlaw in five states. The tiniest thong rode impossibly high on her hips, the bra barely corralling her tits, nipples already poking through the fabric. I drank them in, stunned and starving.

My own clothes barely made it past the threshold. Anna tugged my shirt over my head, ran her hands down my chest and abs as if she meant to judge every muscle. Jordan clawed at my jeans, freeing my cock, and what little self-control I had left snapped clean in two.

There was a brief, hilarious standoff. Who went first? But in the end, Anna took charge. She pulled me down onto the bed, climbed on top, and locked her lips to mine. The others gathered close, the heat of their bodies a furnace in the dark.

Anna straddled my waist, her pussy wet and wanting, the trimmed patch above her slit glistening in the glow from the city lights. She lowered herself onto my cock, slow at first, both of us savoring the stretch, the sheer fucking rightness of being joined. As she rode me, Jordan moved in closer, settling on the bed just beside us, legs parted, her own pussy gleaming, pink and perfect. Anna leaned over, braced herself on her arms, and buried her face between Jordan’s thighs. The transition was flawless. My cock deep inside Anna, while her tongue flicked and fucked Jordan’s clit, driving both women to the edge.

Natalie watched, eyes dark and alive, one hand alternating between her own pussy and squeezing Anna’s ass; she cheered us on, her fingers occasionally joining the fray to rub Anna’s clit as I thrust up from below.

Anna rode me harder, the slap of skin ringing out, her cries muffled by Jordan’s cunt. Sweat ran down her back, catching the light, her hair a wild tangle. Jordan’s thighs trembled, her breath coming in gasps as Anna tongued her relentlessly. At the same time, Anna’s pussy clenched me so tight it felt like the universe had shrunk to just the heat between us.

When Jordan came, body locked, hands fisted in Anna’s hair, I felt Anna shake with pride, licking her clean even as my own orgasm built, desperate and raw. Jordan pulled Anna up, kissed her deep, sharing the taste. At that, I lost it, cumming hard inside Anna’s greedy cunt, my own moan swallowed in the chaos of pleasure.

Anna slumped forward, laying on my chest, her pussy milking every drop. For a second, I was boneless, fused to the sheets. But the show wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

***

Next, Natalie wanted her due. She rolled me onto my back, straddled me reverse cowgirl, and let her ass do the talking. It was a perfection I couldn’t describe, pillowy, shockingly firm, every bounce of her hips ratcheting up the friction and driving me wild. Her pussy was soaked, swallowing my cock with every thrust.

Jordan slid in front of us, lips parted, eyes hungry. Natalie leaned forward, letting her tits drop heavy and full, and the two of them started to kiss, slow, then brutal, tongues tangling, hands everywhere. Anna scooted up, pressing her own tits against Natalie’s back, reaching around to toy with Natalie’s nipples.

The room was a frenzy of motion: Natalie riding, grinding herself down onto me, every muscle rippling in her thighs and back. Jordan’s hand crept between Natalie’s legs, rubbing her clit, while Anna nibbled down Natalie’s neck and shoulders, marking her with little bites.

I gripped Natalie’s hips, rocking her faster, loving the way her ass jiggled each time I slammed up. She cursed, voice breaking, her orgasm building with each wicked pass of Jordan’s fingers. Finally, with a gasp, she froze, body shaking, her cunt fluttering around my cock as she climaxed.

She bowed low, head pressed to the sheets, and just trembled, letting wave after wave take her. The sight alone nearly finished me, but I held back, determined to see the marathon through.

Jordan pounced next. She crawled up and kissed Natalie, deep and hungry, as if claiming a prize. I watched, transfixed, as Jordan climbed aboard. This time, she wanted me upright. She straddled my lap, grabbed my cock, and drove it inside her, sitting deep. She squeezed me with her pelvic muscles, every pulse another threat to my sanity.

Anna and Natalie formed a two-woman support squad, stroking Jordan’s tits, pinching her nipples, and kissing her neck. Jordan threw her head back, losing herself in the sensation, while my hands roamed her body, worshipping the athletic lines, the flex of her abs, the taut curve of her ass.

Jordan rode me rough, a piston of muscle and need, her pussy clenching tighter and tighter until she exploded. Her hands wrapped around my neck, pulling me into the heat of her body, her moans loud and wild as she came. I felt the gush of wetness flood down my shaft, slick and perfect.

This time, I let go, cumming inside her, my cock jerking and spurting, filling her up. Jordan rode every spasm, grinding down until she’d milked the very last drop.

We collapsed, but Natalie was already stirring. She wanted more, and so did Anna. I’d lost track of whose turn it was. By now, the night belonged to the four of us, our bodies and voices indistinguishable.

***

The afterglow should’ve been enough, but the girls had other plans. Anna pulled us all into the giant shower, cranked the water, and let the steam turn us into animals again. Natalie dropped to her knees and swallowed my cock, her lips making a perfect seal; Anna joined her, licking the shaft and cupping my balls, the two of them working me in tandem with a hunger that bordered on reckless.

Jordan pressed up behind me, stroking my back, her tits hot against my skin. When Anna traded off with Natalie, their tongues intertwined over my cock, the visual alone enough to make me start to leak again.

But Jordan wasn’t finished. She bent over, bracing herself on the tile, and looked back at me: a dare.

“Now,” she said. “Don’t make me wait.”

I grabbed her hips, lined up, and slid inside her in one smooth motion. Jordan gasped, the water cascading down her back. I pounded her, hard and fast, the slap of flesh echoing off the walls. Anna reached around and rubbed her clit, making Jordan’s knees buckle. Natalie rose from her crouch to kiss Jordan upside-down, tongues dueling as I fucked her from behind.

Jordan came hard, her whole body wracked with aftershocks, her orgasm triggering mine. I emptied deep inside her, not caring about the mess. Hell, the mess was the point.

The women clung to each other, kissing, hands roaming, never breaking the circle of contact. We rinsed off, then Anna led the charge back to bed, still wet, still buzzing.

***

Back in bed, it was a blur of sensation. Over and over, the women took turns: sucking me, fucking me, riding me, devouring each other. Anna wanted seconds. She lay back, legs wide, begging me to fill her. I did, missionary, her ankles locked behind my back, while Jordan perched on her face, letting Anna lick her pussy through another mind-bending orgasm.

Natalie mounted my mouth while Anna rode my cock. The taste of her, the sounds she made as I tongued her clit, all of it made my head spin. The wet slap of skin, the moans of pleasure, the smell of sex and sweat. No one held back, not even for a second.

When I came inside Anna again, she nearly passed out from the aftershocks. Jordan and Natalie pumped me back to hardness, teaming up to suck me off, tongues sharing the load, until I was ready to claim Natalie at last.

I rolled her on her back, legs up, and drove into her, fucking her slow and deep while Anna and Jordan toyed with her tits and clit, making her wild. Natalie arched, her orgasm hitting like a freight train, her cunt clenching me so tight I nearly blacked out.

I came in her, thick and messy, filling her up as she shook and writhed.

The hours blurred. Cum leaked from every pussy. The girls licked it from each other, kissing and moaning and swapping places as if there was never enough pleasure in the world to sate them.

We ended up in a tangled heap, Anna curled against my chest, Jordan spooned behind her, Natalie sprawled across my stomach, her ass pillowed by my thigh. All of us sticky, spent, covered in sweat and proof of a night that would live in legend.

The city hummed outside, but inside, there was only our bodies, our heartbeats, and the absolute peace of knowing we’d burned down every last inhibition.

Satisfaction glowed in every touch. If anyone had told me I’d end up here, king of my own harem, surrounded by the smartest, sexiest women Chicago could breed, I’d have called them insane.

But this was reality. Ours.

I drifted into sleep with Anna’s hand tangled in mine, Natalie’s lips pressed to my collarbone, and Jordan’s heartbeat thudding steady at my back.

Tomorrow, the world might try to pull us apart.

Tonight, we were unbreakable.

The harem had found its home. And I was never, ever letting it go.


Chapter sixteen
Morning After


Iwoke to the sensation of a finger drifting lazy circles around my nipple, warm and featherlight, like the world’s best version of a snooze button. The second thing I noticed was the heat of skin pressed up against mine. There was no boundary between bodies, just sweat-sticky familiarity and the kind of contentment you only get when you’re too sated to pretend otherwise. For one perfect second, the night before felt like a fever dream—limbs tangled, lips everywhere, every secret wish granted.

But then Natalie sighed against my neck, and the memory sharpened.

A naked thigh was thrown over my hip, her calf pressed to the small of my back, and her tits, God, those tits, were mashed against the side of my chest. Her skin was sun-warmed porcelain, glowing in the white sheets, and I could smell the faintest echo of her perfume beneath the clean cotton. She traced my nipple again, the pad of her finger more teasing than any alarm clock, and when I finally cracked my eyes open, Natalie was there in full, heart-stopping color.

The sunlight caught her hair and set it on fire. Golden waves fanned across the pillow, framing a face better suited to a scandal than a Hallmark card: high cheekbones, that unmistakable Vaughn jawline, lips that looked designed for trouble. Her blue eyes were open, no hint of sleep left. She was watching me, almost smug, like a cat that had just demolished a canary and expected applause for the effort.

If her goal was to short-circuit my brain first thing in the morning, she was winning by a landslide.

“Morning,” she said, voice rough in a way that made my cock twitch.

I didn’t bother hiding the effect. My eyes roamed down, from the perfect arch of her neck to her bare shoulder, the honey-gold line of her waist, and the way sunlight painted every dip and curve. Her hair messily haloed around her like she was a starlet who’d just finished an all-night shoot and decided never to get dressed again.

“You always this handsy before breakfast?” I asked, keeping my voice light.

Her finger circled my nipple again, this time a little firmer. “You’re not complaining, are you?”

“Not even close,” I said. “Just taking stock.” I let my hand glide down the curve of her back, over the subtle muscle, until it cupped the perfect roundness of her ass. Still warm, still impossibly tight even after last night’s marathon. “Where’d everyone else disappear to?”

She pressed in, her pussy brushing my hip. I felt her smile against my jaw. “Anna and Jordan are hunting coffee. They bolted as soon as I threatened to start round four without them.”

I laughed, squeezing her ass. “Sounds like they know when they’re outmatched.”

Natalie shivered, but her gaze never dropped. “You regret anything from last night, Jack?” Her voice was soft, but the question landed like a ten-pound hammer. “Or did you get everything you wanted?”

It was a rare thing, seeing her let go of the professional defenses. The cracks showed, and for a second, I saw the woman underneath the icon.

I rolled her onto her back, taking the question for what it was.

I pinned her with my body, every inch of skin-to-skin making it clearer that regrets were the last thing on my mind. I kissed her, deep and open-mouthed, taking everything she offered and giving it back double. She moaned into my mouth, fingers digging into my shoulders, her hand snaking down until it wrapped my cock. She stroked slow, like she was savoring the heft, coaxing me from soft to steel in a matter of heartbeats.

When I broke the kiss, her lips glistened, cheeks flushed. “Does that feel like regret?” I asked, voice gone raw.

She didn’t answer with words. Natalie spread her legs wide, guiding the crown of my cock right to her entrance. She was already soaked, hell, probably never stopped leaking since last night, and the head slid over her clit, smearing her wetness until my self-control started to wobble.

I nudged at her folds, teasing, savoring the gasp that tore loose as I lined up and pressed in, just enough to let her feel the stretch. She clawed at my back, heels digging into the mattress for leverage.

“Jack, don’t tease,” she whispered, voice shivering with need. “I need to feel all of you. Now.”

There was no reason to fight it. With one smooth thrust, I buried myself inside her, inch by inch, until her pussy hugged me so tight it felt like home. Natalie let out a low, guttural moan, her nails raking down to my ass as if she could drag me even deeper.

This wasn’t the wild, no-holds-barred, melt-the-walls fuck fest from last night. This was a new animal: slow, heavy, deliberate. Each movement was connection, not just friction. Our eyes locked, blue into brown. I watched every flicker of lust, every ripple of wonder, every dare-you-to-break-this-first challenge she threw.

I set the pace. My hips drove into her, shallow at first, just enough to tease the entrance, then deeper, harder, until I bottomed out and felt her heat clutch me to the root. Natalie’s body flexed in time with every push, her back arched, tits bouncing, the line of her throat thrown back in silent ecstasy. The blue of her eyes never wavered, never drifted, and when I looked down at her face I saw it all: the defiance, the hunger, the wild delight that I could do this to her, that I could crack the Vaughn veneer in ways no one else would ever see.


She met every thrust, hips rolling, legs tight around my back, and that’s what did it, that total, animal need, hips moving in perfect sync, both of us matching each other, chemistry made kinetic. I watched her, watched the way her lips parted and her breath quickened, the way her nails raked my shoulders. She dropped the act, dropped everything, until it was just Natalie and me, skin and sweat and friction and need.


