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Mia

The bar was nearly empty, just a few stragglers lingering over their final drinks of the night. I wiped down the counter, finding comfort in the routine.

"You about ready to close up, darlin'?" Gary Pierce's gravelly voice broke the silence. He was a regular, with greying hair and a weathered face that showed his sixty-five years.

I gave him a tight smile. "Just about. You need a refill before you head out?"

He shook his head. "Nah, I'm alright. Say, have you heard from that boy Josh lately?"

A pang of longing tugged at my heart. Josh was my oldest friend, the one person I could truly count on. At least, he had been until he enlisted right out of high school. "Not for a while," I admitted. "You know how it is with his deployments."

Gary nodded. "He's a good kid. Did the right thing, serving his country like that." His eyes grew distant. "Guys like him make me proud to be an American."

I swallowed hard. Josh had always wanted to be a SEAL. I'd always supported his dream, even if the thought of him in harm's way terrified me.

"He'll make it back in one piece," Gary assured me. "Gotta have faith in that." He drained his beer and slid off the barstool. "I'll see you tomorrow night, Mia."

"Sure thing, Gary. Get home safe."

As the door swung shut behind him, I turned my attention to locking up. The clink of bottles being tossed in the recycling bin was soothing after the chaos of the dinner rush. Maybe I could be in bed before midnight. Ever since my parents passed and left me the bar and upstairs apartment, this has been my life.

Truth be told, I liked it. Definitely, since Nick cheated on me on our wedding day. The day he fucked my cousin and bridesmaid. He apparently could not wait for me any longer. Yes, I am a virgin. At least as much as the full deed is concerned. The one promise I made before my mom passed. And Nick could not wait a few hours. Literally a few hours and he would have claimed my body in the way he always wanted. I gave him everything else. Hand jobs, blowjobs name it I made the man spew his seed in pleasure.

But that was not enough.

I shook my head. Although I am glad I got to find out the type of man he was before I committed to him, I still felt the hurt. The humiliation. I did love him after all.

As if the universe did not torture me enough, the door banged open, and I flinched. Instantaneously I saw him. He was drunk, painfully so if his glassy eyes and swaying stance were any indication.

"Mia..." Nick slurred, peering around with unfocused eyes. "Knew you'd be here."

I tensed. "Nick, you need to leave. We're closed."

He shook his head, stumbling closer. "No, no... I gotta talk to you, baby. I miss you so damn much."

Revulsion curled in my stomach. Six months later, the wound still felt fresh, ripped open every time I saw his face. I can still see my cousin hunched over a sofa while Nick rammed her from behind. His trousers were only halfway down.

"There's nothing to talk about," I said flatly. "You need to go, Nick. Now."

Rather than leaving, he moved closer until I could smell the whiskey on his breath. "Give me another chance, Mia. Please, baby. I was so stupid, but I swear I'll never hurt you again."

My throat grew tight with old hurt and anger. For the first few weeks, I blamed myself. If just gave him what he wanted. Not that I did not want to have sex with my fiance. I was just stuck in a promise. Not one of losing my virginity on my wedding night. However, in those weeks I almost went back to him. But his betrayal shattered everything I thought I knew about love and trust. There was no coming back from that.

And in the last six months, I realised the promise was one of love. One of trust. That my body and most sacred possession will go to a man I have both for and he for me.

I reckoned that deep inside I always knew Nick’s had neither for me. "Get out," I said, more forcefully. "I mean it, Nick. Get the hell out of my bar."

“Come on Mia. I just want you. Need you.”

“Get out!” I screamed and threw a loose towel from the bar at his head.

His face contorted in a mixture of hurt and rage. In a blur of motion, his hand whipped out, cracking across my cheek with stunning force. I cried out, stumbling back and clutching my face.

"You ungrateful bitch!" he raged, grabbing a fistful of my hair and giving it a savage yank. "After everything I did for you!" He pushed me forward to the ground.

As I turned around, It took a few seconds for my eyes to stop blurring from the smack. Then I saw him unbuckling his belt. My eyes widened.

“Ungrateful bitch,” he repeated, fumbling to get his belt loose.

“Please Nick don’t,” I begged, tears filling my eyes.

“You never wanted this, so now I am going to give it to you.”

Desperately I searched for something to fight him off, but for some reason, my body froze. I was unable to move. To fight. Not like this. Please God not like this.

“Come on time for som–”

A powerful arm clamped around Nick's throat from behind, cutting off his words in a strangled garble. With a heave of pure muscle, Nick is thrown away from me, crashing to the floor in a heap.

"Josh?" I gasped in disbelief at the sight of my oldest friend looming over Nick's prone form like an avenging angel.

Josh's piercing blue eyes flicked to me, hardening at the sight of my reddened cheek. "You okay, Mia?" he asked in that low, smooth voice I knew so well.

Before I could answer, Nick was struggling to his feet, murder in his whiskey-glazed glare. "Who the hell are you?" he slurred, squaring up to Josh in a drunken fighting stance.

With almost lazy ease, Josh caught Nick's wild haymaker and used his own momentum to spin him around, bending his arm up at an unnatural angle. Nick howled in pain, cursing as Josh propelled him toward the door.

“Do you want to press charges Mia?” Josh asked without looking at me.

“No, he is just drunk. Let him go. I have everything on a security camera so if he ever comes near me again, I will release the tapes to the police”

Josh nodded, “Do you hear her?” he pulled back on Nick’s arm.

“Yes,” Nick said in pain.

Josh opened the door and pushed Nick outside. He landed hard on the sidewalk, blinking groggily.

"Don't ever come near her again," Josh warned his voice deadly calm. "Next time, I'll break more than your arm." He shut the door with a decisive thud, locking it with a flick of his wrist. He stayed at the door until Nick fled the scene.

Only then did he turn back to me, his expression softening into the open tenderness I remembered so well. Josh had been the one constant in my life, the one person who truly understood me. Just having him here made me feel lighter. A crushing weight had been lifted from my shoulders.

"Aw, Mia..." He crossed the room in a few long strides, cradling my stinging cheek with gentle fingers. Unbidden, tears stung my eyes—though from pain or sheer relief, I couldn't say.

"You came back," I choked out.

His lips quirked in that achingly familiar half-smile. "Of course, I did, crazy girl. Soon as I got stateside, I came straight here. Now, why don't you tell me what the hell is going on?"

I tried to gather my scattered thoughts as Josh led me over to a bar stool, busying himself at the drink taps. Before long, he was setting a glass of whiskey down in front of me, wasting no time in pouring a second for himself. My hands curled around the cool glass, drawing strength from the burn of the alcohol on my tongue.

“Long story,” I said, rubbing my cheek.

Josh looked concerned, “I have all the time in the world,”

I took another sip of whiskey and then let it out. Now and then Josh would look away in anger. But I told him everything. Every detail.

"So that’s my story," I finally said. "Please I don’t want to talk about Nick or my past any more. How about you? Last I knew, you were still overseas."

Josh nodded slowly, his expression clouding over. I watched understanding settle into the lines of his face—no one knew the darkness of the human heart better than Josh. Not after what he'd seen.

"It got... messy," he said at last. "Real messy. I can't say too much, but there was an op that went sideways..." He trailed off, his strong jaw tightening. "Let's just say I saw things no one should ever have to see, and leave it at that."

Without thinking, I reached out and covered his calloused hand with my own. Josh looked down at our joined hands, then back at me, his eyes glinting with an indefinable emotion. He opened his mouth as if to speak, but seemed to think better of it, draining his glass instead.

The night stretched on in quiet contemplation, the burn of the whiskey loosening our tongues. We moved towards a couch in the corner of the bar.

Memories surfaced—of the times I imagined a future with Nick and the long, restless nights Josh spent overseas, questioning if he’d ever see home again.

My cheek still throbbed from Nick’s blow, a raw reminder of my shattered illusions. Once, I’d been sure of my fairy tale ending. Now, here I was, managing the bar alone, surrounded by the remnants of that broken dream. I’d been blind to the cracks in Nick’s facade, though the signs had been clear: his emotional distance, his resentment towards anything that drew my attention away from him. Looking back, it was evident his love was more about possession than partnership.

But Josh… he had always seen the real me. Perhaps that’s why I found myself gravitating towards him on the battered couch, seeking comfort in his steadfast presence. Here was a man who had faced the darkest parts of humanity yet still believed in the goodness of the world.

"You know, all those times we wrote back and forth while I was deployed…" Josh’s deep voice rumbled beside me. "I never told you, but those letters from you… they kept me going. They reminded me what I was fighting for—the good, the innocent."

I caught my breath, moved by the sincerity in his eyes. This was the Josh I knew, the one who saw beyond the surface. Impulsively, I reached up to trace the faint line of a scar along his chiseled jaw. "How did you get this?"

His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. "Raid on an enemy compound. Took a piece of shrapnel to the face," he explained. His hand covered mine, warm and reassuring. "Wouldn’t have made it without the guys covering me. It’s rare to find friends like that."

"Like us?" I murmured, our eyes locking.

"More than friends, Mia. You must know how I’ve felt about you," he confessed, a spark igniting in his gaze.

My heart skipped a beat at his words. All the shared glances, all the support he’d offered—was it possible he had felt more all along?

Before I could respond, Josh leaned in, his breath warm against my lips. "Tell me to stop," he whispered. "Tell me to go, and I will. But if you want this…"

His lips met mine with a passion that set my soul aflame. This kiss was nothing like Nick’s—it was filled with longing, intensity, a connection that felt predestined. I tangled my fingers in his hair, pressing closer, letting his presence chase away the shadows of past hurts.

All the pain and betrayal seemed to dissolve. Here was my counterpart, the one who had always been there, even when I hadn’t realized what his steadfastness meant. How had I missed the love in his eyes?

We broke apart, breathless. "Mia," he said, his voice thick with emotion.

Heat crept up my cheeks. "Josh, I... I had no idea."

He smiled gently, his fingertip tracing the heat of my blush. "Sweetheart, you were the only one in the dark. I’ve been in love with you since we were teens."

“Why did you never?”

“Because you never saw me like that,”

The reality of his feelings, so plainly spoken, overwhelmed me. My best friend, my most loyal ally, loved me deeply.

"I’ve been blind," I admitted, laughter mingling with tears. "How did I overlook what was right before me?"

Josh’s thumb wiped away my tear, his touch sending shivers through me. "Doesn’t matter now. We have a second chance, Mia. One I won’t let slip away."

This time when our lips met, it was with the bone-deep surety of two souls binding together for eternity. I lost myself in the slick glide of his mouth, the scorching press of his palms cradling my face like I was something precious. Maybe to someone like Josh who had witnessed the ugliest facets of mankind, I was precious - a reminder that there was still indelible beauty to be found in this world worth cherishing.

"I love you," I confessed in a reverent whisper. The words seemed to hang in the air, weighty with promise and possibility.

Josh swallowed hard. "You have no idea how long I've been waiting to hear you say that," he rasped. His fingers delved into my hair, cradling my skull as he searched my eyes. "I mean it, Mia. You're everything to me - have been for as long as I can remember."

I shuddered at the intensity blazing in those cerulean depths, the naked adoration that twisted something primal low in my belly. How had I been so blind to the way Josh looked at me? Like I was the very air he breathed, the sun warming his world.

"Make love to me," I heard myself whisper tremulously. I knew my mother would approve. My promise secure. "Josh, I need to feel you..."

His response was to slant his mouth over mine once more in a searing, languid glide of silken heat. I whimpered into the probing depths, arching shamelessly into the hard planes of his body. He anchored me with one large hand splayed possessively at the small of my back while the other roamed in blazing trails over my tingling skin.

Somehow we managed to shed our clothes in a feverish tangle of limbs and questing hands. Then there was nothing between us - no barriers, no secrets, no unspoken wants. Just the exquisite glide of naked flesh against naked flesh as Josh lowered me onto the buttery leather of the couch.

"Beautiful," he growled in approval, dark eyes roaming hungrily over my bared curves. "So goddamn beautiful, Mia."

I flushed under his molten perusal, trembling with a heady brew of desire and trepidation.

As if sensing my sudden vulnerability, Josh gentled his touch, scattering feather-light kisses along the sleek column of my neck. "I've got you, Mia," he murmured, the rumbling velvet of his voice sparking exquisite shivers down my spine. "I'll always keep you safe."

The stark possessiveness of his vow should have raised hackles. But from Josh's lips, it was the most natural thing in the world - a sacred oath to cherish and protect that which was most precious. I felt something inside me settle and fractures in my wounded soul begin knitting themselves back together.

Josh worshipped me with a reverential intensity that left no inch of my trembling skin untouched by his questing lips and hands. I drank in the exquisite sensations, losing myself in the slick velvet heat of his mouth and quiet murmurs of devotion. When at last he pulled himself away to place angry red kisses along my inner thighs, I gasped in anticipation.

With tender reverence, he spread my legs wide and buried his face against the aching center of my desire. "I need this, Mia," he rasped, inhaling my scent as though to commit it to memory. I could only whimper beneath him, squirming with the electric charge of his every stroke.

He feathered his lips, tickling my sensitive folds. Levitating higher with each expert lash of his one tongue, I surrendered myself fully to him - heart, soul and body begged for his taking.

"I'm a virgin," I choked out between the crushing waves of pleasure-pain,. "Go - go slow, please."

He nodded, lifting his mouth away long enough to gaze back at me with fierce, tender eyes. "I promise, Mia," he murmured, pressing a tender kiss against my swollen lips. "I'll make it as good for you as humanly possible."

True to his word, he continued to work his magic with his mouth, using every trick in his arsenal to drive me towards a shattering release. Every flick of his tongue felt like a shot of lightning, with aftershocks that left me writhing, begging, and whimpering for more.

Finally, just when I was sure I could not take any more, he pulled away again, his eyes dark with lust and determination. I watched him, my body aching with anticipation as he positioned himself at my entrance.

"You okay?" he asked, his voice rumbling with restrained need.

I nodded, swallowing back my fear and my nerves. I wanted this - craved it with a desperation I had never experienced before. "I'm ready."

Slowly, inch by agonizing inch, he pushed himself inside me, filling me up until I could take no more. I gasped in surprise and pain, my pussy stretching, adjusting to accommodate the massive girth of his erection.

He groaned, his eyes clenching shut as if fighting against the torment of restraint. He was teetering on the edge, aching to plunge himself in deeper.

I felt his cock throb inside me, tugging insistently at my body as if seeking out some secret gate to my limitless passion. It was all I could do not to scream, but I knew that such an outburst might trigger his own breaking point.

His eyes devoured me, mouth hanging open in a silent, desperate plea for surrender as he slid back out, only to plunge himself deeper once more. With each thrust, my body began to adjust to his, becoming accustomed to the intense pleasure swelling within.

My words came out in short, sharp gasps, each one like a telegraph wire sent straight to his frenzied brain. "Oh, God...You feel...so good."

He grinned wickedly at my words, his hands gripping my hips for leverage as he continued to drive himself in and out of me with relentless abandon. Faster, harder, deeper - each thrust pushed me further and further towards the brink of insanity.

"I'm going to cum," I gasped, my hands fisting in the thick, silky strands of his hair. Jungle drums pulsed in my veins, matching the wild, untamed pace of our passionate lovemaking.

With a final, earth-shattering cry, I convulsed beneath him, my muscles clenching and unclenching like a frenzied lover around his massive, intruder. He was inside me, filling me like for the first time.

"Oh, yes, Mia..." he groaned, his fingers digging into the flesh of my hips as he pumped furiously in and out of my pulsating, quivering walls.

I screamed his name as the orgasm hit me like a demolition wave, rattling the windows and shaking the very foundations of our world. My body shook and trembled as the pleasure coursed through me, indescribable, overwhelming, all-consuming.

He followed me over the edge, his manhood throbbing and jerking deep within me, filling me up with his hot, thick, liquid ribbons of ecstasy. I clenched around him tightly, wanting to draw out his pleasure.

He collapsed on top of me, his breath hot and heavy against my neck as he nuzzled me close. "I love you, Mia," he murmured, his voice a soft, reverent whisper against my skin. "Thank you for trusting me with your heart."

I smiled, wrapping my arms tightly around him as we lay there together. "Thank you, Josh," I said, pressing a tender kiss against the corner of his mouth. "Thank you for making me feel like the most beautiful and cherished woman in the world."

"Mia," he whispered reverently, his voice like a prayer. His palm trailed along the aching curve of my hip, igniting a trail of warmth.

I hummed in contentment, still basking in the afterglow. Now that the haze of desire had lifted, I felt the broken pieces of my spirit beginning to mend in the shelter of Josh's embrace. This man—my oldest friend, my confidant, my lover—had been the one to lift me from the ruins of my failed engagement.

Life, I realized with a profound sense of peace, had its way of steering us onto the paths we were meant to follow. Josh and I had merely taken the final steps toward the destiny that had been ours all along.

"I love you," I whispered into the quiet, savoring the way he tightened his arms around me in a silent reply.

* * *

Golden morning light streamed through the smudged windows of the empty bar, awakening me from the most restful sleep I'd had in months. I blinked slowly, relishing the tranquil silence that followed the fervor of the previous night.

A heavy arm was draped across my waist, its weight both comforting and protective. My eyes followed the line of the muscular arm down to Josh's naked form beside me on the worn sofa, his features softened into a youthful calm in sleep.

Memories of the previous evening washed over me—a torrent of passionate kisses, the seamless melding of our bodies, and the profound release as Josh loved me with an almost sacred fervor. My heart tightened, remembering his hoarse promise to always protect and cherish me.

Sensing my gaze, Josh stirred and opened those familiar piercing blue eyes. He turned to me, his gaze softening as he smiled slowly.

"Mm...good morning, beautiful," he murmured, his voice gravelly from sleep.

A blush warmed my cheeks, a shy feeling washing over me despite the intimacies we'd shared hours earlier. It still seemed surreal that the boy who had been my partner in childhood mischief had become so much more.

Noticing my hesitation, Josh propped himself up on an elbow and gently brushed my hair back with a tenderness that made my heart flutter. "You regret last night?" he asked softly, a hint of uncertainty in his voice for the first time.

"No!" I responded quickly, my face heating up. "God, no, Josh. I could never regret being with you. It's just..." I paused, biting my lip in thought.

His thumb freed my lip, caressing my skin in comforting circles. "Just what, sweetheart? You can tell me anything."

I breathed out, leaning into his comforting touch. Confiding in Josh had always been easy, and even with this new layer to our relationship, that hadn't changed.

"I don't want to lose you," I admitted quietly. "After everything with Nick... I can't handle that kind of heartbreak again. And with your career in the SEALs—"

I stopped, unable to voice the fear of him not coming back safe if he were deployed again.

Josh nodded, his expression serious yet resolute. "I understand, Mia. And I want you to know I would never intentionally hurt you." He cupped my cheek, his intense gaze locking with mine. "But I can't promise there won't be another deployment. What I do—protecting others—it's who I am."

His conviction was palpable, and I knew he served not from a desire for conflict but from a deep-seated need to protect the innocent.

Could I ask him to abandon such a fundamental part of himself? To forsake his calling for me?

