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Chapter 1

The night was cool, with a crispness that hinted at the coming autumn, but inside their cozy home, the air was warm with the glow of candles and laughter. It was Emily’s twenty-second birthday, and though the guest list was small, she felt lucky to have such wonderful people in her life. The living room had been transformed into a festive space, decorated with balloons and streamers, the walls reflecting soft hues of pink and gold from the flickering candlelight.

Emily stood near the window, her arms crossed over her chest as she sipped at a glass of punch. She wore a simple yet elegant dress, its neckline adorned with delicate lace, and her fiery red hair was pulled back into a loose bun, strands escaping to frame her face. Her blue eyes sparkled with a mix of emotions – happiness, nostalgia, and a touch of melancholy.

She pushed that last emotion away and turned to face the people closest to her.

Her father, David Carter, smiled at her from across the room. A tall man with kind eyes and a gentle smile, he had always been her rock, her safe haven. He was dressed in a button-down shirt and slacks, looking every bit the picture of a loving father.

She let her eyes drift from her father to Mark Harrison, who stood by the door, leaning casually against the frame. Mark was in his early forties, with dark hair and deep-set eyes that seemed to hold a wealth of unspoken emotions. He had been Emily’s dad’s best friend for as long as Emily could remember, always there to offer her support and protection, though lately, things between them had been far more confusing.

The redhead bit her lower lip as her gaze lingered on him, then once more, she pushed those thoughts away from her mind.

Sarah and Laura, Emily’s closest friends, sat on the couch, their laughter echoing through the room. Sarah, with her curly brown hair and mischievous grin, was leaning in close to Laura, who had long blonde hair cascading down her shoulders like a golden waterfall. The two were whispering conspiratorially, their eyes occasionally darting toward Emily.

The redhead almost rolled her eyes in turn. She was pretty sure she knew what they might be whispering about. Moving closer to them only confirmed it. “Look at her,” Sarah whispered, nudging Laura playfully. “She’s glowing tonight. I bet James is going to be all over her.”

Laura giggled, covering her mouth with her hand as she glanced in Emily’s direction. “Oh, you know how he can’t keep his eyes off her. It’s cute, really.”

Emily rolled her eyes but couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at the corners of her lips. James, a young man from town who had been pursuing her for months, was something of a thorn in her side – or rather, a source of endless teasing from her friends. She didn’t dislike him, but she simply wasn’t interested. He was friendly enough, kind and charming, but there was no spark between them, no connection that made her heart race.

Not that either Sarah or Laura listened to her when she told them that.

“Are your friends giving you a hard time?” Her dad asked, placing a reassuring hand on Emily’s shoulder. He sent Laura and Sarah a teasing smile. “I understand they like to tease you.”

Both girls chuckled at that and raised their eyebrows at Emily. She shook her head and told him they were behaving. The last thing she needed was for the two to tease her about James in front of her father and make him think something was going on.

Her smile faded as she glanced at Mark again. She watched him for a moment, taking in the broad shoulders beneath his shirt and the way his dark hair fell just past his ears. There was an air of quiet strength about him, and though they had always been close, she couldn’t help but feel a strange mix of emotions whenever he was near.

“Emily?” David’s voice broke through her thoughts, and she turned to find him looking at her with concern. “Are you okay? You seem distant.”

“Oh, I’m fine,” she said quickly, forcing a smile. “Just thinking about how much things have changed over the years.”

David nodded, his expression softening as he thought of old times. “It’s true, isn’t it? It feels like only yesterday we were all younger, playing in the backyard – though you were still just a little tot back then.”

Emily laughed, but there was a wistful quality to the sound. “I remember those days. It seems like so long ago now.”

The conversation drifted from there, with David reminiscing about old friends and family, his voice filled with warmth and nostalgia. Emily listened, but her mind kept wandering. She thought of how many people had moved away over the years – friends who had left for college or jobs in bigger cities, leaving behind the small town that she and her father still called home.

Part of her wanted to see what was out there beyond the quiet streets of their hometown. She wanted to see what she could make of herself out there. But she couldn’t bring herself to do it, to leave her dad behind, alone. He adored her and doted on her in a way that sometimes felt suffocating, but she knew he would be devastated if she left. And then there was Mark...

As the night wore on, the atmosphere in the room began to shift. The chatter grew louder, the laughter more frequent. Alcohol helped with that.

Emily found herself standing near the window again, her gaze unconsciously drifting toward Mark as he moved through the room.

She caught his eye for a moment, and something passed between them – something she couldn’t quite name, but that made her heart skip a beat. He looked away quickly, but not before she saw the flicker of emotion in his dark eyes.

“Emily?” Sarah’s voice broke through her thoughts, and Emily turned to find her friend standing beside her, a mischievous grin on her face. “You know, James called me earlier.”

Emily groaned inwardly, though she tried to keep her expression neutral. “Oh? What did he say?” Mark tilted his head towards them, obviously able to hear them. The redhead’s heart skipped a beat.

“He just wanted to make sure you were having a good time,” Sarah said, her eyes twinkling with amusement. “He’s been looking for an excuse to talk to you all night.”

Emily rolled her eyes. “I’m sure he was.”

Sarah giggled and turned away, leaving Emily alone once more. She took a deep breath, trying to steady herself as she felt Mark’s gaze on her again. This time, when their eyes met, there was something different in his expression – a frown that made his gaze feel more intense and made Emily’s stomach twist with nervousness.

The night stretched on, and the tension between Emily and Mark grew heavier, almost palpable. David, oblivious to the undercurrents around him, continued to talk animatedly about old times while Sarah and Laura entertained him, distracting him and allowing Emily to relax slightly.

She retreated to the kitchen for a few moments, not really noticing when Mark started following her. She only noticed he was close when she turned and almost crashed into him.

The redhead stilled suddenly, licking her lower lip as her blue eyes met his gaze.

Mark’s gaze lingered on hers for a time before those dark eyes shifted down to rake over her figure. Emily drew in a breath, straightening slightly, pushing her chest out.

She couldn’t look away as Mark’s eyes roved over her body, his intense scrutiny making her skin tingle with a strange mixture of embarrassment and excitement. She swallowed hard, trying to maintain some semblance of composure even as her heart raced in her chest. Her own gaze followed the line of his jaw down to his broad shoulders, lingering on the strength that she could see there before drifting lower still.

“Is everything alright?” Mark asked finally, breaking into Emily’s thoughts and drawing a sharp inhale from her as their eyes met once more. There was something almost predatory about the way he looked at her then – possessive and intense all at once. It made her shiver despite herself.

Emily licked her lips nervously before responding, “Yes…of course.” She tried to keep her voice steady even though she felt as if a wild storm was brewing inside her. “Why do you ask?”

Mark’s eyes narrowed slightly, and his jaw tightened before he spoke again in a low tone tinged with something like irritation. “I heard your friends talking about some boy. Just making sure no one is trying to take advantage of you.”

The redhead stiffened at Mark’s tone and lifted her chin, meeting his eyes directly without flinching despite how fast it made her pulse. “James is just someone I knew from school,” she said coolly. “He never paid me attention back then, but now he seems to want something with me.” She paused and then added sharply, “But I don’t think that’s any concern to you. Considering you’ve made it perfectly clear that nothing can ever happen between the two of us.”

Mark flinched at her words as if she had physically struck him.

For a moment, she thought he would step back, but then he stepped forward, invading her personal space and making her draw a breath.

The air between them was charged with tension, and she could see something flicker in Mark’s dark eyes – a flash of hurt or longing that vanished almost instantly behind his usual stoic facade. For a moment, they stood there frozen, neither moving nor speaking, the weight of their unspoken emotions hanging heavy between them.

Then suddenly, with a low growl, Mark reached out and grabbed Emily’s waist, pulling her roughly against him. She gasped at the contact, her hands coming up to press flat against his chest even as she found herself leaning into him without meaning to. His body was stiff and warm beneath her palms, his muscles tensing with barely contained restraint.

“You don’t get it, do you?” Mark murmured gruffly, his breath hot against the side of her face. “You should be mine, Emily.” His fingers dug into the soft flesh at her waist possessively, even as he spoke those words with a raw intensity that made Emily tremble.

She opened her mouth to protest, but no sound came out – not when his other hand was sliding up her back until it tangled in her fiery red hair, tilting her head back so that she had no choice but to meet the burning gaze of those dark eyes. Her breath caught somewhere between a gasp and a moan as he leaned down towards her, close enough now that all she could see were his lashes fanned out against his cheeks.

“You’re mine,” Mark whispered fiercely, his lips hovering just a hairbreadth from hers. “I don’t care if it can never be – you still belong to me.” And then he was kissing her, hard and demanding, swallowing any response she might have made as the heat of him seared into every cell in her body until all rational thought fled before that overwhelming wave of desire.

The moment Mark’s lips touched hers, any resistance in Emily crumbled like dust in the wind. She melted against him, her fingers curling into his shirt as she kissed him back with an urgency that made her head spin. It was a desperate, hungry kiss – one fueled by months of pent-up longing and frustration on both their parts.

Emily couldn’t hold back the soft moan that escaped her lips even though every part of her knew it was dangerous to lose herself in his embrace like this, where anyone could walk in at any moment. But she just couldn’t seem to care as Mark deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in a sensual dance that made heat pool low in her belly and sent tingles racing down her spine.