I held her there, hands locked on her hips, using her for leverage, slamming into her so the headboard rattled against the wall. With every stroke, she grew louder, her moans echoing through the loft, bouncing off brick and steel and glass. It wasn’t just sex; it was a full-body confession, an airing of every secret want until it rang out for anyone listening. And if the neighbors were listening, so be it. Let the city wake up to Natalie Vaughn getting railed and loving every minute.


She grinned, wild and half-crazy, eyes bright enough to burn holes through me. “You’re going to make me come, Jack,” she choked out between gasps. “Don’t you dare stop.”


I couldn’t have stopped if I’d wanted to. The pressure in my balls was off the charts, every muscle tight as a bowstring, but I held back, giving her everything first. She was close, her whole body a live wire, and I felt the shift, the way her hips started to shudder, how her eyes rolled back, how her pussy milked my cock with wave after wave.


“Fuck, fuck, fuck—” she said, repeating it like a mantra, voice climbing higher.


I let go then, letting instinct take over, driving into her hard and merciless, every thrust another wordless promise. My hands squeezed her ass, dragging her tight, making sure she felt every last inch. The wet slap of our bodies was louder than ever, her cunt so slick and swollen that it made obscene noises every time I pulled back.


She came first, explosive, primal, her entire body locking up as she screamed my name into the mattress. I felt it, the way her walls pulsed and squeezed and demanded, and then I was there, too, no warning, just a white-hot rush as I shot load after load deep inside her, so much that I had to keep pumping, had to keep pushing it through until I was dry.


The afterglow hit like a drug. Our bodies stayed fused, her legs still cinched around my waist, my cock twitching in the aftermath. The world stopped spinning, the sweat cooling on our skin and the ruined sheets clinging to our bodies. We breathed each other in, chests heaving in perfect counterpoint, silent except for the sound of our hearts slowing back to baseline.


She kept her eyes on me, softer now, her hand tracing lazy lines on my lower back. “If that’s what regret feels like, sign me the fuck up,” she whispered, laughing a little, the sound low and private.


I let my weight settle on her, not crushing, just enough to remind her she was pinned, that neither of us was going anywhere. I brushed her hair from her face and kissed her, softer this time, tasting her tongue and the salt of her skin.


“Round four?” I offered, and she grinned, biting my lip in answer.


But I didn’t move, not yet. I wanted to stay in this moment, cataloging every detail: the way our sweat mingled, the subtle tremor in her post-orgasmic limbs, the warmth of her cunt still hugging my cock. She was perfect, unguarded, and for the first time since we’d started this thing, she looked at me like I was more than a convenient fuck.


She warmed her palms on my chest, then let them rest over my heart. “You gonna tell me what’s in there?” she asked, voice sly but not quite teasing. “Or are we still pretending this is just about getting off?”


I paused, searching for the right answer. “You want the truth?”


She nodded, never breaking eye contact.


“I think I could get lost in you,” I said, honestly, and her lashes fluttered like maybe she wasn’t expecting that.


She pulled me down and kissed me again, lingering this time, like she was trying to memorize the taste.


We stayed that way, tangled and spent, until the morning sun crept another inch up the brick wall and the world threatened to intrude.

For a long minute, neither of us moved. I stayed buried deep, my cock twitching with every aftershock, the sweat drying on our skin, the sheets ruined beneath us.

Natalie pressed her lips to my cheek, my collarbone, any place she could reach. I softened the moment with slow kisses, gentle and almost shy, which was ridiculous considering we’d just set a new world record for indecency.

She finally broke the silence, her voice soft but certain. “I don’t think I can quit you, you know.”

I smiled into her hair, still panting. “Why would you want to?”

Her body tensed, just a little. “Because… Ryan.”

She let the name hang, the ghost in the room.

I didn’t flinch. “We’ll figure it out. You, me, him. It doesn’t have to be a war. Besides, if we hid from every complication, nothing would ever get built.” I stroked her cheek, thumbing the sweat from her jawline. “You’re worth getting messy for.”

Natalie’s eyes went glassy, but not sad. More like she’d finally been heard.

That was all she needed. Instantly, the hunger reignited.

With a sudden twist, she rolled us over, straddling my waist. My cock slipped free, wet and aching, but she didn’t waste time. She braced herself, guided the tip back to her slit, and sank down, swallowing me whole.

Her hair tumbled over her shoulders, sunlight setting it ablaze. Her tits bounced with every movement, the skin flushed from neck to navel, sweat beading between her breasts. The control suited her. Natalie rode me like she was born for it, athletic and focused, letting her own pace build slow and then faster, never once dropping her eyes from mine.

“God, Jack, you feel unreal,” she panted, grinding down so our hips slammed. “Don’t let me go, not ever.”

I reached up, grabbed her ass with both hands, and helped her bounce, each slap punctuated by the wet sound of our bodies colliding.

She leaned in, dragged her tits across my chest, and kissed me, desperate and filthy, tasting herself on my tongue before she straightened and rode me harder.

Her orgasm built in layers: the shake of her thighs, the flutter of her walls around my cock, the way her hands braced on my pecs to steady herself as she lost control. When she finally came, it was a tidal wave, her whole body bowing back, hair wild, blue eyes wide open and unguarded.

I couldn’t hold out. I thrust up to meet her, and shot my load deep inside, hot and thick, joining the mess from earlier.

Natalie collapsed onto my chest, hips still rolling, milking the last drops from me.

She lay there, gasping, sweat-soaked and wild, but so perfectly herself it nearly broke me open.

We stayed fused, the mess between us a badge of honor, her heartbeat thudding wild against mine.

For a minute, the city was gone. There was only Natalie, her skin sticky on my chest, her pussy still wrapped around my cock, her lips finding mine in soft, silent kisses.

That was the morning I knew: she wasn’t quitting. Neither was I.

And if the rest of the world wanted to challenge us, they’d have to catch us first.

***

For twenty long minutes, the world outside the bed ceased to exist. Natalie clung to me, fiercely devoted, her body flush against mine, limbs wrapped tight and unyielding. I stayed buried within her, cock hard and pulsing, as if the hours of frantic release still begged for more. We lay motionless, sweat-soaked and tangled, the charged silence crackling around us, a testament to a night that had yet to surrender its grip.

Sun spilled across the tangle of our bodies. The sheets reeked of sex and sweat and the citrus perfume that I now officially associated with Natalie alone. For a long while, she just lay there, not moving, soaking it all in.

I ran my hands up and down her back, loving the way her spine curved, the flex of her ass as she ground against me in tiny aftershocks. Her hair fell forward, veiling her face, and when she finally looked up, her blue eyes were still raw from pleasure.

She kissed me, gentler this time. A thank you, or maybe a warning. I don’t know.

“Anna and Jordan are going to kill us,” she finally whispered, a little smile tugging at her mouth. “They’re going to walk up here and find us glued together forever.”

I laughed, still hard inside her. “I can think of worse ways to go.”

She twisted her hips, grinding me deep inside her. Her words tumbled out, rough at the edges, desperate, hungry.

“God, I could fuck you all day. I’m officially addicted. No wonder these girls swarm you.”

She shuddered as she said it, her hips rolling in a slow, relentless pattern, milking every inch of me. The sensation shot up my spine, electric, and I dug my fingers into her flesh, pulling her back to meet me, savoring the way she took me deep. The heat and pressure were overwhelming, the rhythm of her movements relentless, and I felt my control fray as her body clamped tight around me.

I barely managed a breath. She arched, grinding even harder, lips parted as another moan slipped through. “God, yes,” she whispered, her words raw. The desperation in her voice echoed the frenzy building inside me, feeding the ache, the drive to give her everything she wanted. All of it.

I gritted my teeth, fighting to hold out, and thrust up into her. She didn’t back off. If anything, her hips moved faster, greedier, insistent on wringing every sensation from both of us. She was insatiable, addicted. And so was I.

Natalie didn’t let up. She sat up straight, milking every inch, and started riding again. This round was slower, more hypnotic. She wanted to drag it out. Her hands were everywhere: in my hair, on my chest, circling the place where her finger had teased me awake just half an hour before.

She let her head fall back, eyes closed, grinding down until her clit rubbed frantic on my pubic bone. The sounds she made were pure music, high, husky moans, the staccato slap of skin hitting skin, her breath hitching as she bounced harder.

“Don’t stop, Jack, please, you’re so deep—God, I need it right there, just like that—”

If someone had bet on who’d cave first, they’d have lost big. I held out, eyes glued to the way her tits bounced, the flush rising in her cheeks, the sweat slick on her throat. She rode me with everything she had, hands clawing at my arms as she lost herself to the build.

Her orgasm hit with a full-body shudder. She collapsed forward, biting my neck as she trembled apart. Her pussy pulsed around my cock, draining every last ounce. I shot another load inside her, the release so sharp it almost brought tears to my eyes.

We sagged together, boneless, sated, and totally unwilling to let the moment end.

Natalie nuzzled into the crook of my arm, her breath settling, her body radiant and soft despite the wreckage we’d made of the bed.

For a long time, nothing needed fixing. There were no regrets, no apologies—just the honest, relentless hum of happiness.

She looked up, lips swollen, and brushed my cheek with the back of her hand.

“You sure you’re ready for the drama, Jack? I’m a lot. Sometimes too much.”

I caught her hand, kissed her fingertips. “I don’t want easy. I want you.”

Natalie’s smile told the rest of the story.

And if Anna and Jordan wanted next crack at me, well,

I’d just have to save a little something for them.

Hearts and bodies both, I was all in.

And as the day started, I knew this harem wasn’t a phase.

It was the blueprint for everything I ever wanted.

Even if it needed a little revising along the way.


Chapter seventeen
Star Spangled Harem


The first thing I noticed when I hit the rooftop was how alive the city felt. Chicago stretched out in every direction, steel, glass, and a promise of chaos, just waiting for the night to explode. The air already shimmered with heat, the kind that baked concrete by noon and pried off shirts by happy hour.

I wrestled folding chairs out of the storage cage, hands already tacky with dust and anticipation. Each one scraped over the gravel rooftop with a banshee wail, echoing between my building and the ancient brick box next door. I lined them up with military precision, aiming every seat square at the skyline where the fireworks would launch in just a few hours.

Next came the coolers. Three of them, each big enough to house a body, and already sweating condensation before I’d even loaded the ice. I stocked one with craft beer, nice enough to impress Anna and Jordan, cheap enough to appease my brother’s blue-collar palate. The second was non-alcoholic, hard seltzer, sodas, water, and some kind of probiotic nightmare Jenny had sworn everyone should try. The last was for emergencies only: high-proof, high-risk, best reserved for the hour when inhibitions evaporate.

The crown jewel? The sound system. Twelve-inch speakers, Bluetooth amp, and a playlist curated for maximum party velocity. I spent ten minutes fighting with the speaker cables, only to realize the Bluetooth was already synced to Anna’s phone.

Typical.

I’d barely caught my breath before the door rattled, and Anna swept onto the roof like she owned the sky.

She wore a navy tee knotted at the waist, cutoff shorts showing off those legs, and shades perched on her head. Her hands were loaded down with catering platters, pasta salad, charcuterie, crackers, a bucket of chicken so glossy it had to be illegal.

“Need a hand, stud?” she said, dropping the first tray on the buffet table I’d set up by the parapet.

She leaned in for a kiss, fast and hungry, then pulled back with a smirk. “I brought enough food for a small army. You planning to invite the whole block?”

I shrugged, hands planted on her hips. “Never hurts to overbuild. Besides, you never know who Ryan might drag along.”

Anna’s eyes sparkled. “Fair. He texted me at sunrise to ask if there would be cake.”

She ducked past and started arranging the trays, all efficiency until I showed up behind her and wrapped her in a bear hug.

She wiggled free, laughing. “Kisses later, Bennett. If you mess up my cheese board, I’m revoking your taste-tester privileges.”

I held up both hands, innocent. “Wouldn’t dream of it. You’re the master.”

She popped a mozzarella pearl in my mouth, then winked.

Inside an hour, she’d worked a mini-miracle, a feast stretching the length of the table, all color and variety, the kind of spread that made you want to eat with your fingers and lick every last bit of dressing off each other’s skin.

I was still drooling over the salami roses when the next wave hit: Jordan, hauling a case of craft beer, two armloads of solo cups, and an energy that could’ve powered the grid.

She was all business, hair in a slick ponytail, biceps flexing as she stacked drinks on ice.

“Gym trainer’s here,” she called, “and I brought reinforcements.”

She cracked open a can, foam hissing, and downed half before I’d even set the opener out.

Anna arched an eyebrow. “Pre-gaming already?”

Jordan wiped her lip, then grinned. “Why wait? This is what I train for.”

She winked at me, then started unloading the rest: coconut water, high-end kombucha, a bottle of bourbon she’d wrapped in duct tape like a trophy.

The three of us made quick work of the rest, deck furniture circled up, tables set, napkins anchored so they didn’t go airborne in the breeze.

Quinn was next. She came bearing decorations: patriotic pinwheels, bunting, and a vision so coordinated it nearly gave me hives.

“Don’t judge,” she said, catching my look. “Theme parties are the only reason I tolerate holidays.”

