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      Corbin knew he was good-looking, and he had the arrogance to back it up. But the one woman he wanted, the one he’d known for the past decade, was untouchable, forbidden… his sister’s friend. And it was for that reason he’d always resisted admitting his desire for her.

      Until he couldn’t resist Izabella anymore.

      

      Izabella had known Corbin for so long that she’d always seen him as a constant in her life. He had the looks and cockiness to get any woman he wanted. But she’d never considered trying to catch Corbin’s attention.

      She saw herself as plain and average and certainly not someone Corbin would be interested in. And it was because of those thoughts that she’d put any kind of attraction toward Corbin firmly in the back of her mind.

      But when she was stranded at a bar, she found herself seeking out Corbin’s help.

      Maybe it was the liquid courage. Maybe it was the fact Corbin was looking at her like he was starved to touch her. Maybe she was tired of denying herself. But Izabella decided she wouldn’t stop herself from crossing the line between right and wrong… to be with him.

      The only problem was what would happen once morning came?

      

      Reader Note: This story was previously published under the same name. Although it’s been recovered, reedited, and minor plot points tweaked, the story itself is exactly the same. This is not considered a safe read.
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      He’d been called many things in the past, and although most of them were true, Izabella never believed Corbin Grant was a womanizer. She didn’t want to believe it anyway.

      Izabella Heart had known Corbin and his sister, Crestin, since they were fifteen years old. Living next door to each other, Izabella and Crestin had become close friends. Even ten years later, Izabella still kept in contact with her best friend even though Crestin moved away.

      But with Crestin and Corbin’s parents passing away unexpectedly five years ago, and Corbin now living in their home, and with Izabella’s parents moving for her father’s business, Izabella had the opportunity to see Corbin all the time.

      Yeah, but seeing him all the time means I get to see the revolving door of women in his life.

      The three of them might have hung out when they were younger, but now, all Izabella got from Corbin was a tilt of his lips and a cock of his head in acknowledgment.

      It doesn’t help that you want him and always have.

      Clearing her mind of Corbin and what he did on his own time, she grabbed her cell, purse, and jacket and headed outside. She was locking the front door when she heard the sound of his motorcycle approaching. Glancing over her shoulder, she saw Corbin pulling into his driveway, his Harley roaring like some kind of feral animal.

      A small Toyota pulled up behind him only seconds later, and although Izabella shouldn’t have been nosy … well, she also couldn’t turn away.

      The way her house was situated and where she stood on the porch allowed her to watch Corbin without him really being able to see her. The bushes blocked her from his view, so as much as she knew watching him was slightly on the creepy side, she also found this weird fascination with the women he brought home.

      They were always gorgeous, all different ages and races, but they all had one thing in common... they had perfect bodies. The woman who got out of the car was no different. She had curly black hair, her skin this gorgeous mocha color, and her body a size two. The crop top she wore showed off her flat belly, and Izabella found herself covering her own stomach.

      With her belly having a softness to it, and Izabella never having the confidence to pull off a shirt like that, she knew she’d never gain the attention of Corbin in that way.

      He’s a friend. Nothing more. He’ll never see me as one of those women he brings home.

      The woman walked up to Corbin and smiled widely as she lifted her hand and ran her fingers over his bulging bicep. Izabella let her gaze travel the wide expanse of his chest, what she could see anyway, but she’d memorized what he’d looked like already, with and without a shirt on.

      Her keys slipped from her fingers, clattering to the ground and seeming so loud everything else stopped. The houses were close enough together that the woman and Corbin both turned and glanced Izabella’s way.

      She felt her face heat, lifted her hand in an awkward wave, and bent down to grab the keys. Then she kept her head low and her gaze averted as she made her way to the car.

      It wasn’t until she was in the car and pulling out of her driveway that she glanced at Corbin again. The woman was heading into the house, but Corbin was watching Izabella, his sunglasses in place and a cocky smile on his face.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Corbin couldn’t help but watch Izabella drive off. He’d been watching her watch him for longer than he cared to even admit, and the truth was he fucking liked that she did it. In the past ten years since they’d known each other, since he’d watched her grow from an awkward teenager to a voluptuous, gorgeous woman, he’d wanted to admit how he felt for her.

      But maybe it was because their friendship hindered him, or maybe he just didn’t want to fuck things up with her? Either way, he’d kept his distance and didn’t plan on saying anything and potentially ruining shit.

      He wanted Izabella Heart, his twin sister’s friend, a figure in his life he’d known for the past decade, and a woman he probably would never have.

      It wasn’t that he played the field or that he liked the reputation of being a man-whore because the truth was, he didn’t sleep around, not anymore.

      He might have done his fair share of sleeping around as a teenager and in his early twenties, but he’d been focused on work and making something of his life. Now he wanted a family, a woman he could love and trust, could give his heart to, and in return have hers.

      “Corbin, are you coming in?” Allie said, her hip cocked out and her grin wide.

      He’d known Allie for a few years through Crestin. She was here to pick up a few of his twin’s things, and even though he’d had something with Allie years ago for just a short time, he knew the woman wanted to fuck. But he wasn’t interested. The truth was, he hadn’t been interested in fucking others since he realized he wanted Izabella.

      His damn dick couldn’t even get more than semi-hard anymore, and the only way he could find relief was to jerk off thinking of Izabella, bending over and gardening in those shorts she wore during the summer.

      Fuck, I’m getting hard now.

      He adjusted his hardening cock, pushed the thought and image of Izabella out of his mind, and headed inside. They were friends, and she knew about his wild past. She probably still thought he was a bastard for the things he’d done.

      But that was good because her staying away meant he wouldn’t cross lines that could ruin everything.
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      “I can’t go on a blind date, Mel,” Izabella said, her focus on the stack of paperwork she still had to file and enter into the computer.

      “Why? Are you seeing someone or something?”

      Izabella exhaled and glanced up at her coworker. “No, I’m not seeing someone, but I don’t really want to be set up, you know?”

      “No, I don’t know. You need to get out. You always back out of going with us to dinner and the bar.”

      “I just have a lot to do, Mel. That’s all.”

      Mel gave her an unimpressed look. “Listen, all I’m asking is for you to go out with Zachary. He’s friends with my brother.”

      “So you know him well?” Mel didn’t answer for a second, and Izabella exhaled once more. “Mel, do you even know him?”

      “I mean, I know of him. Brent always talks about him, and they go out all the time.”

      “So he’s like your brother, then?” Izabella grabbed the paperwork and started making her way toward her desk.

      “I guess.”

      Izabella shook her head. “Didn’t you tell me your brother is kind of an asshole?” She placed the papers on her desk and sat down, seeing Mel follow her in.

      “He has his moments with me—”

      “And his friend is like this, too?”

      Mel pouted. “Please, just go out. Let him pay for dinner and a drink for you, and call it a night. If nothing else, your meal was free.” She stared at Mel for a prolonged second. “I just think you should go out and meet someone. You’re always working overtime. I never see you with anyone, and who knows? It could be fun.” Mel grinned. “Besides, I don’t know if Zachary is an asshole. He just hangs out with my brother, who happens to be one on occasion. Zach might be really sweet.”

      “Okay, fine.”

      Mel made an excited noise, and Izabella knew it was probably because she felt like a matchmaker. “I’ll give him your number. And you’ll tell me all about it once you go out?”

      Izabella nodded. “Yes. Can I get this done before I have Mr. Juster down my throat?” She smiled, giving Mel a hard time.

      Mel held her hands up. “I’ll let you get to it.”

      God, what have I agreed to?
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      If I feel this way about a blind date, this has to be a bad idea, right?

      Looking at herself one last time in the mirror, Izabella breathed out, gave her reflection a nod, and headed toward the front door. The sun was already setting, and she’d agreed to meet Zachary at the bar and grill instead of him picking her up at her home. She figured if things didn’t work out with the date, she at least had an escape route.

      Maybe not the best attitude to have before even seeing the guy, but the one blind date she’d gone on before this had been a disaster, and she didn’t want to be put in that situation again.

      She grabbed her purse and car keys, knowing she’d be early, but she wanted to get there before her date so she could calm her nerves. Honestly, Izabella didn’t know why she was so nervous. It was just a blind date, not like she was going to her funeral or even her wedding to a man she despised.

      Hell, she might even end up liking Zachary. But the tightness in her belly and the man who was currently on her mind told her this wasn’t really what she wanted to be doing.

      She locked up and walked to her car. The sound of metal hitting concrete had her looking over and seeing Corbin on his back on the ground, working on his Harley. It was going on April, and although the days were warmer and the snow pretty much melted, it was still chilly.

      Say hello to him. Be neighborly. You’re friends, after all.

      They were friends, but they hadn’t actually talked or hung out in years, not since Crestin moved away. It just seemed weird to Izabella to hang out with her best friend’s brother, especially when she wasn’t around, and they’d never exactly done that when Crestin had been living right next door.

      “Hi, Corbin,” she yelled out and felt her face heat as her voice got high-pitched at the end. He sat up with grease on his hands, white shirt and cheeks.

      “Hey,” he said and gave her that signature half-smile, the one that made her wet and brought some pretty inappropriate things to mind. He stood to his towering six-foot-four height, and all of her girly parts started to tingle and come alive. Her pussy got wet, her nipples hardened, and her skin tightened. Goose bumps popped out along her flesh, and her pulse raced.

      This man, this cocky—rumored to be a womanizer—could make her feel so alive. He didn’t even have to touch her to cause these intense feelings inside her.

      “You look nice,” he said while looking her up and down and wiping his grease-stained hands off on a red rag.

      “Thanks,” she said, but it sounded so weak at the moment. She knew the type of guy Corbin was, had seen how he was during their teenage years, and of course now, but that didn’t stop her from wanting him. “I have a date.” She could have slapped a hand over her mouth for the words that tumbled out. She hadn’t meant to say that and didn’t even know why she had.

      He didn’t say anything, just kept wiping off his hands, but now he stared right into her eyes. “Have fun,” he said, but his voice was tight, almost annoyed, dare she say.

      She nodded and licked her lips, not sure why he seemed upset all of a sudden. She needed to just head to the grill unless she wanted to make an ass out of herself, which would happen if she gawked any longer.

      “See you around.” She lifted her hand in a wave and got into her car.

      Without looking at Corbin again, she headed to the restaurant and told herself to put her neighbor and best friend’s brother out of her mind.
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      In all the years that Corbin had known Izabella, he had only seen her go on a handful of dates. But no matter how much he wanted her, he knew better than to go after her because that would be dumb as fuck.

      Breathing out roughly, he tossed the now grease-covered rag beside his toolbox and headed inside. Yeah, he wasn’t ashamed to jerk off after seeing Izabella. She’d been looking good, really good, and he needed something to take his mind off the fact she was going on a date with some motherfucker.

      He might have seen her as a friend, someone to watch over when they were younger, but for a long time now, he’d seen her as something a hell of a lot less friendly.

      He went into the bathroom, turned on the shower, and got undressed. He thought about Izabella in those tight black leggings and the way her ass was perfectly curved, big and round, and so fuckable.

      Corbin groaned, not able to stop himself, not able to stop the way his cock got so fucking hard it ached. The sweater she wore was hardly long enough to cover her, but damn, he liked that, loved that he could see every curve of her. It made him want to say fuck it all and just go after her.

      He could imagine himself going up to her, throwing her over his shoulder, and taking her to his room. He’d tear off her clothes, but she’d be pantyless and braless because she’d know he loved that and got off on it.

      Her tits would sway slightly from the force of him pushing her back on the bed, and the sight would mesmerize him. Corbin held in his groan at the visual, wishing he had Izabella here instead of having to resort to jerking off in his bathroom. He started to stroke his cock from root to tip, feeling his balls draw up and his body tighten as the pleasure washed through him.

      The image of Izabella spread out for him, her ass in the air, her body flat against the table, the bed, fuck, any piece of furniture he had, flashed through his mind vividly.

      Corbin squeezed his eyes shut and stroked his dick harder, faster, picturing her legs spread with her pussy on display. He’d touch every part of her and make her so damn wet she was begging for his cock by the time it was all said and done.

      He’d touch her pussy, stroke her clit, and make her come for him. When he was finally balls deep in her, Corbin would fuck her so hard and good she wouldn’t be able to walk straight the next day. She’d remember exactly who had been deep inside her.

      His throat tightened as pleasure moved through his body, starting at the base of his spine and encompassing every inch of him. He stroked his cock faster, curling his fingers around his shaft even tighter until the pain mixed with the pleasure.

      Fucking hell. I want her. I have to have her, damn the consequences.

      

      The pleasure came on stronger, and Corbin knew he couldn’t hold back from getting off. Hell, he didn’t want to. Every muscle in his body clenched, tightened, and the need to just unload and get off came on fast and strong.

      Bracing a hand on the wall, he positioned himself so when he got off, his cum would spew in the shower. He stroked himself faster, clenched his jaw, and let the pleasure claim him. All the while, he thought of Izabella. His hot jets of cum shot out, and he groaned deeply, not able to hold off on the sound.

      Once his orgasm receded and he was able to breathe normally, he opened his eyes. The water was on for the shower, and the bathroom had filled with steam already. He needed to get his fucking head on straight. If he was going to go after Izabella, it wasn’t going to be for one damn night.

      No, she wasn’t just hookup material. She was something special, and he realized that holding off had been a dumbass mistake. She might very well tell him to screw off or that being together was wrong because of the relationship they’d had in the past. She was his sister’s best friend, after all, and they’d all grown up together.

      But Corbin wasn’t going to sit on how he felt or what he wanted anymore. He couldn’t.

      Scrubbing a hand over his face, he knew this was messed up. Being with her would cross a line, right? He’d never been one for commitment, but when he looked at Izabella, he saw something special in her.

      She wasn’t like the other women he’d associated with, and maybe it was because she knew him so well that he finally realized it.

      You have to do this because if not, you’ll wonder what in the hell could have been.
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      “Come on, one more shot,” Zachary said, his grin wide. Yet his focus was not only on her but also on every other woman in the bar.

      Izabella had been on this blind date for the past hour, and she was ready to go home. Zachary might look attractive, but his personality made him one of the ugliest people she’d ever met. Not only was he blatant in checking out other women while he was on a date with her but he was also obnoxious in his arrogance, and the fact he kept making sexual innuendos and then winking at her made her gag.

      Izabella wasn’t a prude, not by any means, but on a first date, and a blind one at that, she assumed he’d have a little more class.

      “I’m already tipsy,” Izabella said, but she took the glass anyway. She was at least going to get free food and booze out of this train wreck of a date.

      “So maybe after this, we can go hang out at my place. Or maybe yours?” He cocked an eyebrow, and she made a face, not even about to conceal her disgust.

      “I think I’ll pass,” she said, her voice not hiding her disinterest. He reached out and placed his hand on hers, and instantly, she felt her skin crawl.

      “Come on. It’ll be fun.”

      She took her hand from his and shook her head. She was feeling buzzed enough that she had no problem speaking her mind, especially since this guy was such an ass. Leaning forward, she stared him right in the eye. He’d already paid for dinner, and this last shot he’d given her was covered as well.

      Now was a good time to just tell him straight-up he wasn’t getting a piece of ass from her because he definitely seemed like the type of guy to stick her with the bill if she denied him.

      “Listen, I agreed to go out with you because of Mel. I gave you the benefit of the doubt, but I’m not going to sleep with you.” She leaned back in the chair, expecting him to maybe be an asshole and really seal the night with a prick remark, but he just smiled.

