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The rain had finally stopped an hour before the ceremony, leaving Seattle wrapped in that clean, silver-gray light the city wears so well. Inside the small waterfront venue on Lake Union, string lights reflected off wet stone and glass, and everyone agreed it was perfect.

Steve adjusted his tie for the fifteenth time, palms damp. At twenty-eight he still looked like the nervous sophomore Lucy had first kissed behind the chemistry building at UW - slim shoulders, soft jaw, dark-blond hair that never quite behaved. He caught his reflection in a window and tried to stand a little taller. It didn’t help much.

Across the room Lucy was laughing with her bridesmaids, head tilted back, long black hair spilling like ink over bare shoulders. The white gown hugged her in all the places Steve still couldn’t quite believe were his to touch: full 36C breasts lifted by the sweetheart neckline, curvy hips that swayed when she walked, legs that went on forever beneath the slit. Every time she moved the room seemed to tilt toward her. Always had.

She caught his eye and gave him that slow, knowing smile - the one that made his stomach flip since they were nineteen. Steve felt the familiar rush: gratitude, disbelief, a little awe. How the hell had he ended up with her? They said their vows under a wooden arch draped in white roses and eucalyptus. Lucy’s voice was clear and certain when she promised to love, honor, and cherish. Steve’s cracked once on “forever.” A few guests chuckled fondly. Lucy squeezed his fingers and mouthed I’ve got you. He believed her.

The reception was small - maybe eighty people, but loud with music and clinking glasses. Steve’s mother Margaret sat at the parents’ table beside her new husband, Paul, both of them smiling politely. She looked elegant in pale lavender, hair still auburn at fifty. Steve had spent most of his childhood trying to earn one of those careful smiles. He still did.

And then there was Williams.

Steve’s father stood near the bar like he owned the place. At fifty-two he had no business looking the way he did - six-foot-seven in his socks, shoulders that filled out a charcoal suit like it had been poured over him, salt-and-pepper hair swept back, jaw sharp enough to cut glass. The years had only deepened the lines around his eyes and the easy, predatory confidence he wore like aftershave. Women half his age kept finding reasons to drift past him; men kept their wives a little closer.

Steve had spent most of his life measuring himself against that silhouette and coming up short. Williams had never been cruel about it - just indifferent. The divorce had been clean, no screaming matches, no custody battles. Williams simply moved to the old farmhouse in Norco, Southern California, raised horses, restored vintage Mustangs, and according to rumor - worked his way through most of Riverside County’s available divorcées.

Tonight, though, Williams was on good behavior. He’d hugged Margaret when he arrived, shook Paul’s hand without irony, even kissed Lucy’s knuckles when Steve introduced them.

“Beautiful bride,” Williams said, voice low and warm like barrel-aged bourbon. “My boy did good.”

Lucy laughed, bright and easy. “I think I did better, Mr. Williams.”

“Bill,” he corrected, still holding her hand a beat too long. “Just Bill.”

Steve felt the old, familiar pinch in his chest - half pride, half something sour he could never name. He put his arm around Lucy’s waist. She leaned into him immediately, the way she always did in public, like she was staking a claim.

Dinner passed in a pleasant blur. Speeches were short and sweet. Steve’s best man, his college roommate, teased him about still asking permission to stay out past ten. Lucy’s maid of honor cried through most of hers. When it was Williams’s turn, he stood, glass raised, and the room quieted faster than it had for anyone else.

“To Steve,” he said simply. “Who’s always been kinder than he needed to be. And to Lucy - who’s clearly too smart and too gorgeous to settle for less than everything she wants.” A ripple of laughter. “May you both get exactly what you deserve.”

He drank. Everyone drank. Lucy’s eyes sparkled when they met Steve’s. She whispered against his ear, “I already have everything I want.”

Steve believed her.

After the toasts, the cake, the first dance, and the required photos with both sets of parents, the newlyweds slipped away to the Fairmont Olympic downtown. The suite was obscene: floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Puget Sound, a deep soaking tub already scattered with rose petals, champagne chilling in a silver bucket.