She made quick work of the railing, twining red, white, and blue bunting with surgical precision, then spacing out little lanterns every three feet like she was prepping for a magazine shoot.

Watching her was a show. She moved with efficiency, ponytail flicking, tongue caught between her teeth every time she lined up another row of LEDs.

Jordan eyed the decorations. “You gonna light sparklers, too?”

Quinn side-eyed her, then smirked. “If you mess with my design, I’ll bench-press you off the roof.”

Anna snorted. “Promises, promises.”

With every addition, the place transformed. The battered rooftop felt less like an industrial relic and more like a VIP box seat for the best party in the city.

The next arrival was pure class. Natalie glided through the stairwell door, blonde hair perfect even in the sticky July wind. She didn’t come alone. On her heels were Lexi and Fiona, both dressed to kill, heels clicking like they had their own step-and-repeat.

Natalie wore a crisp sleeveless blouse tucked into slim white pants, curves on full display without looking like she’d broken a sweat. Lexi rocked a cherry-red sundress and black cat-eye sunglasses, while Fiona went bodycon in Kelly green, wild red curls loose down her back.

“Someone order the all-girl power squad?” Lexi joked, making a beeline for the booze table.

She poured three shots of bourbon, passed them around, and raised a glass. “Here’s to fireworks, fabulous company, and the Logan Square legend himself.”

I blushed, but Anna whistled. “Now it’s an actual party.”

Natalie tossed back her drink, then leaned in for a hug. “Impressive setup, Bennett. I’ll have to up my game for the next lighting launch.”

She eyed the sound system, then the food. “Is that Anna’s pasta salad?”

I nodded. “She threatened me with bodily harm if I tried to claim the recipe.”

Fiona sampled a cracker, then cocked her head at me. “You always throw this kind of shindig, or is it just for special occasions?”

I shrugged. “Depends on the audience.”

Lexi elbowed Natalie. “Looks like you’re not the only one with a waiting list.”

Natalie rolled her eyes, but she was smiling, slower and softer than I’d ever seen her. She helped herself to a beer and made herself at home.

By then, the sun was putting in overtime, baking the roof and turning everything high-def. Shadows stretched long, and the city below hummed with anticipation for the night ahead.

The next ones up the stairs were Ryan and Jenny, my brother in khakis and an untucked linen shirt, looking like he’d landed from a yacht party, and Jenny by his side in a crisp summer dress.

Ryan wasted no time. “How’s the harem holding up, Jack? Nobody brawling on the catwalk yet?”

I snorted. “Let’s just say the ladies run a tighter ship than I do.”

Ryan clapped me on the shoulder, then did a quick once-over of the setup. “Looks solid. I’d give it an eight-point-five, but you’re missing a grill.”

Anna piped up, “That would require Jack letting someone else man the fire. You know how he is.”

Jenny rolled her eyes. “Boys and their toys.” But she grinned at me as she said it, a sort of backhanded approval.

Surprisingly, Jenny zeroed in on Natalie. They hit it off immediately, talking work, design, and, judging by the way Jenny crowed with laughter, probably mutual trauma from dealing with Ryan and me.

Natalie looked… lighter, somehow. Less like she was bracing for impact, more like she belonged.

The crowd swelled. Music cranked up, courtesy of Anna’s playlist: a blend of modern pop, guilty-pleasure throwbacks, and a few deep cuts from the nineties. The mix was perfect, enough to get people dancing by the drink table, but not so loud the neighbors called the cops.

It was almost too perfect.

Until Lily showed up.

She slipped onto the rooftop like a ghost, hair in soft waves, sundress conservative by her standards, and a smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

She drifted around the edge, saying hi, but never quite settling. Her phone never left her hand. Every five minutes, she checked the screen, face flickering between dread and forced-bright optimism.

Anna clocked it instantly. She crossed the roof, food in tow, and tried to rope Lily into the snack lineup. Lily picked at a cracker, said something about carbs, but her gaze kept flicking to the door.

I watched her for two more cycles before I made my move.

I cornered her at the chaise lounge, away from the crowd, where the city opened up behind us and the wind covered our words.

I sat close, so there was no way for her to dodge. “You okay?”

She let out a breath, tension visible from scalp to heel. “I’m fine. Just… waiting for the shoe to drop.”

She tried for a laugh, but it broke halfway out.

I curved an arm around her shoulders, lending whatever support I could. “You moved your things up, right?”

She nodded, biting her lip. “Every box. Even the ugly mugs. But—” She didn’t finish.

“But you haven’t told Jake,” I guessed.

Her nod was barely visible.

“He stayed a few days longer in Kansas than he planned. He gets bac at six,” she said. “I texted and told him to come to the party. I wanted to do it face-to-face, but now I’m… god, Jack, I hate this kind of confrontation? Why can’t it just be over so we can all have fun?”

She looked tortured, hands twisting in her lap.

I reached for her wrist, thumb circling the inside where her pulse hammered. “We’ll all have fun, you’ll see. You and Jake will make better friends, and I think you’ll like Taylor.”

She clung to my hand, desperate. “Promise you’ll be here?”

I squeezed. “You couldn’t get rid of me if you tried.”

She finally let out a tiny laugh, hair falling forward. For a second, she looked more like the real Lily: hopeful, even if she didn’t trust it yet.

“Thanks, Jack. I just… I can’t lose you.”

“Not even on a bet,” I said.

She nodded, then took a breath, squared her jaw, and straightened her shoulders.

From anywhere else on the roof, nobody would’ve noticed the difference.

I let her rest her head on my shoulder a little longer. She held my hand until Quinn called her over, some crisis about matching napkins to bunting.

When Lily slipped away, I caught Anna’s eye.

She gave me the tiniest nod, like she’d spotted it, too, and appreciated the effort.

The party surged around us. By dusk, the roof hummed with bodies, voices, laughter, the scrape of bottlecaps, the mutter of secrets and gossip. The skyline lit up with anticipation. Logan Square below throbbed with the bass of a thousand different parties, but ours was the only one with a view that made strangers stop and stare.

People found their grooves.

Jordan and Lexi started an impromptu push-up contest. Quinn demonstrated the finer points of bunting knotwork to three very drunk freelancers. Natalie held court with Jenny and Anna, the three of them swapping project horror stories and, judging by Anna’s blush, probably dirty jokes.

Ryan leaned on the railing at sunset, beer in hand, surveying the whole show as if he’d built every inch of it himself.

But through all of it, Lily never left the edge.

Her phone was a permanent fixture. She watched the door with laser focus, every time a new arrival came up the stairs, she froze like a gazelle waiting for the cougar.

It killed me to see her like that, so locked up and scared.

But I knew better than to push. Lily did things on her own timeline. She’d face the music when she had to.

Until then, I’d make sure the world felt safe for her, even if I had to out-party the rest of the city to do it.

The Fourth of July had officially begun.

All that was left was to wait for the fireworks on the skyline, and in our little circle.

And if the day ended with Lily still breathing easy, it would be a win worth more than any show in the sky.

***

The rooftop had hit critical mass, voices bouncing off the parapets, city light pulsing wild, and enough anticipation in the air to short the sound system. Every minute that ticked by ramped the tension, as if the whole party was on pause waiting for the real fireworks to show.

Then it happened. The stairwell door banged open, reverberating over the party soundtrack. Jake Sullivan stepped out, looking unfairly fresh for a guy just off a road trip. He wore a faded Cubs tee, perfect smile, and the air of someone who’d just aced both the interview and the afterparty. But what caught everyone was the woman by his side.

Taylor. She was pretty. No, more than pretty. She had big green eyes, a high-wattage smile, and the kind of curves that telegraphed “trouble” from half a city block away. Her hand curled into Jake’s, and the two of them looked more like prom royalty than new arrivals.

The music dipped, almost like the playlist felt the drama. Heads turned, conversations shut down mid-sentence. Even the girls at the drink table froze, mid-laugh, their focus homed in on the trio about to collide.

Lily went pale for a heartbeat, eyes wide, phone clenched in a death grip. Then, as if flipping a switch, she shot me a look, pure adrenaline and wild, desperate joy. She grabbed my shirt, yanked me down, and planted a kiss so hot it could’ve set the roof on fire.

It wasn’t a peck. It was a promise. She wanted every single person here to see it.

I barely recovered before she pushed off, straightening her dress, and marched right across the roof to face Jake.

She didn’t hesitate. Didn’t stall or second-guess. Just squared her shoulders and strode right into the line of fire.

Anna appeared at my elbow, grinning like a wolf. “You realize you just got claimed, right?”

Jordan snorted from behind the bourbon. “Fifty bucks says Jake wants his own harem.”

Quinn snickered. “I’m betting on tears. Guy’s always been a softie.”

Natalie sipped her beer, lips quirked in a knowing smile. She leaned closer, voice low enough that only our little group could hear. "Look at Lily's shoulders, totally relaxed. This isn't going to be a fight. She's been ready to end things for months."

We clustered together, a Greek chorus of harem weirdos, watching the showdown unfold as the sun slipped behind the skyline.

Jake looked surprised to see Lily. Then he glanced at me, registering my rumpled shirt, the lipstick Lily had left behind, and the fact that every woman on the roof was now staring straight at him.

He started talking first. His hands moved, rapid, like he was explaining the quarterly report and the secret to world peace at the same time. Whatever he said, it wasn’t angry. He’d barely gotten three sentences out before Lily started to smile, not just polite, but wide, real, the kind of smile you cracked only when the weight finally dropped off your chest.

For her part, Taylor wasn’t shrinking in the background, either. She nodded along, tossed in a joke. Lily’s eyes went round, then she burst out laughing and hugged Jake like she’d just been told she’d won the lottery.

If there had been a betting pool for this reaction, every one of us would’ve gone broke.

The entire party leaned in, waiting for something, but all we got was pure, uncut relief.

Lily steered Jake and his date right through the throng, head high, a queen escorting her new court. She didn’t hesitate. She walked straight up to me, grabbed my hand, and wove our fingers together like we’d been married a decade.

She popped up on her toes, kissed me again, longer this time, high-def and impossible to misread. Then she leaned close and stage-whispered, “Jake’s engaged. To Taylor.”

I blinked, didn’t process it at first.

Jake grinned. "You remember Taylor, right? She finally got that transfer to the Chicago office. She’s moving here, isn’t it great?"

Taylor offered a hand, her grip solid, nails done in red and blue for the holiday. “Nice to see you again, Jack. Jake’s told me stories since college.”

Lily beamed, practically vibrating. If she was faking it, she deserved an Oscar.

Jake just shook his head, still grinning. “Dude, I’m glad you and Lily finally own your relationship. You two look good together.”

Heat rushed to my face. “Thanks, Jake. I could say the same about you and Taylor.”

He didn’t mention the promise he made and broke, the one I’d hassled him about a hundred times, how I’d been the one to tell Lily about Taylor. Not him. But that was history. We were all happy now, so why stir up old drama?

Taylor squeezed his arm. “Honestly, I think everything worked out exactly as it was supposed to.”

I smiled. “So, we’re good?”

He pulled me in for a hug, then switched to a handshake. “No hard feelings, man. You two make sense. You always have.”

Lily’s grip tightened on my hand, as if she thought I might vanish if she let go.

The tension that’d clung to our roof like a storm cloud just… broke. It was gone. The party exhaled.

Jake raised his beer. “To new beginnings. And, uh, don’t be surprised if you get a wedding invite.”

Lily squealed, hugging Taylor. Anna and Jordan whooped behind us, their earlier bets tossed aside.

Quinn high-fived Natalie, who looked smug as hell.

Suddenly, everyone was talking again. The rooftop noise doubled, the release palpable.

Lily pressed to my side, alive, electric, tilting her head back to search my face. “It’s over, Jack. He’s okay. He’s really, actually okay.”

I cupped her cheek, thumb tracing the edge of her jaw. “Told you you were braver than you think.”

She grinned, wild and unguarded, then kissed me again.

Anna broke in, breathless. “Did we just witness maturity? In this economy?”

Jordan snorted. “I’m more shocked by the lack of screaming.”

Natalie raised her glass. “Sometimes you just need the right incentive to be honest.”

Jake and Taylor blended instantly, swapping stories with Anna and the rest. Within five minutes, it was like none of the drama had ever happened.

But the look Lily gave me, relief, adoration, triumph, but most of all, pure love, said it all.

For the first time in months, she wasn’t hiding. Not from Jake, not from the girls, not from the world.

She laced her fingers through mine, pressed our hands smack-dab in the middle of the party.

And just like that, Logan Square became the epicenter of peace, love, and, yeah, a little bit of fireworks envy.

With the last obstacle clear, the only thing left was to party like hell.

The harem was free.

And Lily was finally, truly, mine.

***

With the drama resolved, the rooftop party ripped loose. Laughter, the clink of bottles, and bass-heavy pop took over. The city lit up, and our little deck felt like the epicenter of the universe.

Once word got out about Jake and Taylor’s engagement, everyone relaxed, faces glowed, voices rose, and the whole crowd pulsed with the rhythm of a night that promised no limits and zero regrets.