      “Just tell me how you really feel,” he said, his smile still in place but tight. “That’s fine that you don’t want to go home with me even though I think I’ve been pretty accommodating tonight.” He stood. “I’m just going to head to the bathroom.”

      She had no clue what in the hell he’d meant by being accommodating, but she didn’t care. She watched him disappear down the hall and focused on the table again. God, this night just needs to be over with.

      After ten minutes of sitting at the table and glancing over her shoulder, she got up, grabbed her purse, and headed toward the bathrooms. Knocking on the men’s restroom, she waited to see if she could hear him respond. Maybe he got sick?

      The door opened, but it wasn’t Zachary who came out.

      “Excuse me, is there a man in there with shorter blond hair and a button-down plaid shirt?”

      The older man shook his head. “Nah, I was the only one.” He moved past her without saying anything else.

      Dread settled inside her, and she made her way quickly out of the bar. Standing outside, she glanced at the parking lot but didn’t see his car.

      No. Fucking. Way.

      She took a couple of minutes to walk the parking lot, knowing exactly where they’d parked. She saw her car, but Zachary’s truck was missing. No one wanted to be ditched on a date, but it looked like that was exactly what he did to her.

      When she was able to catch her breath, she grabbed her phone.

      Damn, that shot is making me extra tipsy.

      Knowing she had to drive, she’d been a fool to drink so much.

      Closing her eyes and rubbing them for a second, she opened them and focused on her phone again. First, she called Mel. Her coworker had gotten her into this, and the least she could do was bitch at her about it. But after calling her twice and getting her voicemail each time, she sent Mel a text telling her the asshole had left her at the bar.

      Keys in hand, she walked over to her car, got in, and shut and locked the door. She couldn’t drive, not when she was buzzed like this.

      She couldn’t call Crestin, not when her friend lived so far away, and aside from Mel and a few other coworkers, all of whom were not answering their phones, Izabella didn’t have anyone else to call.

      But as she looked at her phone, she thought of one other person, but she didn’t know if calling him was the best choice. What if he was with someone? But she had no one else, and even if she could have called a cab, a part of her still wanted to call Corbin. Maybe it was because she was drunk and not so inhibited right now, or maybe she wanted to be a masochist because he could easily shoot her down.

      Without thinking anymore, she dialed his number and put the phone to her ear. She just hoped this didn’t backfire on her because she hadn’t been close with Corbin in so long.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            6

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Corbin’s cell rang, and for a second, he thought about saying fuck it and turning the damn thing off. He’d already ignored three calls from some chick who wanted to fuck, and although he hadn’t seen her in longer than he could even remember, she’d been drunk and desperate for some cock.

      He kicked his feet up on the coffee table and leaned back, but at the last second, he grabbed his cell. The number that flashed on the screen had his skin tightening for a second.

      Izabella.

      He sat up at the same time he hit the accept button. “Hello?” There was a pause before he heard her sigh.

      “Corbin?”

      “Is everything okay?” He instantly heard the slurred quality in her voice, but something in the back of his mind pricked at the fact she was supposed to be on a date and had called him. He was worried about her, and that had every part of him coming to attention.

      “No, everything went to shit.” She started chuckling, but he could tell she wasn’t laughing because this was humorous. “I’m drunk, my date left me at the bar, and I don’t want to drive home.” Another moment of silence passed. “I hate to bother you, but can you pick me up?”

      “Of course,” he said right away. “Tell me where you are. I’m on my way now.” She told him the restaurant, and after he got off the phone, he felt his rage rise. Some little motherfucker had left her alone at the bar. He didn’t know the reason, and he didn’t fucking care. He’d take care of her, and when she was sober and thinking clearly, he’d tell her exactly how he felt.
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      “Thanks for the lift,” she said, hearing the slurred quality of her voice, but feeling so good, despite her situation, that she found herself smiling.

      God, my face hurts and feels so hot. Corbin must think I’m an absolute idiot.

      “It’s not a problem, Izabella. I’m glad you called,” Corbin said, leaning against her doorframe, looking so damn good. “I’ll have your car picked up and dropped off at the house, that way it’s one less thing you have to worry about.”

      She was drunk, so she knew she was blatantly checking him out, which was so inappropriate, but after the night she’d had, she just didn’t give a shit. “Thanks,” she whispered. The silence stretched out uncomfortably.

      “That guy was an asshole, and if I find him, I’ll beat his ass for leaving you there.” He had a stoic expression.

      “It’s okay.”

      “No, I’m serious, Izabella,” he insisted. “That was a prick move, especially since you’re drunk. Not that it matters, because he’s a motherfucker anyway, but why did he leave you?”

      She swallowed, her face getting hotter because being honest with Corbin meant she’d have to talk about personal things. They might have hung out back in the day, but she’d never really been personal with him. That had been her and Crestin’s thing. “Believe me, I won’t be seeing him again.” He didn’t respond, and she knew he was waiting for her to tell him.

      There was another moment of silence before she finally spoke.

      “He was all but asking me to go home with him. I told him, in so many words, that it wasn’t going to happen.” She shrugged, trying not to let it bother her, but she was pissed. “He went to the bathroom and never came back out.”

      Corbin started grinding his teeth, and the anger on his face was clear. She could feel it like a blast of hot, rage-filled air coming from him. His muscles flexed under his shirt as well, and as much as she hated how the night went, a very feminine part of her liked the fact Corbin was upset.

      It turned her on.

      “I’m being rude. Come in.” She moved aside, feeling that buzz going strong but wanting not to let this get weird between them. The drive back from the restaurant had been somewhat quiet, and aside from him asking her a few questions, probably trying to keep the small talk going, she’d stared out the window and kept her mouth shut. She was humiliated about being ditched, and even more so because the object of her lust had been the one to pick her up.

      Corbin stepped inside, and she shut the door. Some coffee might help her sober up, although staying in this blissful intoxication sounded pretty damn good right now.

      “You want something to drink?” she asked over her shoulder and made her way into the kitchen.

      “Beer, if you have it.”

      She stopped and glanced at him before nodding. Okay, so no coffee right now. Good, because she wasn’t ready to face this with a clear head. After grabbing a beer for him and a bottle of water for her, they headed back into the living room and sat down.

      The silence stretched between them again, but she didn’t know what to say. Honestly, she didn’t know why she’d invited him into her house.

      Because he did you a favor by coming to get you.

      But is that the only reason you asked him in?

      No.

      “You know, I’m here if you want to talk,” he said and tipped his beer bottle back, taking a long pull from it but watching her at the same time.

      “Thanks, Corbin.” She held on to her water bottle tightly enough that the plastic made a crunching sound under her grasp.

      “I know we weren’t as close as you and Crestin, but with her gone and us living next to each other,” he said and shrugged, “I’m just here for you, okay?”

      She nodded and gave him a smile, but her libido was acting all kinds of crazy, especially with her being buzzed. Her normally out-of-control arousal for Corbin seemed even more heightened, and all she could do was pray she didn’t make a fool out of herself while he was in her house.

      “I hope I didn’t interrupt anything.” Her voice cracked as she said that, her nerves rising, her arousal already strangling her. Corbin didn’t say anything for what seemed like forever.

      Why is it so hot in here?

      She saw the way he looked at her, the fact his gaze dipped down her body… the way he shifted on the seat.

      Oh my God. Look at the size of that thing.

      Her gaze was glued to the crotch of his jeans, to the tented material, his cock clearly stiff with his desire.

      He’s aroused.

      He leaned forward in the chair, set his now empty beer bottle on the coffee table, and rested his forearms on his thighs. For a second, all he did was stare at her, and all Izabella could do was try to breathe normally and hope he couldn’t see exactly how nervous and aroused she was.

      But why? Who cares if he can tell? He’s got a boner, so clearly, he wants you.

      “You’re breathing really hard, Izabella.”

      The way he said her name, all low and deep, had her entire body tightening and her skin tingling. This need to just throw caution to the wind and be with him was about to override her common sense. She might be buzzed, but she wasn’t drunk enough not to understand what she wanted.

      Izabella’s inhibitions were just more relaxed, and it felt so good not to care or worry so much about it.

      “I know,” she whispered.

      “Why are you breathing so hard?” His voice was so deep.

      She looked at his hands, so big, so strong. His entire body was like that, and the white shirt he wore that stretched over his broad shoulders and around his bulging biceps had the feminine part of her sighing in appreciation. His tattoos, the ones visible beneath his white T-shirt, had her pussy so wet her panties were soaked.

      The ink started at his wrists, snaking all the way up to his shoulders and chest and making the whole bad boy persona come from him like a tidal wave.

      “Come here, Izabella.”

      The way he commanded her called her submissive side to attention, and she stood right away, not able to disobey. Oh, who in the hell are you kidding? You want this so much you’re literally shaking with the desire to be controlled by him.

      He straightened as she moved closer, but he didn’t move otherwise. When she was close enough to him that their feet touched, she clenched her hands into tight fists at her sides and tightened her jaw.

      “You’re nervous,” he said without question.

      She nodded. “Yes.”

      I’m not about to lie.

      “Why?”

      She thought about his question even though she already knew the answer. “Because you make me that way.”

      He slowly rose, and his towering height made her feel so small and petite. For a second, they held each other’s gazes, and then Corbin lifted his hand and took a piece of her hair between his thumb and forefinger. He rubbed the strand for a second, watching the act and looking as calm as she felt out of control.

      “Do you think this is wrong?” he asked.

      She swallowed. “What’s wrong?”

      

      He looked at her face again. “Wanting you when you’re my sister’s best friend, and we’ve known each other for so long.”

      Her heart jumped in her throat, and she slowly shook her head. “No, but if it is, then I’m in the wrong, too.”

      He let out a deep groan right before he slipped his hand behind her head, tangled his fingers in her hair, and pulled her close to him. She slammed into his hard, defined chest, braced her hands on his pectoral muscles, and told herself to breathe.

      He was looking at her lips for so long she ran her tongue over her bottom one, hoping the subtle act would urge him to kiss her.

      “I want to kiss you so fucking badly right now.”

      The way he sounded so desperate for her but also couldn’t contain himself not to curse while telling her what he wanted had Izabella feeling this strength move through her.

      So taking matters into her own hands because she was tired of waiting, she rose on her toes, curled her nails into his pecs, and placed her mouth on his.
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      For a second, all they did was stand there with their lips pressed together, but then something snapped in him. He tightened his hand in her hair until the pain mixed with pleasure.

      Corbin moved them backward while devouring her mouth now, slamming her against the wall and leaving her breathless. He kissed her hard, feverishly, and it was like an animal had been unleashed inside him. But she loved it, loved that he couldn’t control himself.

      He had his dick pressed against her belly and ground himself on her over and over again until she moaned in his mouth. Even though her leggings and his jeans kept them from actually touching flesh to flesh, she swore she felt every part of him.

      He was so big, so thick, and so impressive that her pussy clenched as if trying to grab on to something substantial.

      He’d stretch her so good. She knew that without a doubt.

      “I am so fucking hard for you, Izabella, and for so damn long, I tried to hold back. I stayed away because I thought it was right.”

      God. He’s wanted me?

      “No waiting. No stopping.” The words just tumbled out of her mouth, but she wouldn’t take them back.

      He groaned, kissing her harder, and was thrusting his cock against her belly with more fervor. “You’re sure?”

      “I’ve never been more sure than I am now.”

      “You’re drunk.”

      She shook her head, her mouth next to his. “I know what I’m doing, Corbin.”

      He placed his hand between their bodies and started undoing his pants. “You’re not a virgin, are you, baby?” She shook her head.

      “Good, because I don’t know if I can do sweet and soft, not with you, Izabella.”

      Good, I don’t want that either.

      Before she knew what was happening, he was pushing his jeans down and going for her clothes. Once she was naked from the waist down, he stepped up to her again. His hard cock was just as thick and long as she’d envisioned, and the tip slick with pre-cum. The wetness smeared on her lower belly, and it felt so hot, so fucking sexy to have it being rubbed into her skin.

      Her mind spun, her breathing was erratic, and she didn’t even want to think too hard about the fact she was about to sleep with her best friend’s brother and twin. She’d wanted Corbin for so long, and even without the alcohol thrumming through her veins, she knew she wanted this and wouldn’t stop. They’d already started it, and she wanted to finally be with him in all ways.

      “Maybe this was a bad idea, but it doesn’t feel wrong, and I don’t want to stop, Izabella.”

      “I don’t either, Corbin,” she breathed against his mouth.

      She groaned when he sucked her tongue inside of his mouth. His cock was so hard, so hot and big against her belly, and every time he thrust against her, dry humping her, she grew wetter, her nipples becoming harder. Izabella couldn’t ever remember a time when she’d been this aroused.

      It’s because you’re here with Corbin.

      She’d lusted after him all through her teenage years, and seeing him with other women had broken her heart, but it wasn’t like she’d ever admitted how she felt, so why should he have cared? To him she’d always been Crestin’s friend, or so she thought. He’d clearly thought about her in a sexual capacity seeing where they were right now.

      But now he wanted her just as badly as she wanted him.

      “I love the way you feel, the way you taste against my tongue.”

      Her nipples tingled, and her pussy clenched.

      “I’m so fucking hard for you, Izabella,” he groaned against her lips and thrust his erection more firmly into her belly. “Touch my cock, stroke it, baby.” He moved his mouth by her ear. “I need you to touch it. Fuck, I’ve been jerking off to the image of you doing it for longer than I even want to admit.”

      “Corbin.” She whispered his name. Her throat was so tight that her arousal was burning her alive. “Is this really happening?”

      “Fuck yeah, it is, Izabella. And I don’t want it to end.” He had his hand on her ass now, his fingers curled into her bare flesh, squeezing, adding pressure and pain to the pleasure. He used his other hand to take hold of her wrist, moved their conjoined hands between their bodies while holding her gaze with his, and made her touch his dick.

      Of course she wanted to feel his hardness, to have all that length and girth in her grasp.

      

      She felt the massive length of him, and an involuntary gasp left her. As he removed his hand and she started stroking his erection up and down, the chilled sensation of what was clearly a piercing had her stilling, but her pulse racing.

      He took a step back, just enough that when she looked down she could see his dick, easily nine inches in length, dotted with pre-cum at the tip, and having a hoop right through the crown.

      Oh. God.

      Her pussy clenched at the need to have him shoved deep inside her, to stretch her with arousal, and a small gasp left her.

      “God, you’re so big, Corbin.” Her throat was so dry, her tongue swelling as the carnal desire to have his cock in her mouth overrode everything in her.

      “You make it that hard, baby,” he said in a gruff voice at the base of her throat, his lips and tongue moving up at down her neck. She wrapped her hand around his cock more firmly, felt her pulse jump at the base of her throat, and tried to get enough oxygen in her lungs.

      Izabella knew she could have probably climaxed from the feel of him alone. She was so turned on, so hot for this bad boy, that if he just touched her pussy right now she’d explode for him, just come right here. Her clit was engorged, her pussy saturated, and her inner muscles clenching for his big dick.

      Stroking him faster and adding more pressure, Izabella could do nothing but stare at him and watch the change in his expression. He was trying to stay calm, but the hard mask of his face shifted to his pleasure. His jaw was clenched, the muscles under his scruff covered skin flexing.

      “That’s it, Izabella.” His words were gruff, slightly broken up. “Christ, baby, that is so fucking it.” He groaned, his light blue eyes flashing with fire from his arousal. Corbin moved his other hand on her ass as well, so now both palms cupped her cheeks, squeezing them, spreading them apart slightly.

      They still had their shirts on, and she wanted the damn offending material ripped free of them.

