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Chapter 1

I knocked on the door, leather jacket creaking as I shoved my hands in my pockets. The porch light flickered above me, and the faint smell of lilacs drifted from the bushes. I hadn’t been back in town long, but the neighborhood looked the same—white picket fences, neat lawns, the kind of place that tried real hard to look perfect.

The door opened, and there she was.

Evelyn Carter.

Her hair was curled just so, soft blonde waves framing her pretty face. She wore a pale pink poodle skirt, cinched tight at the waist, and a cardigan over a white blouse. Sweet as pie, like always. And just as untouchable.

“Danny?” She blinked in surprise, her lips curving into that polite little smile. “My goodness, you’ve grown up.”

I grinned. “Guess so. Is Tommy home?”

She shook her head. “No, he’s out with some friends tonight. You just missed him, I’m afraid.”

“Well, hell,” I said, leaning one shoulder against the doorframe. “Figured I’d swing by, see what trouble we could get into. Guess I’ll have to settle for charming his mama instead.”

Her cheeks flushed instantly. She laughed—soft, nervous. “Danny Russo, you haven’t changed a bit.”

“Damn right I haven’t.” I let my eyes travel down her, just enough to make her shift her weight and tug at the hem of her cardigan.

She cleared her throat. “Well, I’m just… having a quiet night. My husband was supposed to take me to the drive-in, but…” She sighed, almost embarrassed. “Work called.”

“Shame,” I said, stepping just close enough that she had to tilt her chin up to meet my gaze. “All dressed up with nowhere to go, huh?”

She opened her mouth, but no words came out. I could practically hear her heartbeat speeding up.

“Tell you what,” I said, voice dropping lower, just for her. “Why don’t I take you? I’ve got the car, the charm… everything you need for a real night out.”

Her lips parted, eyes wide. “Danny… that wouldn’t be proper.”

“Yeah?” I grinned, leaning in so close she could smell the faint scent of cigarettes and motor oil on me. “When’s the last time you did something that wasn’t proper?”

She hesitated. I could see the battle going on in her head. Sweet little Evelyn Carter, probably hadn’t had a thrill in years.

“Come on,” I said softly. “Let me take you out. Just a drive. Just a movie. Promise I’ll be a gentleman.”

We both knew that last part was a damn lie.

Her hand fidgeted on the doorknob. Then, finally, she whispered, “Just a movie.”

I smirked. “That’s my girl.”

The door shut behind her with a soft click, and I couldn’t help but smirk as she locked it—like she knew she was stepping into trouble.

“Nice wheels,” she said as we walked to my Chevy, her voice light but a little shaky.

“Runs like a dream,” I said, opening the passenger door for her. “Hop in. Careful with that skirt, sweetheart.”

Her cheeks colored at that, but she slid in, smoothing the fabric primly over her knees.

I rounded the hood and slid behind the wheel. The engine roared to life, the deep purr vibrating through the seat. Her hands folded in her lap like she was trying to remember how to be proper.

“You nervous, Mrs. Carter?” I teased, shifting into gear.

“Of course not,” she said quickly, though her eyes darted to me, then away.

“Good. ‘Cause you’re safe with me.” I grinned at her sidelong. “Well… mostly.”

The wind tousled her curls as we picked up speed. Her perfume—soft, floral, sweet—mingled with the faint scent of leather and gasoline.

“You’ve changed,” she said finally. “More… grown up.”

I chuckled. “That a compliment, or you just trying to tell me I don’t look like a kid anymore?”

Her lips curved, a tiny smile she was trying to fight. “Both, maybe.”

“Well, I’m glad you noticed.” My hand slid casually from the wheel to the bench seat between us, close—close enough that my fingers brushed the edge of her skirt.

She glanced down, but didn’t move.

“You know,” I said, voice low, “You’re even prettier than I remembered.”

Her breath caught, and she turned to look out the window. “Danny…”

“What? Can’t a guy be honest?” My fingers traced lightly against the hem of her skirt, testing the waters.

“That’s not—”

“Not proper?” I cut in, smirking. “Sweetheart, proper is boring.”

She tried to hide a smile, but failed.

I leaned just a bit closer, eyes on the road. “Bet your husband doesn’t tell you how gorgeous you look when you’re blushing like that.”

She turned to me sharply, eyes wide, lips parting.

“Thought so,” I murmured, letting my knuckles graze her thigh. She sucked in a soft breath but didn’t move away.

By the time we turned into the glowing entrance of the drive-in, her cheeks were pink and her hands were clenched tightly in her lap—like she wasn’t sure whether to push me away or grab me and never let go.

I pulled into a spot near the back, engine rumbling low. The movie had already started, but I didn’t give a damn about what was on the screen.

“Cozy enough?” I asked, shutting off the engine.

She gave me a look, trying for stern but failing miserably. “You’re trouble, Danny Russo.”

“Yeah,” I said, leaning back with a grin. “But you like trouble.”

The screen flickered in front of us, some black-and-white western playing out in the distance. Nobody parked near us—not this far back. Perfect.

Evelyn sat stiff in the passenger seat, hands folded tight, eyes on the screen like she was actually trying to follow the damn plot.

I slid my arm across the back of the seat, close enough that my fingers brushed her shoulder. She flinched just a little but didn’t move away.

“You cold?” I asked, voice low.

She shook her head quickly. “No, I’m fine.”

“Yeah? ‘Cause you’re shivering.”

She opened her mouth to argue, but then my fingers skimmed down her arm, slow, deliberate. Her breath hitched.

“You’re all tense,” I murmured, leaning closer. “Relax, Evelyn. We’re just watching a movie.”

“You’re impossible,” she whispered, not looking at me.