Anna and Lily immediately teamed up, plates loaded with food, eyes on me like I was dessert served up on a silver tray. They kept drifting close, trading flirty banter and inside jokes. I just tried to keep up.

Jordan and Lexi planted themselves near the drinks cooler, talking trash and wolfing down bourbon. Typical Jordan: a little competitive, always sizing up the new arrivals but including everyone in her orbit.

On the far end of the party, Natalie had set up shop with Jenny and Fiona. It was all high-powered conversation, design, lighting, renovation drama, with a fair amount of gossip thrown in. Jenny surprised me by actually laughing at one of Natalie’s stories, her hand tapping Natalie’s shoulder in genuine camaraderie.

I was making my rounds, checking on food and refilling ice, when Quinn intercepted me by the drink table.

She wore a sleeveless white blouse tucked into dark jeans, her sun-kissed hair up, and her eyes shining even in the low light. She pulled me off to the side, just enough so our conversation felt private.

“Confession time,” she said, voice low. “Watching you with all these gorgeous women is giving me insane FOMO. I thought staying professional was the grown-up move, but right now? I kind of want to take it back. Is that insane?”

There it was, the unfiltered truth. She twisted one of her bracelets, nervy but determined.

I didn’t let her squirm. “You’re not insane. I get it. But just so you know, your job’s not on the line. You’re too damn talented for me to let you go over something like this. We can figure it out if it’s what you want.”

Quinn’s lips parted, a microsecond of surprise, then a smile that belonged in a high-end ad campaign. She leaned in and kissed me, soft and slow. There was nothing casual about it; she wanted me to feel exactly what I’d been missing.

She broke the kiss, lips close to my ear. “I want to do that. A lot. Just so we’re clear.”

My cock twitched, even with the entire party just feet away.

I squeezed her hand in answer. “Then it’s a deal.”

The moment lingered, heavy and electric, until Anna’s voice cut through.

“Jack! You’re going to want to see this!”

I peeled away, but Quinn’s fingers grazed my palm, a silent promise that the conversation wasn’t done.

At the edge of the roof, the girls huddled around my phone, screens aglow. Savannah’s face beamed out in real time, hotel room in Paris, hair tousled, lips glossy and fuck-me red. She looked like a movie star on after-hours.

I hit accept on the video call. Savannah waved, her laugh sparkling over the line. “Holy shit, is that a party or what? I miss you, baby. Can’t wait to see you next week.”

Anna and Lily cheered. Jordan leaned in, grinning. Even Natalie crowded closer, and for a second, I wondered what it must look like from Savannah’s end, a swarm of beautiful women, all fighting for the camera.

“I miss you too, babe. Did you get my flight info I sent you?”

“Got it locked in. I’m counting every second until I get you all to myself.”

“Hey! Greedy much?” Lily teased, her voice floating over my shoulder. The mischievous curve of her smile made it clear she was only joking.

“Listen, blondie. Don’t bogart our man. I’m jonesing for a fix.”

Lily’s laughter chimed through the air. “I’m jealous. Next time invite the harem.”

“There will be plenty of next times, and I promise. Next trip we’ll invite Natalie and officially call ourselves the blondtourage.” Savannah’s reply came quick, the easy rhythm of her banter as familiar as breathing.

“There’s a line behind me of girls wanting to talk to you,” I said, just as Anna popped into view, waving at Savannah over my shoulder. “I’ll see you soon. Gonna hand you off, okay?”

Savvy blew me a kiss, her grin still lighting up the screen. “Okay, baby. Have fun tonight.”

I passed the phone around. Savannah chatted up each of the girls, alternating between compliments and Paris horror stories.

Ryan, watching from the sidelines, looked like he wanted to take notes. He sidled up, beer in hand, eyebrow raised.

“So, you’re with all of them?” he asked, not even bothering to hide the amusement.

I tensed. “All of…?”

He clarified, “Lily, Anna, Savannah, and Jordan, right? Though I gotta say, it’s impressive seeing Jenny and Natalie actually get along.”

It took everything I had not to let out a relieved laugh. “Yeah, those four. But the girls sort of adopted Natalie, too, so she might be around more.”

Ryan nodded, glancing out at the crowd. “Good. She was always better off outside the family minefield. She seems happier than ever. And I’m glad you’re not screwing it up by being a dick.”

“That’s the plan,” I deadpanned.

He laughed, then clapped me on the shoulder. “Enjoy it, little brother. You’re living the dream.”

Ryan drifted away, blending back into conversation with Jenny and the newly minted Taylor.

I returned to find the women still deep in the Savannah call, now peppering her with questions about Paris fashion, where to drink, and when I’d be flying out.

Savannah shot me a smile, hungry, wicked, totally unfiltered. “Don’t be late, Jack. I expect you to show up ready for anything.”

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” I told her, and I meant it.

Fireworks started to pop in the distance, tiny flares over the skyline, the promise of real pyrotechnics to come.

Anna curled under my arm, her nails tracing my ribs. Lily squeezed my opposite hand, all girl-next-door but with a brand new edge. Quinn drifted nearby, eyeing me over her shoulder, and Natalie camped right in front of where I sat, her back pressed to my knees, absently tracing circles on my wrist where Ryan couldn’t see.

Jordan and Lexi circled the snack table, trading war stories about who could out-lift whom at the gym.

The whole night was a fever dream. One that felt so good I almost didn’t trust it.

The party raged, drinks flowed, the world shrunk to the space between the sparklers and the skyline.

If anyone had bet I’d end up here, a harem, sure, but really more like a family of women who actually liked each other, I’d have laughed them off the job site.

But reality was better than any fantasy.

And as the night deepened, and the fireworks ramped up, I knew the best was yet to come.

***

The fireworks started slow, just a handful of flares over the river. But by the time nine o’clock rolled in, the Chicago skyline was on fire. Bursts of gold and blue, red and hot white, painted the roof in pulses so bright you could almost taste the energy.

I stood at the center of the crowd, hemmed in by the women who’d become my universe.

Anna looped her arm through mine, her hand warm, steady, thumb tracing the inside of my wrist with gentle circles. She rested her head on my shoulder, a picture of casual confidence, eyes locked on the sky.

Lily took my other side, her grip feather-light but constant. She bounced on her toes with every explosion, face transformed by the wind and the wild joy of being free. Every few seconds, she’d shoot me a look, like she needed to check that this was real, that I wasn’t about to vanish.

Jordan posted up just behind us, close enough that her hip occasionally brushed mine. She leaned against the parapet, all dark ponytail and sharp angles, a calm counterpoint to the glitter and flash above us.

Natalie didn’t bother with subtlety. She sat directly in front of me, perched on the deck, back pressed up against my shins. Her hand found mine under the railing, fingers laced, and she drew little shapes on my palm, secret messages for me alone. The fireworks painted her in alternating light: sometimes a golden goddess, sometimes a mischievous blur.

Quinn and Jenny claimed a spot nearby, perched side by side. They sipped from solo cups, gossiping and trading the kind of banter that only comes from absolute comfort. Every once in awhile, Quinn shot a glance my way, lips quirking in amusement, like she was watching an experiment unfold and couldn’t wait for the results.

The air was thick with the scent of spent fireworks, wind off the lake, and the leftover sweetness of Anna’s pasta salad. Every boom echoed in the bones, fluttered through the crowd, bounced off brick and steel and back up into the stars.

But the wildest show wasn’t in the sky, it was the faces lit up by neon and promise, the women closer than family, all of us welded together by something nobody else would ever understand.

For a few minutes, the world went quiet except for the sound and color above. Arms tightened around me, bodies leaned closer, every small touch magnified by the pulse of the night.

Lily tucked herself under my arm, cheek pressed to my bicep. Anna matched her on the other side, her aura calm but her body language pure, unfiltered want.

As the grand finale ripped open the sky, I let myself imagine the future, not the sanitized, corporate version, but the messy, heart-thumping reality where I belonged to all of them. And they, somehow, belonged to me.

One by one, the party started to thin out. Jenny hugged Anna and Quinn, then, to my shock, gave Natalie a real, heartfelt squeeze. No snark, just appreciation.

Ryan caught my eye, offered a silent toast, then gathered up Jenny and headed for the stairwell.

Jake and Taylor did their round of goodbyes, Jake pausing to clap me on the shoulder.

“Look for a wedding invitation, man. And don’t be a stranger.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” I said.

Once the families and the last of the stragglers wandered off, the mood on the roof shifted.

Anna and Lily drifted closer, moving in tandem, so comfortable together that it made my chest ache. Jordan, Quinn, and Natalie had already peeled off, making big gestures about “girls’ night” and plotting which bedroom to commandeer for their sleepover.

Now it was down to the three of us.

Anna reached for my left hand, her grip hungry and familiar. Lily took my right, fingers laced with purpose.

They didn’t say a word. There was no need.

Side by side, they tugged me away from the deck and across the still-warm roof, the city sparkling behind us like a blessing.

I caught a glimpse of Natalie at the window, her grin sly and encouraging, a thumbs-up thrown in for good measure before she vanished into the loft.

We passed through the door, down the industrial stairs, and into the loft space still humming with the echoes of laughter and the faint bass of leftover playlist.

In the hallway, Lily pressed close, her lips at my jaw. “You ready for the real fireworks, baby?”

Anna’s hand slid up my back, nails scratching lightly. “This is the part where we blow your mind.”

I didn’t stand a chance.


Chapter eighteen
Treasure Trove


The instant we hit the bedroom, the mood did a one-eighty. Gone was the rooftop chaos, the background chatter, and every last remnant of party etiquette. Anna and Lily bracketed me at the doorway, twin heat-seeking missiles zeroed in on my chest.

They didn’t bother with a warning. Anna planted both hands square in the middle of my chest and pushed hard enough to topple me onto the mattress in a sprawl. The bedsprings barked as my back hit the rumpled sheets.

Lily pounced first. She straddled my lap like she was staking a claim, yellow sundress riding up to her hips. The fabric barely covered her pussy, and with every shift she made, the view got better. Her hands went straight to my hair, threading through like she couldn’t stand a single second of separation.

She kissed me, hungry, sweet, a little wild at the edges. Her tongue darted past my lips, tasting, teasing, then pulling back to let her breathless laughter bubble out.

Anna gave her exactly two seconds before climbing up from behind, her hands sliding under my shirt, fingers cool against my skin. She leaned over Lily’s shoulder, and just like that, we were a tangle of lips, teeth, and hands, all vying for space. The vantage point was unreal: Anna’s tits mashed to my bicep, Lily’s tits squashed to my chest, and both their faces flushed with excitement.

“Not even going to give him a warning, huh?” Anna smirked, voice just a whisper in my ear.

Lily giggled, breath hot on my mouth. “He wouldn’t believe us anyway.”

As if on cue, her hips pressed down, grinding the heat of her bare pussy right into the bulge in my jeans. My cock went from simmer to full detonation, throbbing so hard it might’ve left a bruise.

I tried to cup Lily’s ass, but Anna beat me to it. Her hands slid up Lily’s thighs, dragging the sundress higher. I traced the curve of Anna’s wrist, memorizing the slow, deliberate way she palmed Lily’s ass. It was a show, and the message was clear: tonight, it was us against you, and buddy, you were outnumbered.

They started undressing me in tag-team fashion. Anna yanked my shirt overhead, nearly taking out my nose in the process, then ran her nails over my chest like she was testing the grain. Lily unbuckled my belt, slow and teasing, lips never leaving mine for more than a second. She slid the button through the fly, drew down the zipper, and fished my cock out with an eagerness that bordered on desperate.

“God, he’s already so hard,” Lily said, voice hot with awe.

Anna grinned, biting my earlobe. “That’s what happens when you put on a fireworks show.”

The girls didn’t waste time. Lily bounced on the bed and slipped her sundress over her head, tits springing free, each perfect D-cup catching the lamp light and bouncing with her every move. She still smelled like sunshine and vanilla, her skin warm under my hands. Anna stripped more methodically, tee peeled off, shorts gone with a practiced twist, leaving nothing but the black lace thong I’d bought her after our one month anniversary. She didn’t bother with pretense, just tugged it down and tossed it aside.

For a split second I just let my eyes rove, taking in everything I’d been given. Lily’s tits were pillowy, springy; her nipples dark pink, already pebbled and ready for more. Anna’s frame ran athletic: trim waist, hips made for worship, nipples stiff and a little paler, more sensitive. The contrast was wild and perfect, two flavors it would’ve been criminal to choose between.

When they moved in again, it was nothing less than an ambush.

Lily pressed her tits to my face, giggling as she fed one perfect nipple between my lips. “You want this, baby?” she teased, using her other hand to stroke my cock, thumb circling the tip just the way she’d discovered I liked.

I groaned, buried my mouth in the pillowy flesh, and sucked. Her skin tasted like clean sweat and faint raspberries, a leftover of the party drinks. She gasped, hips rocking into my chest as my teeth played her nipple.