      It was like he read her mind, or maybe he saw that conclusion on her expression, because a second later he took a step back, all but tore the material of her shirt away, and looked down at her bared breasts. Her bra covered the mounds, but she wanted some control as well. She unhooked the bra and let the article of clothing drop to the floor.

      She wanted him to hold her harder, to make there be bruises come morning. She wanted that proof that she’d been here with Corbin, that he’d owned every part of her. His mouth was back on hers, and he took control of her, swallowed the sound that came out of her mouth on its own.

      His body was pressed tight to hers, his cock against her belly, as her hand was no longer on him, stroking him with fervor.

      And then in a move so fast she didn’t even have time to prepare for it, he had his shirt off, and she took a second to stare at all of his hard, golden flesh. His tattoos turned her on so damn much, and the sight of him standing there with nothing covering him, knowing all of it was for her, had this gush of air leaving her.

      “I’m going to fuck you so hard you won’t ever think of anyone else, Izabella.” He had her in his arms seconds later, and a startled sound left her at the strength he exuded. Corbin held her like she weighed nothing at all. With her legs around his waist, his cock nudging at her pussy, and her back against the wall, she felt this high slam into her.

      “I want you, Corbin.”

      “Yeah, baby?”

      She nodded, resting her head against the wall as he started licking at the column of her throat.

      “How much do you want me? What do you want me to do to you?”

      She couldn’t think straight, let alone try to say all the things she wanted Corbin to do to her.

      Licking her lips, she knew she wanted to tell him some of the things she fantasized about, at least.

      “I want you kissing me... every part of me, every inch.” She felt sweat start to cover her body, those little droplets of perspiration making the room feel hotter, making her more inflamed. “I want you touching me between my legs.”

      “What else, baby?” he whispered.

      Say it. Tell him all of it.

      He started thrusting against her belly. The feel of his pre-cum coating her skin was hot, arousing, and almost had her begging for his cock right then and there.

      Just tell him that’s what you want.

      Looking into his eyes, she did just that. “I want your cock in my pussy, Corbin. I want you to fuck me.” Izabella had never been so bold in what she wanted. Having lost her virginity when she was eighteen to a guy she thought cared about her had opened her eyes up to a lot of things.

      But this experience with Corbin made her feel so different.

      “Oh, don’t worry, Izabella baby.” He ran his tongue up her neck, over her jaw, and kissed the corner of her mouth. “I’m going to fuck you so raw you won’t be able to sit tomorrow without remembering that I had my cock shoved deep in your cunt.”

      She believed it. Right now, she just wanted to feel him pushing into her and stretching her until tears ran down her face. The thought of having his big cock inside her, doing just that, had her insides clenching and a fresh wave of wetness coming from her pussy.

      He let go of her ass with one hand and slammed his palm on the wall beside her head.

      “I need you now, Corbin. I’m so ready for you.”

      He groaned. “I’ll give you more than you can handle, Izabella,” he said gruffly. Corbin reached between their bodies and took hold of his dick. She held on to him with her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck.

      Corbin stared at her face, looked right in her eyes, and all other things in her mind left her except for this one moment.

      As he rubbed the head of his cock along her slit, up and down, slowly and torturously, she bit her lip as pleasure coursed through her body.

      “You’re so fucking wet for me.”

      She nodded. Izabella had never been this wet before, but she wasn’t embarrassed that her cream slid down her inner thighs. She didn’t care about anything but feeling Corbin in her, thrusting away like a madman.

      He continued to rub his cock along her cleft and brushed her clit with every upstroke. “Damn, you are soaked for me, baby, so primed for my dick.” The scent of his cologne filled her head. Right now, nothing else mattered but having Corbin fuck her. They held each other’s stares for several long seconds, and then he leaned forward and pressed his mouth to hers.

      Yeah, she was really doing this. She was really having sex with her best friend’s brother, and damn, did it feel good and right.

      Images of them together—skin wet with sweat, muscles taut from all the straining—filled her head and had her trying to shift to impale herself on his shaft.

      “Yeah, that’s it, baby girl.”

      Hearing him call her the somewhat dirty endearment had her moaning.

      Without thinking—because at this point, all she wanted was him shoved so deep inside her nothing else mattered—Izabella wedged her hand between their bodies and grabbed his cock. Squeezing him for a second had a distorted sound leaving him. She shifted again so she had the tip of his dick pressed right at her entrance.

      For a moment, time seemed to stand still as they looked at each other and held their breaths.

      “Do it, baby.” He leaned forward an inch. “I’ll give you this moment of control, but once my cock is in your tight little pussy, all bets are off. I’ll be the one owning you.”

      Izabella was being so unlike herself right now. She’d never been so wanton before, and she couldn’t even really blame it on the alcohol. She shifted slightly, her legs so spread given their position, and her pussy rubbed on his cock. The tip of his dick became lodged in her body from her slight movements, and they both groaned.

      The high she felt engulfed her, making all common sense and reality fade. Nothing else mattered except right now and being with Corbin.

      He can have me any way he wants me.

      “Fuck me,” she all but moaned.

      “Oh yeah, baby. I like when you say that dirty shit.” He pushed an inch farther into her body. “I’m going to fuck you so hard you won’t want anyone else but me from this point on.”

      Izabella didn’t let that comment sink in too much or let her emotions get tangled. He was saying things in the moment, and that was okay because what happened right now didn’t mean they’d be together.

      She just wanted him, and she didn’t care what anyone said about it. If all Corbin wanted right now was sex, well, then Izabella would snatch it up and enjoy the moment. She could just let it be about sex and still enjoy every damn second of it.

      Right?

      His entire body was strung so tight, so hard against hers. He held his arm by her head still, only supporting her with the one hand on her ass. His strength made her feel like a woman, and she didn’t think she’d ever felt like that with another man before.

      When he slid in another inch, stretching her so wide she felt her eyes widen, he bared his teeth and closed his eyes. This deep, almost animalistic sound left him, and she loved that she’d been the one to get it out of him.

      “You like my big cock in you, stretching your pussy so fucking wide?” Sweat was starting to bead on his forehead, and she found herself nodding.

      “God, yes,” she whispered.

      “Tell me,” he demanded.

      “You’re so big inside me, Corbin.” She felt like she was going to split right in two.

      

      “You’re so fucking tight and hot, baby. It’s like you’re strangling my cock.” He rested his forehead against hers, and they panted against each other’s mouths. “And your cunt is so fucking juicy for me.”

      She let her head fall back against the wall behind her and closed her eyes, curling her nails into his flesh and hearing him hiss out. With one more shove, he pushed all the way into her until his balls slapped her ass. For just a second, he stilled, maybe letting her get used to him being all up inside her.

      “You’re really ready for me? You’re ready for me to fuck you?”

      She nodded.

      Corbin started moving in and out of her, faster and harder. She couldn’t wrap her head around the pleasure that she already felt, and they had just started.

      “Christ, Izabella.” He was breathing hard now. “You feel so damn good. The best,” he said in a hoarse whisper and pumped into her again and again.

      Seeing and feeling all of that hard muscle flexing under his skin had a shiver working through her. He looked into her eyes and started fucking her even harder this time, never breaking their focus. Sweat covered her skin, and she saw beads of perspiration on his forehead, sliding down his temples.

      She wanted to be sweaty in a bed with him, wanted to have their flesh moving along each other’s.

      It felt like he was so deep inside her, and not an inch was untouched by this man. Yeah, it was good. He felt incredible. Corbin curled his arm around her waist, having let go of her ass, and she wrapped her legs around his hips tighter, really making sure she was pressed right up to him. He started moving in and out of her so fast that her back started moving up and down on the wall, the friction causing her flesh to burn, but the discomfort felt so good.

      The sounds of their flesh slapping together filled her head and had her pleasure climbing.

      “You feel so good, Izabella. Fuck, you feel so good.” He ground the words out. This low, deep growl left him, and she didn’t hold in her moan. Corbin slammed into her especially hard, and she felt her eyes roll back in her head. He pulled almost all the way out, the tip just barely at her entrance, and then slowly pushed back into her.

      As he did this over and over again, Izabella felt herself losing control.

      “Kiss me, please.” She didn’t stop herself from begging.

      He went back to kissing her until she knew she’d come, knew she’d get off harder than she ever had before. With each passing second, he seemed to unravel even more. She felt her climax mounting and wanted it to consume every inch of her.

      “Come for me, baby. Let me see you get off.”

      She nodded. Her lips parted, her eyes wide.

      “Squeeze that pussy on my cock, milk the cum from me.”

      “Oh,” she moaned, squeezing her inner muscles around his dick.

      He reached between them and pressed his thumb to her clit, rubbing it back and forth. With his cock deep in her pussy and his thumb on her clit, her orgasm crested.

      “I knew it would be like this with you, that you’d be so primed and receptive to me.” He slammed into her over and over again, her orgasm intense and body numbing.

      He slowed his thrusting. “I knew you’d feel this good, Izabella. I knew you’d feel this right,” he murmured, seemingly to himself. “I shouldn’t have waited so long, baby.”

      She didn’t know how to respond to that. But he didn’t give her a chance to say anything because he started thrusting into her again, really fucking her, as if to cement his words.

      In and out, faster and harder, and she got lost in the sensation, in the feeling of everything that was Corbin. Izabella felt herself falling over the edge once more and came long and hard around him, knowing deep down she’d never feel this kind of pleasure with anyone else.

      She wanted him to come right along with her, but instead of finding his release, Corbin pulled out of her right when her climax started to fade. She couldn’t contain her gasp at the sudden empty feeling.

      Without saying anything, he turned from the wall and strode down the hall with her in his arms. “Room?” he asked in a gruff, almost impatient voice.

      After she told him where it was, and they were inside it, he walked to the bed and set her down.

      Once on the bed, he grabbed her hands and pulled them above her head. Holding on to her wrists with one hand, he looked his fill of her tits and pussy. He grabbed his cock with his free hand and started stroking himself. She could see the way his abdomen flexed as he breathed heavily.

      Her heart was beating hard and fast, and even though she had already come more than once, she wanted more.

      God, did she want more.

      “I hope you’re ready because I’m not nearly done with you, Izabella.”
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      Corbin pulled back from her, and for a second, all he did was stare at Izabella. Looking at every inch of her, he knew this woman would be his no matter what. He’d started this, had finally said fuck it and gone after her, and he wasn’t just going to walk away. He couldn’t.

      Grabbing his dick, Corbin started jerking off as he looked at her tits, then slid his gaze down to her rounded belly, and finally stopped at her pussy. She had a trimmed thatch of dark hair covering her cunt, but fuck, he could see the slit and her plump pussy lips.

      His cock was slick from her juices, and this voice in the back of his head kept nagging at him about something, but he was so far gone for her he pushed the fucker back.

      “Spread your legs for me. Let me see your pussy lips part, baby.”

      Her chest started rising and falling harder, but she placed her feet flat on the bed and did as he said. When her thighs were spread wide and her cunt lips parted obscenely, he groaned. Stroking himself harder, faster, and squeezing his cock until the pleasure and discomfort mixed into one, Corbin finally said fuck it and got on the bed.

      He covered her with his body and buried his face in the crook of her neck, inhaling her sweet scent.

      “You smell so damn good, Izabella.” Running his tongue up the column of her throat, he thrust his dick between her legs. “You feel so good, taste so fucking good.” Leaning back and smoothing his finger along her bottom lip, he felt his entire body tighten. He took possession of her mouth, sucking on her tongue, and groaned.

      “Corbin.” She breathed out his name, and he felt this tug inside him. It felt damn good to hear her say it, especially in the throes of her passion. “That feels so good.”

      “You like having me on top of you, touching you, owning you?”

      She nodded, and he grinned against her neck right before gently biting her flesh. She arched up to him, her breasts rubbing along his chest and her pussy sliding over his dick.

      “It feels right, doesn’t it, baby?”

      “Yes.” She moaned that lone word out.

      “It feels so fucking right to have you like this.”

      She nodded, her eyes closed, her mouth parted as she moaned.

      “I want you inside me.”

      “Say that again.” His hoarse voice was demanding. He cupped her breast and grabbed her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. “Say it, baby.” He continued to thrust against her pussy, sliding his cock up and down her cleft.

      “I need you. I want your cock inside me again, Corbin.”

      He claimed her lips, slipped his tongue inside, and mouth-fucked her. “I’m going to be inside you, and you’ll know that you’re mine.”
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      The room spun as her arousal jumbled her thoughts. She didn’t want to think about anything aside from right now in her hazy mind. But Izabella also knew that once morning came, things would be different, whether that be good or bad.

      She’d heard everything Corbin said, all of it: owning her, claiming her, never being with anyone else.

      She wasn’t Corbin’s, though, and the words he said were in the heat of the moment. She knew that, accepted it, and she was just enjoying this one moment in time.

      He pulled and twisted her nipple, causing little zings of electricity throughout her whole body. It felt so good, and he knew just the right place to touch her to light her up. She’d never felt more out of control with her emotions or body than she did right now, and that made this even more exciting.

      “Lick it, Corbin, touch it with your lips and tongue.” She knew she wouldn’t have to elaborate for him to know what she wanted.

      He growled low in his throat, leaned down, and sucked her nipple into his mouth.

      “God, yes,” she moaned, not being able to hold in her words or the erotic sounds leaving her.

      When he released her nipple with a pop, she knew she couldn’t take any more of this foreplay.

      Watching as he grabbed his cock and leaned back, all Izabella could do was stare in erotic pleasure as he aligned himself with her pussy hole again. His cock, so big and long, so thick and glistening with her cream, had her mouthwatering.

      “I’m so damn hard for you, baby.” He swallowed, still poised at her entrance. “I won’t last once I’m inside you again.”

      She didn’t say anything because she couldn’t even form words right now.

      “You see what you do to me? You see how fucking hard I am?” He was looking right in her eyes.

      “Yes.” Her focus was on his cock and where he was poised. This nagging in the back of her mind spoke of something she should be concentrating on, but she was too far gone to pay it any attention or to care.

      In one swift, penetrating move, Corbin buried himself to the hilt inside her.

      He started thrusting a little faster and cupped one bared breast again, rolling the nipple between his thumb and index finger. He moved to the next and did the same thing, and her hands ached from how tightly she held on to the headboard as the pleasure consumed her.

      Spreading her legs even wider and lifting her hips, she gasped when he hit something deep inside her. As he placed his forearms flat on the bed by her head, resting the full weight of his body on her, the air left her. She loved the pressure, loved the feeling of being pressed down by this man.

      He never took his gaze from her as he fucked her, slamming his hips into her before pulling back out and repeating the action over and over again.

      “You’re mine, Izabella,” he said softly, so low his words were slightly muffled.

      You’re his for the night. Don’t forget that, and don’t let your emotions get involved.

      He lifted up slightly so their stomachs weren’t touching anymore, but he never stopped thrusting in and out of her.

      “This feels so good, Corbin.”

      Placing his hand on her belly, he added a bit of pressure, holding her still as he fucked her. But then he slipped his fingers over her clit and started rubbing the nub back and forth.

      Lowering his face again, he pressed his mouth against hers, barely touching her. “I want you to come all over my cock, baby,” he murmured against her mouth, and she arched her back, pressing her breasts into his firm, warm flesh.

      “God, yes, Corbin.” Neck arching, hands fisting into the sheets, and her breath leaving her violently, Izabella let the sensations move through her.

      “Fuck, baby. Yes.” He took his hand and cupped her cheek, holding her head still as he fucked her pussy and her mouth. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, and their sweat-slicked skin moved erotically against each other.

