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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.

_____________________________________________________________________
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