Anna took the opportunity to yank my jeans and boxers down my legs, tossing them into the abyss beneath the bed. Her hands trailed up my thighs, warm and certain, nails grazing closer and closer until they bracketed my cock. She wrapped her fist around the base, squeezing just right, and with her free hand, tickled my balls. The pleasure snapped through me like a live wire, and I nearly lost it right then and there.

But they weren’t done. Not even close.

Anna climbed up, kissing a line from my jaw all the way down to my collarbone, nipping and licking, slow and deliberate. Her tongue mapped every inch, every scar from construction mishaps, every patch of skin that made me shudder. She knew my body better than I did. When she got to my pec, she bit down, just enough to mark, then soothed the bite with her tongue.

Lily, not to be outdone, ground her pussy on my abs, slickness painting a line across my stomach. She kissed me again, messy and unfiltered, then grinned down at me, wild blonde hair falling around her shoulders.

“We’re going to ruin you tonight,” she said, eyes sparkling.

“I’m already halfway there,” I admitted, voice ragged. “You two are a lethal combination.”

Anna’s lips hovered by my ear. “You’re not getting out of this bed until you can’t remember your own name.”

I believed her. I wanted it. Needed it.

That’s when they went full throttle.

Anna slithered down, lining up her mouth with my cock. She kissed the head, licked a slow, languid stripe from base to tip, and circled the crown with her tongue in tight, deliberate orbits. She looked up, her hazel eyes locked on mine, and smiled around the shaft before taking me all the way to the back of her throat.

I nearly convulsed. The suction was unreal, and Anna knew exactly how to vary pressure, tight at the base, drawing back slow, then plunging in to swallow more. It was precision-engineered pleasure, every movement intentional.

Lily watched, rapt, face flushed with excitement.

Then she ducked down and joined the party, squeezing in beside Anna at the foot of the bed. For a second, they were cheek-to-cheek, blonde and brunette, lips and tongues overlapping as they shared my shaft. Lily went straight for enthusiasm. She licked at the tip, played with my balls, then sucked them in, one at a time, with greedy little moans.

“God, I missed this taste,” Lily confessed, lips shiny with spit. “Can’t believe I had to wait for Anna to take her turn.”

Anna smirked, pausing just long enough to kiss Lily full on the mouth, trading spit and precum. “Patience, Sunshine. Wouldn’t want you blowing the load too soon.”

Lily pouted, but not for long. She wrapped her lips over the head, tongue flicking on the slit, while Anna stroked the shaft, occasionally ducking down to tongue the seam below.

I couldn’t process it. The contrast was mind-melting: Anna’s controlled, almost torturous deep-throating interrupted by Lily’s wet, playful swirls and the messy delight she took in just tasting me. When they teamed up, alternating licks, or even both at once, I felt like a goddamn lightning rod, every jolt of pleasure brighter than the last.

“You gonna let him come already?” Lily asked, swapping a quick glance with Anna.

Anna shook her head. “Not yet. I want to see him beg.”

They did their best to ruin me. Anna took me deep and slow, tongue flat against the underside, her hand stroking in perfect counter-rhythm. Just when I thought I’d die from the sensation, Lily dove in, sucking the head, tongue flicking with wild abandon, moaning around the shaft as if it was her favorite thing in the world.

Their competition amped up fast. Every time Anna upped the ante, burying her nose in my groin, swallowing the cock to the hilt, Lily countered with a filthier move: deep-throating as far as she could, then using both hands to milk the shaft, her spit dripping down to the base. Sometimes, Anna would cup my balls, squeezing, rolling, or flicking her tongue underneath while Lily worked the tip. Then they’d swap, almost synchronized, as if they’d choreographed it ahead of time.

The sound was filthy: wet slurps, breathless giggling, my own groans spilling out despite every effort to keep control.

“Wow, you’re really leaking, baby,” Lily said, grinning as she caught a bead of precum on her tongue. “You want to come for us?”

I fought for breath. “God, yes. But I want it inside you two even more.”

That got an approving look from Anna. “He’s learning,” she said, locking eyes with Lily as if to say, I told you he’d catch on.

They redoubled their efforts, using every trick, every flick of tongue and squeeze of palm. Anna kissed up my shaft just as Lily sucked both balls in, her hair tickling my thighs. I was perilously close, the building pressure more intense than any rooftop firework.

But every time I hit the point of no return, they’d back off. Anna’s hand would release, Lily’s lips would go soft. They’d giggle, then start up again, deliberately keeping me right at the edge.

It was torture. It was paradise.

The more they edged me, the more sensitive I got, every breath, every brush of tongue sent lightning down my spine.

Anna looked up, lips glistening, and said, “Is that as good as you remember?”

I could barely manage a word. “Better,” I gasped. “You’re both perfect.”

Lily glowed at the praise, licking the length of the shaft like it was candy. “We like making you melt.”

Anna flicked the tip with her tongue, then kissed Lily’s chin, her hands never leaving my cock.

Lily’s style was all joy and greed. She sucked hard, moaned around the head, and didn’t mind getting messy. Anna was orchestrated, smooth, alternating suction and pressure, never letting up until my balls withdrew so tight I thought I’d lose my mind.

When their mouths met over my cock, sharing a filthy, spit-slick kiss, I nearly blacked out from the sight.

“Go slow,” Anna warned, voice low and sly, “Otherwise you’re going to explode.”

“Maybe he wants to,” Lily teased, hand stroking the base while she nipped at the tip.

I hovered on the edge, caught in their push-pull, floating in the best kind of hell. I couldn’t even tell who I wanted more. All I knew was that if I lasted another minute, it would be a miracle.

But Anna knew. She read every twitch, every stutter in my hips. She let up, easing her lips away, giving me just enough time to cool, then flashed a wicked smile.

“Let’s make him wait,” she whispered, shifting to kneel beside Lily. Their bodies pressed together, curves and skin, and I got a front-row seat to the view.

“Next round is mine,” Lily insisted.

Anna arched a brow. “Sure, if you don’t mind sharing.”

Lily didn’t mind. She dove back in, lips parting wide, swallowing my shaft until I bumped the back of her throat. She gagged a little, but didn’t stop, just kept pumping her hand and moaning around me. Anna helped, stroking my thigh, brushing her fingers up and down the base, the combined sensation insane.

I gripped the sheets, knuckles white, body tight as steel cable.

Lily bobbed, relentless, letting spit drip everywhere. She came up for air, gasping. “God, you taste so fucking good.”

Anna pushed Lily’s hair behind her ear, a surprisingly tender move. “Could watch you do that all night,” she said.

Lily giggled, then wet her lips and went right back for more. Anna joined her, both of them licking and sucking, sometimes trading kisses, sometimes attacking together.

This time they didn’t hold back. Anna wrapped her mouth on the shaft while Lily tongued my balls, hands milking the base. Their coordination was a thing of beauty: Anna’s slow, deliberate pulls balanced by Lily’s enthusiastic, high-speed flicks.

The fireworks built to a finale.

“Please,” I begged, the word ripped from somewhere primal. “I’m right there. Don’t stop.”

They complied, Anna taking me deep, Lily cupping my balls and sucking hard. The pleasure exploded, all need and heat and pure animal want.

At the very last heartbeat, Anna pulled off, letting Lily finish the job with a few greedy pumps. My whole body shuddered, teetering right on the brink, but they let me cool off, pulling back just enough to make it last.

For a second, I was suspended, cock throbbing, balls tight, nerves lit up all along my spine. The anticipation was almost better than the release.

Anna looked up, eyes wicked. “You want to fuck us now, Jack?”

I could barely speak, but the answer was obvious.

Lily wiped her mouth, grinning like she’d won a gold medal. “Hell yes, he does.”

They didn’t bother with foreplay any longer.

Lily climbed my chest, tits swinging, and kissed the breath out of me. Anna curled up at my side, nails raking my abs as she pressed her bare pussy against my thigh.

I was ready to explode.

But the girls weren’t done making me work for it.

“On your back,” Anna ordered, eyes bright.

She and Lily pushed me flat, lining up for the main event.

I knew the next round would be wild. But for now, I was wrecked, ruined, and starved for more.

The only question was which of my queens would devour me first.

***

Lily didn’t waste a second. She crawled up from the foot of the bed, hands and knees like she was stalking her prey, and settled square on my hips. Her hair fanned out wild across her shoulders, cheeks pink with excitement. She grabbed my cock, lined it up, and slid down in one smooth, greedy move.

The sensation was instant, white-hot, tight, her cunt clutching me like she’d trained for the moment. She sat there a second, savoring the pressure, lips parted and eyes glazed.

“Oh my God, Jack, that’s so fucking good,” she gasped, grinding in little circles to coat every inch.

Anna curled up at my side, her hands tracing circles on Lily’s back, then gliding to my chest, fingers splayed like she wanted to map every heartbeat. Her lips found my neck, kissing, nipping. “Go ahead, Sunshine. Show him what you’ve got.”

Lily rolled her hips, starting slow, a gentle bounce that rocked her tits with every pass. Her tight little pussy milked my cock, slick and hungry, the pressure building with every new thrust. She wasn’t shy about her needs. She wanted it hard, deep, and full, and wasn’t afraid to let the world know.

“Harder, baby,” Lily moaned, picking up the pace. “Don’t let go. Please, don’t ever let go.”

“I couldn’t if I tried,” I panted, hands wrapped around her waist. Touching her was like mainlining sunbeams, her skin hot, alive, wild with possibility.

Anna watched, transfixed, eyes flickering between Lily’s bouncing tits and the place where we were joined. She reached up and toyed with Lily’s nipple, rolling it between her fingers. Lily cried out, body clenching as she slammed down harder.

Anna whispered in my ear, voice a tease. “You love her, don’t you?”

I held Lily’s gaze, barely holding on. “I love you both. More than anything.”

The words triggered something in Lily. She bounced faster, her pussy getting wetter, clenching me with every thrust. She leaned in, tits hanging in my face, sweat beading on her chest.

“God, Jack, I’m gonna come. You’re gonna make me—oh, fuck—”

Anna squeezed her hand, grounding her. “Come for him. Show him you mean it.”

Lily keened, a high, perfect sound, as her pussy clamped down. I felt the gush, the squeeze, the tremor that racked her whole body. She writhed, shuddering, riding the orgasm for every last drop, milking me with each passing pulse.

That would’ve been enough for anyone with a normal libido, but Lily wasn’t done. Not even close.

She kept moving, grinding her hips back and forth, chasing the aftershocks, desperate to drag me along for the ride.

Anna joined in, her hands never still. She kissed my jaw, my lips, even Lily’s shoulder as the three of us locked into a rhythm. Sometimes Anna whispered filth into my ear; sometimes she just held my hand and rode the storm.

The closer I got, the more frenzied they became. Lily, perched on my cock, rode me with the wild, reckless hunger of someone who’d spent a lifetime waiting for this exact moment. Every bounce, every grind, every desperate slam of her hips was designed to send me straight to the edge and keep me there, dangling. Anna, not satisfied to simply watch, ran her hands over both our bodies like she was sculpting us out of sweat and muscle, her touch both soothing and electrifying. She murmured encouragements, filth, and pure poetry in my ear until my brain couldn't tell which way was up. The air itself was thick with sex. The hot, humid slap of skin, the scent of sweat and perfume and Lily’s arousal, the unfiltered gasps and pleas echoing off the walls, every sense was flatlined in overload.


Lily locked her eyes to mine, pupils blown, hair clinging to her flushed cheeks. She leaned forward, nails biting my chest, and started riding harder, faster, almost frantic. I felt her muscles tense, the flutter in her abdomen as she lost herself to the rhythm. When Anna’s hand snaked around, pinching Lily’s nipple, Lily nearly screamed. She didn’t slow down. She rode the cresting tidal wave, determined to take me with her.


I hovered there, right at the brink of sanity, and Lily could sense it. She locked her hips to mine, grinding down in a way that made my entire body seize. Her hand grabbed my jaw, eyes slit and wild.


“Come in me, Jack,” she demanded, her voice shredded and raw. “I want to feel it, every drop. Please, please, please—”


It was more than a want. It was a need, a hunger that reached inside and short-circuited everything but the most primal, desperate urge to give her what she craved.


The words detonated whatever control I had left.


I gripped her ass and yanked her down, burying myself to the hilt. The orgasm hit like a goddamn supernova, every heartbeat a fresh pulse of cum flooding her already soaked pussy. I swore I could feel it pooling, Lily’s walls milking me for everything I had, refusing to let a single drop go to waste.


But Lily wanted more. She kept moving, little rolls and shudders, chasing every aftershock, her own pleasure cresting again as she squeezed and milked my cock. Anna, never missing a beat, kissed my temple and whispered, “Good boy. Give it to her. Fill her up.”


My vision fuzzed at the edges. I clung to Lily, both of us shaking, as the spasms rolled through. Her sweat-slick body slid against mine, breasts mashing to my chest, her thighs trembling uncontrollably. She licked the salt from my neck, then bit my shoulder, needing to mark me, claim some physical evidence that this was real.


“Oh my god, Jack,” she whimpered. “It’s so much. It’s so fucking good. I can feel you—fuck, I want it all.”