“Mm-hm.” My hand slid lower, across the cardigan, down to her waist. “And you’re beautiful. You know that, right?”

“Danny…” Her voice cracked just a little when I said her name like that.

“You do, don’t you?” My lips brushed her ear. “Sweet little housewife, looking like a dream in that skirt. Bet every guy in this town’s jealous of your husband.”

She gasped softly, turning toward me—but that just put her closer.

“Tell me,” I said, fingers tracing the edge of her blouse, just above the waistband. “When’s the last time someone touched you the way you wanted?”

Her eyes went wide, lips parting.

“Been a while, huh?” I didn’t wait for her answer. My hand slid lower, cupping her thigh, fingers squeezing just enough to make her gasp again.

“Danny, we—this is—”

“Shh.” My nose brushed her jaw, lips barely grazing her skin. “If you want me to stop, say so. Otherwise…” My fingers slid a little higher, just under the hem of her skirt.

She didn’t say a damn word.

“Good girl.”

Her breath came faster as my hand inched up, the heat of her skin under my palm making me grin.

“You’re shaking,” I teased softly. “Feels good though, doesn’t it?”

She nodded, just barely.

“That’s all I wanted to hear.”

I turned her face toward mine, slow, deliberate, and kissed her—hard. She made the tiniest noise against my mouth, and that was it. The second she kissed me back, all soft and desperate, I was done playing nice.

My other hand tangled in her curls as I deepened the kiss, tasting her, taking her. She let out the sweetest little whimper, like she’d been waiting for this longer than she wanted to admit.

“God, you taste sweet,” I murmured against her lips, my hand sliding further up her thigh until I was exactly where I wanted to be.

She gasped into my mouth, hips jerking just slightly—she wasn’t going to stop me. Not anymore.

Her lips were so soft, and she tasted like mint and something sweet I couldn’t name. I kissed her harder, greedy, like I’d been starving for her—and the way she melted against me told me she wanted it just as bad.

My hand slid further up, pushing her skirt higher until the fabric bunched around her hips. The second my fingers brushed against the edge of her panties, she gasped into my mouth, clutching my jacket.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I murmured against her lips, nipping her lower one. “You like that, don’t you?”

She whimpered, a soft desperate sound that went straight to my gut.

“Answer me, Evelyn.”

“Yes,” she breathed, so faint I almost didn’t hear her.

“That’s my girl.”

I slipped my fingers under the thin fabric, finding her already warm, already wet.

“Jesus,” I hissed softly. “You’re soaked for me. Haven’t even done anything yet.”

“Danny…” She moaned my name, hips twitching helplessly as I dragged a finger slowly over her.

“You ever let anyone touch you like this in a car?” I teased, kissing down her neck.

She shook her head frantically, breath hitching.

“Didn’t think so.” My mouth found that spot just under her ear, and she shivered as I circled her clit with slow, deliberate strokes.

“Oh—God—”

“You like that?” I whispered, my lips brushing her jaw. “Sweet little housewife, getting all wet for the bad boy her husband would hate.”

She made this broken little sound in her throat, the kind of noise that begged for more.

“Spread your legs for me, Evelyn.”

She hesitated—just for a second. Then she did exactly what I told her.

“Good girl.” I slid two fingers inside her, slow, watching her head fall back against the seat as a soft cry slipped out.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I groaned, curling my fingers just right. “Bet he doesn’t take care of you like this, does he?”

She shook her head wildly, hands gripping the seat like she was holding on for dear life.

“Thought so.”

My thumb found her clit again, rubbing slow circles as I fucked her with my fingers. The little gasps, the way she was writhing under my touch—it was driving me insane.

“You’re gonna come for me, Evelyn,” I growled softly in her ear. “Right here, in my car, with my fingers buried in your perfect pussy. You’re gonna let me hear how good I make you feel.”

“Danny—oh, God—”

“That’s it, sweetheart. Come on. Be a good girl and let go for me.”

Her whole body trembled, tightening around my fingers as she finally broke, crying out softly, her hips grinding down against my hand as she came hard.

“Good girl,” I murmured, kissing her jaw as I kept working her through it, slow and deliberate until she was shaking, spent.

When she finally slumped back against the seat, panting, I kissed her again—gentle this time, just enough to make her whimper.

“See?” I said against her lips. “Told you I’d take care of you.”


Chapter 2

She was still trembling when I pulled my fingers free, her skirt bunched high around her hips, her perfect hair just a little mussed. God, she looked wrecked—and I’d barely even started.

I wiped my fingers slowly on my thigh, watching her chest rise and fall as she tried to catch her breath.

“You feel good, sweetheart?” I murmured, brushing my knuckles along her cheek.

She nodded, dazed, lips parted like she couldn’t form words yet.

“Mm. That’s not good enough,” I said, tilting her chin toward me. “Say it.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, hesitant.

“Say how good I made you feel.”

“You…” She swallowed hard. “You made me feel… amazing.”

A grin tugged at my lips. “Damn right I did.”

My hand traced up her thigh again, slow. She sucked in a sharp breath, hips twitching like she couldn’t help herself.

“You want more?” I asked softly.

Her cheeks flushed pinker, but she nodded.

“Not what I asked, Evelyn.”

Her lips trembled. “Yes. I want more.”

I leaned close, my mouth brushing her ear. “What do you want?”

She made this tiny, desperate sound, shaking her head just a little.

“Use your words, sweetheart.” My voice dropped lower, darker. “Tell me exactly what you want me to do to you.”

“Danny…”

“Mm-hm.” My hand skimmed higher, right up to the edge of her panties again. “Not gonna touch you again ‘til you say it.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, and she whispered, “I want you… inside me.”

I groaned, leaning in to bite her lip gently. “God, you sound so sweet when you beg.”