      Tensing, trying to hold off on coming because she didn’t want this to end, she reached out and grabbed a chunk of his hair with both of her hands, pulling on the strands until he pulled back from her mouth.

      “Corbin, I’m going to come,” she gasped out.

      “Just let go, baby girl.” He started thrusting in and out of her hard and fiercely. “I want you to come so fucking badly and cover my cock with your pussy cream.” Those erotic, dirty words were her undoing.

      “Yes,” she said, tugging at his hair, and let herself get off.

      When the tremors left her, and she lay there sucking in air, he slowed his thrusts, but his body was still so taut.

      “I’m not going to last, baby.”

      Blinking past the pleasure, she nodded. “Then don’t.” She felt drunk from the pleasure. He kissed her again, and his tongue tangled with hers. The flavor of him had her wanting more.

      I never want this to end.

      Firm fingers were still on her cheek, holding her in place for the onslaught of his tongue and lips.

      “Wrap your legs around me, baby.”

      She lifted her legs and hooked them around his lean waist. He slammed right into her hard and fast, hitting her G-spot until her eyes rolled back in her head. A gasp of pain and pleasure left her, and she slid up the bed an inch.

      “You’ll never know how good you feel to me, how good it feels to be inside you.” Dropping his head to the crook of her neck, he pulled out just enough that the crown of his dick was the only thing lodged in her pussy, then he slammed back into her. His eyes were closed, the tendons in his neck taut, and his jaw clenched.

      The drugged look he wore had her inner muscles clenching around his length, which caused him to groan deep in his throat. He shoved deep inside her hard enough to move her up the bed. His hands were on the mattress beside her head, and she could see the way he pulled at the sheets out of the corner of her eyes, clenching the material in his big fists.

      He breathed out harshly, his big balls slapping her ass as he pushed into her harder than the last time. He stared right into her eyes, the intensity consuming. “I could go so much harder, baby. I could fuck you until every part of you was sore.”

      “Then do it, Corbin. Fuck me how you really want to.”

      He groaned after she spoke. “You can’t say shit like that, baby. You’d be scared if you knew how much I want to do just that, how much I want to own you.” He gripped a chunk of her hair, tilted her head back, and gently bit the side of her neck.

      “What you want from me doesn’t scare me, Corbin.”

      “It should.” His words sounded dangerous but so damn attractive. He stopped thrusting and leaned back slightly. “You should be afraid, Izabella, because once I want something, I don’t stop until it’s irrevocably mine.”

      Maybe she should have been scared because this seemed so sudden and fast despite the fact they’d known each other for years. But the truth was, he turned her on like no one else, and she was tired of hanging back and not following her emotions on what she wanted. She braced her feet on the mattress and lifted her hips in time with his powerful pumping, needing Corbin as deep as he could go.

      “Yeah, Izabella. That’s so fucking it. Throw those hips back at me, fuck that little pussy on my cock.” He went hard and fast, but just as she felt another crest of pleasure steal over her, he pulled out, leaving her slightly perplexed.

      “Corbin?”

      He’d said he had to get off, but he’d stopped, had the strength to just pull out. Lifting her upper body and bracing herself on her elbows, she looked at him, knowing she had disbelief on her face. But the sight of him ended any confusion on why he’d stopped. Corbin’s erection jutted forward, his hand on his cock, his palm moving up and down as his focus was on her splayed pussy.

      The piercing at the tip of his shaft was visible, the metal glinting under the light. The thickness of the hoop was impressive, but then again, his dick was huge.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful, Izabella.”

      She hadn’t ever thought she’d hear something so “sweet” come from a hardened bad boy like Corbin.

      “Why’d you stop?” she managed to ask in a soft, still pleasure-thick voice.

      “It was fucking hard, baby.” He paused for a second. “I want you on your hands and knees so I can take you from behind.”

      “Corbin?” She said his name like a question, although she wasn’t questioning any of this.

      “I want to see your ass when I fuck you, want to see you nice and spread for me, baby.”

      “You say such dirty things.” She was flipped onto her belly and pulled up onto her hands and knees before she could even think about what was happening. And then he brought his hand down on her ass.

      Smack! Smack! Smack!

      A gasp left her, but when Corbin started smoothing his hand over her ass, making that pain turn to pleasure, she moaned. “I want that pussy of yours stretched so wide around my cock you can’t handle it but don’t want me to stop.” He grabbed her hips and dug his fingertips in her flesh. “I want my cum inside you. I want you so full it’s spilling down your thighs.”

      “Corbin.” She whispered his name, knowing she should use her head, but she was burning alive, wanting this like she needed her next breath.

      “It’s okay, baby. I’m going to take care of you. I’m going to make sure you’re taken care of really good.”

      Braced on her hands and knees, she looked at Corbin over her shoulder. He still gripped himself, but now he took his free hand and ran it over his mouth, back and forth, as he stared at her ass and pussy. After giving her bottom one more slap, he placed the tip of his erection at her opening again.

      He didn’t slam into her this time, though. Instead, he eased his cock into her cunt. Once fully seated in her body, he held her waist and groaned deeply.

      Over and over, he pulled out and pushed back in, never increasing his speed. Filling her completely and thoroughly, he made her beg for it harder, deeper, faster. She bowed her back, her eyes closed, her heart stopping but then starting up rapidly. Forcing her eyes open, Izabella looked over her shoulder again to watch him fuck her.

      With his focus on where he was buried deep inside her, she could see the concentration on his face. He was holding back, prolonging this, making them both suffer in only the best way.

      He was nearly out of her body, his cockhead poised right at the entrance of her pussy when he slammed into her so much harder than before. She gasped and braced her hands out in front of her to steady herself.

      “You’re holding back. Just come, Corbin. Fill me.” She didn’t know where the words came from, but she welcomed them and didn’t regret saying them. Corbin curled his fingers into her hips harder and shoved back into her again.

      “Oh, God.” She closed her eyes as a ripple of pleasure passed through her. He did it again and again, keeping a bruising grip on her as he pounded into her already deliciously sore pussy. She was so close to getting off again. As if he read her mind, Corbin reached around her belly, found her clit with his fingers, and started rubbing the fuck out of that little bud.

      The sensations crashing through her—him rubbing her clit, his piercing pressing against hidden nerves deep inside her, and her pussy rippling around his cock—had her pleasure peaking to a volcanic level.

      “Yes. More.”

      Her breasts shook from the force of his thrusts, and the sound of their damp skin slapping together filled her ears. He grunted and growled behind her like some kind of feral animal and started slapping her ass with one hand.

      Smack! Slap! Smack!

      He did this over and over—fucking her, spanking her, and rubbing her clit.

      God, how can he do so many different things at the same time? Who cares? It feels incredible.

      With one final groan, he buried the full length of his shaft inside her and came. She swore she could feel his cum pumping into her body, could feel his spunk filling her. When his body relaxed, and she knew his orgasm was waning, she felt his warm, humid breath coasting along her nape.

      “Fuck, Izabella.” He pulled out of her, and she immediately felt his cum start to slide out of her. He gave one of her ass cheeks a squeeze before falling to the side, wrapping his arm around her waist, and pulling her close to his chest.

      She was high from the sex, still buzzed from the alcohol, and all she wanted to do right now was sleep in this post-euphoric haze.

      But as sleep started to take hold, the sensation of Corbin moving his fingers along her side and of the feeling of his seed spilling slowly out of her pussy had realization slamming home hard.

      I just had unprotected sex with Corbin.
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      Corbin hadn’t been able to sleep more than an hour or two, and all he could think about was the fact he’d finally had Izabella. It wasn’t some dick thought or where he would have high-fived his buddies. No, he’d finally had her, and things felt right. They felt good.

      He sat on the edge of the bed, his hands flat on the mattress and his focus on the barely rising sun peeking over the horizon. Corbin heard Izabella sigh softly in her sleep, and he glanced over his shoulder to look at her.

      She was on her belly, her face turned in his direction, and her dark hair spread out across the white pillow. He’d fucked her without a condom, and although he hadn’t realized it until after the fact, this alpha, caveman part of him rose up at that thought.

      He’d filled her with his cum, then watched it slip from her pussy as though he’d marked her.

      Breathing out and lifting his hand to run it over his stubble-covered jaw, he turned back toward the window. He watched the sun continue to rise until he heard his cell phone vibrate with an incoming call. Standing from the bed and grabbing it from his pants pocket, he looked at the screen.

      Crestin.

      Why was his sister calling him this early? That had him going on the alert. He answered the call but quickly grabbed his jeans and slipped out of the room before shutting the door behind him.

      “Hello?” he said softly, not wanting to wake Izabella.

      “Corbin?” Crestin said right before she turned down her radio, which had been blasting.

      “You okay? Why are you calling so early?” He put his jeans on, void of his underwear, and zipped them up.

      “I got in a fight with Rich. He’s an asshole.”

      He straightened. “How much of an asshole?” Corbin didn’t care for that prick Rich and his self-righteous ass. He was conceited and only thought about himself.

      “I don’t want to talk about it over the phone. I’m on my way over. I hope that’s okay because even if it’s not, I’ll see you in about half an hour.”

      It must have been pretty bad if she had left this early to come home. “You’re always welcome, no matter what, you know that.” He scrubbed his hand over his face again, looked at the closed door to Izabella’s room, and wondered how this would all play out.

      After he got off the phone with Crestin, he opened the door. Izabella was facing the door now, her eyes open, the sheet pulled up to her neck. They didn’t say anything for several seconds, and he didn’t move, not sure how she’d react after all of this. She sat up, holding the sheet to her chest and looking nervous as hell. Shit, he felt nervous as well.

      “What now?” she asked.

      He was glad she hadn’t kept that in because apparently, he didn’t have the balls to bring it up before she had. He moved farther into the room and sat down beside her, looking at the ground, trying to decide what he’d say to her. How would she react if he told her he wanted her for more than just the one night?

      They’d said things during the heat of the moment, and as much as he wanted her, Corbin also didn’t want to fuck this up and ruin things between them.

      And sleeping with her couldn’t have done that?

      “Shit, Izabella.” He ran a hand over his hair and finally lifted his head to look at her. Her bright blue eyes were trained on him, and despite the fact she tried to look unruffled, he could see she was on edge.

      I am as well.

      He opened his mouth, maybe to tell her he wanted her, like really fucking wanted her and was tired of fighting it, or maybe to tell her things would work out in the end. But before he could even say anything, she smiled, stopping him.

      “Let’s talk about it when last night isn’t still in our faces, and we can think about it all, okay?”

      Something in him said he wanted to talk about it now, that he wanted to tell her right this moment how he felt, but he clenched his jaw and nodded. If she needed time, which it was clear she did, he’d give her that. He wasn’t going anywhere, though, and he wasn’t letting her walk away without knowing how he felt.

      There was also the issue with Crestin and how she’d react to the fact he wanted Izabella. His twin might not care, but then again, she might because of how close she was with Izabella. That was another hurdle he’d have to face eventually.

      “Crestin’s coming to stay with me.”

      Izabella straightened. “Really? For how long?”

      He shrugged. “Not sure. She’s having issues with that asshole she’s been seeing.”

      Izabella looked down at her lap, nodding. The silence stretched for a moment, and he knew she might be thinking about telling Crestin about this. Even if Izabella didn’t want him for more than what they’d shared last night, she might feel obligated to tell Crestin about what happened.

      He wasn’t ashamed and had no issues telling his sister what he wanted with Izabella, but he didn’t want any relationships getting fucked over this.

      Damn, this has to work out because I’m done trying to fight this.

      “I’ll have to call her later today so we can get together,” Izabella said softly.

      “Yeah, I’m sure she’d love that. It’s been a while since you guys saw each other.”

      She nodded, and a second later, she lifted her head and looked at him again. He saw the way her throat worked as she swallowed. Her pulse was also beating rapidly at the base of her neck, and her knuckles were white as she gripped the sheet tightly.

      Corbin couldn’t help it. He reached toward her and took one of her hands in his. She was tense beneath his touch, but he smoothed his thumb over the back of her hand and looked into her eyes.

      “We’ll talk later, okay?” He hoped she could see the sincerity in his words, and she realized he wasn’t going to let this go.

      She nodded, licked her lips, and he knew he needed to leave before he took the sheet away from her, lay her back on the bed, and worshiped her body like it was meant to be.
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      Izabella kept the sheet wrapped tightly around her body and stared out her bedroom window. True to Corbin’s words, her car was parked in her driveway, one of his friend’s bringing if over before she’d even gotten up.

      She watched as Corbin walked across the yard to his house, his big body moving in fluid motions, and the memories of what they’d done last night playing through her head.

      Her body ached in the most delicious of ways, and just thinking about him, of what they’d done, had her entire body tingling, heating with her arousal.

      Yeah, she was getting wet for him, and he wasn’t even in the same room.

      Get a damn grip. Crestin is back in town, and how do you think she’ll react to the fact you slept with her brother? How do you think she’ll feel when she finds out you want him for more than just a booty call?

      She closed her eyes and shook her head at her thoughts. Did she even want to tell Crestin about wanting Corbin, that she had feelings for him... that she loved him? She’d been in love with Corbin for a long time, but she’d managed to keep those emotions back, kept them hidden. He’d never showed her any interest until last night, and that might just have been because of the heat of the moment.

      It wasn’t like she’d been too drunk to know what she’d been doing because she knew what they’d done, and she’d been willing the entire time.

      Moving away from the window once Corbin was in the house, she knew she needed to decide her next step. She didn’t want this to drag on and certainly didn’t want to brush it under the rug. But maybe seeing how Corbin would react would be the best route?

      Izabella didn’t want to make a fool out of herself because if she did tell him her feelings, and it turned out he didn’t reciprocate them, well, she didn’t know how she’d handle it in the privacy of her place.

      Izabella went into the bathroom and turned the light on. After she shut the door and let the sheet fall to the floor, she turned and looked at herself in the mirror on the back of the door. Looking at her reflection, the mirror was long enough she could see everything above her knees. Her skin was on the pale side, and she could see faint blue bruising on both sides of her hips and even on her inner thighs.

      Widening her stance, she ran her fingers over the light discoloration on her inner legs, her heart beating faster as she remembered Corbin’s firm grip on her when he’d fucked her.

      Who knew having his marks on my flesh would be such a turn-on?

      She ran her fingers over the bruises on her hips.

      To know he touched me this hard, that he couldn’t control himself...

      She closed her eyes, feeling her pulse beat in her ears, and knew if she didn’t tread lightly, what they’d shared last night could come crashing down around her.
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      Crestin paced the kitchen, and all Corbin could do was sit there with his coffee cup in his hand. His entire body was strung tight not only because his sister was upset but also because he couldn’t stop thinking about Izabella.

      “He’s such an asshole,” Crestin said and stopped to face him.

      “Can you sit down, please? Your pacing is driving me nuts.” Corbin grabbed his cup and finished off his coffee. He’d already taken a shower, his hair still wet, and the T-shirt and sweats he wore feeling too tight on his body.

      All he could think about was being naked with Izabella, about owning her, making her come...

      Get those thoughts out of your head. There is a time and place for them, and it’s not right now.

      When he stood to put his cup in the sink and turned back around, it was to see Crestin sitting at the table, a napkin in front of her, and little pieces already torn off and scattered around her.

      “Tell me what happened and whether I need to drive down to Seville and beat that motherfucker’s ass.” And he wasn’t kidding about kicking that prick’s ass.