She arched into him instinctively, pressing herself flush against his hard body from chest to thighs until she could feel every muscle rippling beneath his skin. One of Mark’s hands slid lower on her back, drawing her even closer, while the other tangled deeper in her hair, tilting her head at just the right angle for him to plunder her mouth more thoroughly.

Emily felt like a live wire under his touch – electrified and ready to combust from the sheer intensity of it all. It took every ounce of willpower she possessed not to let out another sound that would give away their secret tryst, but somehow, she managed it even as Mark’s lips moved down to trail searing kisses along her jawline and throat.

He nipped at her pulse point before soothing the sting with a flicker of his tongue, making Emily’s knees go weak. She clung tighter to him then, burying her face against the crook of his neck just in case someone might walk into the kitchen and see them like this – all tangled limbs and heated passion on display for anyone who dared intrude.

The intense connection seemed to go on forever, even as Emily knew it was only seconds before Mark finally pulled away with a ragged gasp, his eyes darkened with desire but also filled with an unmistakable sense of regret. He stepped back abruptly, putting some much-needed distance between them just as the sound of footsteps approached from down the hall outside the kitchen door.

Emily’s heart leaped into her throat at that moment, fearing they had been caught in their illicit embrace – but whoever it was continued on past without pausing to investigate further. Still breathing heavily herself, she pressed a shaking hand against her tingling lips and stared up at Mark with wide eyes that held both longing and confusion.

“I shouldn’t have done that,” he muttered gruffly before turning away from her entirely in apparent disgust or self-recrimination – maybe even both. Emily watched him retreat towards the kitchen door, his movements stiff and hurried as if trying to escape something dangerous rather than savor their stolen moment together like she so desperately wished they could.

With one last haunted look thrown back in her direction before disappearing from view entirely, Mark left Emily alone there amidst the cooling heat of desire still coursing through every fiber of her being.

It took several deep breaths for her racing heartbeat to slow down enough that she could gather herself together again. She finally forced her trembling legs forward into the party.

As the party wound down around them, there was no escaping the lingering tension between Emily and Mark – a tangible thing that seemed to fill every space they moved in. They couldn’t look at each other directly without feeling like they might combust from sheer pent-up longing.

Then, her friends made their exit after saying goodbye, and Emily tried not to think of how much longer Mark would be staying around – if she wanted him to linger around a bit longer.

The older man took his leave soon after, and every fiber in Emily’s body was begging her to touch him, but she couldn’t do that with her father beside her.

Emily simply watched him walk away until he was gone completely – the sound of his car pulling out front signaling an end to another night filled with unresolved desires and missed opportunities between them.

Part of her feared it would be like that for the rest of her life.


Chapter 2

The following day, Emily found herself at work, flipping through orders and trying to focus on the tasks at hand. She worked as a waitress at a local diner, a job she had taken on after graduating from high school. It wasn’t exactly her dream career, but it paid the bills and allowed her to save up some money for college – if she ever managed to make that work.

As she moved through the bustling diner, taking orders and serving meals, her mind kept drifting back to the events of the night before – specifically, that heated encounter with Mark in the kitchen. She could still feel the ghost of his lips on hers, the way his strong arms had pulled her against him, igniting a fire within her she didn’t know how to quench.

Emily bit her lower lip as she set down a plate of eggs and bacon in front of a customer, forcing herself to smile politely even though her thoughts were miles away. She couldn’t stop thinking about Mark, about the raw intensity of his kiss and the possessive way he had held her. It wasn’t the first time they had kissed, but the time before that, Emily had been the one to lean in and kiss him, and he had put a stop to it. She thought that would have been it, a lapse of judgment on her part and nothing else, then months went by with tension in the air between them.

The redhead hadn’t expected him to kiss her.

She never thought he might be interested, no matter how heated his gazes got sometimes. It was all so confusing – he had always been there for her, almost like a second father at times. She shouldn’t feel like this about him, and yet…

It felt like they were on the cusp of something dangerous and exciting all at once.

She shook her head slightly, trying to clear her thoughts as she moved on to the next table. She couldn’t afford to be distracted, not when there was work to be done. But it seemed like every time she tried to focus, her mind would wander right back to Mark and those soul-searing moments in the kitchen.

As the day wore on, Emily found herself growing increasingly flustered and forgetful. She mixed up orders, spilled drinks, and even forgot to refill a customer’s coffee – all things that were entirely out of character for her. Her mind was simply too preoccupied with thoughts of Mark to pay proper attention to her duties.

As the lunch rush began to die down, Emily found herself standing by the counter, trying to catch her breath and regain some semblance of composure. She was just about to grab a glass of water when she heard a familiar voice behind her.

“Well, well, if it isn’t my favorite waitress,” James drawled, his tone light and teasing as he slid into the booth across from her. “I must say, you’re looking gorgeous today.”

Emily turned to face him with a small smile, though she couldn’t help the slight blush that crept onto her cheeks at his words. James was always charming and flirtatious, but his words rarely moved her. “Thank you,” she replied politely, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “What can I get for you today?”

James leaned forward slightly, his blue eyes sparkling with amusement as he looked at her. “How about a side order of your lovely company? And maybe some coffee to go with it.”

Emily laughed softly, shaking her head in amusement even as she felt a pang of guilt for leading him on like this. She knew James was interested in her, and while she appreciated his attention, the redhead couldn’t help but feel like she was stringing him along when all she could think about was Mark.

“I’ll see what I can do,” she replied with a wink, jotting down his order before turning to head back to the kitchen. As Emily walked away, she couldn’t shake the feeling that things would be so much simpler if she felt for James what she did for Mark – but she knew it wasn’t fair to either of them to pretend otherwise.

In the kitchen, Emily busied herself with preparing James’s coffee and grabbing a menu, trying to focus on anything other than the confusing jumble of emotions swirling inside her. She had always thought that once she graduated from high school, things would start to make more sense. Instead, it felt like her life had only gotten more complicated since then.

As she made her way back to James’s table with his coffee and menu in hand, Emily couldn’t help but think about Mark. The way his lips had felt against hers, how his gaze made her heart quicken.

She wasn’t sure she was ready to face him after what had happened between them last night. But another part of her ached to see him, to feel his strong arms around her and lose herself in the heat of his kiss once more.

Shaking her head slightly, Emily forced herself to focus on James as she set down his coffee and handed him the menu. “Here you go,” she said brightly, trying to ignore the way her heart skipped a beat at the thought of Mark. “Let me know when you’re ready to order.”

James gave her another one of his charming smiles, making Emily feel both flattered and guilty in equal measure. She knew she should probably put an end to his flirting once and for all.

As she walked away from James, Emily almost stopped in place.

Mark was sitting at the counter, watching her intently as she walked away from James’s table. He must have gotten in while she was in the kitchen. His dark eyes were fixed on her with an intensity that made her skin tingle, and there was something almost possessive in his gaze that sent a shiver down her spine.

Forcing herself to breathe normally, Emily made her way over to where he was sitting, trying to ignore the way her hands shook as she approached him. “Hey,” she said softly, leaning against the counter next to him. “I didn’t see you come in.”

Mark’s eyes never left hers as he spoke, his voice low and rough with emotion. “I just got here,” he replied tersely, his jaw clenched tightly. “Saw that guy flirting with you.”

Emily bit her lip nervously, glancing over at James before meeting Mark’s gaze once more. She could see the jealousy burning in those dark depths, and it both excited and frightened her all at once. “James is harmless,” she protested weakly.

Mark scoffed under his breath, shaking his head slightly. “Could have fooled me,” he murmured gruffly.

Emily’s breath hitched at his words, her body responding to him in ways it never did with James or any other man. She knew she should put a stop to what was happening between them, that this was dangerous territory - but she couldn’t bring herself to do it. Instead, she leaned closer to Mark, liking how it made him glance at her body, his breath coming out a bit more quickly.

“I don’t know what you want from me,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the din of the diner. “You can’t just...you can’t keep doing this.”

Mark’s eyes flashed with something feral as he leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear as he spoke. “Can’t I?” he growled softly, making Emily shiver from head to toe. “You’re too much for that boy, Emily.”

With that, Mark pulled back slightly, leaving Emily breathless and aching with need. She watched him as he picked up the menu, trying to regain some semblance of control over herself even though every fiber in her body was begging her to throw caution to the wind and kiss him right then and there.

“I’ll take the usual,” Mark said gruffly, handing the menu back to Emily with a look that made her heart race. “And some coffee.”

Emily nodded dumbly, taking the menu from him before turning to head into the kitchen to place his order. As she walked away, she couldn’t shake the feeling of Mark’s eyes on her back – watching her every move like a predator stalking its prey. It was both exhilarating and terrifying all at once.

In the relative safety of the kitchen, Emily leaned against the wall for a moment, taking deep breaths to calm herself down. She knew she should be upset with Mark for his behavior – but all she could feel was a rush of excitement and desire that made her knees weak.

When she thought her heart had settled down as much as it could, Emily made her way back out of the kitchen with Mark’s coffee in hand. She found him still sitting at the counter, watching her intently as she approached. She could feel the weight of his gaze on her like a physical touch, making every nerve ending in her body come alive with anticipation.