I couldn’t speak. I could only kiss her, tasting her need and her victory, breathing her in like oxygen at the end of a long dive.


Anna snuggled closer, draping herself across my side. She trailed slow, deliberate touches up Lily’s back, grounding her, soothing her even as she kept the fire burning. “He’s still hard for you,” Anna whispered, voice liquid and dark. “Don’t stop. Take it all.”


Lily’s blue eyes went glossy with tears. She looked at me, her nose nearly touching mine, and blurted, “I love you, Jack. I fucking love you. I don’t want to ever let you go.”


The words hit harder than the orgasm. They cracked something open, and before I could think about it, I pulled her tight and whispered back, “I love you, Lily. I love you so much.”


She sobbed out a little laugh and held on, grinding and pulsing until her body finally gave out.


Then she collapsed against my chest, hair wild, tits pressed to my ribs as she quaked and trembled with satisfaction.

Anna stroked her back, soothing, then shot me a sly smile. “My turn.”

She slid Lily off with gentle hands, then swung a leg over my hips, her thighs strong and smooth as they bracketed my body. Anna lined up my cock, still hard, already coated in Lily’s slick and my own cum, and dropped onto it without hesitation.

She was tighter than I remembered, her pussy clutching me like it wanted to hold on forever. Anna started slow, grinding her hips in slow, deliberate circles, building the friction with expert care.

Lily watched from beside us, eyes wide and sparkling. She touched herself, fingers dancing over her clit, still high from her own orgasm. The sight was enough to drive me crazy.

Anna leaned in, braced herself on my shoulders, and started to move. Up and down, slow at first, her abs tensing with every rise, her tits bouncing inches from my face. I reached up and grabbed them, kneading and squeezing, loving the contrast, Anna’s nipples a shade paler, more reactive, her tits firmer, heavier, perfect for filling both hands at once.

“You like that?” Anna purred, grinding her pussy down. “You like how I ride you?”

I nodded, beyond words. My hips came up to meet her, hard enough to make the slap of flesh echo off the bed frame.

She rode me with precision, like every second was a calculation, every twitch of pussy and thrust of muscle tuned for maximum impact. Her nails scratched down my chest, leaving red marks that I knew I’d feel the next day. The pain only made it hotter.

Anna locked eyes, no flinching, no hiding. Just pure, burning intensity.

“I love you, Jack,” she whispered, every word timed with her downward plunge. “I love you so much, you have no idea.”

I caught her face in my hands and kissed her, letting her own words be the promise.

“I love you, Anna. I want you forever.”

She melted at that, hips moving faster, her control slipping. Her pussy clenched down, and I felt her start to shake, slow at first, then with a wildness that made her whole body quake. She moaned, deep and guttural, riding the orgasm until it left her limp in my arms.

For a second, we hovered there, Anna still impaled, Lily curled up at my side, the air thick with sweat and sex.

But I needed more, needed to own both women, mark them, ruin the sheets with proof that this night belonged to us.

I rolled Anna onto her back, never losing the connection. My cock stayed buried deep, Anna’s pussy milking me, even as she wrapped her legs around my waist and begged for more.

“Harder,” she said, nails digging into my shoulders. “Don’t you dare stop.”

Lily kissed my cheek, then Anna’s. Her hands roamed, sometimes raking my chest, sometimes palming Anna’s tits, sometimes winding in my hair. She wanted in on every second.

I pounded Anna, slow at first, then faster, driving her into the mattress with every thrust. The room filled with the slap of skin, the sounds of pleasure, the way Anna’s voice went breathless as she surrendered.

Lily, not to be ignored, straddled Anna’s chest, her wet pussy inches from Anna’s mouth. Anna licked her, greedily, while I fucked her, the tension ratcheting up to insane levels.

The three of us were a single, wild organism, every piece feeding the next.

“God, baby, I’m gonna come again,” Anna warned, fingers digging in.

“Do it,” I demanded. “I want to feel you lose control.”

Anna lost it. Her whole body seized in a silent, rapturous arch, thighs quaking, pussy clenching my cock so hard it was a miracle I didn’t black out. The orgasm hit her in relentless waves, wringing the air from her lungs, every tremor and spasm amplified by the way Lily’s thighs bracketed her face, silencing her scream to a single, shuddering moan. I felt every heartbeat of it, every slick, pulsing contraction as Anna’s body gripped mine, refusing to let go. The heat and pressure and wild, clutching need made my own orgasm detonate a split second later, white-hot and endless. I slammed in, burying myself as deep as I could, and painted her insides with pulse after pulse until I was sure there was nothing left to give. I saw actual stars, no, galaxies, exploding behind my eyelids, my entire reality collapsing into the squeeze and throb and wet, decadent mess spilling over onto the sheets. Anna’s legs locked around my waist, keeping me inside, milking me for every last desperate drop. If it hadn’t felt so goddamn good, I might have been embarrassed at just how much I came; as it was, I wanted Anna to feel every bit of it, to know she’d reduced me to nothing but raw, feral instinct.


The three of us just hovered there for a moment, a tangle of limbs and sweat and spent nerves, gasping into each other’s skin. I felt Anna’s rapid-fire heartbeat where our chests pressed together, Lily’s shivering thighs bracketing Anna’s face, her hands wrapped around both our shoulders as if she could anchor the storm by will alone. I tasted salt, sweat, tears, maybe both, on Anna’s collarbone as I kissed her again, more grateful than I’d ever been for anything in my life.

But if you thought we were finished, you didn’t know this crew.

Lily climbed off Anna, tackled me onto my back, and sat on my face, riding my tongue while Anna sucked my cock, cleaning it of our cum with greedy, deliberate strokes. The taste was salty, intense, and the way Lily bucked on my mouth made me wild for her all over again.

I licked Lily’s clit, fast and focused, loving the way her thighs quivered and her pussy flooded my tongue.

Anna didn’t stop at cleaning. She lined my cock right back up and sank down again, riding, grinding, while Lily came all over my face.

The orgasms blended, overlapped, one feeding the next, until all three of us were wrung out, sweat-drenched, sticky from head to toe.

I rolled the women onto their stomachs, lined up behind Lily, and took her from behind, my cock sliding right back into her still-spasming pussy. Anna curled in front of her, kissing Lily’s lips, stroking her hair, telling her how perfect she was.

I pounded Lily, balls slapping her high, tight ass, while Anna coached her through a third climax, this one so pure I felt the tremor run all the way through my own body.

Lily squealed, shuddered, and came, collapsing forward as I filled her again, flooding her with another load.

Every inch of us was smeared with cum, slick with sweat, and vibrating with aftershocks.

We didn’t try to move. Not for a minute.

Anna and Lily curled up on either side of me, both breathless, both whispering love and filthy promises under their breath.

I couldn’t remember ever being so completely… satisfied. Or spent.

The sheets were a disaster. The bed frame wobbled ominously. But the only thing that mattered was the tangle of bodies, the proof that nothing could touch us here.

We fell together, lazy, limbs entwined, hands tracing idle patterns on skin.

Anna nuzzled my shoulder, her hair fanned out. Lily cuddled into my chest, tits warm and soft and sticky.

The world could have ended, and we wouldn’t have noticed.

We were home.

For once, everything was enough.

***

Somewhere in the wreckage of twisted sheets and ruined pillows, I found enough strength to pull both women closer. There was nothing graceful about it. My arms were heavy, body empty, but Anna curled into my left side, tucking her head on my chest, and Lily tangled her limbs over me with a happy, delirious sigh.

Their skin was still hot, sweaty, flushed, perfect. I ran my hands up and down their backs, memorizing every curve, every shiver, every place where sweat cooled and skin stuck together.

If happiness had a shape, it was this.

“I’ve never been happier,” I said, honest as pain. “Not in my whole life.”

Lily looked up, blue eyes shining. She glowed, all joy and triumph, nothing but warmth in the smile she aimed my way.

“I finally feel free,” she whispered, tracing lazy circles on my chest. “Like I can love you out loud and not have to be scared anymore.”

Anna smiled into my collarbone, her breath feathering over my skin. “That’s the whole point, isn’t it?” she asked, voice softer than I’d ever heard from her. “We’re not running or sneaking. We just… are.”

I kissed her hair, grateful beyond words.

For a while, we just rested, limbs tangled, my hands stroking Lily’s hair while Anna’s fingers played slow tattoos on my ribcage. The silence was deep, but not lonely, just a steady hum of belonging, the city noise a distant memory behind triple-paned glass.

But I had something I needed to say. Something big.

“Anna,” I started, nerves jumping a little even now, “will you move in with us? For real? I want you here. Every night.”

There was a tiny pause, and I could almost hear both hearts beat out of sync.

Anna didn’t flinch, but she did bite her lip, thinking it over. Classic Anna, not just for show, but really considering the angle from every side.

“I want to,” she said, honest as ever. “But maybe… maybe I should keep my place as a backup. That way, if one of us wants you to ourselves for a night, or if it gets crazy around here, the other could crash at my apartment. It’s only a few blocks away.”

Lily perked up, instantly on board. “That is genius. Especially since the way things are going, this place is going to be jam-packed with women. I mean, Savannah’s coming back from Paris soon, Quinn’s all aboard Team Bennett, Jordan’s never said no to a sleepover, and Natalie—well…” She trailed off, then giggled. “Honestly, I’m a little scared for your stamina. That girl is seriously a demon in bed.”

Anna poked my ribs, laughing. “He can handle it. Besides, you know he loves the challenge.”

I tried to look modest but failed hard. “I just want everyone to be happy. That’s the blueprint.”

Anna snuggled closer. “You’re such a sap.”

“Guilty as charged,” I said, kissing her forehead.

But there was still the wildcard. I lowered my voice, eyes on the ceiling.

“About Natalie, though… Let’s keep that quiet for now. Ryan’s still my brother. I don’t want to blow anything up before we see where it goes. Deal?”

Both women cracked up, shaking the bed with laughter.

“Jack,” Lily chided, “everyone knows Natalie’s into you. She has been for months. Remember the night at the club? She didn’t even try to hide it.”

Anna was smug. “Plus, Ryan’s not stupid. He might act like a dinosaur, but he’s not blind. If you two keep screwing like that, he’ll figure it out. Besides, he already respects your choices, even if he pretends otherwise.”

Lily curled tighter, voice sleepy. “She’s totally in love with you, Jack. It’s kind of adorable.”

I groaned, but inside, I was relieved. If anyone could navigate this circus, it was Anna and Lily.

They had my back, always.

The conversation drifted, words blurring as exhaustion rolled in.

“I really do love you,” Lily mumbled, her lips at my shoulder.

Anna chimed in, half asleep but all sincerity. “Me too. Even if you can be a dork sometimes.”

I hugged them both for all I was worth, heart pounding like I’d run a marathon. The future felt wide open, messy, unpredictable, but ours.

Eyes closed, I let the women’s warmth and the promise of what came next lull me under. The world could wait. Tonight, this was everything.

We drifted off, three bodies wrapped in sweat and love, the night folding around us like a promise.

If forever started anywhere, it started right here.


Chapter nineteen
Movie Night Madness


You’d think one night of legendary sex would satisfy the harem for at least a week. Wrong. It only whetted their appetite for more, connection, chaos, and, if we were being honest, a little bit of drama to spice things up.

By sundown the next evening, my loft had shape-shifted into an urban blanket fort that would’ve put any childhood sleepover to shame. Anna and Lily went full engineer, dragging every couch cushion, comforter, and pillow they could scavenge into a semi-circle around the giant TV. They layered throws like insulation, then topped it off with enough fuzzy blankets to stage a five-person cuddle pile. The lights were off, except for the TV, which glowed blue and moody in the open space. The aroma of fresh, buttery popcorn drifted everywhere, mixed with the faint sweetness of Lily’s body spray and the clean, slightly floral scent of Anna’s shampoo.

Right on cue, the harem filed in.

Anna led the charge, dressed in a battered Northwestern sweatshirt and drawstring sleep shorts that hugged her hips. Her hair was up, but she’d lost the war with a few strands, which curled wild around her face. She cradled two family-sized popcorn bowls like precious cargo, and didn’t even wait to sit before shoving a fistful in her mouth.

Lily followed, barefoot, in a white cami and little blue pajama shorts that barely reached mid-thigh. The top left her midriff exposed, and her nipples pressed tight against the thin cotton, already hard from the draft. She danced a spin for my benefit, then made a beeline for the nest of pillows, bouncing into place like a golden retriever on a sugar rush.

Jordan strolled in, all calm confidence, a fitted black tank top stretched over her chest and a pair of red running shorts slung low on her hips. Her ponytail swung like a whip, and she carried a six-pack of hard seltzer and two bags of chips under her arm.

Quinn was the surprise. She showed up late, claiming a “work call,” then appeared on the landing in a loose heather gray tank that went scandalously low at the sides. No bra. Yoga shorts, black, clinging and utterly seamless. From the way she moved, and the way the shirt draped off her shoulder, it was crystal clear she wasn’t wearing a damn thing underneath.