      She exhaled before pushing the napkin away and leaning back and looking at him. Corbin moved to the seat across from her and sat down, waiting until she was ready to speak. He could wait all damn day.

      “I caught him cheating on me, and I didn’t stick around to hear the lame-ass excuse he’d come up with.”

      Corbin curled his hands into fists under the table, his rage rising.

      “I got off work a little early and headed to his place to surprise him.”

      Don’t fucking give me details.

      “I saw some bitch leaving the house. I confronted her, and because she’s a dirty whore, she didn’t deny it. In fact, she rubbed it in my face, told me she’d been fucking him for the last month.”

      Her face started getting red, and he had never seen his sister so pissed as she was right now.

      “I’m going to beat his fucking ass, Crestin.”

      She was shaking her head before he even finished speaking.

      “No, he isn’t worth it, believe me.” She exhaled and shook her head. “The truth is, I’ve been thinking of leaving him.” She shrugged. “It isn’t like we’ve been dating long, and I wasn’t feeling it with him, but this...”

      He saw the way her teeth clenched from her anger.

      “It’s not going to change that he’s an asshole.”

      “No, but it’ll make me feel better.”

      She smiled, but it looked forced. “I was just so pissed I drove the two hours here.”

      “What about work? You can’t just leave your life because of some asshole.”

      “I know,” she said with exhaustion in her voice. “I planned on coming for a visit anyway, and I’m off for the next three days, so...” She shrugged again. “I just didn’t know where else to go, Corbin. I’ve never dealt with this before.”

      He reached across the table and took her hand in his. “This is your home as much as it’s mine, Crestin. You know that.”

      She nodded. “I think I’m going to crash. I’ve been up all night with work, and then the drive and the bullshit—”

      “Go on, get some rest. I work this afternoon, but I have the weekend off, so we can spend some time together.”

      She nodded and stood. “Okay, sounds good. Maybe we can visit with Izabella, too. I haven’t seen her in so long.”

      At the mention of Izabella’s name, his whole body tightened. He needed to get some sleep before work, and he’d been up all night, first because he’d been fucking Izabella’s sweet pussy, and after that because he couldn’t stop thinking of her. But he knew he wouldn’t be able to just go to sleep after what they’d shared, and not now that his anger was raised because of some prick hurting his twin.

      He stood, and before Crestin could leave the kitchen, he pulled her into a hug. “I’m sorry” was all he could say because he didn’t know how to help her right now. He didn’t know how to give her that comfort that would make this day better.

      What he could do was go kick that bastard’s ass. It might not change anything, but it would make Corbin feel a hell of a lot better knowing he’d avenged his sister in some way.

      And after that, you need to figure out what in the fuck to do about Izabella.
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      The knock on the door could barely be heard over the radio Izabella had blasting. She looked at the clock, seeing it was already going on two in the afternoon, and wiped the sweat from her forehead.

      She knew Crestin was home, but she didn’t know the circumstances on why she’d come back. Every other time she’d come for a visit, she’d let Izabella know. The way Corbin acted before he left and the fact Izabella hadn’t known of Crestin’s arrival told Izabella her friend’s visit might not be for a happy cause. So she hadn’t tried calling, not yet at least.

      If Crestin hadn’t tried getting in touch with her by tomorrow, Izabella would contact her because she couldn’t be left in the dark.

      Setting down the rag and bottle of window cleaner, she knew she looked a hot mess as she walked toward the front door. But she’d been trying to keep her mind off everything that happened last night because, the truth was, confusion filled her.

      When she opened the door, it was to see Crestin standing on the other side with a bottle of wine and a covered dish in her hands.

      “Surprise,” Crestin said and came in. Izabella took the wine, and the women hugged a little awkwardly given the items in their hands.

      When the door was shut, they stared at each other for a second. Izabella couldn’t admit she’d known Crestin was back because then she’d be admitting she’d been with Corbin. And that couldn’t be revealed until they both found out what in the hell was going on with them.

      “When did you get back in town?”

      “Just this morning, really early this morning, in fact.” Crestin scrunched her forehead. “You look weird. Like you’re not happy to see me.”

      Izabella shook her head and smiled, trying to get her thoughts in order. She’d been focused on the whole Corbin thing, and seeing Crestin standing right in front of her had made her nerves rise up violently. “Of course I’m very happy to see you. It’s been too long since we actually saw each other, what with our schedule and all that.” She gave Crestin another hug and took the covered dish. “What did you bring over?” Izabella was genuinely happy to see Crestin. It was just the whole fact Izabella had slept with Crestin’s twin brother that made this seem really awkward.

      “I figured it’s not too early for wine and snacks, right?” Crestin sounded hopeful. Even if Izabella hadn’t known her friend was back and assumed it wasn’t on the best of terms given her sudden arrival, the fact she’d brought wine at two in the afternoon told Izabella she was going through a tough time.

      “Come on.” Izabella led them into the living room. She cleared off the coffee table and set the dish down. After taking off the aluminum foil to find cheese, fruit, and crackers, she realized Crestin had gone into the kitchen, so she sat down.

      Crestin came back in with two small plates and two wineglasses, and once she was seated on the loveseat across from Izabella, the silence stretched.

      “What’s going on?” Corbin took the back seat in Izabella’s mind as she focused on her friend, one she’d known longer than anyone else.

      “That prick Rich cheated on me.”

      Izabella pursed her lips as anger for her friend filled her. “What an asshole.”

      For the next ten minutes, Izabella listened to what had happened, feeling anger and also sadness for her friend. Crestin might not have planned on staying with Rich, but catching someone she’d been intimate with cheating on her, then finding out it’d been going on for a month at that still had to hurt.

      “Good riddance to the asshole. If I knew I could kick his ass, I’d go down there and do just that.”

      Crestin started chuckling. “Corbin said the same thing in not so many words.”

      Izabella felt her face heat, knew it was turning red, and glanced away.

      “Hey, you okay?”

      Izabella nodded. “I’m fine.” She cleared her throat and grabbed the wine bottle. It wasn’t a fancy one that had a cork, but one of the twist-off caps. But she and Crestin had never been the posh kind of wine drinkers. Box-O-Wine was their style, although this one was at least in a glass bottle.

      After Izabella poured them both a glass, she grabbed a plate and started loading up on the snacks. She leaned back in the seat, the silence stretching. For several seconds, they didn’t speak, but then that awkwardness left Izabella as Crestin started talking about her job and how she loved the city she lived in, minus the douche she’d been seeing.

      “What are you going to do about him?” Izabella asked. “Have you even talked to him since catching that tramp leaving?”

      Crestin shook her head. “No, but he’s called a few times. I left while the woman was still there, so I’m sure she went back inside and told him all about our exchange.” Crestin shrugged. “I don’t give a shit, though.”

      But Izabella could see her friend did on some level. The guy had betrayed her, and that had to hurt no matter how their relationship had been going.

      “Well, you’re here now, so fuck him.”

      Crestin smiled. “Yup, fuck him and his small dick.”

      Izabella had been taking a drink of her wine, but after hearing Crestin say that, she choked on the alcohol when she couldn’t contain her laughter. “How long are you in town?”

      “Just over the weekend, probably. I have to face my life at some point, and I want to be face-to-face with Rich when I tell him he’s a dick.”

      “I’m sorry he did that to you.”

      Crestin shrugged. “That’s life, I guess.” She smiled widely. “Let’s go out tonight,” Crestin asked, hopefulness in her voice. “As long as you don’t have to work.”

      “I don’t work tonight or tomorrow, and I’d love to go out and party like we used to.” Okay, so partying like they used to wasn’t exactly how it probably sounded. They never went to the bar and drank like lushes. They did go to the clubs on occasion, but more often than not, they hung out at the house, drank beer, ate pizza, and watched movies.

      “Yeah, I thought the three of us could hang out, maybe go to dinner.”

      Izabella swallowed the wine that had been in her mouth, knowing her eyes were wide. Her heart started beating fast and hard, and she hated that she felt this way. She wanted Corbin so much, and even though she’d “had him,” she wanted more. What Crestin would say about it all when it came to light had Izabella nervous, too.

      And how would dinner go tonight anyway? Would Corbin be able to keep his cool? Izabella didn’t know if she could because acting natural seemed really damn hard right now.

      “If you want to, that is.” Crestin was looking at her a bit strangely, and Izabella knew she wasn’t hiding her discomfort well at all.

      “Okay. Yeah. Sure.”

      “Hey, are you sure you’re okay? You have been acting really weird since I got here.”

      Izabella shook her head. “I’m fine really. I guess I’m still upset about being ditched at the bar last night.”

      Crestin sat up straighter. “Wait. What?”

      Izabella told Crestin about the night and stopped talking when she got to the part where she was in the car and too drunk to drive because continuing would mean she’d have to admit Corbin picked her up.

      “How’d you get home, a taxi?” Crestin wasn’t looking at her. Instead, she was loading her plate up with the snacks sitting between them.

      Izabella shouldn’t have paused because it made Crestin stop what she was doing and glance up at her. “What?”

      “Corbin picked me up.”

      Crestin nodded and went back to grabbing food. Of course it wasn’t a big deal that Corbin picked her up, but it was a big deal because of what they’d done when they got to her place, and that was why this all felt so tense and weird for Izabella.

      “I’ll find out where he wants to eat and when he has off, and we can coordinate.” Crestin sounded happy, and that made Izabella smile.

      They spoke for hours, and even if they’d spoken on the phone a lot since Crestin had moved away, it was nice to be able to see her friend in the flesh.

      Now you just have to figure out how to tell her you want Corbin and hope she doesn’t think it’s fucked up.
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      Corbin braced his arm on the window of his truck and stared at the restaurant where he was meeting his sister and Izabella. He’d helped a friend out early this afternoon and had agreed to meet them here when he was done.

      He saw Crestin’s car but not Izabella’s, so he had to assume they’d driven together, or she wasn’t here yet.

      Or she backed out after what we did.

      The radio was on low, and he tapped his finger on the side of the door as he continued to look at the front door of the restaurant. He wasn’t nervous to see Izabella, not after what they’d shared last night, but he was anxious to see how this evening would play out. If she even showed. He knew she hadn’t told Crestin anything because his sister wouldn’t have any problem grilling him about it, which she hadn’t.

      But it wouldn’t have mattered anyway because he wanted Izabella, and nothing was going to stop him from making that known or making her his.

      Finally getting out of the truck and making his way toward the entrance, he felt this tightening in his gut at the thought of seeing Izabella again. She’d been on his mind all fucking day—yesterday too—but he hadn’t seen her since leaving her place.

      He’d been busy at work and helping his friend, and with Crestin coming back home, he’d tried to focus on that and spending time with her. But it was hard because wanting Izabella consumed him, and even more now that he’d had a taste of her.

      He walked into the restaurant and took a second to glance around at the interior. It was packed inside, with a screaming kid to his left, a woman giggling to his right, and the hostess smiling at him in a way he’d seen enough times to know she wanted his cock.

      “Can I help you?” she asked in a sickly sweet voice.

      He barely paid attention to her as he went back to looking for his sister and Izabella. He saw Crestin stand in the back of the room, lifting her hand to get his attention. Glancing at the hostess, he only tipped his chin toward the back.

      “I’m good.” He moved past her, and it was clear by the expression on her face, she wasn’t used to being ignored. Truthfully, back in the day, Corbin probably would have fucked her in the back alley just to get off.

      Hell, if she was willing and he had time, why not? But he hadn’t been that type of guy since he realized what he wanted with Izabella. Crestin was already sitting back down in her seat when he got to the table. She had her phone in hand and an angry look on her face. Corbin glanced at Izabella and saw her emotions as if they were his own.

      She was nervous as fuck. Her wide blue eyes were trained on him, her red lips were parted, and he could see the fast beat of her pulse right below her ear. She was scared to see him, and a part of him liked that because it meant what they’d shared hadn’t just been a passing moment for her either.

      “Sorry I’m late,” he said, and without giving Izabella a moment to argue, he sat beside her. The booth was small, and he was a big guy, so the fact he shared a seat with Izabella meant they were pressed shoulder to shoulder.

      He liked feeling her next to him, having that slight pressure on his arm, the scent of lemons invading his senses, and her heat wrapping around him.

      “No problem. We ordered a couple of pizzas and a pitcher of pop.”

      He looked at Crestin after she spoke, but she had her focus on her cell again, her brows knitted and her lips pursed. “Is everything okay?” he asked.

      She nodded and set her phone on the table, screen down. “Yeah. Just that jackass Rich trying to talk to me, and I’m getting pissed with his lies.”

      He wanted to ask more, but the look on Crestin’s face told him she didn’t want to talk about it. Glancing to his side, he saw Izabella was doing everything she could not to look at him.

      He wanted to reach out and place his hand on top of hers to still her, making her see that shit didn’t have to be this way.

      But also this wave of pleasure washed through him because although he hated she was nervous, he loved the fact he’d gotten under her skin. He could still imagine her naked, under him, her body his for the taking while her moans of pleasure rang in his ears.

      If he didn’t stop his train of thought, he’d get hard right here, and he didn’t want to make this about that.

      “How are you, Izabella?” He saw the way she straightened, her body going tense. When she finally looked at him, the proximity of their faces and the fact her scent slammed into him even harder had his cock twitching.

      Stay down, fucker.

      “I’m well, and you?” There was a slight hitch and tremor in her voice, and he could see the way she was starting to breathe faster. Lowering his gaze to the top of her shirt, because fuck if he could help it, he saw the way her cleavage rose just slightly to the hem, giving him a teasing shot.

      She had this tiny birthmark on her left breast, and he could still picture himself running his tongue over it.

      “I’m good,” he said in a deep voice and slowly lifted his gaze back to her face. She turned her attention forward, and he did the same, finding Crestin looking at both of them strangely. The waitress came at that moment with the pitcher of pop, and after setting it down, she left them alone.

      It was only a few more minutes before the waitress came back with their pizzas, and the silence during that time had been a little strange and awkward. Maybe Crestin suspected something, or maybe she was just caught up in the shit with that fucker?

      Hell, maybe he was reading into everything too much?

      “Are you guys okay? You’ve both been acting weird since I came back to town,” Crestin said as she grabbed a plate and a slice of pizza.

      “I’m good. I’m fine,” Izabella said quickly, maybe too quickly because it seemed forced.

      Crestin lifted her gaze to Izabella and lifted a brow. “Okay, you’re good.” Crestin smiled and lifted the slice of pizza to her mouth. “And you’re good, too?” his sister asked him before taking a bite.

      Corbin leaned back in the seat. “I’m always good.” He grinned when Crestin rolled her eyes. Yeah, playing it cool when the woman he wanted was pressed right up next to him was hard as fuck.
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      Yes, this was just as awkward as Izabella had imagined it would be, but fortunately, it had to be almost time for them to leave. The pizzas were almost gone, thanks to Corbin nearly eating a whole one himself. But a man his size, with the muscle he packed on, clearly had to keep up the caloric intake.

      Glancing over at him as he spoke with Crestin about her work, Izabella couldn’t help but admire him. He looked like he might have shaved this morning because he had just a hint of a five o’clock shadow on his face. His short dark hair was slightly messy as if he’d been running his hands through it all day. It looked good on him, though. Really good.

      Crestin said something that made him laugh, and the side view of him smiling, of his straight, white teeth flashing, had this wave of arousal slamming into her. She sucked in a breath, trying to act unaffected by his proximity, by the memory of what they’d shared the other night.

      But it was so hard. And then Crestin’s phone rang, and the conversation ceased.