Setting down his coffee with shaking hands, Emily forced herself to meet Mark’s eyes even though they made her want to squirm under their intensity. “Your food will be out soon,” she murmured, trying to ignore the way her heart was pounding in her chest.

Mark reached out suddenly, grasping her wrist in a firm grip that sent a jolt of electricity straight through her body. Emily gasped softly at the contact, her eyes widening as she looked up at him with a mixture of surprise and desire.

“We need to talk,” Mark said gruffly, his voice low and urgent. “After your shift.”

Emily nodded mutely, unable to form words in the face of his overwhelming presence. The redhead knew she should probably pull her wrist out of his hand before anyone noticed something strange, but she didn’t want to. All she wanted was to be alone with him, to explore these feelings that were consuming her from within.

“I’ll stop by your place,” she managed to say eventually, her voice barely above a whisper. “Around eight?”

Mark nodded curtly, his grip on her wrist tightening slightly before he released her and leaned back in his seat as if nothing had happened. Emily stood there for a moment longer, staring down at where his hand had been holding her and the skin that still tingled with the memory of his touch.

With a shaky breath, she turned away and headed off to check on her other tables, trying to focus on work even though all she could think about was what would happen later that night when she went to Mark’s house. She knew it was going to change everything.


Chapter 3

Emily stood outside Mark’s house, her breath visible in the crisp late summer air as she hesitated. The night was cool, and a faint breeze rustled the leaves of the trees surrounding his property. She shifted nervously from one foot to the other, her hands tucked into the pockets of her jacket. Her heart pounded in her chest, and she could feel the weight of anticipation pressing down on her like an invisible force.

She had spent the entire day replaying their encounter at the diner, the way Mark’s eyes had burned into her as if he could see straight through to her soul. The memory of his touch, the warmth of his hand on her wrist, and the low growl in his voice when he’d told her they needed to talk – all of it swirled together in her mind, making it impossible for her to focus on anything else.

Shaking her head, she made her way to the door until she stopped and hesitated, her hand hovering over the knocker as doubt gnawed at her. What if this was a mistake? What if they ruined everything? Before she could talk herself out of it entirely, she raised her fist and knocked firmly on the wooden surface with three sharp raps.

The sound echoed in the quiet night air as Emily waited for Mark to answer. Her heart raced, pounding against her ribs so hard it felt like it might escape through her chest at any moment. She glanced around nervously, half-expecting someone else to walk by and see what she was doing.

The seconds stretched into an eternity before the door creaked open a crack. Mark’s face appeared in the gap, his expression unreadable but his eyes blazing with intensity as they locked onto hers.

For a moment, neither of them spoke. Emily felt her breath catch in her throat as she met his gaze, feeling the weight of all their unspoken words pressing down on her like a physical force. She saw something flicker behind those dark depths – desire, perhaps? Or maybe regret or fear?

Whatever it was, Mark didn’t say anything about it.

Instead, he stepped back and motioned for her to come inside with a silent gesture of his head. Emily swallowed hard as she pushed herself forward into the house, her hand brushing against the doorframe as if anchoring herself before everything changed.

The air was thick between them even after Mark closed the door behind her, sealing them off from the rest of the world. He didn’t turn around immediately – instead, he stood with his back to Emily for a long moment, his broad shoulders squared and tense under his shirt as if preparing himself for whatever came next.

Emily bit down on her lower lip nervously, her eyes darting over him even though she knew it wasn’t polite or appropriate. She couldn’t help herself; Mark had always been the one person who made her feel like this – a mix of exhilaration and fear that left her breathless but wanting more.

Finally, he turned to face her fully, his expression as unreadable as ever despite how much electricity seemed to crackle between them.

Emily hesitated, crossing her arms tightly across her chest as she avoided meeting his gaze directly. “What do you want, Mark?” Her voice was steadier than she felt, but there was an edge to it that betrayed the mix of frustration and longing swirling inside her.

Mark’s expression softened slightly, though his eyes remained intense as he stepped closer to her. Emily instinctively took a step back, but there was no escaping the pull between them or the way Mark seemed determined not to let her go anywhere without some sort of resolution.

“Do you really not know?” He asked softly, his voice low and rough with emotion. There was something almost tender in how he looked at her now, though it still carried an undercurrent of that possessive hunger she had come to both fear and desire from him.

Emily’s lips pressed into a thin line as she finally met his gaze, her blue eyes sharp but defensive. “I don’t know what you want,” she said evenly. “One minute, it’s like you can’t stand being near me, then suddenly you’re kissing me and acting all possessive about some guy flirting with me at work.”

Mark flinched as if struck by her words, his jaw tightening before he spoke again in a gruff tone that masked the hurt she knew was hiding beneath. “That’s not fair,” he muttered. “You know what I feel for you.”

Emily rolled her eyes. “Oh, please, Mark, sometimes I doubt you truly know what you want. I know you want me, and I want you, but you can’t really let yourself feel that want, do you?”

Mark’s hands clenched into fists by his sides as he fought to rein in whatever emotions were warring inside him. Before Emily could continue, Mark reached out and pulled her closer with a strength that left no room for argument or resistance.

Emily gasped softly at the contact, but she didn’t pull away – not when every part of her was screaming for more despite herself. She looked up into his dark eyes as he spoke, her heart racing in response to both his touch and the raw intensity of his words.

“I want you,” Mark said, his voice low and guttural with desire. “I shouldn’t, but I want you. You’re my best friend’s daughter, a girl I watched grow, and I shouldn’t want you, but I do.”

The heat between them was palpable as they stared at one another, both breathing heavily from the intensity of it all. Mark’s eyes flickered down to her lips for a brief second before crashing his mouth onto hers in an almost brutal assault on her senses that left Emily dazed and gasping against him.

Their tongues tangled together fiercely as if trying desperately not only to taste but consume each other entirely through this kiss alone. Hands roamed feverishly over every inch they could reach – Mark’s large palms molding themselves to the curve of Emily’s ass while she clawed at his broad shoulders and threaded fingers into his hair.

They kissed until they were breathless, breaking away only for just long enough for one ragged inhale before diving back in again like they couldn’t get enough oxygen any other way but through each other. The friction of their bodies pressed so tightly together made Emily aware that Mark had gotten hard, and it made her groan against him.

Finally, when both were left panting and with trembling knees from such passion, they separated just far enough to look at one another again. Emily’s chest was heaving as she fought for control of her racing heart, and it made Mark look at her breasts with a gaze that never wavered. It made her shiver.

It made every fiber in Emily’s being scream out with need.

“What is this, Mark?” She asked him at last, confusion ruling over her heart. “I need you to tell me what you want from me.” Emily’s voice trembled as she spoke, her hands clenching into fists at her sides.

Mark hesitated, his jaw tightening as he avoided her gaze. The silence stretched between them, thick with unspoken words and pent-up emotions. Emily could see the internal struggle playing out across his handsome face – the desire warring with the guilt, the want battling against the fear of ruining everything.

When Mark finally spoke, his voice was low and rough. “I... I don’t know what to say, Emily. I just...I can’t...” He trailed off, running a hand through his dark hair in frustration.

Emily’s heart clenched at his words, or rather, the lack thereof. She knew he wanted her – his actions, his touch, and the way he looked at her all screamed it loud and clear. But she needed to hear him say it, to give this thing between them a name.

“What are you afraid of, Mark?” Emily pressed, taking a step closer to him. “Are you worried about what my dad will think? Or is this just some game to you – seeing how far you can push things before running back to safety?”

The words tasted bitter on her tongue, but they needed to be said. Emily couldn’t keep living in this state of limbo, constantly wondering where she stood with him. She deserved more than that.

Mark’s eyes flashed with anger at her accusation, and he grabbed her by the waist, pulling her flush against his hard body. “This isn’t a game,” he growled, his face inches from hers. “You think I don’t want this? That I don’t lay awake at night imagining all the ways I want to touch you, taste you?”

He punctuated his words with a searing kiss, one that left Emily breathless and aching for more. But she couldn’t let herself get lost in it, not until she got the answers she needed.

“And yet,” she said coolly when they broke apart. “You won’t give me any real commitment. Maybe I should find someone who will – like James.” The words were out before she could stop them.

Mark’s eyes darkened with jealousy at the mention of the other man’s name. “James? That little boy you were flirting with earlier?” He scoffed, his grip on her tightening possessively. “You think he could ever give you what you need?”

Emily arched an eyebrow, a challenge in her eyes. “And I suppose that’s your job, is it?” She taunted, even as her heart raced at the heat in his gaze.

Mark leaned down until their lips were brushing, his voice a low rumble against her skin. “I’m the only one who can give you what you need,” he murmured, his words sending shivers down her spine.

Emily’s eyes flashed with a mix of anger and desperation as she stared up at Mark, her breath coming fast and shallow. “Then prove it,” she challenged him, her voice trembling only slightly. “Bend me over the couch right now and fuck me until there’s no doubt in either of our minds how much you want me.”

She watched his dark eyes widen at her vulgar words and saw the shock and hesitation flicker across his face. A bitter laugh escaped her lips as she shook her head.

“What’s the matter, Mark?” she taunted, taking a step back from him. “Can’t handle the thought of defiling your best friend’s innocent little girl?”