The last to arrive was Natalie. She’d gone high-low: an ice-blue silk sleep shirt, long enough to tease, never enough to cover, with a pair of soft ribbed lounge shorts that peeked out when she moved. Even in pajamas, she looked straight out of a magazine shoot, somehow effortless and composed, her hair pulled into a lazy ponytail that still felt like runway. She snagged a seat on the armrest of the couch, crossing her legs and fixing everyone with a look that dared them to judge.

The “movie night” had officially begun.

***

Within minutes, every inch of couch real estate was claimed. Anna sprawled on my left, feet tucked under her, bowl balanced in her lap. Lily curled up against my right, head on my shoulder, her legs stretched across my thighs as if she owned the space. Jordan flanked the far end, one arm slung across the back of the couch, sipping her seltzer with practiced chill.

Quinn hovered at the edge, waiting for the opportune moment. By the time the production logos flickered on the screen, she’d wriggled in between me and Anna, then inched over until the side of her thigh pressed flush against mine.

I felt the heat where our skin met, nothing but bare flesh and maybe a few millimeters of fabric.

She didn’t play coy. Every commercial break or action sequence, she’d adjust her position, rolling her hip closer, letting her tank gap open until my peripheral vision was full of soft, golden skin and the subtle side-swell of her perfect tits.

Whoever had picked the movie, Anna, no contest, had gone for maximum adrenaline, minimum plot. A nonstop parade of explosions, one-liners, and heroes too pretty for real life. The film was ridiculous, but the peanut gallery made it a thousand times better.

“Oh my god, did he just defuse a bomb with his shoelace?” Lily cackled, popcorn flying everywhere.

“Meanwhile, her hair hasn’t moved in two hours of running from helicopters,” Jordan deadpanned, raising her can in silent salute to the miracle of action-movie updos.

“Continuity, people,” Natalie said, tossing a handful of popcorn at the screen. “How does he have a fresh shirt every scene?”

Anna grinned, sharp and victorious. “That’s just good project management. Always have a backup. Jack knows.”

Quinn snickered, her voice low and private. “I bet he does. Bet he always keeps a toolkit handy.”

The banter spiraled from there. Popcorn became ammunition, with Jordan lobbing a perfect curveball that landed square in Lily’s cleavage. Lily shrieked, then retaliated by dumping half her bowl onto Anna’s lap when she wasn’t looking.

The chaos felt right. Warm. Alive.

***

But the deeper we got into the movie, the smaller the gap between Quinn and me became. At first, it was casual, a knee resting against mine, her arm grazing my side when she reached for snacks. But by the midpoint, she’d collapsed the distance entirely. Her thigh pressed hard to my leg, and when I shifted to get more comfortable, it just gave her an excuse to drape her arm behind my back, fingers trailing the seam of my shirt.

She didn’t talk much. Her attention flickered between the screen and me, but every once in a while, I caught her eyes on my hands, or the line of my jaw, or somewhere lower. Every time I looked straight at her, she didn’t flinch. Just held my gaze, daring me to break the spell first.

By the time the credits rolled, hero saved, villain exploded, dramatic kiss delivered in slow-mo, Quinn had migrated half onto my lap, angled so that the hem of her tank top brushed my abs every time she breathed.

Anna jumped up to swap discs, loading up the horror movie and cueing up more popcorn. She left the bowl in my lap as she darted to the kitchen. Jordan followed, claiming she needed to “supervise,” which left the rest of us in low light, movie menu flickering and the sounds of girls giggling in the kitchen.

That’s when Quinn made her move.

She shifted, slow, as if just stretching her legs, and pulled a throw blanket off the back of the couch, flipping it over both of us. For plausible deniability, of course.

Under the blanket, her hand moved with surgical precision: first to my knee, squeezing, then skipping straight up the inside of my thigh. Every inch, she paused, fingers tracing circles, measuring my reaction.

I held still, every nerve sparking.

She slid her hand higher, right to the crotch of my sweats. I was already hard; no amount of action-hero distraction could change that. She found my shaft, gripped it through the cotton, and gave a lazy stroke that made my head spin.

I risked a look around. Lily and Natalie had their eyes glued to the TV, chatting about something on Instagram. Jordan and Anna were still at the kitchen, arguing about the merits of kettle corn versus classic.

Quinn squeezed my cock. The message was clear: pay attention.

With the blanket cinched tight, no one could see what happened next. Quinn popped open my waistband and slipped her hand inside, skin-to-skin. Her palm was cool and electric, and when her fingers wrapped around my shaft, I nearly groaned.

She stroked, slow, letting the movie’s soundtrack cover the rhythm. Every upward sweep making me even harder, her thumb swirling on the tip to smear the bead of precum that was already leaking out.

I wasn’t about to let her have all the fun.

I angled my left hand under the blanket and slipped it beneath her tank top, palm flat against her stomach. She shivered, muscles tightening at the touch. I slid my fingers up, gliding over her ribs, then cupped one bare breast. Quinn’s tits were even better up close, warm and round, the nipple a perfect berry already stiff with anticipation.

I rolled her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, then slid my hand to the other breast, taking my time to knead and tease. She adjusted, arching just slightly to push into my touch.

Her eyes stayed on the TV, but every second or third breath caught in her throat. She kept pumping my cock, gradually picking up the speed, but careful not to give away what she was up to.

That’s when I went lower.

My hand drifted down, slow and steady, until my fingers found the waistband of her shorts. There was zero resistance. In fact, Quinn shifted her hips, as if inviting me to go further. I slipped my hand into her shorts and found her pussy, bare, waxed smooth, and already slick with arousal.

She was burning up.

I parted her folds, using two fingers to tease her clit, circling, pressing just enough to make her tense. Quinn’s hand faltered on my cock for a split second, but she recovered, stroking me faster, the competitive energy practically radiating off her.

Meanwhile, I worked her pussy, sliding my middle finger in, curling upward, then switching back to rub her clit with slow, deliberate movements. I felt every micro-reaction: the little tremors in her thighs, the way her ass flexed against the cushion, the slight hitch in her breath every time I grazed the sensitive spot right at the top.

The movie started, something about haunted houses, ghosts, and jump scares. Most of the crew bought in, laughter dying down as the opening credits oozed across the screen.

But under the blanket, Quinn and I were in a world of our own.

She’d started to sweat, just a little, and every so often, her thigh would clench against mine, tension building toward something explosive.

I didn’t let up. I alternated between slow, lazy circles on her clit and quick, focused flicks, never keeping the same pattern long enough for her to anticipate it. The pleasure locked her up. She bit her lip, face illuminated only by the movie’s wild blue light.

There was no mercy.

I doubled down, rubbing her even harder, feeling the heat radiate off her skin. She stopped stroking my cock for a few seconds, hand frozen, the rest of her body going stiff.

She was right at the edge.

I leaned in, lips near her ear, and whispered, “You gonna come for me, or do I need to finish the job upstairs?”

Quinn shivered, then clamped down on my hand, her hips jerking just once. She came, silently, the orgasm rippling through her muscles. Her hand squeezed my cock so tight I nearly lost it, but through some miracle, I held back.

She sagged into me, trembling, breath coming in short, shaky bursts.

I didn’t stop. I kept teasing, just a little longer, until her pussy gushed slickness all over my fingers.

She gripped my thigh, desperate, and tossed her head back, eyes closed.

The girls were still locked into the movie, throwing the occasional scared-yelp or joke at the screen. Nobody noticed how wrecked Quinn was, except maybe Natalie, whose eyes darted over once or twice, the corner of her mouth curving like she had the whole game figured out.

Eventually, Quinn came back to herself. She relaxed, let out a slow exhale, and looked at me. This time, no masks. She wanted me. All the way.

She kissed me, softly at first, our lips barely brushing. But once the boundary was crossed, it went zero to sixty, her tongue darting into my mouth, her breath hot with hunger.

She fisted my cock under the blanket, and I palmed her breast, squeezing, pinching, making her moan softly against my lips.

We must’ve gotten louder than we thought, because the next second Lily turned around, clocked us, and grinned.

“I knew you two wouldn’t last,” she whispered, biting her knuckle to keep from giggling too loud. “Why don’t you just go upstairs and get it out of your system?”

Anna, on her way back from the kitchen, caught the tail end of that and shot us a knowing look. “Don’t break the bed, please. Some of us want to actually sleep tonight.”

Jordan and Natalie exchanged smirks. If they were shocked by the PDA, they didn’t show it. Jordan raised her seltzer. “Go get him, Q.”

Quinn’s cheeks flushed, but she was grinning from ear to ear. “Don’t wait up.”

I stood, tucking my cock back in, then grabbed Quinn by the waist. She didn’t hesitate. With a practiced move, she wrapped her thighs around me, arms locked behind my neck, and clung like she’d never let go.

I kissed her, first on the neck, then on her jaw, then captured her lips and let the world fade away. She tasted like popcorn and challenge, a hint of fearlessness under the sweetness.

She peppered kisses up my jaw and behind my ear, her breath coming fast and wild. “God, I’ve wanted this for months,” she whispered, as if the honest confession made it more real.

“Hope you’re ready,” I said, hoisting her higher. She shuddered at the contact, then ground her bare pussy against my abs, leaving a hot, wet trail through the fabric.

I didn’t bother with subtlety. I carried Quinn, legs locked around me, up the open stairs and toward the bedroom, her mouth working my neck the whole way.

Behind us, the harem’s laughter followed, punctuated by Lily’s parting shot: “She’s not coming back down until you ruin her, Jack!”

The bedroom door closed behind us, and the rest of the world vanished.

For the next few hours, it was just Quinn’s hands, her mouth, and the promise of every unspoken need finally getting its turn.

And if the girls in the living room wanted a recap?

Well, they’d have to wait and see who limped down first in the morning.

***

The second the bedroom door thudded shut behind us, we were animals. All the pretense, all the slow-burn tension of the last month, finally unspooled. Quinn clawed at my shirt, lips crushing mine, her body flush to my chest as if she could fuse us by force of will alone.

I shoved the blanket aside and pressed her against the door, devouring her mouth, hungry for the sweet, cinnamon taste of her tongue. Her hands were everywhere, my hair, my jaw, skimming down my torso, nails biting hard enough to leave marks. Any trace of professional reserve had been torched by the first pass of my palm over her ass.

“You’ve been killing me for weeks,” she panted, breaking the kiss just long enough to yank my tee over my head and toss it to the floor. Her gaze raked down, drinking in every cut of muscle, every scar from a decade of swinging hammers.

She traced the line of my pecs with both hands, lingering at the center of my chest, as if she wanted to memorize the shape. Then she seized my face and dragged me back into another bruising, deep kiss.

I needed her naked. Now.

I grabbed the hem of her tank, fisted both sides, and peeled it off in one slow, hungry motion. Even before it cleared her head, my hands mapped every inch of skin, hot and flushed. Her tits bounced free, perfect teardrops, the nipples dusky pink and already puckered.

“God, you’re just—” I couldn’t even finish the sentence. I cupped both breasts, thumb and forefinger rolling and pinching, pulling her nipples hard enough to make her whimper.

She didn’t shy away. She arched into my grip, nails digging furrows into my biceps, her breath gone ragged.

“Fuck, yes—more,” she begged, and I obliged, pinching, twisting, then ducking my head to suck one nipple between my lips. I flicked it with my tongue, then bit gently, savoring her gasp.

She writhed, grinding her bare pussy against the bulge in my sweats. I could feel her heat, the wetness already slicking the fabric.

I kissed down her chest, tracing the ridges of each rib with my tongue. As I reached her shorts, I hooked my thumb in the waistband and knelt, drawing them down her legs inch by inch.

She stepped out with dancer’s grace, letting the shorts fall away. Her pussy was exposed: clean, bare, and already glinting with arousal. The lips were delicate and flushed, the clit standing proud and desperate for attention.

“Beautiful,” I muttered, kissing up her thigh, then up her belly, pausing to admire every detail.

Quinn let out a shaky laugh. “Hope you like the view,” she said, voice a little shy but loaded with pride.

“Best thing I’ve ever seen,” I answered, and meant it.

I surged up, lips catching hers, hoisting her off the floor. She wrapped her legs around my waist, just as she had downstairs, but now there was nothing between us but sweat and nerves.

I carried her to the bed, set her down, and let her sprawl, arms open, hair fanned across the pillow like a halo.

She looked up at me, eyes wide, lips parted. “You gonna fuck me, Jack?”

That was all the invitation I’d ever need.

I stripped off my sweats in one motion, cock springing free, hard and already leaking.

She licked her lips. “Please. Need to feel you inside me.”

I crawled onto the bed, hovering above her. She reached, guided my cock to her entrance, and pressed the head right against her slit. I teased, dragging the tip back and forth, coating it in her slick. She moaned, desperate, hips bucking up to meet me.

I lined up and drove in, slow at first, letting her feel every inch. The tightness was insane, her pussy clenching me, pulling me deeper, as if she wanted to keep me there for good.

The first thrust bottomed out, and Quinn arched, her tits thrust toward the ceiling, mouth falling open in a breathless gasp.