      “Damn,” Crestin said softly. “I’m going to take this. It’s my work, and they only call me when it’s an emergency.” She got up and left the table before either of them could say anything in response.

      Izabella looked at Corbin, who already had his gaze on her. They looked into each other’s eyes for a few seconds, and then she felt the slightest touch of Corbin’s hand as he placed it on her thigh. Izabella’s entire body was tense, and she couldn’t breathe.

      It was like everything else faded away at the feel of Corbin touching her under the table, of his fingers moving back and forth over her leg.

      Neither said anything for a moment, but the heavy weight of his hand on her was louder than anything she could have shouted.

      “You’re nervous around me now,” he said low, his voice deep and slightly scratchy.

      “Yes.” Izabella didn’t bother denying it because she knew it was clear as day, no matter how hard she tried to hide it.

      “Why?” He leaned in only an inch closer, but it felt like he was on top of her now. The dark shirt he wore was short-sleeved and snug around his muscular arms and chest.

      And the tattoos that covered his arms and biceps, the sleeves of ink that had her pussy wet and her nipples tingling, were right in her face, tempting her to just let him take her right here.

      “Because of what we did, Corbin,” she said softly, not sure where Crestin had gone off to but not wanting her friend to hear this, not yet at least. “Your sister is here, we’re having dinner, and this is awkward as hell.” Clearing her throat, she saw Crestin returning.

      Izabella pushed Corbin’s hand off her thigh, even if she really wanted it to stay there. Or wanted it to move up to the part of her body that ached for him. There was a time and place for that, if that was ever going to happen again, but it wasn’t here and now.

      “This isn’t over with us, Izabella,” he said in a deep but low voice.

      “Guys, bad news,” Crestin said as she came back to the table and sat down. “There is some major crisis with the finances at work, and I have to head back early.”

      “What?” Corbin was the one to ask. He looked relaxed, despite the hardness of his body.

      With one arm on the table and the other slung over the back of the booth, his fingers perilously close to her shoulder, he looked the epitome of unconcerned. But Izabella knew him better than that. She could feel the hardness of his body, the way he always seemed in control.

      “When do you have to go back?”

      Crestin looked disappointed as she stared at Izabella. “I’ll head back tonight, so I can be there first thing in the morning.”

      “You just got here,” Izabella said, sad she hadn’t seen her friend for very long, and especially since they hadn’t really been able to talk.

      You didn’t get to tell her about Corbin. What would you have said to her about it anyway?

      “I know. I wish I could stay longer, but we can plan to hang out again. Maybe you two can come visit me?”

      “Why can’t the firm have someone else handle the insurance bullshit?”

      Crestin gave her twin an exasperated look. “Corbin, you know I’m the one who handles that, and with this coming up, I can’t just tell them I’ll be back when I feel like it.”

      Corbin didn’t answer, but he did start tapping his fingers on the back of the booth.

      “It’s okay,” Izabella said and gave Corbin an annoyed look. He lifted the corner of his mouth in a sardonic smirk, but she could still see that fire burning below the depths of his eyes. “I’d love to come visit you. We’ll set something up.”

      Crestin grinned widely. “Good. I can’t wait.”

      The three of them left the restaurant, and once she was in the car with Crestin, Izabella glanced out the passenger window to look at Corbin. He was in his truck, and his focus was on her. Even from their distance, she could see the intensity in his gaze and feel the heat in his stare.

      “Hey, what’s going on with you?”

      Crestin’s words had Izabella tearing her focus away from Corbin.

      “What do you mean?” She tried to sound nonchalant, but her heart was pounding fast as she looked at her friend. The silence stretched between them, and she could sense Crestin wanted to press this more.

      “I don’t know,” Crestin said and exhaled. “You just seem... preoccupied with your thoughts or something.” Crestin narrowed her eyes slightly as if she’d just thought of something. “Are you sure everything is okay?”

      Izabella nodded. “I’m fine, really. I just have work and stuff on my mind.” It was that other stuff on her mind that consumed her, and the fact she hadn’t told Crestin yet was eating away at her. But Izabella wanted to talk to Corbin first and see where they stood.

      Even if he only wanted to have a platonic relationship with her, she knew she couldn’t hide this from her friend. It would come out eventually, but first Izabella needed to get her head on straight and see where this was all going to lead her.

      And you’re going to find that out tonight.
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      Izabella gave Crestin one more hug before stepping back and letting her get in the car. They’d gotten back home no more than ten minutes ago, and Crestin was already heading back.

      “You sure you’ll be okay?”

      Crestin held on to the top, one leg in, with her head turned toward Izabella. “I’ll be fine.”

      “I’ll be calling you to come visit. I mean it.”

      Crestin smiled even wider. “Good. I’ll hold you to it.” Crestin came around and gave Izabella another big bear hug, then pulled away after a few seconds and walked over to Corbin, who still stood by his truck.

      After giving him a hug and whispering something that had Corbin’s eyes widening and glancing back and forth between his twin and Izabella, Crestin pulled away and got back in her car. After Crestin was gone, Izabella stood there, her arms wrapped around her, the thoughts going through her head consuming every part of her.

      Glancing at Corbin once more, she knew they needed to talk about this now.

      Now or never. You won’t know where you stand unless you just go with your gut and be honest.

      Making her way toward him, she stopped when she stood a few feet from Corbin, her throat closing in and her mouth dry. “We need to talk about the other night, about what we’re going to do.” Saying those words had been harder than she thought.

      They sounded tight and forced, even to her, but she was glad she’d said them. No better way to say something difficult than to just blurt it out and hope for the best.

      Even if he doesn’t want me, this still needs to be aired out.

      “Yeah, I agree. We do need to talk about the other night because it’s fucking driving me crazy, Izabella.” He took a step closer, but he still made sure to keep a few feet between them.

      She nodded, feeling better that he’d agreed they needed to talk about this.

      “We fucked,” he stated matter-of-factly.

      She felt her face heat and cleared her throat. “Crestin needs to know, at some point, because keeping this from her isn’t right.”

      “I agree.”

      She felt relieved he felt the same way.

      “But I think right now we need to talk about you and me, about what happened, and what will happen next.”

      Hearing him say that should have made her feel happy because she wanted that, too. But this fear slammed into her.

      “I want you, Izabella. Surely, you can see that.”

      Did she see that? Or did she see it as they’d slept together because she’d been upset and had wanted him badly enough she didn’t care about his past?

      It’s his past. You have a past, too. But he’s used to beautiful women.

      “You are beautiful, Izabella.”

      She felt her eyes widen, knowing that last thought hadn’t been kept to herself. “God, I said that out loud,” she whispered.

      He moved another foot closer, and soon he was toe to toe with her, the scent of his cologne surrounding her. He was so big, so manly, that she felt wholly feminine standing in front of him. Common sense left her, and she just wanted him to take her over his shoulder and be all caveman on her.

      Izabella wanted him to claim her, tell her she was it for him, but reality was a nasty bitch, as well.

      “I do want Crestin to know because I have no intention of walking away from you, Izabella.” He lifted his hand and cupped her cheek, and she felt the electricity from that small touch spear every single inch of her.

      “You want me for more than what we shared, what we’ve had these past years?” She couldn’t help the words that came out of her mouth, but it was too late to take them back. She’d never wanted to be a booty call for anyone, least of all Corbin, but then again, she’d never seen them at this place.

      “You want to know what Crestin said to me when she gave me a hug?”

      Izabella licked her lips and nodded, remembering that small, subtle act her friend had done.

      He slid his hand behind her head, tangling his fingers in the strands of her hair, and pulled her closer to him. She rested her hands on his pectoral muscles, feeling the strength, the masculinity pour into her.

      “She told me she wasn’t blind, and that if this was the real deal, I better be good to you.”

      Izabella felt her heart stop, and her entire body tightened. Crestin knew? She’d been able to see the chemistry, the tension and awkwardness that had been between her and Corbin?

      “So she knows something is going on between us, baby.”

      Hearing him say the endearment had all kinds of things happening to her. She tingled, her body heated, and she had a hard time telling herself not to let Corbin fuck her instead of talking. She wanted to say screw everything else and jump into his arms, but she held back.

      “Do you think this shouldn’t have happened, Izabella?” he asked her in his deep, scratchy voice. He still had a hold of her hair, his fingers lightly massaging the back of her scalp and causing goose bumps to form along her arms.

      “I wanted it to happen, Corbin.”

      He groaned and leaned in to claim her mouth, but she managed to push him away. While she wasn’t sure why she had done that, she realized it had been a mistake. They were only a few inches apart, but as they looked into each other’s eyes, breathing heavily, she felt the electricity bounce between them, and she knew her need for him was stronger than any desire to talk this out.

      Maybe she was weak, but right now, she didn’t care.

      Curling her fingers harder against his chest, she tugged on his shirt, pulling him that inch closer again. She was the one to take control of the kiss, but that only lasted for a second before the alpha in Corbin rose and started mouth-fucking her, sliding his tongue along hers and groaning like some wild animal.

      He turned them and pressed her up against his truck. The hard, cold metal was unforgiving but still made her arousal burn brighter, soar higher.

      “I want you so much, Izabella. I don’t care that this is crossing some invisible fucking line.”

      He wanted her, and this wasn’t some one-night stand they’d shared. She knew this was more, felt it deep in her heart.

      “I want you, too, Corbin. I don’t want to hide this.”

      He groaned and kissed her harder. “We have to talk about this, but right now, I need you.”

      She nodded in wholehearted agreement.

      “Are you wet for me, baby?” She moaned at the words he spoke.

      “Yes,” she whispered, not about to lie to him.

      “You want me to fuck you, to shove my big dick inside your tight, soaked pussy?”

      She gasped. He pulled away a few inches, and she glanced around. They were standing in the middle of the driveway, where anyone could see them.

      But that fact was exhilarating, exciting, and had her anxious for more with Corbin.
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      “Come on, baby,” Corbin said, moving back from Izabella but taking her hand and leading her to the passenger side door of his truck. He could have just taken her into his house or hers, but fuck, he wanted her now, and doing it out here, albeit in his truck, where anyone passing by could see, turned him on even more.

      “What are you doing?” she asked, sounding confused.

      “Trust me.” He opened the passenger side door, and she climbed in. For a second, he looked at her ass, all up in his face as she climbed inside. Because he couldn’t help himself, he reached out and spanked the big, fleshy globe.

      Her pants weren’t a deterrent because he knew every part of her intimately. He knew exactly what she looked like naked, wet, and coming because of him. She made a sound in the back of her throat, a pleasure-filled one, and he grinned.

      Once she was in the seat, he walked around the front of the truck, got in, and turned and looked at her.

      “Corbin?” She said his name softly but was breathing heavily, her arousal still obviously at the forefront. With the muted yellow glow from the lights on either side of the garage door coming through the windshield, he could see her pupils were dilated and tell she wanted this as well.

      Reaching up, he cupped her cheek, rubbing his thumb across her bottom lip. He wanted to kiss her, to have her luscious mouth on his cock. Her breaths became shallow, quick, and as the seconds passed, he grew more inflamed. They stayed silent, just looking at each other. And then he couldn’t stop himself any longer.

      He leaned in and brushed his lips against hers, knowing he couldn’t be soft and gentle, which was what she deserved. When it came to her, he was a maniac, the desire inside him like some kind of primitive beast.

      The kiss turned into something stronger and more violent in nature. It was hot as hell.

      “You taste so damn good, baby.”

      Izabella tilted her head, and he fucked her mouth harder. Corbin speared his hands in her hair, caressing her scalp as their tongues stroked along each other. He took control and showed her with his lips and tongue exactly how much he wanted her.

      Soon, he’d have his cock in that sweet pussy of hers, and there would be no going back. Ever.

      She made little mewling noises, the sound spearing straight to his cock, making the fucker jerk and get even harder.

      “Straddle me, Izabella. Get on top of me so I can fuck you.”

      Hearing her moan had the tip of his dick getting wet with pre-cum.

      She started to shift, and soon she was on top of him, her legs spread, her jean-covered cunt right on his cock. She ground her pussy on his erection while she pressed her breasts into his chest, their kiss never-ending.

      “You want this, me?” he asked between kisses.

      She nodded.

      “Then fucking tell me.”

      “I want you, Corbin. I need you.” She breathed those words against his mouth.

      “Then take my cock out and put it inside you, Izabella.” He all but groaned the words, his arousal so strong it was strangling him, sucking the very air from his lungs.

      She reached between them at the same time she kissed him, her tongue moving over his lips before sliding inside. He gave her this small moment of control, let her be the one to suck on his tongue, to have the power.

      But he’d be controlling the situation soon enough because submitting was not something Corbin did. Ever.

      She unbuttoned his jeans and pulled the zipper down, and no fucking way was he about to stop this even though they were in the cab of his truck. He was a selfish bastard, and Izabella was his in all ways. She’d know that soon enough and would have to come to accept that because the alternative was not an option.

      He wanted to bury his cock deep inside her until she was branded as his, and he filled her with his cum all over again. He wanted to fuck her good and hard, so she was raw and sore because of him.

      Once his pants were undone, Izabella pulled his cock out. Stroking her hand up and down the length, she moaned softly against his mouth. He made these deep, guttural sounds in his throat, the pressure and motion of her pumping hand having him to the point of coming already.

      Cupping the back of her head, he tangled his hands in her hair once more. He pulled on the strands until she gasped, and he knew how much it hurt her.

      “Does that feel good, baby girl?”

      She nodded.

      “Tell me how good it feels. Tell me that the pain feels good, baby.”

      “It feels so good, Corbin. The pain makes it better.”

      “Yeah, it fucking does.”

      They kissed again, and he couldn’t stop the control and dominance that filled him. While keeping his lips on hers, he grabbed her shirt and lifted it over her head, tossing it onto the passenger side. He went for her bra next, all but ripping the cotton and elastic.

      Her breasts spilled free, the big, fleshy mounds making his cock jerk something fierce. He pulled back and looked down so he could get a good look at her tits. He cupped the mounds, running his thumbs along the stiffened tips, his mouth watering for a taste.

      Corbin ran his tongue over her right nipple, then did the same to her left. While still licking her nipple, he went for the button and fly of her pants, needing them off so he could shove his dick into her tight, hot body.

      It took a little bit of maneuvering and shifting to get her pants off with her on top of him, and them kissing between. When the pants and panties were gone and she was totally naked for him, he pulled away from her just enough to take hold of her jaw with his hand.

      He smoothed his thumb over her bottom lip, transfixed by the redness of her lips and the swollen wetness from their kissing.

      “Suck on my nipples again.” She breathed out those words, and he groaned, not about to deny his woman, and she was his. “It feels so good, Corbin.”

      He groaned. “Grind that pussy on me, get your cream all over my dick, baby.” Izabella did what he said, rubbing her cunt back and forth over his dick, her juices coating his shaft with her slick, hot wetness.

      “I want you so fucking bad,” he murmured against her mouth and leaned down to lick and suck the skin right below her ear. She smelled sweet, like cookies that just came out of the oven. His cock jerked between them, and she moaned, rubbing herself on him harder.

      “You want me inside you, baby?”

      She nodded. “Yes. Now.”

      “Grab my dick and put it in your pussy, Izabella.” He was looking at her now, ready for this, needing it like he needed to breathe.

      She reached between their bodies and gripped his dick, and he hissed out in pleasure. It felt so fucking good to have her touching him.

      “Put me inside you, baby girl. Do it now before I fucking come.”

      She lifted slightly and aligned the head of his cock with her pussy hole, looking in his eyes for long seconds. Finally, she started to lower herself on him. But Izabella didn’t go slowly. Instead, she just sank down on his shaft, enveloping him in one fluid motion.