Her words were harsh, tinged with the hurt and frustration of being constantly pushed away despite the evident desire between them. She could see the internal struggle playing out on his face – the war between his want and his loyalty to her father.

When he still didn’t move, Emily let out a long sigh, her shoulders slumping in defeat. “I guess I was right,” she said softly, turning away from him as bitter tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. “You’re never going to see me as anything more than some forbidden fruit, aren’t you?”

She walked towards the door, each step heavier than the last, as if wading through a sea of despair. “If you can’t get over it, maybe we should just forget this ever happened,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “It’ll be better for both of us.”

Emily paused at the threshold, her hand on the doorknob, and glanced back to look at Mark one last time. She wanted to see some sign that he would change his mind, that he would come after her and tell her she was wrong.

But he just stood there, frozen in place, those dark eyes haunted by demons only he could see.

With a sad smile, Emily walked out of the room, shutting the door softly behind her as she stepped into the cool night air. She wrapped her arms around herself against the chill and began the long walk home alone.


Chapter 4

The air in the diner was thick with the scent of coffee and freshly baked pastries when Emily walked through the swinging kitchen doors, her white apron tied tightly around her waist. It had been two weeks since that night at Mark’s house, two weeks of trying to avoid thinking about him as much as possible while simultaneously hoping he’d show up at work just to see him – just to feel that electric tension between them once more.

And much like many of the days since they parted, he was there, sitting in his usual corner booth, his broad shoulders filling the space like a storm cloud waiting to break. His dark eyes locked onto her as she walked past, and Emily felt the familiar jolt of desire course through her veins despite herself.

It would be so much easier if she had been able to ignore him, but she couldn’t. She wished to be better than this, to mentalize herself that continuing this game between them would only lead to pain, but every time their eyes met, she couldn’t help but feel a pang of something she refused to name.

She moved around the place, talking to the other customers, even some that had come inside after Mark. Just because she couldn’t ignore how he made her feel didn’t mean she couldn’t be a little petty.

Eventually, there was nothing else to be done and face him. “Can I take your order?” The redhead asked, forcing herself to smile as she approached his table. His gaze lingered on her for just a moment too long before he nodded, his voice low and rough.

“The usual.”

Emily turned away quickly, her heart racing in her chest.

She couldn’t let him see how much he affected her, but part of her feared it was for naught. Every time she thought of the way his hands had felt on her skin, the way his lips had tasted against hers, she felt a shiver run through her, and she was certain Mark didn’t miss her reaction.

She busied herself with work, trying to focus on the customers around her.

When James appeared at the counter, that became a bit easier to do. He had a broad smile on his lips as he looked at her, and Emily found herself smiling back.

The redhead could feel James watching her from the corner of his eyes, and it made a sigh escape her. She knew perfectly well what he wanted, and part of her wanted to give it to him. She wanted to feel her heart rushing at the sight of him, wanted to feel desire for him.

Maybe Emily could have fooled herself into thinking she did if she hadn’t Mark around. No matter how handsome James was or how much she found his confidence endearing. Looking at him never made her feel the same thing she did when she looked at her father’s best friend.

“Hey, Em,” James called out, grinning when she turned to face him. “Wanna have lunch with me?”

Emily rolled her eyes. “You know I’m working,” she told him, leaning forward a bit as she did it. James’s eyes dipped down for a moment, lingering on her chest. Emily used the chance to glance at Mark’s booth before shaking her head. “Maybe some other day.”

Mark watched from his booth, his jaw tight, his eyes blazing with something that looked suspiciously like jealousy, and Emily felt a thrill rush down her spine. No matter how much the older man tried to tell himself this between them could never happen it seemed evident he wanted her nonetheless.

A mischievous idea popped into her head as she felt Mark’s gaze burn into her, and she bit her lower lip. Maybe she should talk herself out of it, but that was easier said than done.

If Mark was so jealous when she didn’t give him any reason to be, how would he feel if she did? That thought lingered inside her brain for far too long, and before she could truly process it, she found herself flirting back a little when James flirted with her. The way his blue eyes lit up made her feel a bit awful inside, but the glare Mark threw at her made it all worth it.

She’d flirted with James just to see Mark react like that, just to feel some kind of control over this mess they were both stuck in. And it worked. She could tell by the look in his eyes that she’d gotten under his skin, and somehow, that made her feel a little bit better about all of this.

The older man eventually stormed out, and she made some excuse to James and retreated to the kitchen, trying not to let a smile take hold of her lips. Mark might tell her there could be nothing between them, but it was apparent he wanted it just as much as she did.

The days that followed were a relentless cycle of tension and desire. Mark showed up at the diner every day, his presence like a storm cloud hovering over Emily as she worked. His eyes never left her, their intensity enough to make her feel like she was walking on thin ice. She tried to ignore him and told herself not to react, but every time their gazes met, she felt a jolt of electricity that made her heart race and her breath catch.

James was there too, and his charm and good humor were a stark contrast to the heady atmosphere Mark had brought with him.

He kept flirting with her, and while her first inclination was to stop it, when she remembered how Mark had looked at her with jealousy the last time she had dared to flirt back with James, she ended up giving the blond a bit of her time. Not enough that she could feel like she was stringing him along, but more than enough to make Mark notice.

As the days turned into weeks, Emily found herself growing more and more bold in her attempts to make Mark jealous. She flirted with James shamelessly, batting her eyelashes and leaning in close as he complimented her smile or made jokes that left her giggling like a schoolgirl. Each time she caught Mark’s eye over the top of James’s head, she felt a rush of satisfaction at the dark look of anger and desire in those depths.

She knew it was cruel, toying with two men’s affections like this – but she couldn’t seem to stop herself. It was the only way she could feel like she had some control over her own heart, to make Mark see that she wasn’t just some innocent little girl any longer. She wanted him to see her as more than his best friend’s daughter; she wanted him to lose control and give in to her, take her.

In a way, Emily reveled in the power that little game gave her.

A small voice inside her warned that this was dangerous ground she was treading on. Mark’s jealousy was like a living thing, growing more intense with each passing day. She could feel it crackling in the air between them, a palpable force that made her heart race and her skin tingle with anticipation.

She told herself it would all be worth it when she finally had what she wanted – when Mark realized he couldn’t live without her and swept her into his arms, declaring his love for everyone to see. However, as the days dragged on and nothing changed, Emily began to wonder if she was playing a game she couldn’t win.

It all came to a head one quiet afternoon when Emily stepped out back to take out the trash bags that had been piling up throughout her shift. The alley behind the diner was narrow and hidden, but she was so used to it that she didn’t worry.

Just as she reached for the dumpster lid, a large hand clamped down on her wrist from behind, spinning her around to face Mark. His dark eyes were blazing with an intensity that made Emily’s breath catch in her throat, and his grip on her arm was tight.

“Mark,” she gasped, surprise flowing through her. His touch sent a flutter rushing through her, making her legs quiver. “What are you doing here?”

He didn’t release her immediately, his gaze boring into hers as if he could see straight through to her soul. “You think this is funny?” He growled softly, his voice dangerous and low. “Teasing me with that boy, pretending like none of it matters to you?”

Emily swallowed hard, trying to gather the courage to meet his eyes. “I’m not teasing,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the pounding of her own heartbeat. “I just…I needed you to see that you want me far too much. That you won’t be able to pretend you don’t want me while other men show themselves interested in me.”

Mark’s jaw tightened at that, and he pulled her closer until their bodies were flush against each other, his lips hovering just inches from hers. Emily could feel the heat radiating off him in waves and could smell the intoxicating scent of his skin mingling with the stale air of the alleyway.

“You’re playing a dangerous game,” he warned her, his breath hot against her face. “I don’t know how much longer I can hold back.”

His words sent a shiver of anticipation through her body even as they filled her with doubt. She knew the rational thing would be to push him away, that this between them should not happen. It wasn’t forbidden, but almost. Yet all she could do was stare up at him with wide, desperate eyes.

“Then don’t,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need and longing. “Take me. Do whatever you want to me.”

Mark growled low in his throat, a sound that sent liquid heat pooling between Emily’s thighs. He captured her mouth in a searing kiss, crushing her body against the rough brick wall of the alley as he plundered her lips with a hunger that stole her breath away.

Emily moaned into his mouth, arching herself shamelessly against him as her mind screamed at her to stop this madness before it went too far. But she couldn’t seem to resist the allure of his touch, the way he made her feel alive in a way no one else ever had.

When they finally broke apart, gasping for air, Mark’s dark eyes raked over her body with undisguised lust. “You want me to take you here?” He asked roughly, his hand sliding up her thigh beneath the hem of her skirt. “Right in this filthy alley where anyone could see us?”

Emily whimpered at the thought, torn between shame and desire as she nodded dumbly. In that moment, she wanted nothing else.

For a time, as his eyes blazed over her frame, the redhead believed he would do it. That Mark would throw every caution aside and take her right then and there in that dirty alleyway behind her workplace, but he shuddered and stepped back just a bit.

“You know this is wrong,” he said softly, even as his hands remained on her waist, holding her near.

“I don’t care,” Emily breathed, leaning into him shamelessly. “I need you.”

Those words made him groan, made him close the distance between them once more, and kiss her again. It was a kiss full of need and desire, and Emily whimpered into it.