She whimpered as I teased my fingers over her panties again, but I didn’t move to take them off. Not yet.

“You want my cock?”

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice trembling.

“You want me to fuck you right here, in my car, like the filthy little housewife you are?”

Her eyes flew open, wide, but she nodded anyway. “Yes. Please.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear.”

I kissed her hard, deep and messy, one hand already working at my belt.

I broke the kiss just long enough to shove my seat back, the leather squeaking under us. My belt clinked as I undid it fast, tugging it free.

“C’mere, sweetheart.” My voice was rough now, low and commanding.

Her eyes went wide as I grabbed her hips and guided her over. She climbed into my lap awkwardly at first, straddling me on the bench seat. Her skirt rode up high, bunching around her waist, her knees pressing into the leather on either side of me.

“Good girl,” I murmured, kissing her hard again as I pushed her panties to the side and freed myself.

She gasped when she felt me—hard, hot, pressing against her.

“Go on,” I said, my hands gripping her hips tight. “Take what you want.”

Her lips parted, breath shaky.

“I said take it.”

Slowly, nervously, she lowered herself onto me. The second I slid inside her, we both groaned, her nails digging into my jacket as I stretched her open.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” I growled against her neck, holding her tight as I thrust up into her.

“Danny—oh, God—”

“That’s it. Ride me, sweetheart.” I guided her hips, making her move for me, up and down, slow at first, then harder as her moans grew louder.

Her head fell back, curls bouncing as she moved, the sounds of our bodies filling the car louder than the movie outside.

“You feel so good,” I rasped, thrusting up into her harder. “Bet you’ve been needing this for years. Someone to take you like you deserve.”

“Yes—oh God—yes—”

“That’s my girl.” My hand slid up her back, tangling in her hair to pull her head down for another kiss—deep, filthy, desperate.

She was close—I could feel it in the way her walls clenched around me, the little whimpers spilling from her lips as she tried to keep up with the pace I set.

“Come for me again, Evelyn,” I growled against her mouth. “Right here, on my cock, so everyone parked near us knows exactly what I’m doing to you.”

Her body trembled, breaking apart around me as she came, hard, crying out my name as I kept fucking her through it.

I didn’t stop—if anything, I held her tighter, hips snapping up into her as my own release hit, burying myself deep with a low, rough groan.

For a moment, neither of us moved—her head resting against my shoulder, both of us panting hard, the world outside completely forgotten.


Chapter 3

She was still in my lap when I kissed her one last time, slow and deep, before finally easing her back into the passenger seat. Her skirt was wrinkled, hair mussed, cheeks flushed—it was a damn miracle she still looked that sweet after what I’d just done to her.

I tucked myself back in, fastened my belt, and started the car. She shifted in her seat, pressing her knees together like that would somehow hide what we’d just done.

“You look wrecked, sweetheart,” I teased, glancing at her with a grin as the engine rumbled to life.

“Danny…” She covered her face with her hands, her voice soft but mortified. “We can’t—this can’t—”

“Relax,” I said easily, pulling out of the drive-in lot. “No one’s gonna know. Unless you want ‘em to.”

She shot me a look, half scandalized, half flustered.

“Besides,” I added with a smirk, “I’m not done with you yet.”

Her breath hitched. “What do you mean?”

“You’ll see.”

Instead of turning toward her house, I took a different road.

“Danny—where are we going?”

“You hungry?”

“I—what?”

“You heard me.” I shot her a grin. “All that sweet little moaning had to work up an appetite.”

Her eyes went wide. “You’re taking me out—now?”

“Damn right I am.”

A few minutes later, I pulled into the bright neon glow of Lou’s Diner, the most crowded place in town on a Saturday night. Dozens of cars were parked out front, couples at the counter visible through the big glass windows.

Evelyn froze. “Danny Russo, we cannot go in there.”

“Sure we can.” I killed the engine and leaned back casually. “What, you worried they’ll all know you just let me ruin that perfect little skirt?”

Her face flushed bright red, her hands flying to smooth her clothes like that would fix anything.

I leaned close, my voice low and filthy in her ear. “Sweetheart, they’re all gonna look at you and have no idea you’re still dripping with me right now.”

Her lips parted, a soft, shocked sound escaping.

I opened my door and came around to hers, offering my hand like I was the damn gentleman I’d promised I wouldn’t be.

“Come on,” I said, eyes locked on hers. “Let’s get a burger. Then maybe I’ll take you home. Or maybe…” My grin turned wicked. “We’ll see where the night goes.”

The bell above the door jingled as we stepped into Lou’s, and every head seemed to turn at once. Evelyn kept her eyes on the floor, clutching her purse like a lifeline.

I just grinned and led her to a booth in the back.

“Stop looking so guilty, sweetheart,” I murmured as we slid in. “You’re with me. That makes you untouchable.”

“That makes me scandalous,” she whispered, still flushed as she smoothed her skirt.

“Even better.”

The waitress—Betty Lou, cute as hell in her blue uniform and ponytail—sauntered up with a notepad. “Well, look who it is. Danny Russo, back in town.”

“Betty Lou,” I said with an easy grin. “Good to see you, doll. We’ll take two burgers, fries, and a chocolate milkshake—two straws.”

Evelyn shot me a look. “Danny—”

“What? Sharing a milkshake’s what you do on dates, isn’t it?”

Her mouth opened, then closed again, her cheeks going even pinker.

Betty Lou smiled knowingly. “Coming right up.”

When she walked away, I leaned back, arm stretching casually across the back of the booth. “Relax, sweetheart. You look like you’re about to pass out.”

“Everyone’s staring,” she hissed softly.

“Yeah. ‘Cause you’re gorgeous.”