      They both groaned in pleasure when he was deep in her body, her ass resting on his balls.

      “Ride me, Izabella.”

      She started to lift up and then slam back down, over and over again until he knew he’d come fucking hard.

      “You aren’t wearing a condom,” she said but continued to lift up and slam back down on him.

      “I’m clean, baby.”

      She nodded and moaned.

      “But I’m not on the pill. This is risky, Corbin.” Her eyes were shut, and she was riding him like she was ready to get off. Her tits bounced between them, and he knew he should be smart about this, but he wanted her badly.

      Fuck.

      Of course it was something he should be worried about, but he wanted Izabella in his life.

      “I’ll pull out.” Although it wouldn’t change the fact he’d filled her with his cum the other night, marking her as his. “We’ll be careful.” He gripped her waist and lifted his hips in time with hers until the sound of her soaked pussy sucking at his cock filled the interior of the truck.

      Fuck, that’s so damn hot.

      “God, Corbin. You’re so big, stretching me so much it hurts.”

      He grunted. “Yeah, but that hurt feels good, doesn’t it?”

      She nodded. “Yes.”

      Corbin knew he wouldn’t be able to hold off from coming, not when she felt this good. The sound of a dog barking didn’t make him stop. Instead, he dug his nails into her hips and pulled her down harder on his cock.

      “Someone is walking by,” she whispered.

      “Let them watch.” He lifted his hips up fiercely. He looked in the rearview mirror, saw a younger guy walking his dog, but then he stopped when the guy clearly saw the truck moving. Corbin didn’t give a fuck who saw him screwing his woman.

      He turned his focus back on Izabella, gritting his teeth as his orgasm rushed to the surface.

      She was so tight and hot that he was doing everything in his power to make sure he didn’t get off before she did. He needed her to climax, needed her pussy to clench around his cock.

      “Bounce on me, baby. Rock that pussy back and forth on my dick.”

      When she did just that, her head thrown back in ecstasy, her tits shaking right in front of his face, it took all of his willpower not to get off. He felt her pussy contract and ripple around his cock, felt her get wetter, and heard her breathy little cries of pleasure right by his ear.

      “That’s it, baby, bounce that pussy on my dick.”

      She groaned loudly and pressed her pussy all the way down, grinding her clit against the root of his dick.

      “Come for me. Get off right now, Izabella.”

      Watching her come was an aphrodisiac all on its own, and he could have come just from the sight alone. He didn’t hold back, just buried his face against her chest and lifted his hips in time with hers as he felt his orgasm rush to the surface. But at the last minute, he remembered the no condom issue, and grinding his teeth, he held off until he felt the ripples of her pussy cease.

      He lifted her off his dick, grabbed himself, and started stroking his cock as he leaned forward and licked at her nipple. His climax tore out of him in hot, thick jets of cum, covering her lower belly.

      When his orgasm dimmed, and he could breathe again, he pulled her close to his chest before she could move away from him. He held her tightly and felt her sag against him.

      “That was...”

      “Fucking incredible, so damn right, perfection,” he said. He pulled back enough to look in her eyes. “You’re mine, Izabella, and I won’t let you go.”

      “Good, because I want that, too.”

      He pulled her into his embrace again and just held her. “I shouldn’t have waited so long to make that known, but I’m saying it now.”

      She nodded and clutched at him tighter.

      He’d never cared about anyone like he did Izabella, and it didn’t matter that he’d waited so long, that it felt like this had rushed up on him. He didn’t care if it was instant, manic, or didn’t make sense to some people.

      This was what they wanted, and fuck anyone else who tried to tell them differently.
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        Two weeks later

      

      

      They had been planning this trip to see Crestin for the past couple of weeks, and with Izabella’s and Corbin’s schedules finally working out, they’d decided to surprise her. Corbin pulled onto Crestin’s street, one hand on the steering wheel and the other holding Izabella’s hand.

      Over the past two weeks, they’d been seeing a lot of each other, and although they knew each other—not only intimately but also on a deeper level since they’d grown up right next door to each other—there was still a lot Izabella had learned about Corbin.

      She hoped there was more to learn because getting to know him on a level she’d never thought would happen was nice, comforting, and made her feel even closer to him.

      Over these past fourteen days, she’d been worrying about pregnancy as well because the truth was they’d had unprotected sex. But her period had come, and a little part of her had been relieved. Having Corbin’s baby was something she’d want in the future because she saw herself with him for the long haul.

      But having a baby when they’d just established a relationship wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted them to mutually plan to make a baby, to start a family. That had her smiling.

      Pushing her thoughts aside, she rested fully back on the seat. “Hopefully, she isn’t pissed we just showed up.”

      Corbin grinned over at her. “I doubt she’ll be pissed. Surprised? Hell, yeah, but I know she’s been wanting us to come down, and telling her over the phone we needed to talk to her about our relationship is something she’s been wanting to do.”

      Yeah, Izabella had told Crestin everything about her and Corbin, and although she hadn’t wanted to tell her it over the phone, she couldn’t wait until now to do it. That would have been too long, and her friend needed to know. Although Crestin hadn’t been upset about it, she definitely had sounded a little surprised by Izabella’s admission.

      Maybe she’d had a feeling about what was going on, or maybe she hadn’t thought it would progress the way it had. Either way, Crestin was happy for them.

      “I knew something was going on when I saw you last. I’m just glad you two finally found each other after all these years. It’s about time.”

      Remembering that conversation, Izabella replayed it in her head and couldn’t help but smile about it. Crestin approved, and Izabella knew she wouldn’t have been able to just walk away from Corbin. She had loved him for years, and now she could be in love with him without worrying anymore. It was a freedom the likes of which she’d never felt, and damn, it was incredible.
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      Corbin held on to Izabella’s hand tighter and glanced at her.

      He loved this woman so fucking much his chest hurt just thinking about it. He saw Crestin’s small house up ahead, but there was another car in the driveway.

      “I hope we aren’t crashing anything,” Izabella said softly.

      Corbin pulled the truck to a stop beside the curb, cut the engine, and even though he had the window slightly cracked and was a good distance from the house, he heard the sound of shouting.

      “What the fuck?” He opened the driver’s side door but glanced at Izabella before he got out. “Stay here.”

      “Hell no. If Crestin is in trouble, I’m going in there, too.”

      He growled low but wasn’t going to argue this. He’d just make sure to keep her behind him. Once they were both out of the truck and making their way toward the house, the sound of the shouting grew louder.

      Without knocking, Corbin opened the front door. Crestin was between the couch and coffee table with her arms crossed and tears tracking down her cheeks. There was a guy on the opposite side of the coffee table, his face red and the anger coming from him clear.

      “You’re a damn bitch, Crestin. And I’m glad I fucked all those other women.”

      Rich. That is that little motherfucker, Rich.

      Something snapped inside Corbin as he listened to this prick talk to his sister like that. Crestin was clearly upset, and even if she’d planned on dumping this asshole anyway, she was obviously hurting. He charged forward, and it was then that both Rich and Crestin glanced his way, clearly just now realizing they’d entered.

      “What the hell?” Rich said right before Corbin grabbed the front of his shirt and pushed him back up against the wall. He lifted the scrawny fuck off the ground easily and knew he needed to at least keep his head.

      He was pissed enough over the cheating aspect, and because Rich had betrayed his twin, but after hearing what Rich had just said, a beast was moving inside Corbin, rising swiftly to the surface.

      “Hey, man, get off me,” Rich said and struggled to get free, but Corbin was bigger than he was and angry enough it felt like the power of ten men moved through his veins, giving him strength.

      “You think you can talk to my sister like that?” He gritted the words out. “You think you can betray her, hurt her, and it’s all good?”

      Rich’s eyes widened. “This is between Crestin and me.” Rich stuttered out the words.

      “No, when you thought to cut my twin down, it became about you and me now.”

      Rich was trying in vain to pry Corbin’s hands from his shirt, but this guy was no match for him.

      “Corbin, let him go. He’s not worth it, believe me.” Crestin’s voice was behind him, and although he wanted to beat the living shit out of this prick, he didn’t want his sister to see this.

      Taking a step closer to Rich, he wasn’t about to walk away... not just yet. “I could make it so you limp for the rest of your life.”

      “For what?” Rich stuttered again.

      “For hurting Crestin.”

      Rich shook his head. “You’re crazy. Both of you are.”

      “Fuck you, Rich,” Crestin said.

      “Corbin, let him go. I don’t want him in my house anymore.”

      Corbin looked at Rich right in the eyes, baring his teeth and hoping this little asshole realized how much he’d fucked up. But he found the strength to let go of Rich. Taking a step back, he still blocked Rich’s way.

      “You ever talk to a woman like that, hurt them in the way you did my sister, I’ll personally find you and break your legs.” Corbin took a step back, and with a pinched-up expression toward Crestin, as if Rich didn’t know what in the fuck had just happened, he all but hauled ass out of the house.

      Once it was just the three of them, silence filled the living room. Corbin turned around and looked at Crestin and Izabella. Izabella had her arm around his sister, and he saw Crestin’s tears had dried.

      “He’s an asshole.”

      Yeah, he really was.

      “I doubt he’ll be bothering me again.” Crestin shook her head and chuckled humorlessly. “He was just pissed that he got caught.”

      “Crestin, he shouldn’t talk to you like that,” Izabella said.

      Crestin looked at Izabella. “I know, and I shouldn’t get upset because I planned on getting rid of him anyway.”

      “But you were upset.” Corbin moved closer to his sister.

      “I was upset because he’s a prick. I shouldn’t have let him get to me.” She shrugged.

      “What if we hadn’t shown up? How far would he have gone?” Corbin said, his voice rising as his rage coming forward again.

      Crestin shook her head. “He’s a pussy, always has been, and him cheating on me cements that.”

      “I could have beat his ass for the things he said to you, Crestin.” Corbin clenched his hands at his sides.

      

      “It’s over. Believe me, he won’t bother me again, not if he’s smart.” Crestin exhaled.

      “It’s okay.” Izabella gave his sister a hug, and he looked at the two most important women in his life. Crestin pulled back and smiled. “What in the hell are you guys doing here anyway?”

      “Surprise?” Izabella said, a little unsure, but then she and Crestin started laughing at the same time.

      “We figured it was time to come see you. We worked out our schedules so we could hang out for a little bit.”

      “Is that why you asked if I had the weekend off?” Corbin nodded.

      “And we figure we can talk about...” Izabella gestured back and forth between herself and him. “You know, about what’s going on. Talking over the phone wasn’t what I wanted from the beginning.”

      The girls gave each other hugs again, and he knew that he’d do anything for them.

      They were important in his life, and he’d lay down everything to make sure they were also happy and safe.
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      “So this is all... real? You two, I mean?” Crestin asked, sitting across from them at the kitchen table in her house.

      They’d been here all day, and with the sun setting, the empty pizza boxes in front of them, and a six-pack of beer already drank amongst the three of them, this felt like old times.

      Izabella looked at Corbin, seeing the relaxed composure he always possessed. “It’s real,” she said, not realizing she’d said the words out loud. Corbin looked at her and smiled, reaching out and cupping the side of her face. It was a very “aw” moment, and Izabella felt her cheeks heat.

      “Well, I’m glad you guys got together,” Crestin said.

      Izabella glanced at her friend. “You really are?” Although Izabella had spoken to Crestin about this on the phone, actually hearing her say it in person felt so nice. It made this whole thing so much more comfortable.

      Being with Corbin when Crestin wouldn’t have approved would have been hard, and she would have felt guilty the entire time.

      “Of course I’m happy. I knew things were happening between you two the last time I was down because you were both acting so odd. I had a feeling, but I didn’t know for sure.” Crestin was smiling. “I’m glad he found you because you’re good for him, Izabella. You won’t make him such a bad boy anymore.”

      Corbin grunted, and Izabella had to laugh at that. “I think Corbin will be a bad boy no matter what,” she said.

      And that turns me on like nothing else.

      She looked at the man she loved, the man she cared about more than she’d ever be able to express in words. It was so crazy that things had worked out this way, but she was glad they had. She was happy she’d talked to him, and they’d ended up here.

      Taking chances didn’t always work out for the best, but in this instance, that little bit of fear, and going out on the ledge, made her life perfect.

      Crestin got up to use the restroom, and Izabella looked at Corbin, not able to contain her grin. He leaned forward, held her face in his hands, and before she knew what he was doing, he kissed her soundly.

      When he pulled back, she was breathless, her lips feeling damp from their kiss, and her pulse racing.

      “What was that for?” she said softly. His hands still cupped her cheeks, and his focus was trained on her eyes.

      “It was for nothing more than the fact I’m so in love with you.” And then he leaned in and kissed her again as if to seal those words.
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        One year later

      

      

      Izabella couldn’t believe a year had already passed, but here she was, staying with Corbin most of the time at his place. Sure, she just lived next door, but actually being here with the man she loved, the bad boy who had changed her life, even if he wouldn’t ever fully understand how, felt pretty incredible.

      She leaned against the doorframe and stared out the front window, seeing him finishing up the work he was doing on his Harley. They’d taken it out many times, and she couldn’t deny she enjoyed the feeling of the wind on her face, of holding on to Corbin as he sped down the road.

      Something was freeing about being on the back of a motorcycle. The only thing holding her down was the other person tucked close to her.

      She tucked the towel around herself even tighter, droplets of water slowly sliding down her body after her shower. She could have just gone and gotten dressed, but a part of her liked watching Corbin work on his bike when he didn’t realize she was there.

      He was so masculine, so concentrated as grease covered his hands and shirt.

      Izabella spent most of her time here with him, and it was exactly where she wanted to be. Not only had a year already passed, but things were looking better for Crestin as well. A job opportunity had opened up for her in their hometown, and her friend was in the process of moving back.

      Already, she’d gotten a place not too far from them.

      For the past year, they’d spent time together, really getting to know each other. She liked the little things she would have never known about Corbin unless they were in a relationship. Like he put his dirty clothes everywhere except in the hamper or that he liked his toast slightly underdone with butter and apricot jam on it.

      The other things might not mean much to others, but to her, it made her realize she was really here, experiencing it all.

      The past year had been engrossing, emotional, and she’d never been in love like she was with Corbin. She realized it wasn’t about the sex, which was incredible, or the fact that his bad-boy appeal turned her on. It was the fact she felt like this was who she was supposed to be with and where she was supposed to be in her life.

      As she thought about their relationship, about how protective and possessive he was, she felt a warmth steal over her. It didn’t matter how beautiful the women he’d been with were. None of that mattered anymore because they had each other.

      She glanced down at her bare toes as memories of the past year came forward in a rush of happiness and pleasure. The sound of the front door opening and closing had her turning and seeing Corbin standing in the foyer.

      Her breath always seemed to catch when she saw him, when she took in his muscular body, the way he held himself so confidently, so sure of his surroundings. There was only one person on this planet meant for her, and she was looking at him right now.

      Grease covered his shirt and hands, and the scent of him, of motor oil and sweat, came forward, turning her on. Even right now, when he hadn’t touched her, she was wet, aching for him.

      He stepped into the living room, and his eyes became heavy-lidded as he looked her up and down. He had a rag in his hands as he cleaned the grease off.

      “Hey, baby.”

      “Hi.” She lowered her gaze to where she could see his muscle definition through his clothing. Despite the fact he was dirty, she wanted him.

      It made her wetter.

      “You’re looking at me like you want something, baby,” he said and moved closer.