Lucy kicked off her heels the second the door clicked shut.

“God, my feet are dying,” she laughed, turning so Steve could unzip her.

He fumbled the tiny pull at first - nerves again, then drew it slowly down the length of her spine. The dress parted like water. Beneath it she wore white lace lingerie that looked more like expensive gift-wrapping than actual undergarments. Steve’s breath caught the way it always did.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, almost to himself.

Lucy turned, cupped his face with both hands, and kissed him deeply. Her tongue slid against his, slow and familiar. She tasted like champagne and the mint she’d popped after the last photo.

“And you’re mine,” she murmured against his mouth. “All mine.”

They shed the rest of their clothes in a quiet, practiced dance. He took her to the bed. His lips found hers. Gentle. Hesitant. The kiss deepened quickly, tongues meeting, exploring, dancing in the warm, shared breath. His hand drifted up, fingers tracing the curve of her jaw, then down, over her collarbone, to cup the full weight of her breast.

He shifted, mouth leaving hers to trail down her neck. Lucy closed her eyes, a faint sigh escaping. His lips were soft, his movements predictable. He kissed the slope of her shoulder, then moved lower, his breath hot against her sternum.

Finally, he reached her nipple.

He took it into his mouth, sucking gently, then more firmly. His tongue circled the hardening peak. A pleasant tingle spread through her, familiar and easy. He’s trying. She thought, not unkindly. His other hand mirrored the action on her opposite breast, kneading, pinching softly. Her body responded, warmth gathering low in her belly, but it was a slow, drowsy heat. Nothing urgent.

He lingered there, worshipping her 36C curves with a devoted, almost boyish enthusiasm. She felt his erection pressing against her thigh. She knew its size. After a while, he pulled back, breathing heavier. He moved, climbing over her, positioning himself between her legs. His knees nudged her thighs wider. She felt the blunt head of his cock press against her entrance, already slick from his attentions. He pushed in.

It was a slow entrance. A careful filling.

And then he began.

The thrusts were... gentle. Weak. Short, tentative pushes that barely stirred her depths. He rocked into her, his hips moving with a rhythm that was earnest but utterly lacking in force. Each inward motion was a soft nudge; each withdrawal left her feeling emptier than before.

Lucy’s mind drifted. She’d had bigger. Longer. Men who knew how to use what they had, who drove into her with a hunger that matched her own, who filled her so completely she couldn’t think. This was nothing in front of that. A polite, almost apologetic friction. Steve’s breathing became labored. His movements grew uneven. He was struggling already, his arms trembling where they braced beside her shoulders. She could feel the tension in his body, the desperate focus to please her. But it was like being tickled with a feather when she wanted to be struck with a wave.

A few moments more. His thrusts became shallower, quicker, losing all rhythm. He was chasing his own end, not hers.

She opened her eyes. Looked at his strained, sweating face.

Enough.

Her voice was calm, low. “Enough, my boy.”

In one smooth motion, her hands shot up. She grasped his shoulders and pushed. He was off-balance, spent, and he tumbled onto the mattress beside her with a soft grunt.

Lucy didn’t hesitate.

She swung her legs, rolled, and straddled him before he could process the change. Her knees planted firmly on the silk beside his hips. She looked down at him, his cock lying against his stomach, still erect but looking suddenly vulnerable. She reached between her own legs, grasped him, and guided him back inside her.

This time, the entry was different. She sank down onto him, taking him fully in one controlled, deep plunge. He gasped, eyes wide.

Then she began to ride.

Her hips lifted, pulling him almost completely out, then slammed back down. It was a hard, driving motion. A claiming. Each downward thrust was a powerful collision, her body meeting his with a force that made the bed frame creak softly. Her inner muscles clenched around him on the descent, squeezing, milking his length.

Up. Down. Up. Down.

The rhythm was relentless, piston-like. Her breasts, freed and full, bounced with the motion, a heavy, mesmerizing juggle that Steve’s eyes locked onto. His hands flew to her hips, fingers digging into her flesh, trying to guide or maybe just hold on.