"Hey," Josh's gentle voice brought me back, his face earnest and open. "I'm not heading out on a deployment anytime soon. We don't need to solve this now."

He caressed my cheek gently. "Right now, it's about us—building this relationship we both want. Let's not worry about the future just yet." His kiss was tender, his lips conveying a love so deep it sent shivers down my spine.

"Let's not borrow trouble," he whispered after we broke apart, his smile mischievous as his hand wandered teasingly. "For now, let's focus on being together."

His words, light yet sincere, reassured me. We had time to face any challenges ahead. For now, it was enough to be enveloped in the warmth of his love.

My resultant moan was swallowed by the scorching crush of his mouth. In that endless moment, the rest of the world and all its grim eventualities faded into obscurity. Here in the sanctuary of Josh's arms, there was only soul-deep love and the blazing promise of an eternity to bask in it.

His mouth traced tender, searing kisses along the curve of my neck, his warm, moist breath fanning hotly against my overheated skin. My eyelids fluttered shut as I reveled in the exquisite sensation of his expert lovemaking.

Gently, he maneuvered me down so that I was lying comfortably on the couch with him leaning over me, his body a delicious and tantalizing weight on top of mine. As his lips continued to lazily explore the deep hollows of my collarbone, I could not help but arch up shamelessly, moaning softly in a near-constant stream of desires and longings.

His hands slid languidly up along my sides, lifting up the hem of my T-shirt until my throbbing, aching, swollen nipples were bared to him. He wasted no time in capturing one beaded tip between his talented fingers, rolling it softly and teasingly with a skill that made my entire body tremble beneath him.

Every stroke of his fingers set off a cascading chain reaction of sensory overload, with darting tendrils of pleasure shooting down straight to my core. By the time he bent down to take my hard, aching nipple into his mouth, sucking and licking fervently, I knew I was well and truly lost.

Dizzy with lust and longing, I realized that I wanted to drive him just as wild. I wanted to take full control of our lovemaking, to show him without a shadow of a doubt just how much I was his - and he mine.

My own hands slid down to hover tantalizingly near his groin, reveling in the feeling of his erection throbbing and pulsating against his boxers. I licked my lips, anticipating the taste of him soon to come.

"I want to," I whispered, my breath hot and heavy against the side of his face, "take you in my mouth."

I could feel his cock quiver and jump in surprise at my boldness. He looked down at me, his eyes darkening with lust and need as he nodded slowly.

"Be careful what you wish for, Mia," he said, his voice thick and hoarse with a mixture of desire and concern. "I'm already pretty close to the edge."

"So am I," I shot back, my eyes fixed on his mouth as my hands began to expertly pull down his boxers, revealing the massive, leaking head of his impossibly thick, roped-veined penis.

His tip was already glistening with pre-cum, a tantalizing taste of what was sure to come. I broke eye contact with him briefly to dip my head lower, my tongue darting out to flick rapidly against the sensitive leaking slit.

He moaned, his hands tightening against the back of the couch.

With slow deliberation, I began to take him into my mouth, my lips stretching wide to accommodate his monstrous girth as I sucked and licked, inching my way down as far as I could possible go.

There was no way I could take all of him deep down my throat. Yet the sensation of his intense heat and pulsating texture sliding against my lips, my tongue, the tender, sensitive skin at the back of my throat sent shockwaves of exquisite pleasure radiating outwards throughout my entire body.

"Oh, god, Mia," he groaned, his cock throbbing and twitching wildly against the roof of my mouth. "I-I'm so close..."

That's when I knew he was ready. With a final, lingering pop, I released his long, thick, satiny-smooth length with a soft, wet gasp. He looked at me, his eyes dilated with lust and urgent need.

My own body was thrumming with a deep-seated, animal hunger that refused to be satisfied. I wanted him now.

I moved without thinking, straddling his hips and lowering myself down onto his beautiful, massive, pulsating cock. He groaned, his hands tightening against my hips as he thrust upwards into my tight, wet pussy, filling me up entirely.

"Oh, God...Josh, I - I'm going to cum," I gasped, my hands clinging tightly to his broad shoulders as I felt the tempestuous storm clouds begin to gather deep within me.

He threw his head back against the couch, his mouth opened wide in a silent roar of pleasure as the first tremors of orgasm began to ripple through his own oversensitive body.

And with that, everything exploded into a bright, blinding white fireworks display of unbearable pleasure. My head flew back, my fingers digging into the thick cords of muscle at his shoulders as I screamed, my body convulsing and bucking wildly against his.

He followed me into our shared, shuddering climax, his body arching up off the couch as he came in a massive, violent wave of pure, unfiltered ecstasy. I could feel him emptying himself deep within my core, filling me up.

Finally, as the orgasmic aftershocks began to fade away slowly, we collapsed back onto the couch together, exhausted yet completely and utterly at peace.

I gazed up into his dazzling, intense grey eyes, my own widening with wonder as they mirrored the selfsame emotion back at me.

"What are you thinking?" he asked softly, brushing a lock of stray hair away from my damp forehead.

A slow, lazy smile unfurled itself across my face as I pressed my lips tenderly against the side of his neck, inhaling the scents of sweat and male musk that still clung to his skin from our passionate lovemaking.

"That if this is what heaven truly feels like," I breathed, my eyes searching his face for confirmation - for the truth behind those words, "then it's no wonder all the saints were secretly dying to get here..."

"I love you, Mia girl," he rasped, the words branded onto my soul. "More than I could ever put into words."

Tears pricked my lashes at the stark adoration resonating in that simple utterance. How had I been so blind to the blazing emotions simmering between us all these years? Maybe on some subconscious level, I had always recognized Josh as the other half of my heart and soul - I had just been too afraid to admit it.

"I love you too," I whispered fiercely, tangling my fingers through the damp strands at his nape. "God, Josh...I can't remember a time when you weren't everything to me."

His smile was brilliant and incandescent, a breathtaking force of nature I never wanted to look away from. "Then let's never be apart again, yeah? No more missed chances or misunderstandings between us."

Though we had eternity stretching ahead to figure out the details, in that moment the only certainty I needed was Josh's solemn vow that we would forge our path together from this point forward, come what may. The future was a vast unknown, but the foundation we were building our new beginning on was eternally unshakable.


Heather

From the moment Jared entered my room and then entered my bed, I knew what he wanted.

I also knew that he was drunk. Frat party drunk.

“I want you,” he murmurs, slurring his words slightly but still making his intentions clear.

The only thing I can think of is turning around and getting on top of him. Then I slowly start kissing his belly button working my way down. I feel his muscles twitch under my lips, and he loves it, grinding his hips into me.

He holds my hair, pulling it back from my face. “I want to kiss you.”

“Later. Right now, I want to give this to you.” I reply and plant a deep, passionate kiss on the head of his magnificent erection. I can taste the precum oozing out.

As he moans, I continue my tour of his body, kissing and licking every inch of him, from the veins on his thighs, up to his hip bones, around his navel, and finally back to his throbbing manhood. I wrap my hand around it, feeling the heat of him pulsing in my grip.

Opening my mouth, I place the head of his penis on my lips and swirl my tongue around it. He shivers with pleasure. I can taste the salt on my tongue as I begin to suck him lightly. The sound of his desperate moans pushes me further.

I take it into my mouth, inch by inch, feeling him hit the back of my throat. Jared's hands are in my hair, guiding my head up and down, encouraging me to take him deeper. I relax my throat and push past the initial discomfort, his cock sliding deeper.

I glance up at him, his eyes are closed, his face is flushed, and I can see the pleasure etched across his features. His breath comes out in shallow gasps, “Oh, that's good...keep going.”

I begin to suck him fully, my cheeks hollowing out as I draw my mouth down his length, my hand stimulating his bulging balls. I can hear my own sloshy sucking noises, and they make my excitement ramp up even further.

With the rhythm continuing for some time, I can feel his arousal growing, pushing him closer to climax. I pull my mouth off him, letting him catch his breath, my tongue tracing circles around the sensitive head. Then, impulsively, I plunge him back into my mouth, unable to hold off any longer.

I'm lost in my own lustful reverie, when I feel it building up, as if erupting from his very core. His hands tighten on my head, and he makes a strange sound, halfway between a moan and a growl. With a final thrust into my mouth, his cock swells, and suddenly, my mouth is flooded with a hot, sweet load, filling me, running down my throat, so much that I can barely swallow fast enough.

Jared collapses back onto the bed. He drifts off to sleep, all the rum and the excitement of the party finally catching up with him. Leaving the room quietly, I head towards the bathroom to clean myself up, the taste of him still in my mouth.

Soon I will be in the library to study. 

* * *

"You did what?" I cry out, my voice cracking with anger and disbelief. 

Ally sits on her bed, legs crossed, an infuriatingly casual look on her face. "I slept with Jared last night. What's the big deal?"

The big deal? I open and close my mouth like a gasping fish. "He's my boyfriend, Ally!  Or at least he was until you screwed him! I just gave him a blow job and left him to sleep it off."

She shrugs, plump lips curling into a smirk. "Maybe if you stop hiding in the library every night and maybe if you put out once in a while, he wouldn't have been so desperate. We were both drunk. And just for the record it did not mean anything to both of us. So he is still yours."

My hands ball into fists at my sides as a wave of hurt washes over me. I thought Ally was my friend, my roommate, someone I could trust. How could she betray me like this? 

"I can't even look at you right now," I spit out, snatching my backpack off the floor and storming out of our dorm room. Tears burn in my eyes as I stalk down the hallway, each step fueled by humiliation and rage.

I'm not like Ally, some wild party girl hooking up with any guy who buys her a drink. I was raised with values, with the idea that sex should be something sacred, shared only with someone truly special. Sure I know that oral sex is still sex, but it is different. I wanted my first time to mean something. 

Well, screw that. And screw Jared too while we're at it. I don't need an asshole boyfriend who cheats at the first opportunity. As hurt as I am, it's better that I found out what kind of sleazebag he really is before things went any further.

I spend the rest of the day storming around campus, avoiding all my usual haunts where I might run into Ally or Jared. My anger festers and settles into a dull ache of rejection by the time my first class rolls around.

I shuffle into the big lecture hall, head down, and slip into the first open seat I see in the back row. One perk of taking huge gen-ed courses - it's easy to disappear into the crowd and nurse your emotional wounds in silence.

At least, that's the plan until a stern voice calls out, "You're in my seat, Miss."

I glance up in surprise to find Professor James McMillan standing over me, his chiseled features tight with disapproval. 

"Oh! I'm so sorry," I stammer, cheeks flushing as I gather my things. He's the youngest and most popular professor at college, with a reputation for being brilliant but strict. Not to mention incredibly handsome in that rakish way that makes college girls go weak in the knees.

I expect him to turn and strut away once I've vacated his seat, but instead, he pauses, eyeing me with those piercing blue eyes. There's a moment of tense silence as he seems to study me, his gaze giving me the distinct sense that he's seeing something he didn't expect.

Then, a slight smile quirks at the corner of his mouth. "No need to look so frightened, Miss...?"

"Uh, Heather," I reply quickly. "Heather Wilson."

"Well, Miss Wilson, you can take that seat if you'd like." He gestures to the open chair next to his usual spot. "I have a preference for the center back, I like keeping an eye on everyone."

"Okay," I say slowly, sliding back into the now-offered seat while heat crawls up my neck. "Thanks."

Professor McMillan nods and moves to take his customary place at the center of the raised platform, his gaze sliding over me one last time before he clears his throat and launches into his lecture.

Throughout the ninety-minute class period, I can't seem to focus. My mind keeps straying to that brief interaction, replaying it from different angles, trying to figure out...what? Why was he watching me like that? Why did he insist I take the seat next to his? 

Get a grip, Heather, I scold myself. He's just being friendly to a flustered student. There's no hidden meaning or secret agenda. He's a professor and I'm...well, I'm nothing in his world, really. Just a nameless face in an endless parade of students passing through his classes year after year. That's all I'll ever be.

When class finally ends, everyone scrambles out in a rush while I take my time packing up my bag. I've just shouldered it and turned towards the exit when Professor McMillan calls out, "Miss Wilson? A moment please?"

My heart rate spikes immediately as I spin back around. He's still seated at his usual spot, hands folded on the desk in front of him, watching me expectantly. Did I do something wrong? Surely he knows that was an accident with his seat earlier.

I swallow hard and retrace my steps until I'm standing at the bottom of the platform. "Yes, Professor?"

Those startlingly blue eyes pin me in place, making me feel visible in a way I never have before. "I was wondering if you might be interested in a job opportunity. An assistant position, if you will."

I blink, unable to mask my surprise. "With you?"

He nods once. "Yes, with me. I need a teaching assistant for my introductory courses this semester. Grading assignments, holding office hours, that sort of thing. It would be a paid position, of course, as well as an opportunity to earn extra credit."

My mind spins as I try to process this. Me? As James McMillan's teacher's assistant? The idea is both thrilling and terrifying.

"I...yes, I'd be very interested," I hear myself saying before I can overthink it. "That would be amazing, Professor. Thank you."

A faint smile curves his lips. "Excellent. We can discuss the details later this week, but for now I simply wanted to extend the offer. You have always been an exemplary student."

“You know me?”

“Yes, I have been watching you for a while, chatted to some of your other Professors, and they all say the same thing.” 

His words send a shiver of pleasure down my spine. Me, an exemplary student? Coming from Professor McMillan, those words are high praise indeed. 

“But earlier you asked my name?” 

He smiled, “I said I knew who you were not how you looked.”  

"Thank you, sir," I murmur, unable to keep from beaming. "I really appreciate the opportunity."

He rises from his seat in one fluid motion. "Well then, I'll see you in class on Wednesday, Miss Wilson. Until next time." Giving me a courteous nod, he brushes past me and strides out of the room, leaving me to stare after him with my pulse fluttering wildly.

Could this mean...? No, I scold myself, don't even go there. He's a professor, I'm a student. Anything other than a professional relationship would be completely off-limits. I need to get my mind out of the gutter and just be grateful for this amazing opportunity he's offered me.

Still, I can't resist sneaking one last glance at his retreating form, admiring the effortless confidence in his stride. Get it together, Heather, I chide myself again. You're smarter than this. Don't be just another silly girl with a crush on a handsome teacher.

I take a deep, steadying breath and head for the door, firmly pushing any unprofessional thoughts from my mind. This is my shot to shine, to show Professor McMillan how dedicated and capable I truly am. I can't blow it by letting my hormones take over.

* * *

The rest of the week passes in a daze as I pour all my energy into my classes, paying extra attention in Professor McMillan's lectures. I take pages of meticulous notes, participate eagerly, do all the assigned readings and then some.

Jarred came over once to apologize. He was drunk again. I showed him the door. As for Ally, let’s say our rooming arrangement became very silent. 

Finally, Friday afternoon rolls around, and after my last class I make my way across campus to Professor McMillan's office in the history building. My heart hammers as I approach his door, equal parts nervous and excited. This is really happening.

I pause to steady myself, then give a firm knock.

"Come in," calls a muffled voice from inside. I turn the handle and step into his office, a small but tidy space lined with overflowing bookshelves and wall-to-wall works of art from various historical periods.

Professor McMillan looks up from his desk as I enter, his lips curving in a pleased smile as his gaze meets mine. "Ah, Miss Wilson, right on time. Please, have a seat." He gestures to one of the chairs across from him.

I settle into the offered seat, clutching my bag in my lap like a security blanket. Now that I'm here, face-to-face with him, I'm suddenly nervous in a way I didn't anticipate.

"Thank you for agreeing to take on this role," he begins, folding his hands on the desk. "I must admit, I was impressed by your performance in my class this week. You seem to have a genuine passion for the subject matter."

Heat blooms in my cheeks at his praise. "Thank you, Professor. History has always been a great interest of mine. Especially ancient civilizations - there's so much we have left to uncover about how they truly lived."

He nods, eyes crinkling with approval. "Indeed. And with an attitude like that, I have no doubt you'll make an excellent TA." Retrieving a thick manila folder, he slides it across the desk to me. 

"These are the materials you'll need to familiarize yourself with for the classes you'll be assisting. Syllabus, assignment instructions, office hour schedule, and so on. I'd like you to go through it all this weekend and come prepared with any questions on Monday. We'll also need to determine when would be the best time slots for you to hold your own office hours..."

As he lays out the details and expectations of the role, I listen with rapt attention, nodding along and making notes whenever needed. 

My focus is abruptly shattered by a sudden rumbling that seems to reverberate through the entire building. The floors tremble and books rattle on the shelves around us.

"What the..." Professor McMillan's brow furrows in confusion, but before he can finish his thought, the shaking intensifies into violent quaking. 

"Earthquake!" I cry out in panic as his desk begins skidding across the floor towards us.

"Under the desk!" he shouts, leaping up and lunging around the side of his desk. He grabs my arm and hauls me forcefully under the heavy wooden desk with him just as his pencil cup clatters off and shatters on the floor.

I cling to him blindly, burying my face against his chest as the tremors continue, the awful groaning sound of stressed building materials surrounding us. Books rain down from the shelves, narrowly missing us thanks to the shielding desk.

An ominous cracking boom resonates through the room. With a deafening crash, part of the ceiling collapses inward, raining plaster and support beams down on top of the desk.

I scream in terror as debris rains down, clutching Professor McMillan desperately. He throws his body over mine, shielding me as the wreckage slams against the desk, dust and chunks of drywall pelting us.

Then, just as suddenly as it began, the chaos stills. I'm left coughing and gasping for air in the eerie silence, still wrapped in Professor McMillan's protective embrace. Debris is piled all around and over the top of the desk, effectively locking us in a cramped pocket of space.

"Are you hurt?" His voice is tight with concern as he shifts back just enough to look me over. Dust coats his chiseled features, and his dark hair suddenly grey.

I shake my head wildly, unable to find my voice. My heart thunders in my ears, my entire body trembling with panic. 

"It's okay," he says in a low, soothing tone, giving my arm a reassuring squeeze. "We're alright, just try to breathe."

I nod jerkily, focusing on drawing in a shaky breath, then another. His familiar classroom presence is calming, helping to ground me.

"Good, that's it." He moves over, giving me a bit more space, though we're still crammed rather intimately together under the desk. "I think we're trapped in here for now, so we'll just have to stay put until help arrives."

Panic spikes in my chest again at his words. Trapped? For how long? What if...?

"Hey." His hand finds mine, squeezing firmly to regain my attention. "Everything's going to be fine, Heather. I'm not going to let anything happen to you, alright?"

I mutely search his gaze, finding only reassurance and that unshakable confidence that makes him such a compelling presence. 

"Okay," I murmur, giving his hand a grateful squeeze in return. "I trust you."

He offers me a faint smile, squeezing back. And in that moment, underneath the rubble of his office with him by my side, I really do feel safer than I ever have before.

The next few hours pass in a tense, uneasy limbo. We call out periodically, hoping someone might be able to hear us, but our voices just echo back at us from the pile of debris hemming us in. We managed to dig a small opening to retrieve my water bottle from my backpack and James managed to open his drawer where he kept a few protein bars. 