      “I love seeing you after you’ve been working on your motorcycle,” she said breathlessly. She held on to the towel tighter.

      “And I like seeing you in nothing but that towel.” He moved a step closer. “In fact, I like coming inside and knowing you’re naked, waiting for me, and I bet you’re ready for me, too, right, baby? All nice and juicy?”

      Her body tingled, her pussy clenched, and her nipples hardened. She nodded. He came closer and grabbed the hem of his T-shirt before lifting it over his head. His chest was hard and defined, his muscles pronounced.

      “I want you, but I also need to be clean first, baby girl,” he said in his deep voice, the one that felt like it moved along her flesh.

      “I kind of like you dirty, though.”

      He grinned. “Let me get clean, and then I’ll make you feel really good.” He came toward her and gave her a kiss before going down the hall to the bathroom.

      It had to be the fastest shower in history because before she knew it, the bathroom door was opening again, steam billowing out, and Corbin stepping into the hallway in nothing at all. Her heart started beating fast and hard at the sight of his already hard cock and the droplets of water moving down the short ends of his hair and falling on his chest.

      He moved toward her, stalking her like she was his prey. She took a step back, now pressed to the wall, frozen, trapped for him. The coldness of the wall was a stark contrast to her suddenly overheated flesh. Before she could even take a breath, he had her in his arms, turned, and was sitting on the couch with her straddling him.

      “I like having you on me, having your pussy rubbing against my cock.”

      Corbin’s dick was so stiff and long, pressed right up against her pussy folds. The towel rode up her thighs, and he reached around and cupped her ass, squeezing the globes in his big hands.

      “I’m so hard for you.”

      She moaned.

      “You make me hard by just standing in a room, Izabella.” She swallowed, her throat tight, her lips feeling swollen.

      Lowering her face to his neck, she inhaled deeply, loving that fresh and clean smell on him as well as the hint of motor oil that seemed to always be with him. She ground herself on him, rubbing her pussy back and forth on his cock.

      “If you don’t stop it, I’ll come before I’m even in you.”

      “I don’t want you to control yourself.”

      He moaned and ran the tip of his nose up the side of her throat.

      “Fuck, you smell good.”

      “So do you,” she said against the side of his throat. She leaned back, her eyes feeling heavy as her arousal climbed.

      He ran his nose up and down her neck. “You’ll be the death of me.”

      She chuckled, but it was soft.

      He groaned and lifted his head from her neck to kiss her. Corbin gripped her waist and stood, holding her in his arms effortlessly.

      She kissed him hard, feeling his cock prod her bare pussy and needing him now. Izabella ran her tongue over his bottom lip, tugging at his flesh and loving when he grunted and tightened his hands on her waist.

      He took them into the bedroom, all the while kissing her, licking at her lips, and groaning in pleasure. Once in the room, he set her on the floor, took a step back, and just stared at her. She held on to the towel, not about to get naked just yet because she wanted to look her fill at him.

      There he stood, naked, his golden, tattooed, and hard flesh on display just for her. He looked good with nothing on, really damn good. Corbin was all hard sinew and defined muscles. His dick was hard and getting stiffer the longer she stared at it.

      “You keep looking at me, and I’m liable to tackle you to the ground right now and fuck you on the floor, baby.”

      Oh, tempting.

      He reached down, grabbed his cock, and started stroking himself with a half-smirk on his face.

      “Come here, Izabella,” he said in a low, husky voice filled with desire.

      He dominated her, controlled her with his body using just a look. He knew exactly where to touch her to get her off and make her scream out as she came.

      Once she was right in front of him, he pulled her toward him and wrapped his hand around a chunk of her hair at the back of her head.

      “Kiss me,” she whispered.

      He groaned but leaned down and kissed her hard. There was no teasing on his part. He was brutal, demanding, and gave her everything she craved.

      While still kissing her, he led them over to the bed, but instead of lying on her back, she was turned around in his arms. Her back was now pressed to his chest, and he smoothed his hands over her breasts. As he cupped the mounds through the thin material, she knew she needed this damn towel off.

      He continued his descent down her body until he reached the edge of the towel. In one swift move, he had the material pulled away and tossed aside.

      “Yeah, that’s much better, baby. I like having nothing on your gorgeous body,” he murmured against her throat. In a swift move, Corbin had her pushed forward, belly now pressed to the mattress. Corbin stroked her bare ass with his big hands and gave each cheek a stinging spank. “Look at this ass,” he said as if speaking to himself and spanked her again. Over and over, he did it until her cheeks felt hot, and she knew they were red. “You were made to be fucked by me, by only me.” He squeezed her cheeks again, growled low, and then leaned down and bit her right ass cheek.

      A cry of surprise and pain left her, but then that familiar pleasure filled her until she moaned. He spanked her butt one more time and then moved away, giving her a slight reprieve. She looked over her shoulder to see him stroking himself as he stared at her ass.

      They had done anal before over the past year, and at first, she hadn’t thought she’d like it, but with Corbin, it was this taboo, wild and wicked experience.

      “Are you ready for me, baby?”

      “Yes, Corbin.”

      “Are you ready for me to fuck this sweet ass with my big dick?”

      “I’m always ready for you,” she said and looked over her shoulder. She’d always be ready for him, for whatever he had to give her. Rising on her hands and knees, she popped her ass out for him, showing him what she had to offer.

      “Show me,” he grunted out.

      Spreading her legs wider, Izabella gave him a prime shot of all of her. The sound of him growling like he was an animal was an aphrodisiac all on its own.

      “Oh, yeah, that’s it, baby girl.”

      This was what it was like to be with Corbin, and damn was it an incredible thing.
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      He was so hard, and the thought of fucking Izabella in the ass had his balls drawing up tight with the thought of being buried deep inside her. Corbin spread one of her ass cheeks, just enough so he could smear the lube over the puckered hole, making sure it was nice and wet for him.

      He didn’t want her to hurt, didn’t want any more discomfort than there was sure to be once he had his cock in her.

      “God, baby. You’re so fucking hot.” He felt his cock jerk at the sight of her tight little hole, and the image of his dick stretching her wide as he pushed into her. She’d never had anal before him, had told him as much, and the very idea that he was the one to pop her ass cherry had this low growl of possession leaving him.

      They’d been using condoms up until she’d gotten on birth control. It had been her call, but he couldn’t deny he loved the feel of her with nothing between them. He could have put a condom on for this, maybe even should have, but they were both clean, exclusive with only each other, and this was his woman.

      Just looking at her had him nearly coming, just letting out a load of jizz right on her ass and covering her with his seed. Her bottom was big and round, just the way he liked it. And dammit, did it look juicy, like he could take a nice big bite out of it.

      He smoothed his hands over the fleshy mounds and gave each side a slap, loving that she made a small noise in the back of her throat.

      “Your ass was made for my cock, baby girl.” He leaned forward, ran his lips along the left cheek, and then did the same to the right. The small moan she made and the way she bunched the sheets in her hands told him she liked hearing his dirty words. “You want me to fuck this big, glorious ass?”

      She nodded.

      “Then ask me. Ask me to fuck your ass, to claim this part of you.”

      She looked over her shoulder at him, her stormy expression filled with pleasure.

      “Put that big dick in my ass, Corbin.”

      He groaned. “Oh, I will, Izabella, but first, I’m going to make you come for me, make your pussy clench and become wetter.”

      “God, yes,” she whispered.

      “I want your pussy juice all over my face, baby. I want you to make my mouth and chin all fucking wet with your sweet cream.” He moved his mouth over the small of her back, along the line of her spine, and up to the back of her neck. “Lift that ass for me, rub it on me.” When he felt her lift her ass and grind it into his cock, he knew it was time to taste her sweet pussy.

      Spearing his hand in her hair and tangling the long strands between his fingers, he pulled her head back gently, exposing her throat, making a little flash of pain and pleasure move across her face. He couldn’t hold back, not with Izabella, not when he wanted her like a fucking fiend.

      “I love you, Corbin.”

      He tightened his hand in her hair and leaned down to run his tongue along the side of her throat.

      “I love you, too, so damn much, baby.” He smoothed his fingers over her chest and cupped one of her big breasts, squeezing the mound in his hand. “You know all the things I’d do for you?”

      She nodded but didn’t say anything.

      “I’d die for you, kill anyone that thought to hurt you.” He meant every fucking word. Izabella was it for him, and it had taken too damn long for him to come to that realization.

      “I need you in me.” She moaned out those words.

      He didn’t lessen his hold on her hair when he pulled back, let go of her breast, and smoothed his fingers down her spine to take hold of one of her ass cheeks. Corbin gripped the big, spongy flesh, wanting to leave his handprint on her body.

      Clenching and releasing the globe, he finally let go of her hair and pulled her cheeks apart. Taking in the sight of that tight hole that he wanted to fuck, Corbin felt his throat dry and his mouth water. He lowered his gaze to her pussy and saw her little hole slightly gaping for him as if she was begging for his cock. Her pussy was wet, so damn wet her juices had her lips glossy.

      Shifting on the bed so he had his face between her thighs now, he flattened his tongue and ran it up and down her cleft, sucking her clit into his mouth until she was thrusting her pussy on his face and begging softly for more.

      Corbin licked at her swollen, damp flesh several more times before finally pulling away, needing to fuck her or he’d come all over the sheets. He moved away from her pussy, ran his tongue all along her exposed skin, groaning at the fresh and clean flavor and scent of her.

      He dragged his tongue over that puckered hole, pressed his tongue inside until he felt her clench around him, and could have gotten off right there.

      “Yes, God, yes, Corbin.”

      He forced himself to pull away, reached over to the bedside table and grabbed the lube once more. He covered his cock with the fluid, wanting to be nice and slick for when he shoved into her.

      Rising above her and grabbing his cock, he poised the tip at the entrance of her ass. He gripped her waist in a tight hold with one hand and started pushing into her slowly, stretching her wide so his dick could get past the tight ring of muscle at the entrance. She stretched around him, the pink of her skin becoming slightly pale in color because his dick was so big and her ass was so small.

      “You feel so fucking good.” He grunted those words, not able to control himself. He pushed in all the way until his balls pressed tightly against her pussy, his cock full in her ass, and both of them groaning in pleasure. He stilled for a second, letting her adjust to him.

      Breathing heavily and trying to catch his bearings, Corbin stared down at where he was buried deep in his woman’s body. Lifting his focus from her asshole, which was nice and stretched around him, he ran his gaze over her arched back, and up to her head that was tilted back in ecstasy.

      “You feel how deep I’m inside you?”

      She nodded. “Yes. God, yes.”

      “You’re so fucking tight and hot, Izabella. Your ass is squeezing me like a damn vise.” He closed his eyes, and when she tightened her inner muscles around him, he thrust his hips forward slightly, not able to control himself.

      A deep groan left him. He pressed his hand to the center of her back, then added pressure until she was now resting her chest on the mattress, her ass still in the air, and started to fuck her like a madman.

      Corbin pulled out of her until just the crown of his dick was lodged inside her, then shoved back in. He did this over and over again, pushing in harder and faster than before.

      “Yeah, baby. That is so fucking it.” Sweat beaded along his brow and across his chest. In, out, faster and faster, he pumped into her until his balls were slapping her wet pussy, and he knew he was holding on to her hips hard enough there would be bruises in the morning.

      The way she clenched around his cock had his orgasm rushing to the surface.

      “I’m never going to get enough of you, of this, Izabella.”

      “Yes,” she cried out.

      He slammed into her, and she screamed out in pleasure.

      “You’re mine, all mine, Izabella.” He pumped into her again and again, cementing his words.

      “I only want you, Corbin.” She whispered the last word.

      Every day he loved her more, realized he’d wasted so much time hiding what he wanted. “Tell me you’re mine, baby.” He tightened his hold on her.

      “I’m yours, Corbin. I’ll only ever be yours.”

      He opened his eyes, parted his lips, and breathed out harshly. Moving his hand lower, he slid it over her belly, down to her pussy, and speared his fingers through her folds. Fuck, she’s so wet. She was soaked, and her clit was engorged for him as if needing his touch. He rubbed that hardened bundle of tissue over and over again, back and forth, until she cried out and came.

      And just like that, Corbin’s orgasm rushed forward. He couldn’t control himself as he started pounding into her deep, hard, rough. “Come for me again, Izabella.” He managed to get the words out. He felt her tense beneath him and heard her cry as she got off after he told her to.

      Once his high left and his dick started to soften, he came back to reality. Izabella breathed heavily, a smile on her face and her eyes closed. Pulling out of her had a groan of disappointment leaving him. He smoothed his hand up and down her back and leaned in to kiss her on the forehead. “I hope that was good for you, baby.”

      With a wide smile, she murmured, “It was. You’re so good to me.”

      For a few seconds, he didn’t move and didn’t speak. He just lay on his side next to her and watched as she breathed deeper, easier. She was falling asleep, but he wanted to do this now because waiting anymore was too damn hard.

      “Baby?”

      She opened her eyes. “Hmm?” She sounded sleepy and well-loved. “I want to ask you something, show you something.”

      “Okay.” She lifted her hand and smoothed her fingers over the scruff on his cheek.

      He looked at her for a second and then stood and went over to his dresser. Opening the drawer, he grabbed the small black box and focused on it for just a second, but he curled his fingers around it before he lost his nerve. When he turned to face her again, he saw the way her eyes were wide as she stared at what he held.

      She shifted on the bed slightly, and he could see she was nervous and the realization of all of this on her face. Moving back toward her, Corbin dropped to his knees and took one of her hands in his.

      “I love you.” He smiled and cupped her cheek for a second, smoothing his thumb along her soft skin. “I love you so damn much,” he said almost to himself.

      Damn, I’m so fucking nervous.

      She had a soft smile on her face.

      “My past is kind of messy,” he said, wanting to be serious but also trying to keep it light as he winked at her. “But everything I went through, everything I thought was what I wanted in my life doesn’t compare to the reality of being with you.”

      “Corbin...” Her voice became thick.

      “You’re the only woman I want to spend my life with.” He opened the box that held the princess cut diamond solitaire. He knew nothing about rings, but when he saw this one, he knew it was the one he wanted Izabella to wear.

      He was nervous, and that was something he’d never experienced before in his life. They both loved each other, and he was pretty sure she’d say yes, but that didn’t mean this wasn’t one of the most terrifying things he’d ever done.

      Looking down at her hand and focusing on her ring finger, Corbin knew just spitting out the damn words was what he needed to do. He was probably looking like an asshole not saying anything.

      “Baby, I love you so fucking much it hurts.” He stared into her eyes. “I love you, Izabella,” he said again, wanting her to see that honesty.

      “And I love you.”

      He took a deep breath. “Izabella Heart, you’re the love of my life. I’d die and kill for you, want you as the mother of my babies, and need you in my life.” Fuck, my heart is about to beat out of my chest. “Will you marry me?” He took the ring out, slipped it on her finger before he lost his damn nerve, and waited for her answer.

      For a second, she just stared at the ring, her eyes wide, her mouth parted. Had he thought wrong in guessing she’d say yes? But then she started crying, and a smile covered her lips.

      She lifted her gaze from the ring to his face, her smile now showing her straight, white teeth. “I love you,” she whispered and cried a little harder, but then she started laughing, too. “Yes, Corbin, I’ll marry you.”

      He grinned and had her in his arms and off the bed a second later. Corbin held her tightly, and as that little missing piece inside him filled, he realized at this moment he’d just found his other half.

      Yeah, it was a sappy fucking thing, but hell, even a man like him could understand what true love was, and that was exactly what he had with Izabella.
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