“Danny,” she whispered, eyes darting nervously.

I leaned in close, my voice low, filthy, just for her. “They’re all looking at you and they have no idea you’re sitting here with my cum still dripping down your thighs.”

Her lips parted, a tiny gasp escaping before she quickly looked away.

“God, you’re pretty when you’re flustered,” I murmured, my hand sliding under the table to rest on her thigh.

She jumped a little, glancing around to see if anyone noticed.

“Relax,” I said softly, fingers tracing slow circles higher and higher. “Just act normal.”

Her breath came faster as my hand crept up, teasing along the hem of her skirt.

The milkshake came first, tall glass, whipped cream piled high. I slid it to the middle of the table and pushed a straw toward her.

“Go on,” I said with a grin. “Don’t make me drink alone.”

She hesitated, then leaned in, sipping delicately. I leaned in too, our faces close, almost touching.

“You’re mine tonight,” I whispered against the straw.

Her eyes met mine, wide, lips parted. “Danny…”

“Say it.”

She swallowed hard. “I’m yours.”

“Good girl.” My hand squeezed her thigh under the table.

The burgers arrived, but I barely noticed. I couldn’t stop watching her—the way she tried to act normal while my fingers kept teasing just a little too high.

Every time she glanced around nervously, I leaned in with another filthy whisper, just to see how red I could make her cheeks go.

Evelyn was just taking a delicate sip from the milkshake when the door jingled again.

“Danny Russo?” a voice boomed from across the diner.

I turned, still grinning, and there he was—Mr. Carter, Evelyn’s husband, still in his work uniform, grease on his hands like he’d just gotten off a shift.

Evelyn went stiff as a board, the straw slipping from her lips.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath.

He strode right over, oblivious, smiling wide. “Well, I’ll be damned! Back in town and already stealing my wife for the night, huh?”

Evelyn let out the most nervous laugh I’d ever heard. “H-he just… stopped by. Tommy wasn’t home, so we decided—”

“Hell, I’m glad you got her outta the house,” Mr. Carter chuckled, completely clueless. “Guy like you, you’d never look twice at an old married gal, right?”

I felt Evelyn’s thigh twitch under my hand, and I almost laughed out loud at the way she tried not to move.

“Wouldn’t say that,” I said with a grin that only Evelyn understood.

Mr. Carter slapped my shoulder. “Good to see you, kid. You two enjoy yourselves. I’m just grabbing a coffee to go.”

He turned away toward the counter, and Evelyn finally breathed out, her hand gripping the edge of the table like she might pass out.

“Danny,” she hissed under her breath. “Are you insane?!”

“Relax,” I whispered back, sliding my hand higher under her skirt. “He has no idea.”

Her eyes widened, panicked—and then fluttered shut as my fingers traced just where she was still so sensitive.

“Danny—stop—he’s right there—”

“You’re shaking, sweetheart,” I murmured, leaning close enough that my lips brushed her ear. “You like knowing he could turn around any second, don’t you?”

“I—no—God—Danny—”

“Liar,” I said softly, pressing just a little firmer against her clit through her panties.

Her lips parted, a soft gasp escaping as she tried to bite it back.

Mr. Carter finally grabbed his coffee, waved, and headed for the door.

“Nice seeing you, Danny! Evelyn, I’ll see you at home later!”

“Y-yes,” she stammered, voice barely holding steady.

The bell jingled as the door closed behind him.

I leaned back in the booth, smirking. “That was fun.”

She glared at me, cheeks flushed bright red. “You’re going to get us killed.”

“Yeah,” I said with a grin. “But you love it.”

The door closed behind her husband, the bell still jingling as he disappeared into the night. Evelyn stared at me, face flushed, chest rising and falling fast.

“You’re—insufferable,” she hissed, her voice shaking.

“Mm.” I grinned, sliding my hand back up her thigh like I owned her. “And you’re still wet for me.”

Her eyes went wide, darting around the diner. Couples laughed at their booths, waitresses bustled behind the counter—no one was paying us any mind.

“Danny, we cannot—”

“We already are,” I murmured, pushing her skirt up just enough under the table. “And you love it.”

Her hands fisted in her lap as my fingers slipped beneath her panties again, finding her slick and ready for me.

She let out the tiniest gasp, quickly biting her lip.

“Quiet, sweetheart,” I teased, my voice low and filthy. “You don’t want them to know you’re about to come on my fingers again, do you?”

She shook her head, trembling.

“Good girl.”

I leaned in close, my free hand resting on the table like we were having a normal conversation while the other worked between her legs. I found her clit easily, rubbing slow circles as my fingers curled inside her.

Her lips parted, eyes squeezing shut as she tried to stay still.

“That’s it,” I whispered. “Be a good girl. Come for me. Right here where everyone could see if they looked close enough.”

“Danny—” Her voice cracked on my name, her hips jerking just slightly.

“You love it,” I growled softly, thrusting my fingers faster. “Knowing you’re my filthy little secret while they all think you’re perfect.”

She let out a soft, broken sound, her nails digging into her own palms under the table as her body tightened around my fingers.

“Come for me, Evelyn,” I said against her ear. “Be mine.”

Her whole body trembled as she came, hard, her mouth opening in a silent cry as I kept working her through it, slow and deliberate.

She slumped back in the booth, shaking, cheeks flushed deep pink.

I kissed her temple like nothing had happened, grinning as I licked my fingers clean under the table.

“You taste like sin,” I murmured, just for her.

Her eyes went wide, scandalized—but there was no hiding the way she still looked at me.

I tossed a few bills on the table, not bothering to wait for change. Evelyn still looked dazed, cheeks flushed, lips parted like she couldn’t quite believe what had just happened.