I'm not sure how long we've been trapped when the first aftershock hits and I cry out as debris rains down, instinctively throwing my arms over my head.

Suddenly James pulls me against him as shards of drywall and splintered wood pelt us from all sides. He hunches over me protectively, tucking my head under his chin as the tremors seem to go on and on.

When at last the violent shaking subsides, I remain frozen, clinging to him with a white-knuckled grip. My breath comes in panicked gasps against his chest.

"Shhh, it's alright. I've got you." His low, steady voice penetrates my panic. One of his hands settles soothingly on the back of my head while the other rubs firm circles between my shoulders. "Just breathe, nice and slow."

I squeeze my eyes shut and focus on the reassuring rumble of his voice, the solid strength of his body shielding me. Slowly, the frantic pounding of my heart begins to still as I match my breaths to the steady rise and fall of his chest.

"There you go, that's it," he murmurs in a tone I've never heard from him before - gentle, soothing, almost tender. "You're safe, Heather. I won't let anything hurt you."

A shuddering exhale escapes me as some of the tension leeches from my muscles. I allow myself to relax fractionally against him, savoring the security of his arms around me. I know it’s inappropriate, that you're not supposed to find comfort and safety in the embrace of your professor, but frankly I don’t care. We survived, are surviving an earthquake and we only have one another to depend on. 

"Thank you," I whisper roughly, my fingers still fisted in the soft fabric of his button-down shirt. "For keeping me safe."

"Of course." 

As the adrenaline fades and exhaustion sets in, I realize I'm still tucked securely against his chest, wrapped in his arms. An awkward flutter stirs in my belly, a reminder of how inappropriate and compromising this position truly is.

Reluctantly, I start to pull back, putting a bit of professional distance between us again. "I, uh...thank you. Again."

He seems to understand, giving a slight nod and loosening his hold, allowing me to resettle on the other side of the cramped desk alcove. I tuck some escaped tendrils of hair behind my ear, keeping my gaze averted.

"You're most welcome." 

An awkward silence stretches between us in the dim enclosure. I search for something, anything to say to fill the void, but comes up empty.

What can I possibly say after what just happened? We were both scared and seeking comfort from a terrible situation. But underneath it all, he's still my professor, and I'm his student. Those lines can't be blurred, no matter how shaken we may be.

Instead, I clear my throat and shift my focus determinedly. "So, uh, the earthquake..." I begin haltingly. "Do you think it was pretty bad out there? Like, caused a lot of damage and everything?"

"Hard to say for certain while trapped in here," he muses, seamlessly taking my change of subject in stride. Always the professor. "Though the initial quake did seem quite substantial, followed by that rather intense aftershock. I'd bet the university sustained its fair share of structural damage, unfortunately." 

He shakes his head, mouth setting in a grim line that's just visible in the low light filtering past the rubble around us. "And of course, that's to say nothing of any potential injuries or...worse. Quakes like that always bring casualties."

A heavy silence follows his somber pronouncement. My throat works as I swallow hard against the disturbing images his words provoke. Surely no one...?

As if reading my mind, James continues in a measured tone, "I'm sure emergency responders are already clearing areas and providing aid wherever it's needed. Not that it makes the situation any easier, but at least we can take some solace knowing that help is on the way. Both for those in need out there, and for us as well."

I nod robotically, appreciating his calm rationality even in the face of such uncertainty and grim possibilities. Somehow, he always finds a way to project reassuring confidence without being blindly optimistic.

"In the meantime, we should do what we can to make ourselves as comfortable as possible." His gaze shifts, surveying our tiny enclosed space with a critical eye. "I know it's quite cramped and the debris makes things even more challenging, but we may be stuck in here for a while yet."

I nod, trying to push aside the queasy dread thinking about being trapped here "for a while" inspires. Taking a slow breath, I force myself to follow his pragmatic lead and assess our surroundings.

It's dim but not pitch black thanks to some light filtering past the haphazard pile of rubble walling us in. The space inside the desk cubby is at least big enough for the two of us to sit with our legs stretched out, our shoulders brushing with any small movement. 

Chunks of drywall, splintered wood, crumpled papers, and shattered office supplies litter the space around us. The air is thick with a choking haze of dust and debris.

"We should try to clear some of this out," I say, pulling my sweater up to cover my nose and mouth. "Make a little more room to breathe."

"Good thinking." Professor McMillan does the same, removing his suit jacket and bunching it over his face as a makeshift filter. 

Then we set to work, carefully shifting, and compacting the lighter debris into one section to carve out a bit more open space. Eventually we're able to clear a few feet of floor space between us, the dusty air slowly clearing as the particulates settle. It's still cramped and uncomfortable, but marginally better than before.

Setting my sweater aside, I catch James observing me with a pensive look on his face. 

"What is it?" I ask self-consciously.

He's quiet for a long moment before replying. "You've handled yourself extremely well through all this, Heather. I must admit, I'm rather impressed with your level head and resilience."

My cheeks flush slightly at the praise, though I can’t resist pointing out, "I wouldn't exactly call clinging to you in a panic resilient, Professor."

One corner of his mouth curves upwards. "Perhaps not in that moment, no. But fear is nothing to be ashamed of when faced with such extraordinary circumstances. The admirable part was how quickly you regained your composure afterwards."

I'm not sure what to say to that, so I simply murmur, "Thank you, sir. I'll try to keep it together going forward as well." 

"I have no doubt that you will." He gives me an approving nod, then settles back against the desk support with a soft grunt. "In the meantime, we might as well get comfortable.”

We spend the next stretch of time going over schedules, assignments, discussion topics and Professor McMillan's expectations. Any lingering awkwardness slowly fades away as we immerse ourselves in the familiar rhythm of teacher and student.

It's oddly...normal, in a way. Despite our wild circumstances, this is just another discussion, another opportunity for me to absorb his knowledge and insights on the subject he's passionate about. At least, it's easy until an errant shaft of dim light hits his face in a certain way, throwing the rugged angles of his chiseled jaw into sharp relief. Then I'll get distracted tracing the strong line of his nose, the firm set of his lips as he speaks, the faint laugh lines crinkling around his eyes whenever he smiles...

No, I firmly tell myself each time, snapping my attention back to his words rather than the enticing physicality of the man speaking them. This is your professor, Heather. The sole relationship you can have with him is that of student and teacher. Anything else is utterly forbidden.

Still, there's just something magnetic about Professor McMillan's presence, even when confined to this glorified closet of rubble and debris. An intensity that commands your focus, demands your full attention.

I'm saved from my wandering mind by a harsh rumbling that seems to reverberate in my very bones. A second aftershock, stronger than the last, begins shaking the ground with violent force.

I cry out as debris once again rains down, showering us in chalky plaster and shards of wood. Instinctively, I throw my arms over my head to shield myself.

Just when I think the tremors can't possibly go on any longer, the floor bucks with one final, jarring convulsion. Something heavy slams against the top of the desk, and the air is abruptly choked with dust and debris as daylight suddenly pierces the enclosure.

I'm frozen, clutching James with a death grip as the chaos eventually subsides into an eerie, unsettling stillness. Dust motes hang heavy in the air, backlit by the jagged hole in the wreckage above us where sunlight now pours through.

"Are you alright?" he says, and his hand comes up to gently brush some plaster dust from my hair. "You're not hurt?"  

I shake my head mutely, still too stunned to find my voice.

Slowly, carefully, he shifts back to put a bit of space between us. His deep blue eyes lock with mine, watching me intently as I gradually regain my equilibrium. 

"Deep breaths," he murmurs. "Just like before, remember? In and out, nice and slow."  

I nod, following his lead and focusing on drawing air rhythmically into my lungs. As the blind panic begins to recede, I become aware that he's cupping one side of my face, his palm cradling my jaw in an intimate manner.

It's...unexpected. Surprising. But also comforting in a way it probably shouldn't be. His touch is grounding me, keeping me tethered in this moment. Preventing my mind from spiraling away into swirling what-ifs and worst-case scenarios.

Just breathe, I tell myself firmly. Only focus on this exact moment. Don't think ahead, don't think behind. Just breathe.

Eventually, the whirlwind in my mind calms to a dull roar. My pulse stops pounding quite so frantically in my ears, and I realize I'm staring openly into Jame’s intense gaze mere inches from my own.

An electric sort of tension stretches taut between us in the small space. There's something profound in his expression, a question or possibility flickering behind his eyes. For one dizzying moment, I wonder wildly if he's going to...if I want him to...?

Then he blinks, giving his head the smallest of shakes, and the moment shatters. Whatever I thought might be about to happen, didn't. 

Clearing his throat, he drops his hand from my face and shifts away, suddenly all brusque professionalism once more. "Right, well. Now that we've weathered that, it may be a good time to..."

I tune out the rest of his words, too intent on studying the bits of dust and plaster still clinging to his thick dark hair. My heart hasn't seemed to get the memo that the moment has passed - it continues pounding with a strange, flustered intensity.

What was that, just now? Did I simply imagine the weighted tension stretching between us, the possibility that he might...?

Resolutely, I tune back into his words, letting the steady cadence of his voice override my wildly speculative thoughts.

"...significant number of debris now cleared," he's saying in that clipped, businesslike tone. "We may be able to get out a call for help through that opening." He gestures up toward the newly sunlit gap in the wreckage over our makeshift shelter.

Shaking off my lingering disorientation, I follow his pointed finger and nod. "Good idea. Maybe someone will be able to hear us this time."

Abandoning my fruitless introspection, I take a deep breath and cup my hands around my mouth. "Hello!?" I shout toward the breach as loudly as I can manage. "Can anyone hear us? We're trapped in here!"

I wait for a beat, straining my ears, but the only sound is that of settling debris and distant sirens wailing outside.

Next to me, James tries as well. "Hello?! We need immediate assistance! This is Professor James McMillan and a student, we're trapped!"

There is no answer, leaving us deflated. 

"I suppose we'll just have to keep trying," he murmurs, more to himself than me. The set of his jaw tightens with frustration. "Someone has to hear us eventually."

I nod, "They'll find us soon," I lie, more for my own reassurance than his. "I'm sure rescue crews are already clearing out the whole area."

Something like resignation flickers across his features before he smothers it, giving me a brisk nod in return. "Let's continue making attempts every few minutes, just to be safe. We should also ration our food and water."

We'll get through this; I tell myself as I work. He'll make sure we're okay until they find us, one way or another. I can endure this, no matter how long it takes, if he's here with me. 

* * *

The hours bleed together in an endless cycle of systematically checking our scant resources, calling out for help until our voices are hoarse, and making futile attempts to get someone's attention through the jagged gap overhead.

I suddenly feel hot. Restless. This can’t be it. Can’t be how I go. Anxious tension overriding everything inside me.  

"Professor?" I croak out during one of the still stretches, my throat raw from yelling. 

He looks up from where he's been resting, back against the desk support, eyes heavy with fatigue. "Yes, Heather? And please call me James."

I hesitate, mouth suddenly bone dry as I steel myself. This is it, the line I can't uncross. But if we truly are awaiting an inevitable, inglorious end down here...why not rid myself of one last burden first?

"If we...I mean, in case we don't..." I stumble over the words, anxiety fluttering in my chest. "There's something I need to ask you. Something inappropriate."

His brow furrows, but he simply nods, watching me carefully. "Go on."

I take a fortifying breath and force out the words all in a rush. "I've never been intimate with a man before. And if this is...the end...then I don't want to die without ever experiencing that. At least once."

The silence that follows is utterly, painfully heavy. His expression is unreadable for several agonizing heartbeats. When he finally speaks, it's in a low, gentle tone. "Heather...you don't know what you're asking."

The room falls silent, as if holding its breath in anticipation. Professor McMillan's expression is unreadable, his eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that threatens to swallow me whole. For a moment, I fear I've overstepped, that he'll reject me outright as he should.

But then, something shifts in his eyes, a glimmer of naked desire that he can't quite hide. "Heather..." he begins, then seems to think better of it, trailing off into silence once more.

I hold my breath, waiting with a pounding heart for him to continue. Castigate me, rebuff me, put me in my place as my professor once more...or something else entirely?

Finally, he releases a slow exhale and reaches out, cupping my cheek with one rough palm. His touch is electric, sending a jolt of awareness tingling across my skin.

"You're sure about this?" he murmurs, holding my widened gaze with an intensity that steals my breath. "There's no going back if we cross this line."

I give the smallest of nods, suddenly unable to find my voice. I am sure, surer than I've been of anything in my life up to this point. If we don't make it out of here...I don't want to die with any regrets.

That seems to be the answer Professor McMillan needed. He leans in achingly slow until his lips are a hairsbreadth from mine. "Then we'd better make it count," he rasps gruffly.

And then, with the barest tilt of his head, he closes the final distance and captures my mouth with his own.

The kiss starts soft, almost tentative, as if he's giving me one last chance to reconsider, to back out. But I don't want to reconsider. I melt into him with a soft whimper, reaching up to fist my hands in his shirt and pull him closer.

With a low rumbling groan, James abruptly deepens the kiss, slanting his mouth more firmly over mine. His other hand comes up to thread into my hair, cradling my skull and tilting my head for better access.

It's like a dam has burst between us, unleashing a torrent of pent-up need and forbidden desire. I clutch him shamelessly, meeting his heated passion with my own in a fevered exchange of lips, tongues, and ragged breaths. My entire universe has contracted down to this man, this scorching moment, this all-consuming ache.

At some point he tugs me flush against him until I'm sprawled across his lap, our bodies pressed dizzyingly close. I can feel the solid plane of his chest, the powerful shift of muscle in his back and arms as they roam over me with growing hunger.

Though I've never experienced anything like this before, my body seems to know exactly what it craves. My hips rock shamelessly against him, chasing that delicious friction, that molten zing of pleasure that's rapidly unravelling me from the inside out.

James groans my name like a prayer, like a plea, trailing blazing kisses along my jaw, my neck, the juncture of my shoulder. I tilt my head back to allow him better access, reveling in the hot brand of his mouth, the electrifying scrape of his stubble against my over sensitized skin.

In this moment, nothing else matters. 

Not our circumstances, not the potential consequences, not even the fragile line we're obliterating between student and teacher. All that exists is the two of us, joined in this primal, feasting embrace.

If the world ended tonight, if we drew our last breaths down here in this tomb of rubble and ruin...at least I would have known this.

He tenderly kisses my neck, his breath hot and heavy against my skin. I shiver beneath his touch, my nerves on fire with anticipation. As he continues to explore my body with his lips, I can feel my resolve weakening. The fear that was once present has now transformed into an intense hunger.

"You're so beautiful," he whispers, his voice thick with lust. "I can't believe I'm the one who gets to experience this with you."

His words send a wave of heat washing over me, causing my cheeks to flush. I bite my lip, trying to contain the overwhelming emotions coursing through me.

He moves his hand down to my side. His fingers graze the curve of my hip, making me gasp softly. 

"You're scared, aren't you?" he asks, his voice laced with concern. "Don't be. I'll go slow, I promise."

I nod, swallowing hard. "I'm scared," I admit, my voice barely above a whisper. "But I want this. I want you."

His eyes soften, and he leans in to kiss me again, more gently this time. "I want you too, Heather," he says. "And I'll make sure it's good for you."

He then begins to undress me, his hands deft and sure as they peel away each layer of clothing. With each item removed, I feel more exposed, more vulnerable...and more turned on.

As he finally exposes my breasts, I can't help but feel self-conscious. But as he takes one of my nipples into his mouth, sucking and licking it with a hunger that makes my knees weak, all thoughts of insecurity flee from my mind.

He moves his hand between my legs, and I can feel the warmth of his fingers through the thin fabric of my underwear. He rubs me gently, his touch sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my body.

I arch my back, pressing myself more firmly against his hand. There is a slight jolt of pain, but it's accompanied by an intense pleasure that I've never experienced before.

He notices my reaction and begins to rub me more firmly, his fingers working their way inside my underwear. I gasp as I feel him probing me, my body tensing up in response.

"It's okay, Heather," he says softly, his voice filled with reassurance. "Just relax and let me take care of you."

I take a deep breath and try to relax, but it's hard when every touch, every caress is sending my senses into overdrive.

He finally manages to push a finger inside me, and I can't help but cry out in both pleasure and pain. It hurts, but it also feels so good that I can't bring myself to stop him.

He continues to work his finger in and out of me, stretching me out as he prepares me for him. The pain begins to fade, replaced by an intense pleasure that leaves me breathless.

He then removes his finger and positions himself at my entrance. I can feel the head of his erection pressing against me, and I know that there's no turning back now.

He thrusts into me, filling me up. The pain is sharp and intense, but it's quickly replaced by an overwhelming sense of pleasure.

He begins to move inside me, his hips rocking back and forth as he thrusts in and out of me. The friction is exquisite, and I can feel every inch of him as he fills me up completely.

He continues to thrust into me, his pace growing faster and more urgent with each passing moment. The pleasure builds inside me, rising higher and higher until it finally explodes in a mind-blowing orgasm that leaves me trembling and gasping for air.

But he is not done. 

He slows down. 

I can feel his massive manhood grow bigger. 

Slowly he pushes deeper. 

And in that moment, I explode again. 

Then with a soft grunt, he releases his seed inside me.

Warm. Wet. Wonderful. 

James collapses on top of me, his chest heaving as he tries to catch his breath. I can feel his heart pounding against my own, and I know that he's just as affected by this as I am.

We lie there together for a few moments, our bodies still connected as we try to come down from the incredible high that we've just experienced.

And as I look up into his eyes, I know that no matter what happens next, this moment will be forever etched into my memory as one of the most incredible experiences of my life.

* * * 

"Hello?" A muffled shout, distant but distinct, somehow cuts through the still silence like a beacon. "Is someone there? Can you hear me?"

We both sit upright, exchanging wide-eyed looks of shock.  

"Yes!" I scream, clambering toward the broken slat of light. "Over here! We're trapped down here!"

More voices join the first, closer now, as heavy debris is shifted aside, and shafts of daylight begin piercing through.  

"Stand back!" A deep, authoritative voice calls out. "We're going to try moving more of this!"

We hastily retreat as far back into our pocket of space as possible.

“We know exactly where you are. It will take us about an hour to get to you. Can you hold out?”

James looks at me as I shout. “Yes, we can.”

“Good! Stay put we will be with you soon.”

As he turns, I grab hold of him.

“Heather?”

“We have another hour,” I say and smile, “Let me show you something that I have experience with.”

He looks at me questioningly, not fully understanding where this sudden boldness is coming from. But I don't give him time to think. I pull him towards me and sit back down on his lap, reaching for the zipper of his pants.

His eyes widen, but he doesn't protest, watching me with a mixture of surprise and desire. I undo his pants and slowly pull out his thickness. It is massive and for a moment I can’t believe that it fitted inside me. 

I look up at him, meeting his gaze with a smirk. "Just one more thing before we get rescued," I say before leaning in and taking him into my mouth.

He gasps, his hands immediately going to my head, tangling in my hair as I slowly begin to suck him off. I can feel him pulsating in my mouth, growing even harder as I swirl my tongue around his girth.