As they broke apart, Emily’s chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath. Mark’s hand remained on her thigh, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as if he was afraid to let go. She could feel the heat of his gaze on her skin, could smell the musky scent of his arousal mingling with the stale air of the alleyway.

“Go to work,” Mark whispered hoarsely, his voice rough with need. “Come to my house later tonight. We’ll finish this.”

Emily nodded dumbly, her heart pounding so hard it felt like it might burst out of her chest. She knew what would happen if she went to his place – knew that he would finally take her, claim her as his own in a way no one else ever could. And despite the fear and uncertainty gnawing at her insides, she couldn’t bring herself to say no.

“I’ll be there,” she breathed, her voice barely audible over the sound of their ragged breathing. “Later tonight.”

Mark nodded curtly before releasing his hold on her, stepping back, and leaving Emily feeling bereft and shaky in the aftermath of their encounter. She leaned against the wall for support, her legs trembling as she tried to steady herself.

The rest of the day passed in a blur; Emily’s mind consumed with thoughts of what would happen when she went to Mark’s house later that night. She couldn’t focus on work, couldn’t stop thinking about the way his hands had felt on her body, the heat of his kiss burning her lips even hours later.

When the time finally came for her to leave, Emily made sure to wait until the coast was clear before slipping out the back door and making her way through the quiet streets to Mark’s house. Her heart pounded in her chest as she approached the familiar front porch, and her whole body seemed aflame.

A last burst of indecision almost made the redhead stop in place, turn back, and leave, but she shook her head and straightened her spine. She had been longing for this for a long time, and there would be no turning back now.


Chapter 5

When she knocked on the door, Mark opened it almost immediately, pulling her inside before she could even say a word. His dark eyes were blazing with hunger as he kicked the door shut behind them and pushed Emily up against it, his lips crashing down on hers in a savage kiss that left her gasping for air.

She could feel every hard line of his body pressing against hers, could taste the desperation in his kiss as he devoured her mouth like a man starved. Emily wrapped her arms around his neck, arching into him as she returned the kiss with equal fervor, all thoughts of fear and doubt pushed aside by the overwhelming need to feel him inside her.

Mark’s hands roamed over her body frantically, tugging at her clothes and leaving trails of fire in their wake. Emily whimpered and writhed against him, wanting him so badly it hurt. She needed this, needed him like she needed air to breathe – even if it meant losing herself completely in the process.

When they finally broke apart for a moment, panting harshly, Mark’s eyes were wild with lust as he stared down at her. “I’m going to take you,” he growled, his voice rough and low. “Right here against this door. I can’t wait any longer.”

Emily moaned in response, too far gone to care about anything else but the all-consuming need burning through her veins. She reached for Mark’s belt with trembling fingers, fumbling to undo it as he ripped open her blouse and pushed down her bra, exposing her breasts to his hungry gaze.

He lowered his head to take one hardened nipple into his mouth, suckling and biting at the sensitive flesh until Emily cried out in pleasure. She could feel the wetness pooling between her legs as he touched her and knew that she was ready for him in a way she had never been before.

Mark stood up abruptly, yanking down his pants to free his throbbing erection from the confines of his boxers. Emily stared at it hungrily, licking her lips at the sight of his thick length pulsing with need. She couldn’t wait to feel him inside her, stretching and filling her in a way no one else ever had.

With a low groan, Mark lifted her up by the thighs, wrapping her legs around his waist as he positioned himself at her entrance. Emily gasped as he thrust into her with one hard stroke, driving deep and burying himself entirely inside her tightness.

She cried out in pleasure as she adjusted to his size, clutching at his shoulders for support as he began to move within her. Each powerful thrust sent waves of ecstasy crashing over her, making her vision blur with the force of it all. She could feel herself spiraling towards an explosive climax already, her body so sensitive after weeks of pent-up desire.

Mark’s pace grew more frantic as he neared his release, pounding her with a desperate need that matched her own. “Come for me,” he growled against her ear, his voice strained with effort. “Come on my cock like the dirty little tease you are.”

Emily couldn’t hold back any longer, her body shattering beneath his touch as she screamed out her pleasure. She could feel Mark pulsing inside her, filling her with his seed even as her own orgasm continued to ripple through her in never-ending waves of bliss.

They stayed like that for a long moment, gasping and panting against each other until the intensity began to fade, and they were left trembling in the aftermath of their passion.

As they lay there, entangled in each other’s arms and legs, Emily couldn’t help but feel like everything was perfect. Maybe later, once she managed to think about everything a bit better, she might regret this, but right then? She was the happiest woman in the world.

And neither of them wanted it to end that quickly.


Chapter 6

Once they rested for a few moments, Mark carried her to his bed, her legs still wrapped around his waist. The redhead held him tightly, afraid of letting go, fearful of what she would see in his face.

As Mark laid Emily gently onto the soft sheets of his bed, she looked into his face, and what she saw there allowed her to breathe more easily. His desire for her remained evident, the fuck against the door unable to sate his want for her.

He leaned down to capture her lips in a slow, sensual kiss that made Emily’s heart flutter in her chest. This time, there was no desperation or hunger driving them forward – just a deep, aching need to explore every inch of each other’s bodies at a leisurely pace.

Mark’s hands roamed over Emily’s curves as they kissed, mapping out the contours of her body with gentle caresses that left goosebumps in their wake. He took his time, savoring the feel of her soft skin beneath his fingers, exploring her flesh, making her want even more – if that was possible.

The redhead whimpered when he pulled back for a moment to admire the sight of her, and she could only wonder how he saw her, sprawled out like that beneath him. Did he see something he wished to own or owned already? Did he see someone he wanted to worship?

She didn’t get her answer before he lowered his head to trail kisses along her jawline and down the column of her throat, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin until she was arching beneath him with needy little whimpers.

Mark’s hands cupped her full breasts, thumbing over the hardened peaks as he dipped his head to take one rosy nipple into his mouth. Emily gasped and moaned, clutching at his dark hair as he laved attention on her most sensitive spots, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core.

She could feel him growing hard against her thigh again already, the evidence of his arousal pressing insistently against her flesh. But even though every fiber of her being screamed for him to take her again, Emily wanted to draw out this moment as long as possible – to memorize every touch and kiss, every little sound he made as he worshipped her body like she was the only woman in the world.

When Mark continued his exploration lower down her body, Emily’s breath hitched in anticipation of where those talented hands and mouth might go next. She bit her lip as he kissed a path down her stomach, his stubble rasping against her sensitive skin as he lowered himself between her thighs.

“Mark...” she breathed, her voice trembling with desire. “Please...I need you.”

He looked up at her from his position between her legs, his dark eyes blazing with hunger and affection in equal measure. “Patience,” he murmured gruffly before burying his face in the soft folds of her sex, lapping at her most intimate flesh until Emily was bucking and writhing beneath him with abandon.

Mark took his time tasting every inch of Emily’s wet folds, savoring the sweetness of her essence as she writhed and moaned beneath him.

She was close, her body trembling with need, but Mark didn’t seem willing for this to end just yet. He kept her hovering over the edge for a long time, making her writhe and moan, making her whole body shake.

He used his tongue to tease and torment her clit mercilessly, alternating between gentle flicks and hard sucks that had Emily crying out in frustration even as she arched into him desperately.

The redhead’s hands clutched at the sheets beneath her, even as her hips shifted upwards, seeking more of Mark’s touch.

“Please,” Emily gasped, tears of pleasure stinging her eyes as she stared at him with a wild, pleading look in her gaze. “I can’t take it anymore...”

Mark smiled against her heated flesh before plunging his tongue deep inside her, fucking her with it. Emily screamed his name, her back bowing off the bed as she came harder than she ever had in her life – waves of ecstasy crashing over her again and again until she was boneless and spent beneath him.

He didn’t let up, continuing to lap at her sensitive flesh until the aftershocks subsided, and Emily was begging him for mercy with broken moans. Only then did he pull away, licking his lips as he crawled back up her body to capture her mouth in a searing kiss that left them both gasping for air.

“That was incredible,” Emily panted when they finally broke apart, her voice hoarse and breathless. “I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

Mark smiled down at her, his expression soft and tender even as he still throbbed with arousal between their bodies. “And we’re just getting started,” he murmured, trailing kisses along the column of her throat. “There are so many more ways I want to make you feel good tonight.”

Emily whimpered at his words, already feeling the familiar tingle of desire building in her core again as Mark’s hands roamed over her trembling body. She knew this was just the beginning – that there would be many more nights like this one where they explored each other’s bodies and souls until the sun came up. And yet, this night wasn’t over.

When Mark positioned himself between Emily’s thighs, she could feel the throbbing heat of him pressing against her flesh, making her ache with need all over again. She bit her lip, looking up at him with lust-darkened eyes as he rubbed his hard length along her wet slit teasingly slow.

“Please,” Emily whimpered, her hips rocking up instinctively to meet his. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you stretching me open.”

Mark groaned at her words, his jaw tightening as he fought to maintain control. “Beg for it,” he growled softly, pressing just the tip of himself into her opening before withdrawing again. “Tell me how much you want my cock buried deep inside your tight little pussy.”

Emily cried out in frustration even as a wave of pleasure crashed over her at his dirty words. She was so wet and ready for him, her body practically vibrating with the need to be filled by him.