“Come on, sweetheart,” I murmured, standing and holding out my hand. “Time to get you home.”

She hesitated, glancing around like someone might be watching, but finally slid out of the booth. I led her out into the warm night, hand resting on the small of her back.

The second we were in the car, I leaned close, my voice low and filthy. “You’ve got no idea how bad I still want you.”

“Danny…” she whispered, glancing nervously toward the diner windows.

I chuckled, starting the engine. “Relax. Nobody out here cares. And even if they did…” I shot her a grin. “Let ‘em watch.”

The ride back was slow, the quiet hum of the engine filling the air. My hand never left her thigh, fingers tracing lazy circles higher and higher until she was squirming in her seat again.

“You’re thinking about it,” I teased softly.

She didn’t answer, but her breathing gave her away.

“Thinking about how I had you begging in that car. Thinking about my fingers inside you under that table. Thinking about how good it felt when you came all over my cock.”

Her head turned sharply toward the window, but I caught the way her lips parted just slightly.

By the time we pulled into her driveway, she was trembling again.

I cut the engine and leaned back in my seat, smirking. “What? You think I’m just gonna drop you off with a kiss on the cheek?”

Her eyes flicked to me, wide.

I got out, came around to her side, and opened her door. “Come on.”

“Danny, my husband—”

“Won’t be home for hours,” I said simply, taking her hand and leading her up the walk.

She didn’t fight me. Not even a little.

Inside, the house was quiet, dark except for the faint glow of a lamp in the living room. The second the door clicked shut behind us, I backed her up against it, my hands braced on either side of her head.

“You’re not done tonight,” I murmured, my mouth brushing hers.

Her breath hitched.

“You’re mine until I say otherwise.”

And then I kissed her—hard, claiming her all over again.


Chapter 4

I didn’t give her a chance to think. My mouth stayed on hers as I took her hand and led her down the hallway, the soft thud of our footsteps the only sound in the quiet house.

When we stepped into her bedroom, she froze just inside the door. The room was exactly what I expected—soft pink walls, a perfectly made bed with floral sheets, everything neat and proper.

I dropped onto the edge of the mattress, leaning back on my hands, legs spread wide.

“Close the door.”

Her eyes darted to mine, wide.

“Do it,” I said, voice low but firm.

She swallowed and slowly turned to shut it.

“Good girl,” I murmured.

When she turned back to me, I just sat there, grinning, my jacket creaking as I leaned back. “Take it off.”

Her lips parted. “W-what?”

“Your cardigan. Then the rest.” My tone left no room for argument.

She hesitated, fingers trembling as she reached for the buttons. One by one, she undid them, slipping the soft pink cardigan from her shoulders.

“That’s it,” I said, my voice like a growl. “Keep going.”

She bit her lip, her hands moving to the waistband of her skirt. Slowly, she shimmied it down, the fabric falling to the floor in a soft heap.

“God, you’re perfect,” I said, eyes raking over her.

Her blouse came next, buttons fumbling under shaky fingers until it slid off her shoulders. She stood in front of me now, flushed and breathing fast in her delicate bra and panties.

“Now the rest.”

She hesitated again, glancing nervously toward the door like someone might barge in.

“Sweetheart,” I said softly, my grin darkening. “You’re mine. No one’s stopping this. Strip for me.”

Her fingers went to her bra clasp, unhooking it slowly, letting it fall. Then her panties slid down her legs, leaving her bare in the warm lamplight.

I leaned forward, elbows on my knees, just looking at her.

“Christ,” I muttered, my voice low and rough. “Spin for me.”

She blinked, but when I tilted my head, she obeyed—turning in a slow, shy circle while I watched every inch of her.

When she faced me again, I reached out, grabbed her wrist, and tugged her between my knees.

“Get on the bed.”

Her breath caught, but she climbed up, settling back on her elbows as I stood, shrugging off my jacket, my shirt coming next.

“You’re not sleeping tonight,” I said, climbing over her, my voice dark and certain. “I’m gonna ruin you for him.”

I climbed over her slowly, letting my weight sink the mattress as I pressed my mouth to hers—slow, deep, teasing. My hands slid down her sides, fingers tracing her soft skin until I reached her thighs.

“You’re shaking,” I murmured against her lips. “Still nervous?”

“A little,” she whispered.

“Good.” I kissed her again, this time harder, then pulled back with a grin. “Spread your legs for me.”

Her breath hitched, but she obeyed, opening for me as I knelt between her thighs.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” I muttered, my hands sliding up her soft inner thighs, thumbs brushing dangerously close to where she was already slick. “You’ve been wanting this all night, haven’t you?”

She bit her lip, not answering.

“Say it.”

“Yes,” she breathed.

“Good girl.”

I lowered myself, kissing her thigh slowly, deliberately, inching closer until my mouth hovered over her. The second my tongue slid between her folds, she gasped, her hips jerking up slightly.

“Fuck, you taste sweet,” I groaned, diving back in, my tongue flicking slow over her clit.

“Danny—oh—God—”

Her hands fisted in the sheets, head falling back as I sucked her clit gently before dragging my tongue lower.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” I murmured against her.

“Yes—oh God—yes—”

“Good girl.”

I took my time, tongue circling, teasing, savoring every sound she made. My fingers gripped her thighs tight to keep her still as she writhed under me.

Her moans got higher, breath coming fast, her hips pressing desperately toward my mouth.

“Danny—I—oh God—”

“Come on, sweetheart,” I rasped against her, my tongue working faster, lips sucking her clit just right. “Give it to me. Come on my tongue.”

She let out a broken cry as her whole body shook, coming hard, her thighs trembling around my head as I kept licking her through it, savoring every drop.

When she finally slumped back, panting, I licked my lips and kissed her inner thigh.