I take him as deep as I can, feeling him hit the back of my throat. I can hear him moaning, his hips bucking ever so slightly as I continue to pleasure him.

But suddenly, his hands are pulling me off of him, his eyes intense as he looks down at me.

"Not yet," he says "I want to take you from behind first."

I nod, my heart pounding in my chest with anticipation. We maneuver ourselves in the small area bent over. I brace myself against the side of the desk.

He moves behind me, pressing against me. I can feel his length, hot and pulsating against me. And then, without warning, he thrusts into me, filling me up in one swift motion.

I cry out in surprise and pleasure, my hands gripping the ground tightly as he begins to move inside me. He thrusts harder and deeper, his fingers digging into my hips as he drives into me, over and over again.

The pleasure is intense. I can feel every inch of him as he stretches me out, filling me up completely.

He pumps into me, his rhythm growing more urgent with each passing moment. The sounds of our sex fill the room, mingling with our ragged breaths and the intense heat between us.

I can feel my orgasm building, rising higher and higher until it finally explodes in a mind-blowing climax that leaves me trembling and gasping for air.

As I come, I can feel him tensing up behind me, his thrusts growing wilder and more frantic. And then, with a deep, guttural groan, he finally reaches his own release.

* * *

A chorus of grunts and metallic groaning pierces the air, followed by an ominous creaking and shifting of rubble. Then, with an earth-shuddering crash, a massive support beam finally gives way, raining down more debris but also creating a wide breach through to our sanctuary.  

I shield my face instinctively as dust billows inward, coughing against the oppressive plume. When the airborne haze finally begins to clear, I find myself staring into the sun-drenched, filthy faces of two burly rescue workers in yellow hard hats.

"Well, I'll be damned," one of them mutters, pulling up his face mask in disbelief. "The crazy kids were right - there are people alive down here!"

The other claps him on the shoulder, shouting back over his shoulder in a hoarse yell. "We got two live ones! Need a backboard and C-spine immobilization, stat!"

The next several moments are a whirlwind of activity as more rescue personnel swarm around the newly created breach. Shafts of daylight and fresh air flood the cramped space as we're hastily examined by EMTs, strapped to backboards, and carefully extracted through the rubble. 

It's a dizzying barrage of shouts, grunts of effort, and urgently murmured medical assessments that I can barely process through my state of stunned disbelief. One minute we were hopelessly entombed underneath a collapsed office building...the next we were being loaded into separate ambulances to receive urgent care and transfer to a field hospital.

Through the chaos and flurry of movement, my eyes somehow manages to lock with Professor McMillan's crystalline blue gaze one last time. He inclines his head in that respectful way I've witnessed him greet every class period, the specter of a knowing look flickering across his filth-streaked features.

His smile is intoxicating. 

In that moment, no words are necessary. We've been through the fire together and made fire together. 

But I also know I will see him again.

And feel him again. 


Laya

Marc's calloused hands roam greedily over my body, his fingers digging almost painfully into the soft curves of my waist and hips. I'm pinned against the cool metal shelves in the dim equipment room, the scent of sweat and disinfectant heavy in the air around us. His muscular frame crushes against me as his mouth attacks mine with bruising intensity.

“I love you,” he says while hungrily kissing my neck. 

It feels so good. My knees buckle somewhat. 

For months, we've been Westfield High's prince and princess - the chiseled football captain and the head cheerleader. Our relationship was the epitome of every teenage dream, fueled by unbridled lust and hormones. At least, that's what I'd believed until this moment.

Marc's possessive kisses grow more aggressive, his grip on me tightening like steel bands. 

I can feel his manhood pressing past his shorts against my hip. It feels massive. Not that I have seen or touched it before. 

Contrary to what the other students believe, I have little experience with sex. In fact, I have no experience. 

Panic flutters in my chest when his wandering hand shoves insistently beneath my skirt. I tear my mouth free with a breathless gasp. "Marc, wait...I'm not ready for that yet."

“I am,” he whispers and retracts his hand from my breasts. He pulls away somewhat and tenderly gets hold of both my hands and lifts them above my head. He kisses me again, while his free hand takes a streak of auburn curls from my face. 

God, it feels good. Wetness engulf my panties. I know I am eighteen. A part of me is ready. Perhaps I should just do it. Everyone is doing it. 

“I love you,” he says again while he loosens the grip on my hands and slowly drifts his hand over my neck and breasts. 

“I love you too,” I say.

The words seem to give him more encouragement. While he holds me firm around my waist he continues his kisses. Then in one quick move, he manages to pull down his shorts far enough to expose his massive cock. He pulls slightly away from me. 

I look down. My eyes are wide. My body is fighting my mind as my hand moves closer. I feel it throb when I cup the tip. It is rock-hard.

“That feels good baby,” he whispers.

I continue sliding down his shaft and slowly going back up, moving his foreskin over the tip of his penis. Marc groans in delight. I have no idea if I am doing it right, but from his reaction, it seems like I am getting it right. I can feel his cock swell in my hand. Then he pulls away.

“Wait I am going to cum,” he whispers and slowly lifts my cheerleader skirt up.

“There are people outside,” I say and then moan softly as his hand rubs over my soaking panties. He ignores me and moves closer. Everything inside me wants him. Deliberately he positions himself between my legs, lifting my one leg up. The tip of his cock presses against my panty. 

“Marc,” I whisper, “Condom?” is all I manage to say before his hand lifts the side of my panty away exposing my wet folds against the tip of his cock. “Marc con…” I do not get the chance to finish my sentence. In one quick thrust, he stretches me open. My eyes widen and my back arch in a sudden jolt of pain. Uncomfortable and weird. He thrust again. My body responds with a jolt of pleasure. 

“I will be careful,” he insists almost breathless as he goes deep again. 

“Slower,” I say as the pleasure is once more transformed into pain.

Pleasure and pain. I have heard from my girlfriends that is to be expected your first time. 

Pleasure and pain. Marc continues. Trying to drive himself as deep as possible inside me. Then suddenly he grunts. 

“Not inside…” I try to warn. I am too late. 

I feel the semen explode and escape from me in one quick second.

“Shit,” is all he manages to say as he thrust one last time.

Less than a minute. Another thing my girlfriends said. The first time never lasts long. 

Marc suddenly retreats without making eye contact. He slips his cock back in his shorts and then turns around to walk away, leaving me with the mess. My heart beats fast, together with a sinking feeling. This was not how I ever envisioned losing my virginity would be. 

“Wait,” I say while trying to fidget my clothes back to something respectable, “Marc you did not use a condom.” I can feel the anxiousness creeping up in me. “Babes?”

“It should be fine,” he says and still refuses to make eye contact with me.

“Marc looks at me,” 

He turns and give me a glance.

“If I get pregnant…”

“Just talk to your girlfriends and go and get the morning-after pill.”

“I think you can get it for me. I don’t want to go to the pharmacy. My parents are friends with the pharmacist.”

Marc shook his head, “Your problem Laya. You should have stopped me,”

“I did!”

“I am late for practice.”

“Marc!”

“Fuck Laya what do you want from me? What do you want me to say?”

“I don’t know. Maybe a it is going to be okay Laya. Perhaps a I love you Laya. We just had sex, my first time in a fucking school storage room.” I can feel the tears swelling up. 

His eyes stare coldly at me. “Sorry, I can’t deal with this. Can’t deal with you right now. I need to focus on the scouts.”

My heart sank, and immediately I knew that this was it for us. Marc got what Marc always wanted. Me. My body. My first time. 

“Marc wait,” I say and grab his arm. 

"For fuck's sake, Laya!" Marc's shout makes me flinch. In the next blazing second, the stinging slap of his palm across my cheek detonates through the small space.

“Fuck look at what you made me do!” he shouts. 

White-hot pain blossoms across my face as I crumple back against the shelves, clutching my searing cheek with a strangled cry. Tears well instantly, my vision blurring as I look up at him in shock and heartbreak. "M-Marc...?"

But he's already storming away, the heavy door slamming behind him with resounding finality. I sink boneless to the dusty floor, harsh sobs wracking my trembling frame as the girl I used to be - infatuated, hopeful, naively trusting - crumbles and dies inside me.

What a way for your first time. 

* * * 

Tears stream down my face as I race homeward, the stark fluorescent streetlamps illuminating the rapidly swelling bruise on my cheek. How could Marc, the guy I've been infatuated with since freshman year, the one I thought loved me, do something so horrible?

By the time I reach my house, my eye is nearly swollen shut and throbbing with pain. Gasping for air, I stumble up the porch steps, only to find a familiar figure sitting there.

"Laya?" Donovan, my brother's best friend from college, peers at me with concerned hazel eyes. "What the hell happened?"

Of course, he's here for the weekend to attend his father's funeral back home after stopping by our place. With my brother still away at school and my parents in Italy, Donovan has the guest room to himself. I remember the first time I met Donovan two years ago at my brother's graduation party. He was the tall, broad-shouldered guy with an easy smile and a protective streak. His dark hair and hazel eyes had caught my attention immediately, but it was his kindness and the way he treated my brother like family that really stood out.

I swipe at my teary eyes, though it does little to clear my blurred vision. "It's... it was Marc. We got into a fight and he... he hit me."

Donovan's expression darkens, but he keeps his tone gentle. "Come on, let's get you cleaned up inside."

Donovan guides me into the bathroom, his warm hand on my back offering comfort and support. The familiar scent of his cologne, a mix of sandalwood and something uniquely him, fills the small space, grounding me. As he gently cleans the cut on my cheekbone, I study his face, noticing the sorrow etched into his features for the first time tonight.

"I'm so sorry about your dad," I murmur, struck by his grief and my own self-centered reaction.

He gives me a sad smile, placing a tender hand on my unhurt cheek. "You've got nothing to apologize for, Lay. I can't imagine what kind of asshole would want to hurt you."

"He..." I bite down on my lip.

"He what?"

I shake my head, unable to continue.

"He what, Laya?" Donovan's voice gets firmer, a mix of concern and insistence.

Tears fill my eyes, and I'm unable to speak.

"What did he do?"

I take a deep breath and steady myself. "We had sex. He didn't use a condom. I can't get pregnant."

Donovan looks at me for a moment. I fear condemnation, but his eyes are full of empathy. "Was it your first?" he asks, holding my hand.

I nod, feeling a fresh wave of shame wash over me.

"I'm sure you'll be okay, but to make doubly sure, I'll quickly go to the pharmacy and pick you up something."

"They know me at the pharmacy," I sob, the embarrassment hitting me hard.

Donovan smiles softly. "Laya, don't worry. They don't know me. Make yourself a cup of something warm, and I'll be back in a few minutes."

His kind words unleash a fresh wave of tears that he catches with tender thumbs. Without thinking, I lean into his embrace, burying my face in the comforting crook of his neck. Donovan simply holds me, strong arms enveloping my shaking frame, as I finally allow myself to come undone.

We stay like that for what feels like an eternity, my tears soaking through his shirt, his hands rubbing soothing circles on my back. When I finally pull away, there's a heavy tension in the air, a crackling sort of energy I've never noticed with Donovan before. His eyes search mine, and for a moment, it feels like the world has shrunk to just the two of us.

"I need to go," he says softly, but his arms don't let go just yet.

He moves in closer and kisses me on my forehead. Then he steps back, his eyes lingering on mine. "I'll be back soon," he promises.

I watch him stroll away, the weight of everything that's happened settling on my shoulders. I make my way to the kitchen, the silence of the house pressing in on me. I fill the kettle and wait for it to boil, my mind a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions.

* * *

"Do you want to talk about it?" Donovan asks softly, brushing a stray tear from my cheek. We're sitting next to one another in the living room, the space dimly lit by a single table lamp casting a soft glow.

The living room is cozy and familiar, with worn, comfortable furniture and family photos adorning the walls. The couch we're on is a faded blue, its cushions sagging from years of use. The coffee table in front of us is cluttered with old magazines and my brother's discarded textbooks. The faint hum of the refrigerator from the kitchen adds a background noise that feels oddly comforting.

I glance at Donovan, taking in his steady presence. His hazel eyes, full of concern and a hint of exhaustion, meet mine. I’m glad he's here, especially tonight. He's always been someone I could rely on, someone who makes me feel safe. His dark hair is slightly tousled, and his strong, broad shoulders seem to carry the weight of the world with such ease. It's in moments like these that I realize just how much his kindness and strength mean to me.

I shake my head, my voice barely a whisper. "Not right now. I just... part of me... wishes..." Tears fill my eyes again, blurring my vision. How did everything go so wrong? Losing my virginity to Marc was supposed to be special, a moment of love and trust. Instead, it feels like a terrible mistake, a memory tainted by his carelessness and aggression. I wanted my first time to be with someone who truly cared about me, not someone who would hurt me.

Donovan nods, his expression understanding. "You don't have to figure it all out tonight."

His reassurance wraps around me like a warm blanket, and I nod, feeling a small spark of hope amidst the pain. "Thank you, Donovan. For everything."

He squeezes my hand gently. "Anytime, Lay. I'm here for you. Always."

We sit in silence for a few moments, the weight of the evening hanging in the air. The warmth of Donovan's hand in mine and the steady rhythm of his breathing begin to soothe my frazzled nerves. I lean back into the couch, closing my eyes for a moment, trying to find some semblance of peace.

"I still can't believe he did that to you," Donovan murmurs, his voice filled with a mix of anger and sadness. "You deserve so much better."

"I know," I say softly, opening my eyes to look at him. "But right now, it just hurts so much."

He nods, understanding in his eyes. "It will get better, I promise. And until it does, I'm here. You're not alone, Laya."

Those words, simple yet profound, make me feel a little less lost. I grip his hand a bit tighter, grateful for his presence. "I don't know what I'd do without you," I admit, my voice barely above a whisper.

Donovan's expression softens, and he leans in closer, his presence a comforting balm to my wounded heart. "You'll never have to find out," he says quietly. "I'm not going anywhere."

The words hang in the air, filled with a promise that feels like a lifeline. For the first time tonight, I feel a glimmer of safety, knowing that Donovan is by my side.

I feel his pinky touch my hand. It feels good. We stay like that for a few moments in silence.

Then I react, putting my hand in his. His hands feel warm and strong, a comforting solidity amidst the chaos of my emotions. The roughness of his calluses contrasts with the gentleness of his touch, and it grounds me, bringing a sense of security.

We continue in silence, just our hands intertwined. My heart beats faster, each thump echoing in my ears.

What am I doing? This is my brother's best friend. He just lost his father. Surely, this isn't right. I just had sex for the first time. But my heart and mind are in the moment. Despite all the internal protesting, this feels right. Safe. Good.

I glance at Donovan, his profile outlined by the soft lamp light. His eyes are closed, and he looks so peaceful. There's a vulnerability there, a glimpse of the weight he's carrying. My heart aches for him, for the pain he's enduring, and for the turmoil I'm adding to his already heavy burden.

Yet, as our fingers entwine, I can't deny the comfort it brings me. In this small, intimate gesture, there's a connection, a silent understanding that we both need this. His presence is a balm to my raw emotions, his touch a lifeline pulling me back from the brink.

I squeeze his hand lightly, and he responds with a gentle squeeze of his own. The simplicity of the gesture is profound.

The room feels smaller, cozier, as if it's just the two of us against the world. My thoughts swirl conflicted yet certain that this moment, this connection, is something real, something I need to hold onto. Despite the chaos, the uncertainty, and the pain, there’s a flicker of hope, a spark of something more.

Donovan's eyes open slowly, meeting mine with a softness that takes my breath away. There's no need for words; the silent exchange speaks volumes. In his gaze, I see understanding, empathy, and something else.

Perhaps it's the rawness of our shared vulnerability. Or the realization that he's the first person who's shown me true compassion. But suddenly, I'm very aware of how close we are, how warm his body feels against mine, and the way his gaze has dropped to my trembling lips.

Then, like a striking match, something ignites between us.

One moment, I'm drowning in Donovan's tender gaze; the next, his mouth slants over mine in a scorching, desperate kiss. Unlike the bruising force of Marc's assault, Donovan's lips move with a featherlight reverence that sends shivers down my spine.  

I should stop this, my mind screams, even as my body arches against his solid frame.

But God, I've never been kissed like this before - like I'm something precious to be cherished and savored.

When his tongue slips past my parted lips to tangle with mine, I moan softly into his mouth. Before I can second-guess myself, I'm walking us backwards toward my bedroom, our heated kisses growing more frantic with each step.

Somewhere between hitting the mattress and Donovan's calloused hands tenderly undressing me, reality blurs. All I can focus on is the exquisite feeling of his weight pressing me into the sheets, the rasp of his stubble trailing fire along my neck and collarbone.

"Laya..." he rumbles, the sound of my name on his lips making me shiver. "You're so beautiful. Are you sure about this? After what happened? I also don’t have a condom.”

I answer by capturing his mouth in another searing kiss, my fingers tangling in his tousled hair to pull him closer. Because I've never been more certain of anything - I need Donovan's tenderness to eclipse the hurt and shame left by Marc's actions. I need to feel treasured again.

“I am sure,” I manage to say between desperate breaths. 

The tenderness in Donovan's eyes turns my insides to molten lava as he reaches down to brush a thumb over my swollen lips. He leans forward, his breath hot on my ear as he nips at my earlobe, eliciting a gasp from deep within my throat.

My hands tremble as I grasp onto his broad shoulders, the muscles rippling beneath my fingertips. 

"Oh God, Donovan," I whimper, my voice barely audible as he begins to place soft, teasing kisses on my inner thighs, inching ever closer to where I need him most.

Donovan looks up at me from between my legs, a smile playing at the corners of his lips. "I've been wanting to taste you since the moment I first saw you," he rasps, his voice thick with lust.

And then, without warning, he dives in, his expert tongue sweeping up my slit and swirling around my clit with such precise pressure that I nearly scream in pleasure. I feel my body start to spasm uncontrollably as he continues to lap at me, his skilled mouth pushing me higher and higher until I can barely breathe.

Donovan's fingers join the party, sliding easily into my wetness as he keeps up the relentless assault on my clit. I can feel my orgasm building deep within me, threatening to tear me apart at the seams.

Suddenly, Donovan pulls back, his breath coming in short, rapid gasps. "You are so wet for me."

He dives back in, his tongue sliding up and down my swollen folds, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. Just as I think I can't take it anymore, he plunges a finger deep inside me, curling it up against the magical spot that sends me spiraling over the edge.

My body convulses, my folds clamping down hard around his finger as I scream his name, my orgasm washing over me like a tidal wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure. Donovan keeps going, riding out my orgasm with long, slow strokes of his finger until I am completely spent, my limbs shaking uncontrollably.

Slowly, I begin to come back down to earth, my breath coming in ragged gasps as I try to catch my breath. Donovan looks up at me, his eyes filled with so much desire that it takes my breath away.

"Donovan," I manage to say, my voice hoarse from screaming. "That was..."

He grins up at me, his fingers still gently stroking my swollen clit. "Just wait until I get inside you," 

Before I can respond, he pulls his finger out of me and begins to unbutton his shirt, revealing a chest that is covered in a light dusting of hair. I watch, mesmerized, as he undoes his pants and pulls them down, revealing a massive cock that is already fully erect.