“Please, Mark,” she gasped, her hands clawing at his shoulders desperately. “I want it... I want your huge cock splitting me open. Fuck me hard, and don’t stop until I can’t take anymore.”

With a low growl, Mark thrust into her with one smooth stroke, burying himself deep inside her soaking sex until he bottomed out against the mouth of her womb. Emily screamed in ecstasy, her back arching off the bed as she clung to him for dear life.

“Fuck,” Mark groaned, his hips rocking into her with shallow thrusts as he gave them both a moment to adjust to the feel of their bodies joined so intimately. “You’re so fucking tight...like you were made just for me.”

Emily could only moan in response, lost in a haze of sensation as Mark began to move inside her in earnest. He set a hard and fast pace from the start, pounding into her with long, deep strokes that sent jolts of pleasure shooting up her spine with every thrust.

She met him stroke for stroke, their bodies slapping together with obscene wet sounds filling the room. Emily had never felt so full or stretched out before – and it was better than anything she could have ever imagined. She knew she wouldn’t be able to walk straight tomorrow, but at this moment, she couldn’t bring herself to care. All that mattered was the feeling of Mark inside her, claiming her body over and over again.

“Yes,” Emily panted, her nails raking down Mark’s back as he fucked her harder than ever before. “Right there... don’t stop... I’m so close...”

Mark grunted in response, his hips slamming into hers with renewed vigor even as she felt him throbbing inside her, signaling his impending release. “Come for me,” he growled, reaching between their sweat-slick bodies to rub tight circles around her clit. “Come on my cock like a good girl.”

Emily screamed as her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her inner walls clamping down around Mark’s pulsing length and milking him for all he was worth. She could feel him spurting deep inside her, filling her up with his seed until it was dripping out of her around his still-hard cock.

They collapsed together in a tangle of limbs, both panting harshly as they tried to catch their breath after such an intense session. Mark rolled them over so Emily was sprawled on top of him, his softening length slipping free from her sensitive depths with a gush of fluids that made her blush hotly.

“That was...wow,” Emily mumbled, burying her face in the crook of Mark’s neck as she tried to gather her scattered thoughts. “I don’t think I can move ever again.”

Mark chuckled softly, running a hand down her back in soothing strokes. “You’ll have to recover quickly,” he murmured, his voice rough and low. “Because we’re nowhere near done yet...

They spent the rest of the night exploring each other’s bodies with a sense of wonder and reverence, taking their time to learn every curve and crevice by heart. Mark worshipped her breasts with his mouth until Emily was writhing beneath him in ecstasy, then trailed kisses down her stomach before burying his face between her thighs once more.

Emily returned the favor eagerly, stroking and sucking at his thick length until he was groaning and bucking against her lips with need. She loved the taste of him on her tongue, loved feeling him shudder and pulse as he poured himself down her throat.

They took turns bringing each other to the brink over and over again throughout the night – fingering and licking each other’s most sensitive spots until they were both dizzy with pleasure. Every time they came together, it seemed to grow more intense than the last, building up a momentum of desire that threatened to consume them both entirely.

As they finally drifted off into a deep, sated sleep, Emily knew that things would never be the same between them again – but she couldn’t bring herself to regret it. This was what she had always wanted, deep down in her heart. Now that she had finally found it with Mark, she refused to let anything ever come between them.

They would have challenges ahead of them for sure – there was still the issue of his friendship with her father, not to mention the scandal their relationship would inevitably cause in their small town. But Emily preferred to face those things than to give Mark up.

And so, wrapped up in Mark’s strong embrace and feeling safer than she ever had before, Emily drifted off into dreams of a future where they could finally be together.


Chapter 7

The morning sun streamed through the gap in the curtains, casting a warm glow over Mark’s bedroom as Emily slowly opened her eyes.

For a moment, she was disoriented, her mind struggling to make sense of where she was and how she had gotten there. Then it all came rushing back to her – the heated encounter at the diner, the passionate kiss in the alleyway, and finally, the hours spent exploring each other’s bodies as Mark worshipped every inch of her skin with reverent hands and a hungry mouth.

A blush crept onto her cheeks as she remembered how many times they had come together, losing themselves in waves of pleasure that left them both trembling and sated.

She turned her head to look at the man lying next to her, his dark hair tousled and his chiseled jaw lined with stubble from a night’s growth. Mark was still asleep, his breathing deep and even as he slumbered peacefully beside her.

Emily felt a flutter of nervousness in her stomach when she thought about how they had made love all night long without protection. She knew it wasn’t the smartest thing to do, but in the heat of the moment, she hadn’t been able to think clearly – all that mattered was being as close to Mark as possible, feeling his skin against hers, and losing herself in his touch.

As if sensing her gaze, Mark stirred beside her, slowly blinking open those dark eyes she had come to crave. He smiled when he saw her watching him, reaching out with one hand to cup her cheek tenderly. “Good morning,” he murmured, his voice rough from sleep and their lovemaking the night before.

Emily returned his smile, leaning into his touch as his thumb brushed over her lower lip. “Morning,” she breathed, fighting back a shiver of desire at the simple caress.

They shared a slow, sweet kiss before Mark pulled away with a groan. “I need to get up and make us some coffee,” he said, running a hand through his hair as he swung his legs over the side of the bed. “Stay put,” he ordered gently, pressing one more lingering kiss to her forehead before heading towards the kitchen in all his naked glory.

Emily watched him go with a smile on her face, feeling happy and content despite the little niggle of worry at the back of her mind about their unprotected encounter.

She knew she should probably call her father and come up with some excuse for why she hadn’t spent the night at home, and yet the thought made her stomach churn with anxiety.

With a sigh, Emily reached for her phone on the bedside table and dialed her father’s number before she lost her nerve.

Her heart was pounding in her chest as she waited for him to pick up, but when he did, her dad sounded as happy and carefree as ever. “Hey, sweetheart! How are you this morning?”

Emily took a deep breath, trying to keep her voice steady even though she felt like she might be sick. “Hi, Daddy,” she said softly. “I’m sorry I didn’t come home last night, but Sarah had an emergency and needed me to stay over at her place.”

It wasn’t the most convincing lie in the world, but it was the best Emily could come up with on short notice. She held her breath as she waited for his response, bracing herself for him not to believe her. He just chuckled warmly. “That’s okay, honey. I knew you had to be with your friends.”

Emily felt a wave of relief wash over her as she realized he had bought it hook, line, and sinker.

She hadn’t realized how tense she had been until the moment that tension dissipated, leaving her feeling lightheaded and giddy with happiness. “Thanks, Daddy,” she said sincerely. “I’ll be home in a bit to help you around the house before I head off to work.”

David made some noncommittal sounds of agreement as they chatted for a few more minutes before saying goodbyes.

Emily hung up the phone, feeling like a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. She took a moment to breathe, enjoying the sense of freedom and possibility that stretched out before her. Then she heard Mark’s voice calling out from the kitchen, asking if she wanted cream or sugar in her coffee, and Emily felt that fluttering sensation start up again in her stomach.

She couldn’t wait to get back into his arms and lose herself once more in their passionate embrace.

Rising from the bed, Emily quickly freshened up in Mark’s bathroom before making her way out to join him in the kitchen. The scent of freshly brewed coffee filled the air as she walked in, and she couldn’t help but smile at the sight of Mark standing at the counter in just a pair of low-slung jeans, his broad chest bare and tanned skin gleaming in the morning light.

He turned to look at her over his shoulder, his dark eyes roaming appreciatively over her naked form as he held out a steaming mug of coffee. “For you,” he said softly, his voice rough with emotion.

Emily took the mug from him, their fingers brushing together in a lingering caress that sent sparks racing up her arm. She leaned in to press a kiss to his stubbled jaw before taking a sip of the hot liquid, moaning as it slid down her throat and warmed her from within.

Mark growled low in his throat at the sound, pulling her closer until she was flush against him, their bodies fitting together like two pieces of a puzzle.

Emily gasped as Mark pushed her up against the kitchen counter, the hot coffee mug slipping from her fingers to crash onto the tile floor below. But neither of them cared about the mess or the broken ceramic shards – all that mattered was the feel of his hard body pressing against hers, the heat of his skin, and the urgent need burning in his dark eyes.

She moaned as he captured her lips in a searing kiss, his tongue pushing into her mouth to tangle with hers in a dance of passion and desperation. His hands roamed over her curves possessively, cupping her breasts and squeezing her ass as he ground his hard length against the cleft of her thighs.

Emily whimpered and wrapped her legs around his waist, arching into him needily as she felt him throbbing against her sensitive flesh. “Please,” she begged, not caring how desperate she sounded.

She needed him inside her again. She needed to feel that delicious stretch and fullness that only he could give her.

Mark growled low in his throat, yanking down his jeans just enough to free his straining erection before hiking up Emily’s thighs around his hips. He plunged into her with one hard thrust, burying himself deep inside her slick heat until they both cried out at the sensation.

Emily clung to him tightly as he set a fast, punishing pace, pounding into her repeatedly. The kitchen was filled with the obscene sound of skin slapping against skin and their ragged breaths mingling together in a symphony of lust and passion.

She could feel herself climbing higher and higher with each powerful thrust, her inner walls fluttering around his thick length as she got closer to that elusive edge.