“Still not done,” I murmured, crawling back up to kiss her deeply, letting her taste herself on my mouth.

She was still trembling when I kissed her again, slow and deep, tasting her on her own lips. My hand slid to her cheek, holding her there for just a moment before I pulled back with a smirk.

“God, you’re perfect like this,” I murmured. “But we’re nowhere near done.”

I pushed myself up, shoving my pants and boxers down just enough to free myself, already hard again. Her eyes widened when she felt me pressing against her, hot and thick, sliding along her slick folds but not pushing in.

“Danny—” she breathed, her hips twitching up just slightly, trying to get me inside.

“Not yet,” I said softly, teasing her by rubbing the head of my cock against her clit, slow, deliberate.

She let out a desperate little whimper, her nails digging into the sheets.

“You want it?” I asked, voice low and rough.

“Yes,” she whispered, almost frantic.

“Mm. Not good enough.” I pressed just barely against her entrance before pulling back again.

Her head fell back, a soft moan slipping out. “Please…”

“Please what?”

“Please… put it in.”

I grinned. “Still not good enough.”

She opened her eyes, meeting mine, cheeks flushed deep pink. “Danny… I want you inside me.”

I slid just the tip in—barely enough to give her relief—then pulled back again.

“Danny,” she gasped, half a plea, half a warning.

“You can do better than that,” I teased, my voice dropping even lower.

Her lips trembled. “Please… fuck me. I need you.”

That made my cock twitch.

“Yeah,” I growled, pushing just a little deeper but still not giving her everything. “That’s my girl. Say it again.”

“Fuck me, Danny. Please. I need you so bad.”

I leaned down, kissing her hard as I finally pressed all the way in, slow and deliberate, savoring the way her body clenched around me.

“God, you’re tight,” I muttered against her mouth. “Bet you’ve never had anyone make you beg like that.”

She whimpered into the kiss, her hips pushing up to meet mine.

I stayed deep inside her, still, just letting her feel it. “Now that’s better,” I rasped. “You sound so good when you beg for me.”

I stayed buried inside her for just a moment longer, kissing her slow and deep before I pulled back with a dark grin.

“Turn over,” I said softly, but there was no mistaking the command in my tone.

Her eyes widened slightly. “Danny—”

“On your stomach, sweetheart. Now.”

She hesitated for only a second before rolling over, her cheek pressing to the pillow, her bare ass perfect and inviting in the warm lamplight.

“Good girl.”

I ran my hands slowly over her hips, down to her thighs, spreading her just a little. She let out the faintest gasp when I pushed back into her from behind, slow, deep, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” I groaned, grabbing her hips tight as I started to move, slow and deliberate at first. “You feel unreal like this.”

Her fingers curled into the sheets, knuckles white as I pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in hard.

“Danny—oh—God—”

“Mm, that’s it,” I rasped, leaning over her, my chest brushing her back. “You like it when I take you like this, don’t you?”

“Yes—” she gasped, her voice muffled by the pillow.

“Yes what?”

“Yes—I love it—God—”

“Damn right you do.”

I fisted a hand in her curls, gently but firmly pulling her head back so her face wasn’t buried anymore.

“Want to hear every sound you make,” I growled in her ear, snapping my hips harder, faster.

She cried out, her moans spilling freely now, every thrust making her body tremble.

“You’re mine, Evelyn,” I said, my voice dark and certain. “Not his. Mine.”

“Yes—God, yes—”

“Say it.”

“I’m yours—oh, God—Danny, I’m yours—”

I slammed into her harder at that, my hand sliding from her hair to her throat, not squeezing—just holding her there as I drove into her again and again, filthy praise spilling from my mouth.

Her walls clenched around me, and I felt her breaking.

“Come for me,” I rasped in her ear. “Come on my cock like the good little slut you are for me.”

She cried out, her whole body tightening as she came hard, shaking under me while I fucked her through it.

I followed her over the edge seconds later, burying myself deep, groaning low in her ear as I emptied inside her.

When it was over, I didn’t pull out right away—just leaned over her, kissing the side of her neck softly as she panted against the pillow.


Chapter 5

She was still lying on her stomach, breathing hard, when I finally pulled out of her. My hand slid down her spine slowly, possessive, before I kissed the back of her shoulder.

“You look wrecked, sweetheart,” I murmured with a grin. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

Her head turned just enough for her to glance at me, cheeks still flushed. “Danny… I don’t think I can move.”

I chuckled low. “Guess it’s a good thing I can.”

Standing, I scooped her up easily, her surprised gasp soft against my neck. She wrapped her arms around me instinctively as I carried her down the hall toward the bathroom.

Inside, the room smelled faintly of lavender soap. I set her down on the counter just long enough to turn on the tap, steam starting to curl from the water as the tub filled.

She watched me, dazed, hair mussed, lips parted like she couldn’t believe any of this was happening.

“Relax,” I said softly, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Gonna take care of you.”

When the tub was full, I helped her in, her soft gasp escaping as the hot water hit her skin.

“Lean back,” I said, rolling my sleeves up as I knelt beside the tub.

She obeyed, her eyes fluttering shut when my hands slid over her wet skin, slowly massaging her thighs under the water.

“You feel so good,” I murmured, fingers traveling up her legs. “Could spend all night just touching you.”

Her breath hitched when my hands slid higher, teasing lightly between her legs under the water.

“Danny…” she whispered, her voice soft, needy.

“Mm?”

“You’re not gonna let me rest, are you?”

I grinned. “Not a chance.”

I leaned forward, kissing her slowly as my fingers slipped between her folds again, lazy strokes under the water while she moaned into my mouth.