I can feel my eyes go wide as I take in the sight of him. I had no idea how big he was - it's like he could fill me up completely, and then some. I can feel my heart rate quicken as I reach out tentatively to wrap my hand around his thick shaft.

It's even more massive than I thought it would be, and I have to squeeze my fingers together tightly just to make it around him. I do not know how I will be able to handle him. Marc was big. This is monstrous. As I start to slowly stroke him, I can see the muscles in his neck tense up, his chest heaving with each rapid breath.

"Laya," he moans, his voice thick with lust. "That feels so good."

Emboldened by his reaction, I lean down and tentatively run my tongue along the underside of his cock, from the base all the way up to the sensitive head. Donovan's entire body shudders in pleasure, and he lets out a low growl that sends a shiver down my spine.

Feeling more confident now, I take him into my mouth, wrapping my lips around his thick shaft and sliding down as far as I can go. I can taste the precum. I can hear him gasping for breath above me, his hands gripping tightly onto my hair as I begin to suck him off with slow, deliberate strokes.

As I continue to work my own magic on him, I can feel my arousal starting to build once again. I can't resist sliding a hand down between my legs to start rubbing my swollen clit, desperate for some relief from the intense pleasure that is building up inside me.

Donovan must sense what I'm doing, because he suddenly pulls away from me, his cock sliding out of my mouth with a loud, wet pop. "Turn around," he commands, "I want to see that perfect ass of yours."

I do as he says, turning over onto my hands and knees and arching my back to present my ass to him. I can hear him moving behind me, and then I feel his hands on my hips, pulling me back against him.

I lost my breath when I feel his thick manhood pressing up against me. I turn and find his eyes.

“I will be gentle,” he says.

To my surprise, his cock slides easily into my wet pussy, filling me up completely and pushing me forward onto my hands. I can feel his body pressed up against mine, his chest hot against my back as he starts to thrust into me, his cock sliding in and out of me with slow, deliberate strokes.

"Laya," he moans, his breath hot against my ear as he continues to pump in and out of me. "You feel so good."

As he continues to thrust into me, I can feel my arousal building once more. I can hear the wet, slapping sound of our bodies slamming together, punctuated by Donovan's deep, guttural moans of pleasure.

Suddenly, he pulls out of me, leaving me feeling strangely empty. Before I can protest, Donovan's strong hands grasp my thighs, turning me over on my back. His fingers slide easily into my soaking wet pussy, stretching me open and preparing me for what's to come.

He positions himself on top of me, the head of his massive cock pressing up against my wetness.

"Are you sure about this? Like I said before, I don’t have protection," he asks,

"Yes," I gasp, my body trembling with anticipation. "I want you to take me like you've never taken anyone before. I don’t care."

He doesn't need any more encouragement than that. With a deep, guttural growl, he thrusts into me, filling me up completely and pushing me back into the soft matrass. There is a jolt of pain, but it quickly fades away, replaced by a deep, all-consuming pleasure that radiates out from my folds and envelops my entire body.

Donovan starts to thrust into me with long, slow strokes, each one pushing me higher and higher until I am completely lost in the sensations that are coursing through me. I can hear him moaning my name above me, his hands gripping tightly onto mine as he continues to pump in and out of me.

Suddenly, I can feel the familiar stirrings of an orgasm building up deep within me. I can hear my own voice gasping and moaning as I teeter on the edge, my body shaking uncontrollably with the intensity of the pleasure that is coursing through me.

Donovan can sense what's happening, and he starts to thrust into me with even more urgency, each stroke pushing me closer and closer to the edge. I can feel the tension building up inside me until it finally snaps, sending me spiraling over the edge into another orgasm.

As I scream out in pleasure, I can feel Donovan's cock throbbing inside me, his release hot and pulsing as he fills me up completely. He moans my name above me, his body shaking uncontrollably with the intensity of his own orgasm.

For a long while, we simply lay tangled together, bodies slick with sweat and our mingled cries still hanging in the air. Eventually, Donovan props himself up on one arm to gaze down at me with heavy-lidded, adoring eyes.

"You okay?" he murmurs, brushing a damp tendril of hair from my forehead.

Unable to find the words to convey the euphoric fullness in my heart, I simply nod and offer him a trembling smile. He returns it with a look so unbearably tender that fresh tears prick my eyes.

Then Donovan's mouth is on mine again, his kiss slow and deep, achingly sweet. My fingers thread through his sweat-dampened hair as I open myself fully to his comforting affections.

In his arms, I finally feel whole and cherished again.

That sense of security, of being truly seen and desired, carries me through the night. We make love again with languid tenderness, bodies intertwined as if we were made to fit together in this most intimate way. And when the first rays of dawn peek through my curtains, I'm cradled in the protective circle of Donovan's embrace, utterly sated and at peace.

* * *

The distant rumble of a car in the driveway rouses me, and I smile up at Donovan's slumbering face, committing every chiseled plane and freckle to memory. I press one final, lingering kiss to his lips before reluctantly slipping from the covers.

As I stand nude before my bedroom mirror, examining the fading imprint of Donovan's passion tattooed across my skin, I find myself grinning. This man, with his kindness and compassion, has reminded me of my self-worth in the most beautifully physical way possible.

With a contented sigh and one last, wistful glance at Donovan's sleeping form, I gather my clothes and quietly slip from the bedroom. My body still hums with the afterglow of our lovemaking, my steps light as I make my way to the bathroom to shower.

As the steaming water sluices over my tingling skin, I can't help but replay the events of last night—the devastation of Marc's betrayal, quickly overshadowed by the tenderness of Donovan's healing touch. My fingers trail over the love bites peppering my neck and breasts, and I shiver at the memory of his scorching kisses, his reverent caresses.

I know our night together was likely just a fleeting moment, born of shared vulnerability and longing for comfort. Donovan has his whole life and career ahead of him. But still, some tiny part of me sparks with hope that this incredible connection could blossom into something more.

Pushing those thoughts aside for now, I finish my shower and return to my room to dress for school. I can't stop the giddy grin that lights up my face as I catch Donovan still fast asleep amid my rumpled sheets. He looks so peaceful, so heartachingly beautiful in the warm morning light.

On an impulse, I scribble out a quick note thanking him for everything and promising to be there for him during this hard time, just as he was for me. I tuck it into his hand with one final, featherlight kiss to those perfect lips.

Then, before I can be tempted to wake him for one more heated embrace, I force myself to grab my backpack and slip out into the hall. I pause at the top of the stairs, running a hand over the fading mark on my cheek as I soak in the memories of Donovan's healing touch one last time. My smile returns, brighter than ever, as I turn to face the new day.

For the first time in forever, I feel empowered and in control of my own path forward. No longer a naive girl blindly following the status quo, but a young woman embracing life and love on her own uncompromising terms.

And above all first-times can come more than once.


Kim

The cameras flashed incessantly as I stepped up to the podium, the bright lights almost blinding me. My face was flushed from the grueling three-set match I had just lost. Sweat still glistened on my skin, and my muscles ached from the exertion of the day's battle on the court.

The press room buzzed with energy, filled with reporters and photographers eagerly awaiting my comments.

Playing on hard courts was never easy.

Winning was even more difficult.

But I should have won. I knew it, and the press was not going to let me off easily.

"Kim, can you tell us what went wrong out there today?" a reporter shouted, his voice cutting through the press room.

I took a deep breath, trying to compose my thoughts. "I think I just got a little tight towards the end," I said, my voice trembling slightly. "My opponent played a great match, and I didn't execute my game plan as well as I should have."

"But you were up a break in the third set," another reporter chimed in. "What happened? Did the pressure get to you? She is a qualifier ranked number two-hundred-and-thirty-one."

I bristled at the implied accusation, but I knew they were just doing their jobs. "Look, I'm human," I said, trying to keep my voice even. "I made some mistakes, and she capitalized on them. That's tennis. Does not matter where you rank. On the day anyone can win. Sadly, today I got beaten."

A reporter near the front leaned forward, glancing at his notes. "Kim, you played a much more powerful striker today, yet you managed to win the first set with your speed and agility. How did you do that?"

I smiled slightly, appreciating the recognition of my efforts. "Yes, she's incredibly strong, but I knew I had to use my speed to my advantage. I tried to stay light on my feet and make her move around the court as much as possible. It worked well in the first set."

As I answered, I reached up to tie back my long raven hair, struggling to tuck it neatly under the white tennis cap I was wearing. 

“Do you think after this setback you can still reach the number one ranking at the end of the year?” the reporter continued.

I shrugged, “I don’t want to take things too far down the road and only concentrate on one game at a time.”

There was a brief silence, and then a voice from the back of the room piped up. "Kim, can you comment on the rumors about your recent breakup with Jason Reynolds? Did that have any impact on your performance today?"

I felt my stomach drop. The last thing I wanted to talk about was my personal life, especially the messiness of my failed relationship with Jason, my former boyfriend and fellow pro tennis player. "I'd rather not comment on that," I said curtly, my jaw clenched. "My private life is just that – private."

A different reporter jumped in. "Kim, you and Jason were voted the sexiest sporting celebrities for two years running. Does it add any pressure to live up to that kind of public image?"

I forced a smile, trying to keep my composure. "It's flattering, of course, but on the court, it's all about the game. The public image is just a part of the job, but it doesn't define who I am as a player."

The questions kept coming, but I had already checked out mentally. All I could think about was how disappointed my dad had looked from the stands and how much I had let him down. The press room, with its stark white walls and buzzing fluorescent lights, felt suffocating.

Mercifully, the press conference ended, and I made a beeline for the exit, shouldering past the reporters and their endless inquiries. I just needed to get out of there, to find some peace and quiet, and regroup before facing the inevitable wrath of my father. 

But this was simply not my lucky day.

As I emerged from the press room, I spotted my dad pacing back and forth in the dimly lit hallway, his face a mask of frustration. Disappointed that I did not get a few minutes to gather my thoughts I walked towards him. He was a tall, imposing figure with a stern expression, his greying hair and deep-set eyes adding to his authoritative presence. He caught my eye and gestured for me to follow him, and we made our way to a secluded corner of the stadium, away from prying eyes.

"What the hell was that out there, Kim?" he demanded, his voice low but laced with anger. His fists were clenched at his sides, and I could see the veins in his neck bulging.

I flinched at his tone, feeling like a scolded child. "I'm sorry, Dad," I said, my voice small. "I just… I don't know what happened. I had it under control, and then I just let it slip away."

Frank shook his head, his jaw set in a hard line. "That's not good enough. You know how important this tournament was. You were the favorite to win it, and now you've blown your chance," he paused a moment and then turned towards me with cold eyes, "Is it about Jason? Are the rumors true that he broke up with you?"

I nodded, hoping my shit show of a love life was enough to divert my dad’s anger.

“And that the reason he broke up with you is that you are still a virgin and did not want to sleep with him?”

My heart fell into my stomach, and the blood drained from my face. “Dad, I don’t want to discuss…”

“Fuck, Kim! Everything…” he moved in closer and dropped his voice, “Everything I sacrificed was for you to be a champion. I do not care who you fuck or suck in your free time, but if that ever interferes with you playing again, then we are done.”

“Dad I thought that not sleeping around would make you proud,” I felt tears pricking at the corners of my eyes, but I blinked them away furiously. I couldn't afford to show any weakness, not in front of my father.

He shook his head, “You are almost twenty-one, I only care about what you do on the court.”

"I'll do better next time," I said, my voice thick with emotion. "I promise." My words felt empty and hollow, like a desperate plea rather than a sincere commitment.

He fixed me with a steely gaze. "You'd better," he said, his words cutting deep. "Because if you don't start living up to your potential, you're never going to make it to the top."

With that, he turned on his heel and rushed away, leaving me standing there alone, feeling utterly dejected and overwhelmed. The harsh stadium lights seemed to accentuate my sense of failure, casting long, unforgiving shadows. I took a shaky breath, willing myself not to cry, and then headed for the exit. I needed to get out of this place, to find somewhere I could lick my wounds in peace.

As I walked away, my mind raced with thoughts of inadequacy and self-doubt. How could I have let this happen? Why couldn't I hold it together when it mattered most? The pressure of living up to my father's expectations was crushing, and I felt the weight of it bearing down on me with every step. I knew I had to find a way to regain my confidence, to prove to myself and to my father that I could rise above this setback. But for now, all I wanted was to escape the suffocating atmosphere of the stadium and find a quiet place where I could let my guard down, if only for a moment.

* * *

The hotel lobby was a welcome respite from the chaos of the day. The elegant space was adorned with marble floors and high ceilings, featuring grand chandeliers that cast a warm, golden light over the room. Plush armchairs and sofas were arranged in cozy clusters, inviting guests to relax and unwind. Tall, potted plants added a touch of greenery, and the scent of fresh flowers subtly perfumed the air.

I sank into one of the armchairs, letting out a long, shuddering sigh as the weight of the day's events finally caught up with me. I had changed out of my tennis gear and into a pair of comfortable leggings and a loose-fitting shirt, but the physical and emotional toll of the match still lingered. My muscles ached, and my mind was a whirlwind of self-doubt and disappointment. Tomorrow, we would hop on a plane to Paris, then Istanbul, then Rome. Endless tournaments.

As I sat there, staring blankly into the flickering flames of the lobby's fireplace, I became vaguely aware of a timid voice approaching.

"Excuse me, Miss Yang?" A hotel worker, a young Korean-American woman, stood before me with a little girl clinging to her leg. The woman looked nervous, her eyes darting around as if expecting reprimand at any moment. "My daughter is a big fan. We are also Korean and she started playing tennis a year ago. Could we possibly get a picture?"

Before I could respond, a stern-looking hotel manager swooped in, his face set in a frown. "This is highly unprofessional," he said sharply. "You could lose your job for this."

The woman looked stricken, but I quickly interjected. "It's okay," I said, standing up and offering a reassuring smile. "I don't mind at all."

The manager hesitated, then gave a curt nod and stepped back. I knelt down to the little girl's level, her eyes wide with awe. "What's your name?" I asked gently.

"Ji-woo," she whispered, her tiny voice barely audible.

"Hi, Ji-woo. It's nice to meet you," I said, smiling as I posed for a photo with her. The little girl beamed, and I felt a small flicker of joy amidst my lingering sadness.

“Do you play tennis?”

She nods.

“Then I hope to see you on the court one day. Remember to practice hard,” I said and felt the little girl's arms fall around my neck as she gives me long hug. 

After the photo, the mother thanked me profusely. "Thank you so much, Miss Yang.”

“Please call me Kim. It is only a pleasure. Do you perhaps have an address for me? I would love to send Ji-woo some tennis gear if you do not mind?”

The mother nodded and quickly scribbled down her address on a piece of paper. “You're so kind. And..." she hesitated, then added softly, "You're better off without that man."

Her words took me by surprise, and I blinked in astonishment. "Thank you," I managed to say, feeling a strange mix of gratitude and bewilderment. It was odd to hear such personal comments from a stranger, yet her sincerity was touching.

As they walked away, I made my way towards the lobby bar, seeking some solitude. The bar area was equally luxurious, with dark wood paneling, leather stools, and shelves lined with an impressive array of spirits. Soft lighting created an intimate atmosphere, and the quiet hum of conversation filled the space.

Luckily no one noticed me. As I settled into another armchair near the bar, I became vaguely aware of the sound of a piano drifting through the air. It was a mournful, melancholic tune, perfectly mirroring the heaviness in my heart.

I turned my gaze toward the source of the music and saw a man seated at the baby grand piano in the corner of the lobby closest to me. He was tall and lean, with tousled blonde hair that fell artfully over his forehead and a smattering of stubble lining his chiselled jawline. His piercing blue eyes were focused on the keys, and there was a depth to his expression that hinted at a world of emotion beneath the surface. His fingers danced across the keys with effortless grace, coaxing out each haunting note with a tenderness that seemed at odds with his rugged appearance.

As I watched him, transfixed by the raw emotion he poured into his playing, I felt something shift within me. The weight on my shoulders seemed to lighten ever so slightly, and I found myself drawn to the melody, letting it wash over me like a soothing balm.

The pianist must have sensed my gaze because he glanced up, his eyes meeting mine for the briefest of moments. He offered me a small, knowing smile, as if he could see straight into my soul and recognize the turmoil that raged there. Then, without breaking eye contact, he launched into a new song, this one more upbeat and hopeful.

I felt the corners of my mouth turn up ever so slightly as the music wrapped around me, lifting my spirits and easing the tension that had coiled itself around my heart. For the first time that day, I felt a glimmer of peace, a fleeting moment of respite from the weight of my own expectations and the disappointment of those around me.

As the final notes faded into silence, the pianist stood up and walked over to me, closing the distance with a few confident strides. He turned his attention back to me, his eyes twinkling with a hint of mischief. "Rough day?" he asked, his voice a rich baritone that sent a shiver down my spine.

I nodded, suddenly at a loss for words in the face of his disarming charm.

He flashed me a crooked grin, and my heart skipped a beat. "Well, hopefully that helped a little," he said, gesturing toward the piano. "Music has a way of soothing the soul, even if just for a moment."

I managed a small smile, feeling strangely at ease in his presence. "It did," I said softly. "Thank you."

He inclined his head in a slight bow, his eyes never leaving mine. "My pleasure," he murmured and took a glass of water before returning to the piano.

* * *

The hotel bar was starting to wind down for the night, the last few stragglers nursing their final drinks before heading off to their rooms or venturing out into the city streets. I was one of those stragglers, nursing a glass of red wine as I tried to sort through the tumultuous emotions that had consumed me throughout the day.

Despite my best efforts, I couldn't shake the disappointment and self-doubt that had settled like a heavy weight on my shoulders. I kept replaying the match in my mind, analyzing every misstep, every missed opportunity, until my head was spinning with recriminations.

Not to mention the breakup with Jason. And his constant pressuring to take things to the next level. I got that he was just a dude. And that dudes like to have sex, but I thought we were playing a longer game. I did pretty much all the other sexual stuff a good girlfriend would do, but clearly that was not enough for him. 

I shook my head and took another sip of wine, savoring the rich, fruity flavor as it coated my tongue. Perhaps it was the alcohol, or perhaps it was simply the weariness of the day, but I found my gaze drifting once again toward the piano player in the corner.

He was still there, his nimble fingers dancing across the keys with effortless grace, coaxing out a lilting melody. 

Before I could overthink it, I found myself rising from my seat and making my way toward him, drawn in by some inexplicable force that I couldn't quite put my finger on. As I approached, the music seemed to swell around me, enveloping me in a warm embrace that chased away the lingering chill of self-doubt.

"Hey there," he said. Up close, I could see the faint laugh lines etched around his eyes, and the way his brow furrowed ever so slightly as he lost himself in the music.

"Hi," I replied, feeling suddenly shy and self-conscious under the weight of his piercing gaze. "I, uh... I just wanted to say that your playing is beautiful."

He quirked an eyebrow, his lips curling into a crooked grin that made my heart flutter. "Why, thank you," he said, his tone tinged with amusement. "I'm glad you're enjoying it."