“Ahhh..” he moaned, the sound torn from him.

“Ohhh, Lucy...”

She looked down at him, a faint, imperious smile on her lips. “Shhh.”

She continued. Her pace increased. Each rise was higher, each fall harder and faster. She used him, rode him like a tool for her own pleasure, chasing a sensation his gentle thrusts couldn’t provide. Steve’s moans became broken, pleading gasps. His body tensed beneath her, his hips trying to buck up to meet her, but she dominated the rhythm, pinning his movements with her weight and will. His fingers on her hips gripped tighter, his nails biting softly into her skin.

She felt him swell inside her. Tense. The telltale pulse of his impending climax.

He cried out, a final, choked “Lucy!”

His release came hot and sudden, a flooding spill deep within her. His body shuddered violently, his back arching off the bed. She kept moving for two more brutal strokes, grinding down as he emptied himself, then stopped.

Silence.

His cock, softening, slipped out of her. She sat atop him, feeling the wetness between her thighs, feeling the hollow, unsatisfied ache still pulsing in her own core. The pleasure had been a spark, not a fire. It had extinguished too soon. She slowly climbed off him, laying down beside him on the cool sheets. Their skin touched, damp and warm. The room’s quiet returned.

After a long minute, Steve turned his head toward her. His voice was weak, breathless. “Are you happy?”

Lucy looked at the ceiling. The emptiness inside her was a physical truth, a quiet craving. She felt his spent body beside her, his earnest love, his failure.

She lied.

Her voice was smooth, soft. “Of course I am, dear.”
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The honeymoon had been short and sweet - five nights in a cliffside cabin on the Oregon coast, fog rolling in off the Pacific every morning, Lucy waking Steve with slow kisses that turned urgent before the coffee finished brewing. They’d barely left the bed except to walk the empty beach or order room service. Steve still felt the faint ache in his lower back from how often she’d ridden him, laughing softly against his mouth when he begged her to slow down. He’d never felt more wanted.

Back in the real world, they’d flown into LAX, rented a midsize SUV, and driven straight to Margaret’s tidy bungalow in Pasadena. Two nights there felt polite, necessary. Margaret fussed over them, made Steve’s favorite pot roast, Paul grilled steaks on the patio and told dad jokes that made Lucy roll her eyes and laugh anyway. 

But Steve could tell Lucy was restless by the second morning. She kept checking her phone, scrolling through maps, tapping her manicured nails against the kitchen table while Margaret poured more coffee.

“We should get on the road early tomorrow,” Lucy said over breakfast. “Norco’s a haul. I want to see your dad’s place in daylight.”

Steve nodded. He hadn’t been to the farmhouse in years - not since the summer after college when Williams had invited him down for a weekend and then spent most of it on the phone with various women. Steve had ended up mucking stalls alone. 

They left Pasadena just after sunrise, the city still soft and pink behind them. Steve took the first shift behind the wheel. Lucy sat shotgun in cutoff denim shorts and a thin white tank top, hair pulled into a high ponytail, feet bare on the dash. The radio played low some classic rock station Williams would have approved of and the miles slipped by easy.

Somewhere past Irvine they stopped for gas and coffee. Lucy stretched beside the pump, arms overhead, back arching so the tank top rode up and showed a smooth strip of tanned stomach. A trucker filling his rig next pump over stared a little too long. Steve pretended not to notice.

“Your turn,” he said, handing her the keys.

She slid behind the wheel like she belonged there. Always had. Steve settled into the passenger seat, content to watch the scenery blur past while she drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting high on his thigh - casual, possessive.

The 91 gave way to the 15, then smaller highways flanked by rolling hills that eventually flattened into wide, green swaths of farmland. Lucy turned down the music so they could hear the tires hum against the asphalt. She drove fast but smooth, windows cracked, warm air whipping through the car and carrying the scent of cut hay and distant irrigation.

“God, it’s pretty out here,” she murmured, glancing at him. “All this open space. Makes Seattle feel like a shoebox.”