“You’re mine tonight,” I rasped softly against her lips. “And I’m not stopping until you can’t stand tomorrow.”

Her hips shifted in the water, her moans echoing off the tile as I kissed her deeper, my free hand cupping her breast, thumbing her nipple while I worked her slowly, deliberately.

I stood and stripped the rest of the way down, my clothes landing in a careless pile on the floor. Her eyes followed me, cheeks still flushed as I stepped into the tub behind her.

“Come here,” I murmured, settling in and pulling her back against my chest.

She fit perfectly, her head resting just under my chin, her body soft and warm against me. My arms slid around her from behind, hands immediately finding her breasts.

“God, you feel good,” I rasped, fingers closing around her soft curves, thumbs brushing over her nipples.

She let out a soft gasp, her back arching slightly as I rolled her nipples between my fingers.

“Mm, you like that,” I teased, leaning down to kiss her neck, slow and wet.

“Yes—” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Good girl.”

I kneaded her breasts slowly, deliberately, my thumbs circling her hardening nipples as I kissed along her shoulder, biting just lightly enough to make her whimper.

“You’ve been needing this, haven’t you?” I murmured against her skin. “Someone to touch you like you deserve. Not just once, but over and over, until you can’t think straight.”

She moaned softly, her hips shifting against me under the water.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I growled softly, sucking on her earlobe as my hands squeezed her tits harder. “Love how sensitive you are here.”

I kept playing with her breasts—rolling her nipples, tugging lightly, alternating between soft caresses and firmer squeezes until she was gasping.

“You gonna come for me just from this?” I teased, pinching her nipples just a little harder.

“Maybe—oh, God—Danny—”

“Yeah, you are,” I murmured, my cock hardening against her lower back. “Gonna come just from me playing with your perfect tits.”

Her breathing grew frantic, her body arching into my hands as I toyed with her, kissing her neck and whispering filth in her ear until she finally broke—her moan echoing off the tile as she came, hard, shuddering against me.

“Good girl,” I groaned, sucking at her neck as I kept rolling her nipples through her release.

When she finally slumped back against me, spent, I kissed her shoulder, my hands still lazily kneading her breasts.

“Still not done,” I murmured darkly against her skin. “You’ve got a lot more in you tonight.”

I kissed her shoulder one last time, then murmured against her ear, “Move for me, sweetheart. Hands on the edge of the tub. Face down, ass up.”

She let out a shaky breath, eyes wide. “Danny—”

“Do it,” I said softly, but there was no mistaking the command.

Slowly, nervously, she shifted forward in the water, leaning over the porcelain edge of the tub until her perfect ass was in my face, glistening under the steam.

“God, look at you,” I muttered, hands spreading her cheeks apart just a little. “No one’s ever touched you back here, have they?”

Her breath hitched. “N-no.”

My grin turned wicked. “Guess that makes you mine everywhere, then.”

I lowered my mouth to her, kissing one cheek slowly before biting it just hard enough to make her gasp.

“Danny—oh!”

“Mm,” I hummed, squeezing both cheeks in my hands, my thumbs kneading her soft flesh. “Perfect little ass, just begging for me to taste.”

She made a soft, embarrassed sound when my tongue slid lower, teasing along the seam of her cheeks before flicking lightly over her untouched hole.

“Oh my God—Danny—”

“Yeah, you like that,” I growled softly, licking her again, slow and deliberate. “So fucking sweet.”

I spread her wider, alternating between squeezing her ass, biting the soft flesh, and dragging my tongue over her, tasting every inch.

“You’re mine back here too, sweetheart,” I murmured between licks, letting my thumb press just lightly against her while my mouth kept teasing.

Her moans got higher, more frantic as I switched between licking her hole and sucking gently at the sensitive skin around it, my hands gripping her ass tight.

“Feels so good, doesn’t it?” I said against her, voice low and filthy.

“Yes—oh God—yes—”

I bit her softly again, then soothed the spot with my tongue. “Bet your husband’s never even thought about touching you like this.”

“Never—oh—God—Danny—”

“That’s right. Because this is mine.”

I pressed my tongue deeper, my hands kneading her ass, spreading her wide as I devoured her like I couldn’t get enough. Her cries echoed off the tile, and I could feel the way her whole body trembled as she reached the edge.

“Come for me, Evelyn,” I rasped, my mouth still on her. “Come just from me owning this perfect ass.”

Her body jerked, a soft, broken cry spilling out as she came hard, collapsing forward against the tub edge while I kept licking her through every second of it.

When she finally slumped, panting and shaking, I kissed each cheek slowly, possessively.

“You’re mine everywhere now,” I murmured against her skin.

She was still trembling when I kissed her lower back, my hands sliding possessively over her soft cheeks.

“You’ve never had anyone back here, have you?” I murmured, my voice dark and rough.

Her breath was shaky. “N-no…”

“Good.” My thumbs spread her gently again, my cock pressing between her cheeks. “Because this is mine too.”

She gasped softly as I rubbed myself against her, slow and teasing, letting her feel just how big I was.

“Danny… I don’t know if—”

“Shh.” I leaned down, kissing her shoulder while my hands kneaded her ass. “I’ll take care of you. You trust me?”

Her nod was small but certain. “Yes.”

“That’s my girl.”

I spat into my hand, slicking myself, then rubbed the head of my cock slowly against her tight hole.

She let out a soft, startled sound as I pressed just a little, teasing her open.

“Relax, sweetheart,” I murmured, my voice low and steady. “Let me in.”

Her breathing was shaky, her knuckles white on the edge of the tub—but she stayed exactly where I wanted her.

“Good girl,” I rasped, pushing forward slowly, working myself inside her inch by inch.

“Oh—God—Danny—”

“That’s it,” I groaned, my hands gripping her hips tight. “Taking me so good back here. Fuck, you’re tight.”