I nodded, feeling a flush creep into my cheeks. "It... it really helped me take my mind off things tonight."

His expression softened, and he regarded me with a look of genuine curiosity. "Oh? Sounds like you've had a tough day."

I let out a chuckle, running a hand through my hair. "You could say that."

He studied me for a moment, those mesmerizing blue eyes seeming to bore straight into my soul. "Well, in that case," he said at last, "let me play you something special."

With that, he turned back to the piano, his fingers poised over the keys like a surgeon preparing for a delicate operation. And then, slowly at first, he began to play.

The melody that spilled forth was unlike anything I'd ever heard before. I found myself transfixed, my breath caught in my throat as the notes washed over me in a soothing tide. As the final chords faded into silence, I realized that tears had begun to slide down my cheeks.

"That was... incredible," I barely managed to utter. 

He returned my smile, his eyes shining with a quiet understanding. "I'm glad you enjoyed it."

The bar had almost emptied out, leaving a quiet, intimate atmosphere. He was sitting close now, just a few feet away, making it easy to continue our conversation without raising our voices.

"Do you come here often?" I asked, trying to keep the conversation going, not wanting the moment to end.

"Whenever I'm in town," he replied. "I like the ambiance here. Plus, it's a good place to play and clear my head."

I nodded, understanding completely. "I can see why. It's... peaceful."

He leaned back slightly, regarding me with a thoughtful expression. "So, what brings you here tonight? Besides the need to unwind?"

I hesitated for a moment, then decided to open up. "I'm a tennis player. I had a tough match today, and I just needed a place to escape for a bit."

He nodded, his expression empathetic. "I see. Well, I hope my music helped."

"It did," I said sincerely. "More than you know."

We sat in companionable silence for a few moments, the crackling of the fire and the distant murmur of conversation creating a soothing backdrop. For the first time in a long while, I felt a sense of calm wash over me, as if the weight of the day's disappointments was finally beginning to lift.

"Thank you," I said again, feeling the need to express my gratitude. "For the music, and for listening."

He smiled, a genuine warmth in his eyes. "Anytime. It's not often I get to play for someone who appreciates it so much."

We lapsed into a comfortable silence, the weight of shared emotion hanging between us like a gossamer thread. I found myself studying him more intently, taking in the way the low lighting cast shadows across the sharp planes of his face, accentuating the strength of his jawline and the intensity of his gaze.

"I'm Matt, by the way," he said at last, breaking the spell.

I blinked, his words jolting me back to reality. "Kim," I replied, holding out my hand.

He took it, his grip firm and warm, and gave it a gentle squeeze. "Well, Kim," he said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur, "how would you feel about getting out of this stuffy hotel for a bit? I know a great little spot where we can grab a nightcap and maybe enjoy a bit of fresh air."

I should have hesitated, should have politely declined and retreated to the safety of my room. But there was something about Matt, something in the way he looked at me that made me want to throw caution to the wind and embrace the unexpected connection we had forged.

So, instead of retreating, I found myself nodding, a spark of excitement flickering to life in my chest. "Lead the way," I said, offering him a tentative smile.

He grinned, looking for all the world like a mischievous imp who had just gotten his way. "Excellent," he said, rising from the piano bench and offering me his arm. "Trust me, you're in for a treat."

And with that, we ventured out into the cool night air, leaving the confines of the hotel behind and stepping into the unknown together.

The city streets were alive with vibrant energy, even in the early hours of the morning. Matt and I strolled side by side, our footsteps in sync as we meandered through the winding paths and alleyways, letting the sights and sounds of the night wash over us.

At first, we walked in comfortable silence, content to simply bask in each other's presence and the thrum of the city around us. But gradually, conversation began to flow, and I found myself opening up to this intriguing stranger in a way I hadn't with anyone in a long time.

"So, what's the craziest thing you've ever done after a match?" Matt asked, his eyes sparkling with curiosity.

I laughed, the sound light and freeing. "Honestly? Probably this," I admitted. "I'm usually too tired to do anything but collapse in my hotel room."

He chuckled, nodding. "I get that. But sometimes you just need to break the routine, right?"

"Exactly," I agreed, feeling a warm connection forming between us.

As we rounded a corner, Matt suddenly stopped, his hand gently grabbing my arm. "Here we are," he said, a mischievous twinkle in his eye.

I followed his gaze to a dimly lit courtyard, tucked away from the hustle and bustle of the main streets. In the center stood a wrought-iron gazebo, draped in twinkling fairy lights that cast a warm, inviting glow over the surrounding area.

"Wow," I breathed, taking in the enchanting scene. "This is beautiful."

Matt grinned, looking pleased with himself. "I thought you might like it," he said, leading me toward the gazebo.

As we stepped inside, the fragrance of jasmine and honeysuckle washed over us. Matt guided me to a small, secluded bench nestled against the railing, and we sank onto it, our bodies instinctively angling towards one another.

For a moment, we simply sat there, basking in the tranquil ambiance of our secret hideaway. Then, slowly, almost hesitantly, Matt reached out and took my hand, his fingers intertwining with mine.

"Kim, there's something about tonight...about you," he began, his voice soft but sincere.

I felt a frisson of electricity at his touch and held my breath, waiting for what would happen next. Matt's gaze was intense, his eyes searching mine as if trying to read the depths of my very soul.

He began to lean in, his face inching closer until I could feel the warmth of his breath. My heart was pounding, a heady mix of anticipation and excitement swirling through me.

In that moment, with the fairy lights twinkling around us and the intoxicating scent of jasmine in the air, our lips finally met. The kiss was tentative at first but quickly deepened into a passionate embrace.

I melted into him, my hands sliding up to tangle in his hair as our bodies pressed together. All thoughts of propriety, of the expectations and responsibilities that weighed me down, fled from my mind, replaced by a singular, all-consuming need for this man and the way he made me feel so utterly alive.

When we finally broke apart, breathless and flushed, there was a newfound intensity between us, a smoldering ember that threatened to ignite at any moment. Matt's eyes were dark with desire, his gaze roving over my face as if committing every detail to memory.

"Kim," he murmured, his voice low. "I want..."

He trailed off, struggling with his words. But I understood. Because in that moment, I wanted him too – with a ferocity that both exhilarated and terrified me.

Instead of waiting for him to find the right words, I leaned in and captured his lips with mine once more, pouring every ounce of my longing into that kiss.

I rose to my feet, holding out my hand in a silent invitation. Matt's eyes sparked with desire, allowing me to lead him out of our secluded haven and back into the pulsing heart of the city.

The walk back to the hotel passed in a blur of heated glances and stolen touches, the air crackling with a palpable tension that seemed to charge the very atmosphere around us. By the time we reached the lobby, I was practically vibrating with a heady mix of anticipation and trepidation.

Matt must have sensed my hesitation because he paused just inside the doors, his expression one of gentle concern. "Are you sure about this, Kim?" he murmured.

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. Part of me – the sensible, rational part – knew that I should back down, that getting entangled with a complete stranger was a recipe for complications I couldn't afford. But then I looked into those soulful blue eyes, and all my doubts seemed to melt away, replaced by an overwhelming desire to simply live in the moment and damn the consequences.

"I'm sure," I said, my voice coming out in a breathless whisper. "More sure than I've been about anything in a long time."

A slow, sensual smile curved Matt's lips, and he reached out to tuck an errant strand of hair behind my ear, letting his fingers linger against the heated skin of my cheek. "Then lead the way," he said.

With a surge of boldness, I grasped his hand and pulled him towards the elevators, my heart thundering in my chest with every step. The ride up to my floor seemed to stretch into an eternity, the air thick with tension and the weight of unspoken promises.

Finally, the doors slid open, and I led Matt down the corridor to my room, fumbling slightly with the keycard in my haste. He crowded in close behind me, his solid warmth pressing against my back in a deliciously intimate embrace that sent a frisson of desire coursing through me.

"Easy," he whispered, his breath hot against my ear, "We've got all night."

I took a deep breath, willing my hands to steady as I finally managed to unlock the door. Pushing it open, I stepped inside, turning to face Matt as he followed me in. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow from the bedside lamp casting long shadows across the walls.

He took a step closer, his eyes never leaving mine as he reached out to gently cup my face in his hands. "You're incredible, Kim," he said softly, his voice filled with sincerity.

I felt a blush rise to my cheeks at his words, but before I could respond, he leaned in, capturing my lips in a slow, tender kiss that sent my pulse racing. I melted into him, my hands finding their way to his shoulders as the kiss deepened, growing more urgent with each passing second.

He lifted me up. My legs cradled around his waist as I explored his lips. My hands reached up and were firmly entrenched in his soft, golden curls. Upon breaking away from our passionate embrace, both of us breathless and flushed, Matt rested his forehead against mine. "I don't want to rush this," he murmured, his emerald eyes gazing deeply into mine. "I want to savor every moment."

I nodded, fully understanding exactly what he meant. "Me too," I whispered, my hands trailing down his body and pausing at the knot of his belt. What a sight he was, a beautiful blend of power and vulnerability.

As we began moving towards the bed, Matt took off his shirt, displaying his lean sculptured physique that took my breath away.

Still standing, he began kissing my neck, then slowly travelling downwards, his hands unbuttoning my shirt and easing it off my shoulders. He unclasped my bra and my breasts spilled out, taut, hard, and aching for his touch. He moved his lips down to my chest and took one nipple in his mouth, gently suckling and swirling his tongue around it.

He started to slip my pants down my hips, giving me a warning look that told me he wouldn't rush a single moment. My heart pounded with anticipation as his fingers ventured further down, teasing me in my most sensitive, hidden areas. As he kneeled before me, I reached down and unfastened the buckle on his pants, pulling them down along with his boxers, revealing his massive erection. I stared at it, unsure how he could possibly fit it inside me. Undeterred by my reaction, he laid me down onto the bed and pulled off his pants completely, stretching out and positioning himself between my legs.

Breathless, I marveled at his frame, my hands drifting over his chest, feeling the muscles tense and ripple under my touch, while my eyes stayed locked onto his.

"I have never done this before," I confessed, seeing the look of surprise in his eyes.

"Never?"

"Never had sex, I am sorry if…"

He stopped me, pulling me close and kissing me tenderly, a soft smile playing upon his lips. "It doesn't matter, but I need you to be sure," he said, his voice steady and calm.

I didn't hesitate. I pulled him closer to me and deepened our kiss. When we broke apart momentarily, he began kissing my body, going down my neck and shoulder, then slowly nipping and licking his way towards my small, hard breasts. He sucked each nipple into his mouth and swirled his tongue around them, causing me to arch and moan under his touch.

He undid my pants and began pulling them down, exposing the thin fabric of my underwear. He lingered for a moment, his fingers dancing along the edge of the lace, teasing me with the soft brush of his fingers, before slowly pulling them down, leaving me utterly exposed to him. He began kissing my stomach, then dipping lower, his teeth gently nibbling at my inner thighs. My heart raced, my stomach fluttered, and my body trembled with anticipation as I watched him make his way towards the source of my pleasure.

Slowly, deliberately, he spread my legs wide and began running his fingers over my swollen, wet lips. I sighed and moaned with pleasure, my façade of innocence dissolving as the pleasure built within me. He slowly began opening me up with his fingers, pushing into my tight entrance, stretching me open, as I let out a soft, moan. As he began to finger me, his other hand wandered up to my breasts, pinching and twisting my erect nipples, causing a brilliant spark of pleasure to shoot through me, intensifying every touch, every stroke.

He began to suckle and lick my swollen clit, his lips and tongue working in perfect synchronization, building me up higher and higher, until I was writhing and thrashing on the bed, my hands clutching desperately at the sheets, my heart ready to burst from sheer pleasure and excitement. As my orgasm approached, the sweet, delicious tension within me was on the verge of snapping in two.

And then, without warning, he thrust his tongue deep within me. The motion caused me to cry out in both pleasure, my body shaking with the force of my release.

I screamed his name over and over, my voice echoing in the room, as I bucked and thrashed on the bed, unable to regain control over my own body.

Matt went to his pants, pulled out his wallet and found a condom. "Can I put it on?" I asked him, feeling emboldened by my incredible release. He nodded, watching my hands as I carefully unwrapped it. I took a deep breath, trying to steady my quivering hands. I slowly rolled the condom down over his massive, erect manhood, marveling at the sheer size and firmness of it.

He lay down on the bed next to me, pulling me close and pressing his body against mine. We kissed again, slow, tender, like the sun setting on a warm summer evening. Our passion built up once again, as our naked bodies pressed together, feeling the warmth and tenderness of each other's embrace. I reached sinking my fingers into his golden, violent curls, and pulled him close to me, kissing him with a sudden, fervent intensity.

Slowly, deliberately, he pushed me back onto the bed and positioned himself between my legs. His erection touched me for the first time, the tip pressing against my soaking folds. I felt a sudden, intense, and almost indescribable sensation as the head of his cock began to sucked inside me.

He paused for a moment, holding still, as my body adjusted to him. Slowly, deliberately, he began to push forward, his manhood stretching me open, filling me up inside. I let out a gasp of pain, of pleasure, his cock as hard and unyielding as a piece of steel.

He thrust forward with a sudden, animalistic intensity, driving his cock deep inside me, filling me up to the brink. I felt the jolt of pain, my body convulsing beneath him, my walls pulling and contracting around him, trying to accommodate him.

With another powerful thrust, he pushed his way even deeper inside me, causing me to arch my back and scream out in pleasure and pain. He grabbed onto my hips, holding me tightly as he began to move within me. I could hear him cry out in pleasure, as he thrust deeper and deeper inside me, feeling the warmth and wetness of my very depths.

The sensation was unbelievable – I felt as if I had exploded from within, as if my very soul had been torn from my body and melded with his. I dug my hands into the sheets beneath me, my voice hoarse, my words lost, unable to find the strength to form any words, as the sweet torture continued, as my body convulsed and jerked in pleasure. My orgasm was building up again.

Matt went faster.

Deeper.

Wetness.

The pain was gone.

All I felt was him.

His eyes locked on mine.

And then in one final push I cried out as my body convulsed in an orgasm. My eyes widen when I felt his cock swell even bigger and then in a low grunt, he released himself.

"That was..." he began, then trailed off with a soft chuckle, seemingly at a loss for words.

I turned my head to gaze at him, marveling at the way the pale moonlight filtering in through the curtains cast his features in an almost ethereal glow. "Yeah," I murmured, feeling a swell of tenderness bloom in my chest. "It really was."

He met my gaze, his eyes shining with an intensity that stole my breath away. "Kim, I know we just met, and this might sound crazy, but... I don't want this to be just a one-night thing."

My heart stuttered in my chest at his words, a bittersweet ache blossoming alongside the tenderness I felt for this man who had so thoroughly swept me off my feet. Part of me wanted nothing more than to lose myself in the connection we had forged, to revel in the feeling of being so utterly known and cherished.

But another part, the part that had been conditioned by years of sacrifice and single-minded focus on my career, couldn't help but hesitate.

As if sensing my inner turmoil, Matt reached out and cupped my cheek, his thumb brushing a tender caress along my cheekbone. "I'm not asking for forever, love," he murmured. "Just... a chance. A chance to see where this incredible thing between us could lead."

I searched his eyes, seeing nothing but sincerity and a depth of feeling that was both exhilarating and terrifying. Here was a man who had bared his soul to me in the most intimate of ways, and who was now offering me a piece of himself – vulnerability and all.

So I leaned in and kissed him, pouring every ounce of the affection and gratitude and hope I felt for him into that searing embrace.

"Okay," I whispered when we finally broke apart, breathless and giddy. "Let's see where this leads."

Matt's answering smile was brighter than a thousand suns, and as he pulled me into his arms once more, I allowed myself to bask in the warmth and possibility of new beginnings.

* * *

The pale light of dawn was just beginning to filter in through the gauzy curtains when I finally blinked awake, my body deliciously sore and sated in a way it hadn't been in longer than I could remember. For a few blissful moments, I simply lay there, reveling in the heat of Matt's solid form pressed against my back and the steady rise and fall of his breathing.

It was only when I shifted slightly that I became aware of the muted sounds emanating from the TV across the room – the familiar cadence of a sports broadcaster's voice commenting on...

Tennis.

My heart stuttered in my chest as the reality of who I was – a professional athlete, a public figure whose every move was scrutinized – came crashing back down around me. What had I been thinking, losing myself so completely in the arms of a stranger?

Panic clawed at my throat, and I carefully extricated myself from Matt's embrace, trying not to wake him as I slipped from the tangled sheets. My clothes were strewn haphazardly across the floor, and I dressed quickly, casting furtive glances towards the bed every few seconds to ensure Matt remained undisturbed.

Once I was decent, I finally allowed myself to fully take in the scene on the TV – a rerun of my match from the previous day, it seemed. I watched, my stomach churning, as the commentators dissected my poor performance with clinical detachment, speculating on what could have caused my unraveling.

"...and of course, the recent drama surrounding her high-profile breakup with fellow pro Jason Reynolds can't be discounted as a possible factor," one of them remarked, his tone laced with the slightest hint of salacious glee.

I felt my cheeks flame with mortification, my earlier panic quickly giving way to a simmering anger. How dare they presume to know anything about my personal life, about the struggles and sacrifices I had endured to reach this level of success?

A soft rustle from the bed drew my attention, and I turned to see Matt stirring, his eyes blinking open to meet my gaze with a sleepy, sated smile.

"Morning, beautiful," he murmured, his voice still rough with the remnants of sleep.

Matt must have sensed my inner turmoil because his brow furrowed slightly, concern flickering in those soulful blue eyes. "Kim? Is everything okay?"

I swallowed hard, my gaze flicking back towards the TV where the commentators continued to dissect my every flaw and misstep. Part of me wanted nothing more than to flee, to retreat back into the protective cocoon of my carefully cultivated public persona.

But another part, the part that still thrummed with the echoes of the incredible connection I had forged with this man, yearned to bare my soul to him fully and without reservation.

So, taking a deep, fortifying breath, I met Matt's questioning gaze head-on.

Gesturing towards the TV, where the broadcast had now shifted to dissecting my personal life in excruciating detail, I pressed on. "That's me they're talking about – Kim Yang, professional tennis player. Currently ranked 8th in the world."

Understanding dawned in Matt's eyes, swiftly followed by a flicker of hurt that cut me to the core. "I knew you were a player, but you're famous," he said simply, his voice carefully neutral.

"Not by choice," I countered, my tone tinged with desperation. "Believe me, if I could live my life out of the spotlight, I would in a heartbeat."

He studied me for a long moment, his expression inscrutable. Then, slowly, the tension seemed to bleed from his shoulders, and the faintest hint of a smile tugged at the corners of his mouth.

"Well, that certainly explains a few things," he murmured wryly. "Like your impressive stamina."

A startled laugh bubbled up from my chest, cutting through the taut tension that had gripped me only moments before. "You're terrible," I said, shaking my head in fond exasperation even as relief washed over me in soothing waves.

He grinned unrepentantly, a familiar spark of mischief dancing in his eyes. "Maybe so," he allowed. "But you can't deny, it's one of the things you like best about me."