Steve smiled. “Dad always said the city was too small for him.”

Lucy’s lips curved. “I can see why.”

They followed the GPS onto progressively narrower roads until the pavement turned to graded dirt. Dust rose behind them in a lazy plume. Lucy slowed as the path pinched between two lines of ancient eucalyptus, their leaves whispering overhead. Then the trees parted and the farmhouse appeared.

It was smaller than Steve remembered - single-story cedar siding weathered silver-gray, wide wraparound porch, tin roof catching the late morning sun. Behind the house stretched maybe 2 acres of irrigated pasture, green and neat. In front stood the stable, red paint faded but solid, three horses watching from the open doors. A big bay gelding, a gray mare, and a chestnut with a white blaze.

And there was Williams.

He stood in the dirt yard in front of the stable, shirtless, jeans slung low on narrow hips, leather work gloves on his hands. A bottle of horse liniment dangled from his fingers while his other palm moved in slow, firm circles over the bay’s shoulder. The muscles in his back shifted and bunched under sun-darkened skin - broad lats, thick traps, the long sweep of spine disappearing into the waistband. At fifty-two he still looked carved from something harder than most men ever manage. Sweat glistened along his collarbone and tracked down the center of his chest. When he turned at the sound of the engine, the motion made every ridge of his abdomen tighten.

The SUV rolled to a stop in the shade of a live oak. Dust settled around the tires. Williams straightened, wiped his forearm across his brow, and walked over. He stopped a few feet from the driver’s door and leaned down to look through the open window.

“About damn time,” he said, voice gravelly with amusement. “Thought you two got lost in LA traffic.”

Steve unbuckled. “Hey, Dad.”

Lucy killed the engine. She didn’t move right away - just sat there, one wrist draped over the wheel, head tilted as she took him in. Her gaze started at the boots, traveled up the long legs, lingered on the flat stomach and the dark trail of hair that disappeared beneath the jeans, then climbed to the wide chest, the strong neck, finally settling on his face. Williams met her eyes without blinking.

“Lucy,” he said, softer now. “Welcome to Norco.”

She smiled - slow, bright, the same smile she used when she knew exactly what effect she was having. “Bill. This place is gorgeous.”

He glanced past her to Steve, who was already climbing out. “You raised him right. Polite. On time. Mostly.”

Steve laughed, a little awkward, and came around to hug his father. Williams clapped him on the back hard enough to make him cough, then stepped back and opened Lucy’s door like a gentleman from another century. She accepted his offered hand and slid out of the SUV in one fluid motion. Bare legs, bare feet now in flip-flops she’d slipped on during the last stop. The white tank clung slightly where the drive had made her sweat. Williams’s eyes flicked down once quick, professional, the way a man appraises horseflesh, then returned to her face.

Inside Lucy’s head a single clear thought landed and stayed:

He’s still so fucking hot.

She didn’t blush. She never did when she caught herself thinking things she wasn’t supposed to. Instead, she squeezed his hand once before letting go.

“Thanks for having us,” she said.

Williams jerked his head toward the house. “Come on in. I’ve got cold beer and iced tea. He turned and started walking, shoulders rolling, back muscles shifting under skin that had seen decades of sun and hard work.

Lucy watched him go.

Together they followed Williams up the porch steps and into the cool, dim house that smelled faintly of leather, cedar, and something darker, older, and entirely male.

The evening passed easy and slow. Williams stayed shirtless the whole time - didn’t seem to occur to him that he should cover up, or maybe he just didn’t care. The three of them sat on the wide porch in mismatched Adirondack chairs, cold longnecks sweating in their hands. Crickets started up as the sun dropped behind the hills, and the air turned soft with the smell of dry grass and distant manure.