When I was finally buried all the way in, I leaned over her, kissing her neck as she panted.

“Still with me?”

She nodded, voice barely a whisper. “Yes…”

“Good. Because I’m not stopping.”

I pulled back slowly, then slid in again, a deep groan leaving my throat.

Her soft gasp echoed in the steam-filled bathroom, her body tightening around me as I started moving—slow at first, giving her time to adjust, then gradually harder, deeper.

“Fuck, you feel perfect,” I growled, one hand gripping her hip while the other spread her cheek wider so I could see every inch of me disappearing into her.

Her moans came louder now, desperate and breathless.

“No one’s ever had you like this, huh?”

“N-no—God—Danny—”

“That’s right,” I said, thrusting harder now, my hand smacking her ass with a sharp slap before squeezing it possessively. “Because you were always meant to be mine.”

She cried out, her body trembling as I took her harder, my free hand sliding around to rub her clit while I fucked her ass.

“Come for me again, Evelyn,” I rasped in her ear, hips snapping forward. “Come knowing you’ll never belong to anyone else after this.”

Her whole body shuddered, a strangled moan spilling out as she came again, clenching around me even tighter as I drove into her deep, hard, relentless—until I finally groaned low in her ear and emptied inside her, holding her against me as I filled her completely.

I kissed her back slowly, possessively, my hands still on her ass.

“Now,” I murmured against her damp skin, “I own every inch of you.”

I stayed inside her for a long moment, my chest pressed to her damp back, kissing the slope of her shoulder while her breath came in shaky gasps.

“God, you took me so good,” I murmured, my hands still cupping her soft cheeks possessively. “No one else is ever gonna have you like that. Ever.”

Slowly, I pulled out of her, kissing her lower back as I guided her back down into the water. She turned to look at me, flushed and dazed, like she still couldn’t believe what just happened.

“C’mere.”

I sat back in the tub, tugging her onto my lap. She straddled me automatically, her wet hair sticking to her flushed face.

“That’s my girl,” I said softly, brushing the strands back from her cheek before kissing her deep.

Her arms wrapped around my shoulders, clinging to me as I held her close, my hands sliding slowly over her bare back, down to her ass.

“You’ve got no idea how perfect you are,” I murmured against her lips. “The way you let me touch you. The way you beg for me. The way you came for me, over and over, like you were made for it.”

She shivered, burying her face in my neck as my hands slid to her breasts, gently kneading them again, my thumbs brushing over her hard nipples under the water.

“You’re still mine,” I whispered in her ear, biting lightly at her earlobe. “All of you. Inside, outside, back here…” My hands squeezed her ass again, possessive. “Every inch of you belongs to me now.”

“Danny…” she breathed, soft and wrecked.

I kissed her hard, then pulled back just enough to look into her eyes. “We’re not done. Not even close.”

My cock, already half-hard again, pressed against her under the water.

“You feel that?” I rasped, sliding my hands to her hips. “You’ve got a lot more left in you tonight. And I’m gonna take every last bit of it.”

She shuddered, her lips parting in a quiet gasp as I lifted her slightly, teasing her entrance with the tip of my cock under the water.

“Gonna sit right here,” I murmured darkly, kissing her collarbone. “And fuck you slow, until you can’t breathe without thinking of me.”

I pressed into her again, slow and deep this time, groaning low in her ear as her tight heat closed around me all over again.

“Yeah…” I whispered, kissing her neck as my hands slid up to her breasts again, kneading them while I started a steady rhythm beneath the water. “You’re mine until the sun comes up.”


Chapter 6

I stayed buried in her for a few more slow thrusts, kissing her softly while my hands kneaded her breasts under the warm water. Every time my thumbs brushed over her nipples, she shivered, her hips twitching against mine.

“God, you feel perfect,” I rasped softly, biting lightly at her jaw. “But we’re not ending in here.”

She let out a shaky breath. “Danny—”

“Shh.” I kissed her once more, deep and lingering, before standing up with her still wrapped around me.

Her arms clung tight to my shoulders as I stepped out of the tub, water dripping down both our bodies onto the tile.

When we reached her bedroom, I dropped her onto the bed, her wet hair splaying over the sheets. She looked up at me, cheeks flushed, lips parted, completely undone.

“Stay there,” I said, my voice low, rough.

She obeyed, her chest rising and falling as she watched me crawl over her.

I settled between her thighs, pressing inside her again—slow, deep, savoring the way she gasped and clenched around me.

“God, you’re tight,” I groaned, leaning down to kiss her, my tongue sliding against hers as I started to move.

This time, I didn’t rush.

Every thrust was slow, deep, deliberate, my hips rolling into hers while I kissed her like I owned her. My hands moved constantly—gripping her hips, cupping her breasts, rolling her nipples until she moaned into my mouth.

“You’re mine,” I whispered against her lips, kissing her again and again. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she breathed, her voice trembling.

“That’s right. All night, all fucking day tomorrow—” I groaned as I thrust deeper, harder, making her cry out. “—and every time you look at him, you’re gonna remember how I ruined you.”

Her nails dug into my shoulders, her breath coming faster, higher, desperate.

“That’s it,” I rasped, kissing her throat, sucking a mark just where she couldn’t hide it. “Come for me one more time, sweetheart. Give me everything you’ve got.”

Her body arched against me, her moan breaking as she came hard, her walls fluttering tight around my cock.

I buried myself deep one last time, groaning low as I filled her, holding her tight against me while we both came undone.

When it was over, I stayed inside her, kissing her slow, lazy, like I wasn’t ready to let her go.

“You’re mine now,” I whispered against her lips. “And I’m never giving you back.”
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