A warm flush crept up my neck at his words, at the casual intimacy they implied. He was right, of course – his quick wit and ability to keep me off-balance was part of what had drawn me to him in the first place. That, and the way he seemed to see straight into my soul with those mesmerizing eyes of his.

Moving towards the bed, I sank down onto the edge of the mattress, keenly aware of the heat that rolled off Matt's body in tantalizing waves. "You're right, I should have told you the truth from the beginning," I admitted quietly. "But... I have to be honest, it was nice, for once, to just be Kim. Not the tennis prodigy with the weight of the world's expectations on her shoulders. Just... me."

Matt's expression softened, and he reached out to tuck an errant strand of hair behind my ear, letting his fingers linger against my heated skin. "I get it," he murmured. "Believe me, I do. This life you lead... it can't be easy, always being in the spotlight like that."

I shot him a wry look. "Is this the part where you tell me you're actually a member of some wildly successful boy band, and you were just slumming it as a hotel pianist to get away from the madness?"

He threw back his head with a rich, full-bodied laugh that seemed to reverberate straight through to my very core. "Hardly," he chuckled, shaking his head in amusement. "No, I'm afraid I'm just a simple piano player, traveling around to find his next gig. Poor of course. No fame or fortune to speak of – just a love of music and a desire to follow my passion wherever it leads me."

"Is that so?" I murmured, shifting closer until our bodies were just a hair's breadth apart, the charged energy between us crackling with delicious possibility. "And where might your passion lead you next, Mr. Simple Piano Player?"

The look he leveled at me then was one of pure, undisguised heat, his eyes darkening to the color of a midnight sky as they roved over my features with unmistakable hunger. "Well, that all depends," he rasped, his voice dropping to a low, seductive timbre that had me shivering in anticipation. "What did you have in mind, Ms. Tennis Prodigy?"

My answering grin was all the response he needed. In one fluid motion, he reached out and pulled me flush against him, our mouths crashing together in a searing, all-consuming kiss that swiftly banished all thoughts of tournaments and public scrutiny from my mind.

As the kiss deepened, our hands roamed freely, exploring every inch of each other's bodies, feeling the warmth and texture of our skin, the sound of our moans and sighs echoing in the early morning air. He began to kiss a path down my neck, nipping and sucking at the soft skin there, causing me to arch my back and gasp in pleasure.

His hands came to rest on my hips, pulling me closer to him, as he began to thrust his hips against mine, the friction causing my body to tremble with pleasure. I knew what he wanted, and I was eager to give it to him.

I settled between his legs, my hands sliding up and down his bare chest, my fingers lingering on his rippled abs. It was almost a mesmerizing sight, the way his muscles bunched and flexed beneath my touch, as if inviting me to explore them further.

“I want to give you something,” I whispered. Slowly, deliberately, I leaned down and took him into my mouth, my lips wrapping around his swollen head, while my tongue swirled around him, licking and tasting him, savoring the salty-sweet flavor. He let out a strangled cry, his hands finding their way into my hair, tugging gently at the roots, as I sucked and stroked him, guiding him further and further down my throat.

As I moved faster and faster, my head bobbing up and down over his erection, I could hear the faint sound of his voice, urging me on, coaching me to take him deeper and deeper inside me, as I stroked him with my hand, my fingers massaging his throbbing balls, my mouth working magic on the head of his cock.

I could feel him building towards his release, his hips arching and bucking against me, his hands gripping tightly onto my hair, as I sucked him with a fervor and intensity, taking him to the very brink of his climax.

And then, with a sudden, powerful thrust, he cried out in pleasure, his cock swelling and throbbing within my mouth, as he spilled his hot, thick seed onto my tongue. I greedily sucked and swallowed it down, my body quivering in pleasure, my nipples hard and aching for his touch.

As I pulled away, my lips swollen and red, my face flushed with pleasure and lust, he pulled me back up against him, wrapping his arms around me, and pressing his mouth against mine in a searing, passionate kiss that left me breathless and desperate for more.

* * *

“Europe?”

“Yes,” I said and closed the zip on my travel bag, “Why not? Come to Europe with me.”

Matt looked nervous, “Where would I stay? What…”

I moved in closer and took his hand in mine, “My hotel room always has a double bed. When I practice you can explore. When I play you can watch if you want to. Just like you I have no idea where this will lead to. Come on take a chance with me.”

“I guess, I can play a little piano there.”

“You can. But…”

Matt looked nervous again, “But…?”

“Two things, the press will ask you all types of questions and my dad might not…will not like you, I can handle both if you can.”

Matt nodded, “It’s a date. A long date, in another country…”

“Continent,” I smiled.

“With your dad? Is he not going to like in kill me if he finds out we are sleeping together?”

I nodded, “Yeah he is my coach, but, he did say he does not care who I fuck or suck.”


Sophie

The sticky sweet smell of maple syrup hangs heavy in the air as I stare down at my half-eaten plate of pancakes. Rain lashes against the diner's windows, the dreary weather mirroring the storm brewing inside me.  

"Soph, are you even listening?" Jake's frustrated voice cuts through my scattered thoughts.  

I force myself to meet his intense gaze. His handsome face, once so comforting, now seems harsh under the diner's fluorescent lights. How can I make him understand the tangled knot of emotions I'm feeling? Taking our relationship to the next level terrifies me, even if it seems like the natural next step.

"I heard you," I say softly. The lump in my throat makes it hard to get any other words out.

Jake lets out an exasperated sigh, his fingers drumming impatiently on the tabletop. "Well? We've been together for years now. Don't you think it's time?"

My nerves threaten to overcome me as I struggle to explain. "I...I'm just not ready for that yet," I finally manage, my voice barely above a whisper. “I am giving you everything else,” I pause and move in closer while quickly glancing around to make sure no one is listening to our intimate conversation, “Blowjobs, hand jobs. Everything why can’t that be enough for now?”

Jake's nostrils flare and he shakes his head in disbelief. "You're nineteen, Soph. When are you going to grow up and stop being so scared of everything? And I want sex. Period."

His words pierce straight through me, igniting a spark of anger to join the fear. "That's not fair!" I protest, my voice rising without my permission. "I'm not scared, I just want to take things at my own pace."

The rest of the diner has gone eerily silent, all eyes trained on our heated exchange. I shrink inwardly, hating the unwanted attention.  

Jake leans forward, his eyes narrowing. "If you can't commit to me after all this time, then maybe we should just end this."

My heart pounds violently at his ultimatum. Before I can respond, he abruptly shoves his chair back with a screech and stands up.

"Wait, Jake, please—" I reach for his arm, but he shrugs me off. His grip tightens around my wrist with surprising force.

“Fuck me right here in the bathroom. Show me you actually care.”

The grip tightens and a jolt of pain shoots right up to my shoulder.

“I…”

“I thought that was what you were going to say. You can't. Well, I can Soph, there are plenty of girls in town less stuck up, willing to put out,” he said, squeezing my arm even tighter. 

"Let go of her," A deep, authoritative voice cuts through the tension.

I whirl around to see a tall, muscular man watching us, his expression unreadable. Jake mutters a curse and releases me, stalking toward the exit without a backward glance. Tears sting my eyes as humiliation burns my cheeks. 

Grabbing my purse, I hurry outside into the dreary afternoon. The icy rain instantly soaks through my thin sweater. I just need to get away from here, to be anywhere but trapped in this suffocating situation.

My shaking hands can barely grip the car keys as I fight back panic. The engine whirs without catching, and I slam my palm against the steering wheel in frustration. 

Through the rain-streaked windshield, I spot Jake across the street, astride his motorcycle. He catches my gaze and smirks, making my throat constrict with a fresh wave of hurt and anger. With a roar of the engine, he peels out, disappearing down the road and leaving me stranded.

Immediately I reach for my phone. A black screen greets me. My battery is long gone. 

“Fuck,” I curse as tears scald hot tracks down my cheeks as I reluctantly return to the diner, my shoes squeaking with each step. Only the elderly waitress and the man who intervened remain, casting concerned looks my way.

"Hon, are you alright?" The waitress eyes me with grandmotherly sympathy.

I swipe at my damp cheeks, embarrassment flooding through me. "I...I need to use a payphone, or an iPhone charger if you have one" I managed to choke out between shaky breaths. "To call someone for a ride."

The waitress shakes her greying head. "I'm afraid we don't have a payphone here, sweetie, as for chargers my old relic won’t do the trick either."

Of course not. Because that would be too easy. I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to regain some semblance of composure.

"I could take a look at your car, if you'd like." 

I turn to find the tall stranger watching me, his expression unreadable yet lacking any judgment or pity. There's just a calm self-assurance about him that I can't quite put my finger on.

Despite my instincts screaming to be wary of strange men, my options are limited with the diner closing soon. I nod, hardly daring to speak for fear I'll dissolve into sobs again.

"Let's have a look then," he says in that same level tone, grabbing a battered jacket from the hook by the door. “I am Aiden by the way. So, we are no longer strangers.”

“Sophie,” I managed to get out, “and thank you.”

Aiden gives me a sympathetic smile and then allows me to lead the way. 

Hunched against the torrent, I walk to my sad little compact car. Aiden pops the hood without a preamble.

I hang back, wrapping my arms around myself as I watch him poke and prod, his body bent over the engine with familiar ease. I can't help but notice the colorful tattoos peeking from the rolled-up sleeves of his henley, intricate patterns and symbols I can't decipher.

After a few tense minutes, Aiden straightens and turns to face me. "Well, the good news is I know what's wrong. The bad news is your battery is dead."

I nibble my lip, fresh tears of frustration pricking my eyes. Of course it couldn't be a simple fix like I'd hoped. "Okay, so...what do I do?"

"I've got a spare battery back at my shop," he says matter-of-factly. "If you're up for a little ride, I can tow your car over and get you sorted out."

My instinct is to refuse, to extract myself from this increasingly awkward situation. But as another crack of thunder rolls through the slate gray sky, I realize I don't have much choice unless I want to be stranded here all night.

Aiden seems to read my hesitation. "I own an auto repair shop just down the road," he explains, his face impassive yet open. "Been running it for a few years now. You're welcome to wait inside while I work if you'd feel more comfortable."

I search his hazel eyes, looking for any signs of disingenuousness or threat. All I'm met with is quiet patience and... something else I can't quite put my finger on. 

With a slow exhale, I give a reluctant nod of agreement. "Okay. Yes, thank you, that...that would be great."

Aiden returns my nod brusquely before turning to unlock the tow truck parked nearby. I watch in numb silence as he skillfully hooks up my car, my mind still reeling from the maelstrom of emotions this day has brought.

The driver's side door of the truck creaks open, breaking my trance. "You coming?" Aiden asks, one booted foot on the metal step.

Gripping the strap of my purse tightly, I force my frozen limbs to move forward, climbing up into the cab. I steal a sidelong glance at Aiden's profile as he puts the truck in gear. His chiseled features are set in a pensive frown, arcane patterns of ink swirling across the tanned cords of his neck and arms. Who is this man I've somehow put my trust in?

Gripping the door handle tightly, I brace myself as the truck lurches into motion, carrying me toward an uncertain future.

* * * 

The cab is thick with silence as Aiden navigates the rain-slicked streets. I clutch my purse in my lap like a lifeline, hyper-aware of his every micro-movement.

"So..." His deep voice startles me, shattering the weighty quiet. "You want to talk about what happened back there? Because if not, that's cool too."

I chew my inner lip, debating. On the one hand, dredging it all up again with this total stranger seems ludicrous. But then, maybe a third-party perspective could help make some sense of the chaos swirling inside.

I blow out a long breath, watching the condensation cloud the glass. "Jake and I... we’ve been together a long time. Since high school." I pause, picking at a loose thread in my damp sweater. "Or I guess I should say had been together until today."

Aiden doesn't respond, simply giving a slight nod to show he's listening. Emboldened by his patient silence, I forge ahead. 

"He wanted to take our relationship to the...next level." I feel my cheeks flush hot even though Aiden's gaze remains fixed on the road. "But I'm just not ready for that yet. I tried to explain, but he got so frustrated and angry with me."

I shake my head, the memories making my throat constrict. "Things just escalated so fast. One minute we were having a normal conversation, and the next he was yelling and grabbing me..." My voice cracks, and I swallow hard against the lump forming.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Aiden's hands tighten minutely on the steering wheel, his jawline tensing. When he finally speaks, his tone is low and measured. "No one has the right to put their hands on you like that."

I blink back the fresh tears burning my eyes, unexpectedly comforted by the conviction in his words. Maybe opening to this stranger wasn't such a bad idea after all.

"For what it's worth," Aiden continues, "it sounds like you're just being true to yourself instead of rushing into something you aren't ready for. There's nothing wrong with that."

I find myself hanging on his every word, calmed by the rum-rich timbre of his voice and the understanding laced through it. Jake always accused me of being naive and immature when I tried to assert my boundaries. But Aiden...he seems to inherently respect them.

"Thank you," I murmur, tucking a damp strand of hair behind my ear. "I appreciate you saying that."

A few heartbeats of silence pass before he gives a half-shrug, his bemused gaze flickering to me briefly. "Just calling it like I see it."

All too soon, we pull into a gravel lot in front of a squat, weathered building with a faded sign—Briggs Auto Body. Aiden puts the truck in park and hops down from the cab, leaving me to awkwardly gather my things and follow.

He holds the door for me as I duck inside the dimly lit garage, my sneakers sticking slightly to the oil-stained concrete. Tools and car parts are strewn about in organized chaos, but it's the hulking shapes along the far wall that immediately catch my eye.

"You...make those?" I breathe, taking a few involuntary steps toward the abstract metal sculptures. Each one is a tangled, twisting menagerie of rods and plates and scrap, beaten and melted into something raw yet undeniably artistic.

"Hobby of mine," Aiden replies, already rolling my sad little car into the open bay. There's a hint of something like sheepish pride in his tone. "Helps me unwind after spending all day covered in grease and dealing with the usual jackasses."

I watch, entranced, as he moves with calm efficiency, clearly in his element here amid the guts and gears of an automotive world that had always seemed so inaccessible to me before. 

Aiden catches me staring and smirks—a brief, lopsided quirk of his full lips that makes my pulse kick up just a notch. "Go ahead and make yourself comfortable. This shouldn't take long."

I obediently sink into the worn loveseat pushed against one grease-stained wall, sinking into the cracked leather as I trace the planes of Aiden's broad back with my eyes. I can't help but wonder what other layers I have yet to uncover about this mysterious, tattooed mechanic.

True to his word, Aiden makes quick work of replacing my dead battery, those strong, capable hands working with deft, practiced movements. Before I know it, he's striding back over with a rag dangling from the pocket of his coveralls, swiping sweat from his brow.

"Moment of truth," he says, a hint of boyish excitement coloring his tone as he tosses me the keys. "Let's see if she'll turn over now."

I catch them on reflex, relishing in the comforting weight of the cold metal against my palm. Sucking in a steeling breath, I lead the way back outside and slide behind the wheel.

Aiden hovers just outside the open driver's side door, arms loosely crossed over his broad chest. Our eyes meet through the glass, and he gives me an encouraging nod.

Here goes nothing.

I turn the key, and the engine roars to life with a satisfying rumble. An unbidden grin stretches my lips as relief and gratitude surge through me.

Before I can overthink it, I throw open the door and practically fling myself at Aiden. His solid frame tenses for half a heartbeat before those arms encircle me, squeezing me close in a gruff, one-armed hug.

"Thank you," I murmur fervently into the soft cotton of his henley, breathing in the heady blue-collar scents of motor oil and sandalwood. "Seriously, I don't know what I would have done if you hadn't—"

"Hey, it's no problem," he interrupts gently, giving my shoulder one final pat before easing me back to arm's length. There's an adorable pink tinge tingeing those chiseled cheekbones I hadn't noticed before.  "All in a day's work."

Before I can second-guess myself, I blurt out, "Can I take you to dinner? As a thank you?" 

Aiden's thick brows lift in surprise, but he doesn't immediately refuse. Instead, he rubs the back of his neck in an endearingly shy gesture. "You don't have to do that. Like I said, it was no big deal."

"Please," I insist, feeling heat creep into my cheeks. "I want to. You've done so much for me today. The least I can do is buy you a meal."

He holds my gaze for a long moment, seeming to weigh his response. Finally, he gives a small nod and the barest hint of a smile. "Alright then. If, you're sure."

I can't tamp down my grin of relief. "I am. Absolutely sure."

We end up at a cozy hole-in-the-wall diner not far from Aiden's shop. It's the kind of place where the regulars all know each other by name and the food is stick-to-your-ribs hearty. 

Sliding into the worn vinyl booth, I can't help but study Aiden anew in this different setting. His broad shoulders seem to take up even more space here, his imposing frame almost out of place amid the chipped Formica and sagging faux-wood paneling.

Yet he doesn't seem uncomfortable, simply sinking into the cushion like he belongs and fixing me with that intense yet serene gaze. I find myself inexplicably flustered under the weight of his steady stare.

"So," I begin, fiddling with the paper napkin to give my nervous hands something to do. "Those sculptures back at the shop...they were really incredible."

A muscle ticks in Aiden's stubbled jaw as he shifts almost imperceptibly. "Oh, yeah. Thanks. Just something I picked up to pass the time between oil changes and brake jobs."

But I can tell there's more to it than he's letting on. "Where did you learn to do that? The metalwork, I mean. It doesn't seem like the kind of thing they teach in your usual art class."

He's quiet for a beat, holding my gaze. Then, a resigned sigh slips past those perpetually pursed lips. "It's kind of a long story..."

An indelible sadness flashes across those soulful hazel eyes, there and gone in an instant. But it's enough to make me quickly backpedal. "You don't have to tell me if you don't—"

"No," Aiden cuts me off, settling me with that steady, piercing stare. "I want to."

I hold his gaze. 

"I don't remember much from before my dad shipped me off to military school after my mom's death when I was ten..." His voice is low and rough, like it carries the phantom echoes of shouted orders and explosions. I listen in rapt silence as Aiden unspools the tale of a life touched by tragedy and violence from a startlingly young age. 

How the regimented monotony of military school was the only thing anchoring him after losing his mother so suddenly. How he found solace in the mechanics lab, tinkering and fixing things when his emotions became too tangled to process. How that early passion for taking machines apart and rebuilding them from the inside out blossomed into something deeper, more creative and urgent, after he enlisted and got his first taste of active combat.

"You have to understand," Aiden says, leaning forward to brace his thick forearms on the tabletop. 

I'm riveted by the intensity burning in those soulful hazel depths, the muscle ticking in that chiseled jaw.

"Things happen out there that...they change you. Irrevocably. You come back a different person."

I nod slowly, a prickle of something like fear and awe sparking along my nerve endings. Because for the first time, I can truly see the man beneath the tattoos and outward scars—the parts of Aiden that have been fractured and remolded in the forge of unspeakable trauma.

"The metalwork...it was a way of processing all of that," he continues in that gruff, gravelly timbre. "Of trying to reshape and repurpose those memories into something that wasn't just rage and anguish. Does that make sense?"