“God, you’re thick,” she choked out, voice already blurry with pleasure. “Don’t stop. Harder, please—”

I took the cue and started moving, deep, slow thrusts, grinding our hips together. Every time I slammed in, her pussy flexed, squeezing me tight. I never broke eye contact. She locked on, blue eyes huge, hungry, unguarded.

The connection was electric. Every breath, every motion, synced up. This wasn’t a one-sided fuck; it was a conversation, a duel, a dance.

I braced my hands by her head, angled for maximum depth, and began to fuck her in earnest. Our bodies met with the wet slap of skin, sweat already beading on both of us. Her thighs spread wide, heels digging into the mattress as she threw her head back and moaned, unfiltered.

I bent to take her nipple in my mouth, biting softly, sucking until she begged.

“Don’t ever stop touching me,” she whispered, voice shattering.

“Not planning to,” I grunted, thrusting harder, chasing the edge but wanting her to break first.

She came apart fast, the orgasm wracking her body, milk-white thighs trembling as she convulsed around my cock. I felt every spasm, the way her walls gripped me, and it nearly finished me off, only grit kept me from letting go.

She rode the shudders, hands locked behind my neck, pulling me down to kiss her through the aftershocks.

When the spasms faded, she blinked up, half-wild, half-laughing.

“Your turn,” she said, and then, with a single hard shove, rolled me onto my back.

She wasted zero time. Quinn swung a leg over and straddled my waist, grabbing my cock in both hands to line it up with her dripping entrance. She sank down in one greedy, glorious motion, taking me balls-deep.

She didn’t hold back. She fucked me like she’d been waiting her whole life to do it.

Every bounce of her hips sent shockwaves up my spine. Her tits jiggled in time, sweat glistening between them. Hair fell forward in golden curtains, framing her face as she stared down at me, every wordless confession flickering in her eyes.

I met her rhythm, hands locked on her hips, guiding her up and down, matching the movement so every thrust hit just right. Our bodies moved in perfect sync, her ass slapping my thighs, her pussy drawing me in and refusing to let go.

“God, yes, just like that—” she panted, bracing on my chest for leverage. “You feel so fucking good—nobody’s ever filled me like this.”

The praise ripped through me, animal and proud. I bucked up, driving into her, and she responded by riding faster, fingers digging crescents in my pecs.

She leaned in, hair wild, and kissed me, tongues tangling, the taste of sweat and need blending into something that felt almost dangerous.

I felt Quinn’s body tense, a silent premonition in the microspasms of her thighs and the tightening, convulsive motion in her hips as she threw herself back and forth over me. It was a kind of warning, the staccato flex of muscle and will, and I met it with a matching surge, grit teeth, hands locked on her hips, eyes never leaving hers. I could feel her slick and molten, the way she seized and pulsed around my cock with every thrust, the rhythm sharpening, dangerous, as she sped up.


I was right at the edge, holding myself together with a threadbare scrap of self-control, but there was no holding out if she took me with her.


She clapped her thighs tighter to my hips, her pussy so wet and hot it felt like being swallowed whole. The air between us was thick with sweat and the animal tang of sex. Her hair swung forward in a golden haze, tips brushing my face. She rode me with a fever in her blue eyes, and everything else, my name on her lips, the way her fingernails carved half-moons in my chest, the rough velvet of her voice, faded to the perimeter, the whole world boiling down to the place where our bodies locked together.


Those last seconds were pure, raw desperation. I felt my own orgasm lighting up my spine, the pressure behind my balls, the way my cock twitched inside her. I wanted to hold out, wanted us to get there together, but I was seconds from losing it.


Quinn must have read the panic in my face, because she gave a shaky, breathless little laugh and leaned over me until her forehead touched mine. Her breath was wild and uneven, and her voice tripped over every word:


“I want to come with you. Please—”


It was all I could do not to explode just from that. I clamped down on her hips, grinding her down onto my cock, and nodded, completely unable to speak, the world going stroboscopic at the edges.


“Do it,” I managed, voice barely more than a snarl. “Let go. Show me.”


She let out a sound I’d never heard, a kind of desperate, keening moan that started in her toes and ripped all the way up. Her whole body arched, every muscle trembling, tits jutting out so hard I could see the blood rushing in her chest. She shuddered, then shattered, her pussy clenching down in a series of wild, uncontrollable pulses, pulling my cock with her, taking me right over the edge.


I barely managed a warning grunt before I lost it. My vision went white at the edges. I came so hard my toes curled, stomach clenching, every muscle locked, one, two, three pulses, then a desperate torrent. I drove up into her with everything I had, cock buried to the root, feeling the flood of cum flood into her, leaking out, coating her thighs, pooling under my balls. I’d never filled a girl like that in my life; even at the height of college, nobody had ever wrung me dry the way Quinn did.


She didn’t slow. She kept riding me, hips undulating, grinding every last bit out of both of us. Her pussy milked my cock for more, the little aftershocks of her orgasm wringing every drop out, until it was almost too much, almost pain, almost overload. But I craved it, wanted to keep her locked there until the sun came up.


Quinn’s hands went from raking my chest to clutching at my face, her lips finding mine in a frantic, messy kiss. Her tongue licked sweat from my upper lip, her teeth nipped at my jaw. Our bodies were a tangle of limbs and desperate clutching, clinging to that last shuddering moment before the crash.


The world came back in slow increments: the sound of her breathing, ragged and sweet; the pounding of my own heart; the smell of sex and skin. I couldn’t tell where my body ended and hers began, and for the first time in weeks, I didn’t want to know the difference.

Finally, she collapsed, folding forward to rest her cheek on my chest, the faint shudder of her pussy still clamping me tight inside.

We lay there, fused together, the sweat cooling on our skin, the mess between our thighs a badge of honor.

I wrapped her in my arms, kissed the side of her head, and just basked in it, the feeling of rightness, the sense that maybe, just maybe, this was the start of something huge.

For a few minutes, we floated. There was nothing but the sound of our breathing and the distant echo of the girls’ laughter downstairs.

Quinn finally spoke, her voice muffled against my shoulder. “I’m gonna miss you like crazy when you’re in Paris. Feels like I wasted half the summer pretending I could be just your employee.”

I stroked her back, savoring the heat of her skin. “Not anymore. When I get back, I’m taking you away for a weekend. Somewhere nobody knows us. Just you, me, and room service. Deal?”

She giggled, a soft, gorgeous sound. “God, yes. Make it Friday to Monday, or I might die.”

I flexed inside her, making her gasp. “Anything you want. As long as you never try to hide yourself from me again.”

She nuzzled in, kissing my chest, my jaw, then found my lips for a lazy, perfect kiss. Her pussy still hugged my cock, squeezing out the last echoes of pleasure.

There was a pause. She hovered, searching my eyes, like she was almost afraid to say it.

“I think I’m falling in love with you,” she whispered. The words made my heart stutter.

I didn’t hesitate. “I already fell for you, Quinn. No point pretending otherwise.”

She glowed, actually glowed. Her giggle vibrated through her whole body, as if she’d just won something.

“I love you, too, Jack. You ridiculous, perfect man.”

We kissed again, slower, and this time there was nothing left to prove.

As the minutes bled into memory, and the sweat dried, and the world beyond the loft called to us, my thoughts drifted to what came next.

Savannah was waiting in Paris, promised sex and drama and connection unlike anything I’d dared to imagine. Anna, Lily, Jordan, the whole harem, they were my anchors now, my family, my future and my every reason to get out of bed in the morning.

But right now, with Quinn still warm and tight around my cock, I realized there was no blueprint for this kind of happiness.

Only the challenge of building it, one night at a time.

And hell, I was ready to work overtime.
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Three books. One lake house. Five women. And a love story built to break every rule.

Welcome to Harem Under Construction, the complete, scorching trilogy that brings together Nailed to the Frame, Screwed Together, and Hammered Home—plus a never-before-published bonus chapter you won’t find anywhere else.

When Matt Ford returns to a crumbling lakeside home with a tight deadline and too much unfinished history, he expects long days of sweat, sawdust, and second chances. What he doesn’t expect is to become the center of a dangerously intoxicating storm, one made up of desire, rivalry, loyalty, and women who refuse to share him quietly.

Fiona, his bold, grounding girlfriend, is all heat and devotion, steady enough to anchor him, daring enough to push him further than he’s ever gone. Riley, her reckless best friend and Matt’s first love, brings chaos, temptation, and a spark that never truly died.


Then comes Fiona's sister —June, elegant and commanding, who wants more than his body. Followed by Riley's sister Bella, furious and unforgettable, whose passion burns hot enough to leave scars. And finally the oldest Ross sister, Lily, the one who got away, standing on the edge of marriage to another man, forcing Matt to confront the one truth he can’t hammer down: some loves don’t stay buried.

As walls come down and bedrooms fill, lines blur between friendship and obsession, family and fantasy, love and possession. What begins as a summer renovation turns into something far bigger—a harem Matt never planned, a home built on trust and fire, and a future that demands everything he has.

Packed with high-heat encounters, emotional intensity, fierce female leads, and a slow-build poly romance that doesn’t play it safe, Harem Under Construction delivers the full, uncut journey from first temptation to final commitment.

🔥 This box set includes:

Nailed to the Frame — where it all begins

Screwed Together — where everything ignites

Hammered Home — where the harem is forged

Plus an exclusive bonus chapter available only in this collection

The house may be finished—but the love story is anything but simple.

Harem University: Complete Box Set
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A young man’s college adventure leads down a road paved with co-ed gold…

Nineteen-year-old Matt Parker was a late bloomer. After growing up as the runt of the litter, left out and left behind, Matt experienced a growth spurt that made him unrecognizable to all but his best friend, Luke Monroe.

After years of personal tragedy, Luke’s family took Matt in and gave him a home where he spent the last two years preparing for college.

Two years where Matt thrived and blossomed, growing from an undersized ninety-eight-pound weakling into a muscled hunk ready to take college by storm.

But his troubles are only beginning when a blown dorm assignment leaves Matt homeless. But Luke’s mother, Nora, won’t feed Matt to the wolves. The round and curvy mother of four rounds up her three daughters to brainstorm alternate living arrangements for Matt.

The dorm isn’t Matt’s only problem. He’s spent the last two years dodging Luke’s gorgeous college-aged sisters, and now it’s time to make amends.

First, Matt comes face-to-face with the oldest Monroe daughter, his former babysitter, Bella. The onetime homecoming queen is now the president of her sorority. When she meets Matt, the lithe, raven-haired beauty, doesn’t recognize him and neither does Mia, the middle Monroe sister, who is as beautiful and busty as she is sweet and innocent.

The youngest Monroe sister, fiery, golden-haired Zoe, isn’t as forgiving as her sisters. During high school, Zoe and Matt were best friends until Matt ghosted her.

It’s up to Matt to make good with Zoe and solve his housing crisis while traversing the raging rapids of the Monroe’s sister’s sibling rivalry, as they each lay claim to Matt’s heart.

Harem University follows nineteen-year-old, Matt Parker, as he settles in at college and builds the harem of his dreams!

This full box set contains the entire Harem University trilogy including Tempting Tutor, Co-Ed Comfort and Day Trip!

Includes a brand new, never released bonus scene not available in the original series!


18+ Only!

Back Home Harem: Complete Box Set
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One man proves you can come back home again…

Steve Erickson’s life is a mess. Five years ago, Steve moved his family west to build a thriving business. Where his business flourished, his marriage crumbled. But Steve and his beautiful buxom wife Angie, aren’t ready to throw in the towel. On the brink of divorce, the couple agrees on a wild plan. They want to move home where they first fell in love and left behind their old friends.


Eager to rekindle their old flame, Steve and Angie move home, bringing their son, Max, with them. There’s only one problem — their new house isn’t ready.


Steve’s lifelong best friend, multi-millionaire Jim Fields, and his stunning blonde wife, Gretta, open their home to Steve and his family. When Steve arrives, he discovers paradise is exactly what it seems. Now it’s time to heal old wounds and restart old friendships.


But every relationship comes with temptations. For Steve, those temptations start and stop with his best friend’s wife, Gretta, and their three drop-dead gorgeous, college-aged daughters. During a welcome home party, Steve reacquaints himself with bratty blonde Lillie and her sisters Jenna and Becca. Their brazen flirtations make Steve realize he’s treading deep water.


When someone shows up in Steve’s bed in the middle of the night, that deep water threatens to pull him under. Is it his wife Angie who had a few too many cocktails during the welcome home party? Or is the mystery lady Gretta Fields who shares a secret past with Steve? Or is it one of her three daughters, each jockeying for a position to win Steve’s heart? It’s up to Steve to unravel that mystery one lady at a time.


With summer in full swing, the bikinis are on and the pool’s wide open. Can Steve resist temptation? Or will his marriage flame out?


This box set contains all four books in the Back Home Harem series, including Mystery Lady, Dream Dates, Bachelor Auction, and Pageant Princess! Read the entire series from start to finish that follows forty-two-year-old, Steve Erickson, as he comes back home to build his dream life, save his marriage, and build a harem along the way.
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