“Come for me,” Mark demanded, reaching down to rub tight circles over her swollen clit. “Let go, baby, let me feel you.”

Emily screamed as the pleasure crested over her like a tidal wave, her body shaking and convulsing around him as she came undone beneath his skillful touch.

She felt him throb inside her before he groaned gutturally and spilled himself deep within her warmth once more.

They stayed locked together for a long moment after their climax, panting harshly and holding each other close.

Then, slowly, carefully, Mark pulled out of her and set Emily back on wobbly legs, steadying her with gentle hands as she tried to catch her breath. “I can’t get enough of you,” he murmured, his voice rough with emotion as he pressed a soft kiss to her temple. “You drive me crazy, baby.”

Emily could only whimper in response, too overwhelmed by the intensity of their lovemaking and the depth of feeling between them. She knew they would have to face the consequences of their actions eventually – but for now, all she wanted was to stay right here in this moment with him forever. The rest of the world could wait.


Chapter 8

The weeks following their first night together were a whirlwind of stolen moments and secret rendezvous. Emily and Mark snuck away whenever they could, meeting at his house. They spent hours exploring each other’s bodies, losing themselves in passion and desire that left them both breathless and sated.

Yet even as their physical relationship deepened, a sense of guilt began to gnaw at Emily’s conscience. She loved her father deeply and hated keeping such a big secret from him, especially when she knew how much he cared about her happiness. Her dad had always been there for her, supporting her through thick and thin. She didn’t want him to feel like they were betraying him when he found out about them.

One evening, as they lay tangled together on Mark’s bed after another intense lovemaking session, Emily felt compelled to voice her concerns out loud. “We can’t keep doing this,” she whispered, tracing patterns on Mark’s chest with a fingertip. “We can’t keep lying to my dad.”

During the first days of exploration of their new bond, they decided to keep things for themselves, trying to figure out if what they had was something that would last. Now, the redhead was reasonably sure that it would, and it was time for them to think about how they might tell her father about it.

Mark tensed beneath her touch, his jaw tightening as he turned to look at her with guarded eyes. “Emily...” he began, but she cut him off with a shake of her head.

“I don’t regret what we’ve done. But I can’t keep sneaking around like this. It’s not fair to any of us.”

Mark let out a long sigh, running a hand through his hair in frustration. “You’re right,” he admitted gruffly. “I don’t want to hurt your relationship with your father. Or cause you pain.”

Emily leaned down to press a tender kiss to his lips before pulling away again. “Then what do we do?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Mark took a deep breath, his expression serious as he met her gaze. “We take things slow,” he said finally. “Give us time to figure out how to tell your dad without ruining everything.”

Despite that, her father still noticed something was going on.

One morning, as she poured a cup of coffee for herself, her dad looked up and smiled warmly at her. “You seem happier lately,” he remarked, folding his newspaper and setting it aside. “What’s going on, kiddo?”

Emily hesitated, her heart skipping a beat. She wanted to tell him everything – how Mark made her feel alive, how their relationship brought a sense of purpose to her life – but she couldn’t. Not yet.

“It’s just… work is going well,” she said finally, forcing a light tone to her voice. “I’ve been really busy with customers at the diner, and it feels good to have something to focus on.”

David nodded, though his eyes narrowed as if he suspected there was more to it. “That’s wonderful, Emi. I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself. You always were a hard worker, just like your old man.”

Emily laughed softly, trying to mask the pang of guilt she felt at lying. She loved her father dearly, and it killed her to keep such a big part of her life hidden from him, but it was necessary for now.

There was something else she needed to deal with – James.

She had used him to make Mark jealous, and it had worked, but it left the blond with the impression she might be interested in him. Emily knew she had to make things clear, tell him nothing would ever happen between them, and hopefully, he would move on to someone else.

The redhead used one of the times he went to the diner to talk to him, telling him what she needed to. He wasn’t happy; she could see it easily enough, but he accepted what she said, and it eased something inside of her. James was innocent, after all. She had used him – not that she told him that. It was time for her to let go.

She told Mark about it when she visited his home later that day.

She watched as a look of satisfaction took over his features, the older man pleased in the knowledge he had nothing to fear from James – not that he had before. The blond had never interested Emily.

Mark didn’t hesitate to make sure of it, though. Seizing the moment, he leaned in and captured her lips in a kiss, pouring all of his desire into it. Emily moaned as his hands began to roam over her curves, caressing her sides, her hips, and her breasts as if reaffirming that she was truly his.

Emily melted into the kiss, her hands coming up to tangle in Mark’s hair, holding him close. She parted her lips, inviting him to deepen the kiss, and he did so eagerly. His tongue swept into her mouth, claiming every inch of her, staking his territory.

Mark walked them back until Emily’s back hit the wall, never breaking the intense kiss. He pressed himself against her, letting her feel the evidence of his arousal through their clothes. One hand slid down to grip her thigh, hitching her leg up over his hip as he ground against her.

Emily gasped into the kiss, her head falling back against the wall as Mark’s lips trailed along her jaw and down the column of her throat. He nipped and sucked at her pulse point, determined to mark her as his own.

“Mark,” Emily breathed, her voice husky with desire. “Take me. Right here, right now. Show me that I’m yours.”

Those words were all the encouragement he needed. With a low growl, the older man hoisted Emily up, encouraging her to wrap her legs around his waist. He carried her over to the couch, never breaking their intimate connection.

He sat down, positioning Emily to straddle his lap. His hands slid under her shirt, pushing it up and off before tossing it aside. He took a moment to admire her, his gaze filled with hunger and adoration.

“I’m going to worship every inch of you,” Mark promised, his voice a low rumble. “I’ll show you exactly what it means to be mine.”

With that, he leaned forward, capturing one of Emily’s nipples in his mouth, swirling his tongue around the peak as his hands continued their exploration of her body.

Emily arched her back, offering herself fully to Mark’s eager exploration. She gasped and mewled in pleasure as he lavished attention on her ample breasts, his mouth hot and insistent against her sensitive flesh. Each swirl of his tongue and press of his lips sent jolts of electricity straight to her core.

“Oh god, yes,” Emily panted, fisting her hands in Mark’s dark hair. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

Mark groaned against her skin, the vibrations only heightening her enjoyment. He continued his assault, alternating between her breasts until they were flushed and heaving with arousal.

Slowly, teasingly, Mark turned them around and began to kiss a path down Emily’s stomach. His hands slid lower, pushing her skirt up around her waist as he went. The redhead shivered in anticipation, her sex already throbbing and damp with need.

Emily watched through hooded eyes as Mark settled between her thighs, his broad shoulders pushing her legs further apart. He looked up at her, his gaze dark with lust and reverence, before lowering his head to inhale deeply at the juncture of her hips.

“Exquisite,” Mark murmured, his breath ghosting over her sensitive folds. “I could feast on you for hours.”

With that declaration, he leaned in and ran his tongue slowly along her slit, savoring her unique flavor. Emily cried out, her head falling back against the headrest as she surged up to meet his mouth.

“Oh fuck, Mark!” Her fingers tightened in his hair, holding him close as he began to eat her out like a man starved. His tongue delved deep, stroking along her inner walls and curling around that sensitive bundle of nerves at the apex.

Mark groaned, the sound rumbling through Emily and making her toes curl. He gripped her hips, holding her steady as he feasted on her sex, determined to make this a moment she would never forget. The sight of him between her thighs, worshipping her so thoroughly, was almost too much for the redhead to bear.

Mark’s skilled mouth and tongue brought Emily to a shattering climax, her inner walls clenching around nothing as waves of ecstasy crashed over her. He continued to lap at her sensitive flesh, guiding her through the aftershocks until she was boneless and trembling.

But the older man wasn’t done with her yet. As Emily floated down from her high, he suddenly grabbed her hips and flipped her over onto her hands and knees. Before she could catch her breath or steady herself, one hand on the small of her back pushed her further into the couch, making her bend.

Emily gasped as she felt Mark’s hard length pressing insistently against her rear, his hips nestling into the curve of her ass. “Mark,” she breathed, a mix of anticipation and nervousness in her voice.

They had been reasonably careful after their first night together. They still had sex a couple of times without any protection, but for the most part, he had worn a condom. He wasn’t wearing one now, but Emily found it hard to care.

“Shh,” Mark murmured, nipping at her earlobe as he reached around to rub her slick folds teasingly. “You don’t need to say anything, Babygirl. I know this is what you want.”

Emily could only whimper in agreement, arching back shamelessly as she spread her legs wider, inviting him in. Mark took that as the consent it was and thrust forward, sheathing himself fully inside her welcoming heat with one smooth stroke.

They both groaned at the feeling, Emily’s walls stretching to accommodate his thickness once again. It felt different this time, more intense somehow. She could feel every ridge and vein of his cock as it pulsed within her.

“You’re mine, Emily,” Mark growled, setting a hard, deep rhythm as he took her from behind. “No matter what happens, your body knows the truth.” He punctuated each word with a sharp thrust, driving into her harder and faster.

Emily could only moan in response, pushing back against him to meet his thrusts eagerly. She knew he was right, knew that she belonged to him in a way that transcended words or promises.