Steve talked about his job - software development, steady but boring, while Williams nodded and asked the right questions. Lucy mostly listened, legs tucked under her, sipping her beer and letting her eyes drift. Every time Williams leaned forward to set his bottle on the low table, the muscles across his shoulders and upper back flexed and released. Thick cords along his forearms stood out when he gestured. Lucy’s gaze kept finding the same places: the deep cut of his pecs, the faint scar that ran diagonally across his left oblique, the way the low waist of his jeans sat against the V of his hips. She didn’t stare outright. Just quick, appreciative glances. The kind a woman gives when she thinks no one’s paying attention.

Dinner was simple - grilled ribeyes, baked potatoes, corn on the cob Williams had picked that afternoon. They ate at the rough-hewn kitchen table inside, windows open to let the night breeze move through. Conversation stayed light. No one mentioned the divorce, or old grudges, or why Steve hadn’t visited in so long. It felt almost normal. Almost like family.

Afterward Steve yawned first. “Long drive,” he said, rubbing his eyes. “Think we’re gonna crash.”

Williams clapped him on the shoulder. “Guest room’s made up. You two sleep as long as you want.”

They said goodnight on the porch. Williams watched them walk inside, then stayed out a while longer with another beer, staring at the stars.
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Morning came with pale gold light spilling through thin cotton curtains. Lucy woke first, body warm and loose from sleep. Steve was still out, mouth slightly open, one arm flung across the pillow. She watched him a moment - sweet, familiar, safe - then slid out of bed without waking him.

She pulled on the first things she found: a tiny white cotton skirt that barely skimmed the tops of her thighs and a cropped tank top the same soft color. No bra. The fabric stretched tight across her 36C breasts, nipples faintly visible in the cool morning air. She didn’t bother with shoes. Bare feet padded across the hardwood floor and out the screen door. Outside, the world was still waking. Mist hung low over the pasture. Birds called from the eucalyptus windbreak. And there was Williams.

He stood in the side yard near a stacked cord of firewood, splitting logs with an axe. Shirtless again - always shirtless, it seemed. Sweat already gleamed on his skin even though the sun had barely cleared the horizon. Each swing was controlled, powerful: shoulders rolling, lats flaring, core tightening as the blade bit deep and wood split clean. The crack echoed sharp across the quiet property. He moved like a man who’d done these ten thousand times and still enjoyed the burn.

Lucy leaned against the porch rail, arms folded under her chest, watching the play of muscle under skin. Broad back. Thick arms corded with veins. The way his jeans rode low when he bent to set another log. She felt heat pool low in her belly - slow, insistent.

Williams sensed her. He paused mid-swing, axe resting on his shoulder, and turned.

“Good morning, dear,” he said, voice rough from sleep and early work.

Lucy smiled, slow and easy. “Very good morning... Dad.”

He chuckled low. “How’d you sleep?”

“Great. Like the dead.” She tilted her head. 

“You’re very fit, Williams. For your age.”

The words came out softer than she meant - husky, edged with something unmistakably seductive. She didn’t take them back.

Williams smiled - slow, knowing, the same smile that used to make women half his age forget their names. His eyes dropped for a second, taking her in: the tiny skirt hugging her hips and barely covering the curve of her ass, the cropped top stretched taut over full breasts, long black hair messy from sleep and falling over one shoulder. Perfect hourglass. Legs that went on forever. He didn’t hide the look. Didn’t have to.

“Steve still sleeping?” he asked.

She laughed softly. “Yeah. He’s lazy.”

Williams smiled back, teeth flashing white against tanned skin. “Sorry about that.”

Lucy laughed again - brighter this time, genuine. 

“Don’t be. I like my men... rested.”

A beat of silence. Just the sound of distant birds and the faint rustle of horses in the stable.

“You’re fit too, Lucy,” he said, voice dropping lower. “Perfect.”

She bit her lower lip - slow, deliberate. Held his gaze.

“Thanks, William.”

He set the axe head-down in the chopping block with a soft thunk. Wiped his palms on the thighs of his jeans.

“Let me show you the stable.”

Lucy pushed off the rail. “Sure.”

He started walking. She fell in beside him - close enough that her bare arm brushed his once as they crossed the yard. Neither pulled away.

––––––––
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To be continued......................
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