"Yes," I breathe, my mouth dry. Because in that moment, I can see the same intrinsic humanity and raw honesty forged into those twisting, tangled sculptures as clear as day. Despite the darkness and ugliness, he's endured, Aiden is still fighting to create beauty from the ashes rather than be consumed by them.

It's one of the most powerfully moving things I've ever witnessed. And it stokes an unfamiliar yet undeniable spark of reverence inside me for this rough-hewn former soldier.

I don't realize how long the weighted silence has stretched until our waitress ambles back over, topping off my neglected water glass with a sunny smile. "Y'all need a minute more to look over the menu, or you ready to order?"

Before I can think twice, I turn to Aiden with a hopeful tilt of my chin. "Why don't you pick for us? You know this place better than I do."

That single dimple flashes in his scruffy cheek, sending an unexpected shiver of...something...rippling through me. "You got it, kid."

He rattles off an order of fried chicken and all the fixings without so much as glancing at the menu. The waitress nods and wanders off, leaving us alone with the weight of everything still unspoken hanging thick between us.

Aiden leans back and rakes a calloused hand through those wild, ink-streaked curls.  "Christ, I didn't mean to lay all that heavy shit on you. You've had a day already..."

I shake my head, the neat sections of my hair I'd tucked behind my ears coming loose to frame my face. "No, please, I... I’m glad you told me." 

Because for reasons I can't quite articulate, knowing this most visceral, raw part of Aiden has unlocked some deeper understanding of the kinship I feel toward him. He is, in so many ways, the artist and free spirit I've forever longed to be—authentic and fearless in his truth.

Aiden gives me that same long, unreadable look from beneath ridiculously thick lashes. And for a few heated heartbeats, the whole dingy diner seems to fall away until it's just the two of us in this momentary oasis of solitude.

Then he blinks—once, twice—and the spell is broken, that lopsided half-grin quirking those full lips once more. "Well alright then."

There's a subtle shift in the atmosphere between us after Aiden's candid revelations. A newfound depth of understanding that goes beyond mere curiosity about each other. 

We linger over our hearty diner fare—crispy fried chicken, buttery mashed potatoes, and greens cooked down with a chunk of smoked ham hock until meltingly tender. Aiden seems to relax incrementally with each lingering glance and easy back-and-forth between us.

I find myself inexplicably hanging on his every word, be it a dry quip about the subpar biscuits or a quiet musing about a new welding technique he wants to try. His gravelly baritone washes over me in soothing waves, slowly unravelling the tension that has been my constant companion on this strange, unsettling day.

For the first time since walking into that diner with Jake what feels like a lifetime ago, I can breathe freely without the constricting weight of anxiety constricting my lungs. Aiden's calm, steady presence is the balm my battered soul didn't realize it desperately needed.

As our empty plates are cleared and the check delivered with a wink from our waitress, I make an impulsive decision, propelled by the thrumming sparks still fizzing along my nerves.

"Let me make you a deal," I say before I can overthink it too much. Aiden arches one of those wickedly thick brows in silent query, giving me his full attention.

I take a bolstering breath. "You let me put you on my canvas sometime. As a model, I mean." 

Heat blossoms in my cheeks as I hurriedly try to clarify. "You're just so...striking. And after what you told me about your art and your past..." I have to pause, swallowing hard against the lump forming in my throat. "I'd be honored to try and capture even a fraction of what I see in you."

The diner seems to fall away, everything outside our tiny vinyl-bound world fading to a dull roar. Aiden is utterly still and inscrutable for several moments, tension recording those broad shoulders. Just when I'm bracing to apologize for the undoubtedly presumptuous overstep, he surprises me yet again.

"Alright," he rumbles, the hint of a smirk playing at the corners of those sinfully plush lips. "You've got yourself a model, Sophie."

The simple endearment somehow makes my stomach erupt in a fresh flurry of butterflies, despite its innocuousness. "Really?" I breathe, hardly daring to believe he's agreed so readily to bare himself.

Aiden gives a slow nod, holding my widened gaze steadily with his own. "You've got a deal."

The journey back to Aiden's auto shop is a blur, the wonderstruck elation coursing through me making everything outside the truck's cab seem hazy and muted. We make idle small talk, my knee jigging with nervous energy any time our arms or shoulders brush against one another in the truck's confined cabin. This odd new energy thrumming between us is as intoxicating as it is disorienting, sending my senses into a dizzying tailspin.

Before I know it, we're idling in front of the shop. A sudden, acute sense of finality descends like a leaden weight in the pit of my stomach at the realization that our time together is coming to an inevitable close.

At least for tonight.

"So..." Aiden clears his throat after a pregnant pause, fingers drumming a muted tattoo against the worn denim of his thighs as if he's struggling as much as I am to find the right parting words. "You're all sorted then. And thank you for the dinner. It was not necessary. But thank you."

I swallow hard, nodding mutely as our eyes meet and hold—hazel on cobalt, simmering with unvoiced wants and wounded what-ifs we each know better than to give voice to. Not yet at least.

The unspoken tension is a living, breathing force unto itself, near-tangible in its sublime heaviness. My tongue feels trapped by its solid weight, frozen against the slick birth of my teeth.

In the end, it's Aiden who breaks first, giving a small shake of his curls as he huffs out a mirthless chuckle. "'So let me check your battery one more time just to make sure..." 

He lets the unfinished proposal hang there, blatantly guileless despite the smoldering heat flaring to life in those soulful depths when our gazes catch and hold. My breath hitches audibly in my throat as the unmistakable implication behind his innocuous words blooms in my mind's eye like a riotous flare of sparks.

The air suddenly seems to thicken and churn around us, our rapid, ragged exhales the only sound in the muted world encapsulated by these four paneled walls. Tension mounts with each passing second amid the screaming whirlwind of my pulse thundering deafening in my ears.

I know I should say no, should play it safe and retreat...but I've never been so acutely, painfully aware of my own want—no, my specific need...until this very moment.

My head is still shaking in wordless denial even as my mouth rasps out the exact opposite in a throaty exhale.

"Yes..." For one electrified heartbeat, I fear I've somehow misjudged this entire precipice we've arrived at between us. But then he shifts in a controlled yet fluid motion, lips parted and pupils swallowing those rich hazel irises until there's only a molten ring of color visible amid the inky black.

The hand still braced on the steering wheel finds its way to cradle the back of my neck in a searing caress that sets every one of my nerve endings tingling and alight. His calloused thumb rasps a reverent path along the sculpted line of my jaw as he leans in, giving me ample time to pull away if I wish.

But the thought is as foreign and impossible to me now as breathing water. My eyelids drift shut of their own volition. Then Aiden's mouth is on mine—hot and insistent and seeking—and my mind whites out in a deafening roar of pure sensation. He kisses with the same focused intensity he seems to pour into everything worthwhile, thorough and searching yet infinitely tender.

My hands find their way into the wild tumble of those dark, sweat-dampened curls, holding him flush against me as our kiss deepens with a low, heated sound rumbling from Aiden's chest. 

It's an unspoken, mutual agreement when I tug Aiden toward the back of the truck's cab, my knees sinking into the worn leather upholstery without an ounce of hesitation or thought for propriety.

His large hands roam the slender line of my waist and hips in smoldering, purposeful caresses until our bodies are as flush and tangled as our questing mouths. I'm breathless and unravelling by the time Aiden leaves a path of lingering, open-mouthed kisses along the sensitive skin just below my ear.  

"Aiden..." I sigh. 

He leans back just enough to hold my gaze, simmering hazel to drowning sapphire. Neither of us speaks.

I don't remember agreeing or saying a word, but suddenly we're on the move and I don't even realize I've scrambled out of the truck cab until my back connects with the solid metal of Aiden's workbench, the impact rattling the various tools and scattered parts. But I barely have time to draw a breath before Aiden is on me again, the scorching heat of his bare chest pressing me onto the unforgiving surface as our mouths crash together hungrily.

His calloused hands are everywhere at once—spanning the flare of my hips, kneading the swell of my backside, palming the weight of my breasts through my sweat-damp clothes. I keen softly into the heated cavern of his mouth, fingers scrambling for purchase in the chaos of his dark hair.

"Sophie..." Aiden rumbles, the deep voice reverberating through me in dizzying waves. His nose skates along the upturned line of my jaw, lips finding that thundering pulse point once more. "You have no idea the things I want to do to you."

A full-body shudder wracks my slender frame at the undisguised want, the blatant promise in his low rasp. My nails rake blunt paths down the inked expanses of his broad back.

"Show me," I breathe without a second's hesitation, craning my neck to capture his plush mouth in another searing kiss.

Aiden's broad hands slide beneath my thighs, hoisting me up effortlessly to straddle his hips. My legs wind around his sturdy waist instinctively, the rough denim of his jeans providing delicious friction where I crave it most.  

Our harsh breaths fill the hollow garage as he carries me across the grease-stained floor, stopping only when my back meets the chill solidity of his workspace's concrete wall. Aiden cages me there with the bulk of his frame, one broad palm braced against the exposed brick as he leans in for another drugging taste of my mouth. When we finally break for air, his lips trail a blazing path down the sloping column of my throat.

"Are you sure about this?" he rasps, teeth nipping just below my ear. There's no denying the fierce protectiveness laced through the rich burr of his tone, despite the fire simmering in his hooded gaze.  

"Don't you dare stop," I breathe.

Aiden's lips curve in a wicked half-smirk, the expression somehow lush and rapacious all at once. He takes it as the unequivocal assent it is, sucking in a sharp breath as he rolls his hips in one controlled, visceral grind against the trapped apex of my thighs.

The throaty whine that escapes me is damn near feral as every nerve-ending in my body combusts in euphoric, blinding waves. My nails bite into the dense cords of Aiden's trap muscles, frantic to pull him even closer—to crawl inside his very being if it were humanly possible.

My fingers dig in harder, desperately trying to cling to some semblance of sanity as Aiden's sinful, skilled touch renders me a puddle of lust on his cold, unyielding workshop wall. The denim of his jeans abrades me, the friction creating an exquisite torment that I can't help but crave more of.

He's not shy about expressing his blatant hunger for me, hands roaming over my curves with bold familiarity as if he's already intimately acquainted with every inch of my skin. The low, animalistic rumble he releases against my throat resonates through me, fanning the flames of longing that have been threatening to consume me from the moment I laid eyes on him.

Slowly, deliberately, he unzips his fly, the metallic hiss punctuating the heavy, panting breaths we share between feverish kisses and teasing nips that set my nerves on edge. My eyes widen as his enormous log presses against me. I tremble at the thought of his cock stretching me open. 

But there is no time to think.

His mouth moves southward, kissing down my neck and across my chest, fingers deftly undoing my bra and cupping each of my aching breasts in his warm, capable hands.

Another throaty whimper leaves me as his tongue teases my nipple to a stiff, glistening peak, teasing and tasting, pulling a gasp and then a deep, primal moan from somewhere deep within me. When he finally pulls away to claim my mouth once more, I'm certain that I'll pass out from the sheer pleasure of it all.

But he doesn't let me, of course.

His mouth moves lower still, lips trailing fire down the smooth expanse of my stomach, the tip of his tongue dipping and swirling into my belly button, making me tremble and buck beneath the heavy weight of his sculpted body.

When he finally reaches my pants, his fingers hover just above the button and zipper, hesitation etched into the firm line of his jaw, eyes locked on mine in silent question. I waste no time in answering it, my own hands brushing his away as I unbutton and unzip my pants, pushing the denim down my thighs and calves in a hurry, desperate for his touch, his everything.

A wicked grin flashes across his face as he lowers himself to his knees before me, hands resting lightly on my hips, eyes devouring my exposed, eager pussy. His thumbs lazily stroke the creases between my thighs and torso, eliciting a shiver that runs like wildfire down my spine.

"Still sure about this, Soph?" he murmurs, the heat of his breath washing over my exposed sex, making me want to scream and beg him for more all at the same time.

I can barely find my voice to respond, can barely form words through the lust-fueled fog clouding my thoughts. All I can muster is a desperate, guttural, "Yes, I am sure."

That is all he needs to hear. His fingers curl around the hips of my underwear and slowly, teasingly, begin to pull the silky material down the curve of my ass and along my thighs, leaving me completely bare, completely vulnerable, completely ready for him.

My heart races, my pulse pounding in my temples as his gaze, heavy with desire, drinks in the sight of my slick, swollen lips, my clit aching and throbbing, desperate for his attention.

"Look at you," he purrs, his fingers moving up to stroke the drenched, glistening folds of my folds with aching gentleness.

He teases me, torturing me with the tip of his tongue, flicking and swirling, threatening to push me over the edge into oblivion but never quite providing the encore I'm so desperately craving.

"Aiden," I gasp, my hands gripping the edge of the cold, unyielding concrete wall behind me. 

He looks up at me, his eyes simmering with a dangerous, almost fathomless hunger that makes me want to scream with delight.

He doesn't make me wait any longer. His mouth closes over my swollen clit, sucking and teasing, his fingers plunging in and out of my soaking wet pussy as his tongue swirls and flicks, ramping up the pressure inside me until I am nothing more than a shaking, writhing, desperate mess of pure, primal lust.

A low, guttural sound escapes me as I feel the orgasm begin to well up inside me, building and swelling like a tidal wave, tearing through me with an intensity that leaves me breathless, left craving more, always more.

"Aiden," I gasp again as I clench around his fingers, feeling them stretch me wide, feeling him fill me up, feeling him push me higher, closer to the edge with every thrust. "I'm going to come."

He sucks hard once more. It is all my body could take. The orgasm crashes into me like a wrecking ball, tearing through me with a fury and intensity that leaves me gasping and trembling, my body convulsed and wracked with brilliant, electrifying spasms that threaten to consume me whole.

I can feel it, feel my clit pulsing and throbbing as he teases and flicks it with the tip of his tongue, feel my pussy clenching and spasming, desperately trying to swallow every inch of his fingers as they plunge in and out of me with a feverish, unrelenting rhythm.

I finally lose the battle, my body bucking and arching beneath him as my womanhood releases, spilling a hot, thick flood of liquid lust all over his face and my shaking thighs in a torrent of pure, unadulterated pleasure that leaves me breathless and utterly drained, completely and absolutely his.

I'm quivering beneath his attention, my hands reaching down to cover his, to guide and show him just how bad I need this, need him. His fingers hook inside me, stretching me wide, making way for the enormous, engorged head of his cock as it presses against my entrance.

"Oh, Jesus," I moan as I feel the massive blunt tip begin to inch its way inside me. "It's…."

Aiden chuckles softly, his free hand cupping my cheek and lifting my face to his. "I will be gentle."

He thrusts gently forward, burying another inch of his incredible girth inside me. The stretch is almost more than I can bear, but the look of raw, primal lust gleaming in his eyes gives me the strength to withstand it.

His fingers dig into the soft flesh of my hip as he thrusts into me again, this time more forcefully, plunging another inch into my tight, virginal center. It hurts, there's no denying it, but it's also the most incredible thing I've ever felt.

"More," I gasp, my voice barely audible as I grit my teeth against the searing, burning pain.

Aiden's lips curve in a wolfish grin as he buries the entire length of his massive cock inside me, filling me up and stretching me wide around his girth. Tears prick at the corners of my eyes as the pain morphs and swells into something even more intense, something altogether new and overwhelming.

"Are you okay?" Aiden whisperers, his hands moving to grip my thighs, holding me still as he begins to pound into me, each ferocious thrust pushing the air from my lungs and leaving me dizzy with pleasure.

It doesn't take long for the pain to be replaced entirely by pleasure. A deep, gnawing ache gnaws at my very core, radiating outwards in rippling, delicious waves as Aiden continues to drive into me with a desperate, ravenous hunger.

His fingers find the swollen nub of my clit once more, teasing and tapping it with expert precision as he plows my virgin pussy beneath him. My hands wrap around his sturdy wrists, fingers trembling as I try, and fail, to process the overwhelming, all-consuming pleasure that courses through me with every furious thrust of his gorgeous, massive cock.

"I'm going to explode," Aiden says, his movements growing more frantic and urgent as his own desire begins to build towards an inevitable, cataclysmic release. "I can't stop myself."

A ragged sob escapes me as I feel him swell and throb inside me, the overwhelming pressure of his massive size pushing me to the edge of my own breaking point.

"Yes," I gasp, my voice barely audible over the harsh, rapid panting of our feverish breaths. "Yes, come inside me." I manage as my second orgasm washes over me. 

My words trigger something primal and almost animalistic in Aiden, his fingers digging harder into the flesh of my thighs as he pushes into me one final, desperate time, as his cock erupts in a torrent of hot, thick cream, filling me up completely and leaving me utterly drained, completely and absolutely his.

Our breaths come out in ragged, gasping sobs as we try to regain some semblance of control, hands roaming over one another's bodies.

"That was…” I can't even find the words to describe it.

Aiden pants, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth as he looks up at me with a fierce, passionate hunger.

* * * 

I wake some untold hours later, surrounded by the musky, comforting scents of metal shavings and motor oil. Aiden is already up and puttering about nearby, his bare form bathed in the dusty, golden glow filtering in through the high windows. He moves with his usual understated grace, chiseled muscles rippling beneath the swirling canvas.

It takes me a few muddled blinks to realize that he isn't working on an engine or some other mechanical repair, but rather sculpting—twisting and melding scrap lengths of pipe and rebar into yet another of his raw, emotionally-wrought masterpieces.

As if sensing my appreciative stare, Aiden's broad shoulders go still, head tilting a fraction over one bulging trapezius. His lips curve in that devastating half-smile when our gazes catch and hold, those soulful hazel depths dancing impishly.  

He doesn't speak, just offers me a lingering once-over weighted with a smoky promise that instantaneously sets my nerves aflame all over again. 

But I don't look away or try to hide the effect Aiden has on me—not anymore. Not after the way he spent the long, indulgent night slowly unravelling and remaking me from the inside out with his skilled hands and mouth.

I push up onto my elbows. The worn flannel overshirt slipping teasingly off one shoulder to bare my chest. A new sort of peace, a bone-deep self-assuredness, has taken root in the aftermath of last night's freefall. 

Aiden takes a single measured step forward, skimming callused fingers over the curves and planes his gaze has already mapped endlessly. Yet there's a newfound sort of hushed reverence in the way he commits each subtle shift and shiver of my body to memory. Like I'm one of his own sculptures—flawed and imperfect in places, yes...but still somehow capturing an essence greater than the sum of those rusted edges and scars.

That's what we are now, in the end: two fragments of disaster detritus, disparate and shapeless, that have been remade into something entirely new and unexpectedly beautiful by the other's steady hand. Something strong yet malleable, jagged yet smooth to the touch when traced with care.  

Transfixed, I tilt my chin up to meet Aiden's questing mouth in a kiss that burns just as bright and endless as the very first. He pulls me flush, cradling my face in, and everything outside this poignant, suspended moment simply falls away.

And as our bodies entangle and reignite in a slow, smoldering surge, I know with every thrumming fiber of my being that I never want to leave the blissful, transformative shelter of his embrace again.


If you enjoyed this book please be so kind to leave a review.
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