Mark’s hand slid around to rub tight circles over her clit as he continued to pound into her, determined to bring them both to the heights of ecstasy. Emily knew it wouldn’t be long before she flew apart again, impaled on his thick cock and drowning in sensation.

“Fuck, you feel incredible,” Mark panted against her neck, sweat beading his brow from exertion. “I’m going to fill you up, Emily. Pump you full of my seed until it’s dripping down your thighs.” He bit down on the junction of her shoulder and neck as he thrust particularly hard, grinding against that secret spot deep inside her.

“Yes,” Emily cried out, grasping onto the couch. “Please, Mark, don’t hold back. Give me everything you have!” She wanted to feel him coming undone within her, wanted to be marked and claimed by his very essence.

With a harsh cry, Mark slammed forward one final time and stilled, his cock jerking and twitching as he spilled himself deep inside her welcoming heat. Emily shuddered and moaned his name, her inner walls clenching around him rhythmically as she came on his spurting length, milking every last drop of his release.

They remained locked together for long moments after, panting harshly against each other’s skin as they floated down from their intense high.

Eventually, Mark retreated from within her, then scooped Emily up into his arms and carried her towards the bed.

Emily clung to his neck, savoring the feeling of being held so close. As Mark gently laid them both down on the soft sheets, she gazed up at him adoringly, tracing his handsome features with a trembling finger.

“You’re amazing,” Emily murmured, a blissful smile playing about her kiss-swollen lips. “I never want this night to end.”

Mark’s eyes darkened with renewed desire as he looked down at her, trailing reverent fingers along the curves of her body almost worshipfully. “It doesn’t have to,” he rumbled lowly, leaning in to capture one of her nipples between his teeth and suckling it gently.

Emily gasped and arched into him, already feeling herself stirring with need once more as she lost herself in Mark’s touch, eager for whatever sensual delights the rest of their night together might bring.


Chapter 9

Weeks turned into months, and Emily found herself caught in a whirlwind of emotions as she tried to navigate her secret relationship with Mark. They had agreed to take things slow and figure out how to tell her father about their relationship without ruining everything, but as time went on, they failed to find a way to do it. Worst than that, the longer they took, the harder it would be when they finally told him.

As time went on, Emily began to notice something was off deep within her body.

At first, it was just a lingering fatigue that wouldn’t go away, no matter how much sleep she got. Then came the nausea, sharp and unexpected, that hit her in the mornings or whenever she smelled something strong – like coffee or cleaning products. She tried to brush it off as stress from work or a bug going around town, but deep down, she knew it was more than that.

One evening, after another exhausting day at the diner, Emily stumbled into Mark’s house, collapsing onto his couch with a groan. He laughed, wrapping an arm around her shoulders, and kissed the top of her head. “You look exhausted,” he said, running a hand through her hair. “Maybe you should take a break from work for a few days.”

Emily shook her head, pushing herself up to sit correctly. “They need me at the diner. Besides, I’m just tired. It’ll pass.” But even as she said it, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong.

The following day, Emily woke up with a queasy stomach and a strange metallic taste in her mouth. She groaned, sitting up slowly, and reached for the pregnancy test she’d finally bought after weeks of denial. Her hands trembled as she took the test, staring at it intently as the minutes ticked by.

When the result came back positive, Emily felt like the world had narrowed down to just her and that little strip of plastic in her hand. She sat there for what felt like hours, tears streaming down her face, before finally steeling herself to call Mark. “We need to talk,” she whispered when he answered the phone.

When she met him later and gave him the test, he blinked at it.

“Emily…” he started, but she cut him off with a shaking hand.

“It’s positive,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’m pregnant.”

Mark’s eyes widened, and for a moment, he looked as though he might stumble. Then he reached out, grabbing the test to confirm what it had already told her. His jaw tightened, his dark eyes filling with a mix of fear and determination. “Okay,” he said finally, his voice rough. “We’ll figure this out.”

Emily nodded, but the weight of what they’d done pressed down on her like a physical force. How could they tell her father? How would he react when he found out that Mark, his best friend, got his daughter pregnant? The thought was enough to make her stomach churn.

Then Mark looked at her with something else in his eyes. “You’re pregnant,” he started, and the redhead nodded at him. “With my child.”

Emily swallowed when she realized what he was feeling was a familiar kind of hunger. “Mark…” She started, knowing precisely what was going through his head and feeling like they could spend their time better than on sex.

Yet, when he started to close the distance between them, she couldn’t help but feel her body react to it.

“Mark…” She repeated, though her voice trailed off when he kissed her.

There was no holding back after that, not when he started pulling her clothes off, not when she moaned as he did it and started trying to do the same to him. Suddenly, she wanted him far more than she ever had before. Mark had put a child on her belly, and it was wondrous.

When he got her naked, he didn’t hesitate to push her against the kitchen table, making her sit on the edge and taking a place between her thighs.

Emily gasped as Mark pushed deep inside her once more, his thick length stretching her walls deliciously. “Oh god, yes,” she moaned, arching her hips to meet his powerful thrusts. The room was filled with the obscene sound of their lovemaking and their ragged breaths mingling together in a symphony of lust and passion.

“Fuck, you feel incredible around my cock,” Mark growled, gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises. He punctuated each word with a sharp thrust, driving into her harder and faster than before. “I can’t believe I put a baby inside this tight little pussy.”

“Yes, yes, you did,” Emily gasped out, fisting her fingers in his hair as she urged him on. “I’m pregnant, Mark. Carrying your child. It’s true.” The thought sent a thrill racing down her spine, making her walls clench even tighter around his throbbing length.

She no longer needed to worry about letting him take her raw…

Mark groaned at the feeling, doubling his efforts to bring them both to that elusive edge. He seemed to want to fill her up again, to mark her as his in every way possible. “That’s right, Babygirl,” he panted harshly. “You’re mine now, all mine. This belly will swell with my child.”

The filthy words, combined with the intense pleasure of their coupling, pushed Emily over the brink into oblivion. She screamed his name, her body convulsing almost violently as she came undone on his length. Mark followed a mere second later, spilling deep inside her welcoming heat with a low growl of completion.

They collapsed together in a tangle of limbs, both panting harshly as they tried to catch their breath. Mark’s softening cock slipped from Emily’s fluttering walls, but he made no move to leave her. Instead, he gathered her close, pressing her head into his chest as if he never wanted to let her go.

“Mmm, that was...intense,” Emily murmured weakly, nuzzling into his skin. “I can’t believe it really happened.”

Mark chuckled softly, trailing reverent fingers down the curve of her spine. “It did, Babygirl. You’re carrying my child.” The reality of their situation began to sink in, and with it came a rush of emotions – fear, excitement, nerves, but most of all, love.

Emily knew they would have to tell her father soon. They couldn’t keep this secret forever. But for now, lost in the warmth of Mark’s embrace, nothing else mattered except the feel of him against her and the knowledge that they had created a new life together. She pressed closer to him, savoring his touch even as exhaustion began to tug at the edges of her consciousness.

“I love you,” she murmured sleepily, pressing a tender kiss to his jaw. “Thank you for this gift.” Mark’s arms tightened around her, and he turned to capture her lips in a slow, deep kiss that made Emily melt against him once more. When they finally broke apart, it was with an unspoken agreement that this was far from over.

The following day, she told her father.

There was a lot of screaming involved on his part, though none of it really directed her way. He didn’t seem angry at her, only at Mark. Emily defended her man as best as she could but knew things wouldn’t be that easy.

She tried to stop her father from going after Mark but couldn’t do it.

Later, she discovered her father went up to Mark and punched him so hard he knocked him out, though that was all he did before coming back home again.

It wasn’t as bad as she had feared at first.


Epilogue

The weeks following Emily’s pregnancy announcement were filled with a mix of tension and tentative acceptance. Her father was still in shock over it all, but their conversations slowly became more frequent, though still charged with unspoken emotions.

Emily found herself in a whirlwind of preparations for what her life would become.

She had never thought about being a mother so quickly, at only twenty-two, and it took some getting used to.

Over time, her father saw how happy Emily was and how much the love she shared with Mark meant, and he started to accept it. Only a little, only small bits at a time, but he started talking to Mark from time to time, and they started working things over. The tension between them eased, though there were still occasional awkward moments and lingering distrust.

It made what followed a bit easier.

Now that they had told her father what was going on, Emily had no intention of keeping her relationship with Mark a secret. Especially not when she was pregnant, and eventually, it would start showing.

A few days after that, she moved into Mark’s home.

People were surprised, and they talked, but despite some side glances from others in town about the age difference between Emily and Mark, she didn’t let it bother her. She was too happy to care. Each night, she went to sleep wrapped in Mark’s arms, his hand resting gently on her slowly swelling belly. She felt more alive than ever, knowing that their love had created something beautiful.

Emily’s pregnancy progressed smoothly. She loved feeling the baby kick inside her and couldn’t wait to meet their little one. Mark was by her side every step of the way, supporting her through morning sickness, doctor’s appointments, and all the changes that came with having a child.

As Emily approached her due date, she and Mark prepared for the arrival of their child. They painted the nursery, bought supplies, and made plans for the future. Though there were challenges, they chose to focus on the joy they shared.

Emily’s life was far from perfect, but it was hers. She had love, family, and a future filled with promise. And that was enough for her.

The end
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