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Chapter One
Chase


The smell of oil and gasoline fills my lungs as I wipe my hands on an already grease-stained rag. Another Tuesday afternoon at Lawson Auto Repair, the garage I’ve worked at since I turned sixteen. Only today isn’t just another Tuesday. Today is the day Olivia Lawson arrives to show off her inheritance to a potential buyer.

The thought tightens my jaw. Six months ago, Jack Lawson, my mentor and the man who had seen potential in me when I sure as hell couldn’t see any in myself, passed away. And six months ago, I started running this place solo, keeping it turning over smoothly, honoring everything he built. And during a brief two-minute phone conversation two days ago, I learned that all of this - the business, the community, my livelihood - is nothing more than an asset to be liquidated by a granddaughter who couldn’t bother to visit until after her grandfather was gone. And now, at the age of forty-one, I’m going to have to start over again, when this job is all I’ve ever known.

“We’re going to be showing the property to some potential buyers from Tuesday onwards,” she’d said in a cool, professional tone that got under my skin. “I appreciate you keeping the place running for me.”

For her. As if I’ve been maintaining this garage out of the goodness of my heart for some stranger who inherited it.

I hear footsteps, and I straighten up, preparing for a confrontation. But when I look up, everything changes.

She walks in hesitantly, her big brown eyes taking in the unfamiliar surroundings. She’s younger than I expected - mid-twenties, maybe younger - with long chestnut hair that falls in waves past her shoulders. She wears a simple white blouse tucked into tailored jeans, looking completely out of place amidst the grease and grime. But she’s beautiful. So beautiful it actually hurts to look at her. The rational part of my brain, the part that’s been angry and resentful for days, simply shuts down.

Something shifts inside me. Something fundamental. It’s like a switch flipping, a key turning in a lock I didn’t even know existed. I’ve had relationships before. I’ve been attracted to women. But this... this is different. This is overwhelming. This is the realization that the woman standing before me - Jack’s granddaughter, the woman about to destroy my livelihood - is somehow, impossibly, meant to be mine.

The thought hits me with the force of a truck, leaving me breathless and disoriented.

“Mr. Dalton?” she asks, her voice softer than it was on the phone. “I’m Olivia Lawson.”

She extends her hand tentatively, and I notice a slight tremor in her fingers. I take her hand in mine, her skin soft and warm against my calloused palm. An electric current shoots up my arm, and I have to force myself not to pull her closer. Instead, I let go, my fingers tingling where they touched hers.

“Chase,” I say, my voice gruff even to my own ears. “Just Chase.”

“Chase,” she repeats, and my name on her lips sounds more perfect than any word I’ve ever heard. “It’s nice to finally meet you in person.”

Her shyness is unexpected. During our phone call, I’d assumed she was cold and standoffish. But now, seeing her in person - the way her gaze darts around nervously, the way she fidgets with the strap of her purse - I realize she’s just... uncomfortable. Out of her element. It’s obvious a lot of responsibility has been placed on her young shoulders.

“Listen, Olivia,” I begin, surprising myself with how gentle my tone has become. “About the garage... I’ve been thinking. Why not let me continue running it? I can send you the profits. Passive income. You wouldn’t have to do anything.”

She bites her lower lip, a gesture that sends a jolt straight through me. “That’s kind of you, Chase, really. But I just... I can’t.”

“Why not?”

She sighs, her shoulders slumping slightly. “I just started a new job back where I live in New York City. Junior interior designer. I’m trying to prove myself there. And with everything that’s happened with Grandpa... I’m just overwhelmed. I can’t handle anything else right now.”

My chest tightens at the admission. She looks so vulnerable, so burdened, and I have this overwhelming urge to pull her into my arms and tell her I’ll handle everything. That she doesn’t need to worry about a damn thing.

“Olivia, I—”

“Hello? Mrs. Lawson?” A loud, obnoxious voice cuts through the garage, and I turn to see a man in an expensive suit striding in as if he owns the place. “I’m Mark Reynolds. We spoke on the phone.”

This is the buyer. The guy who’s going to take away her inheritance. And my livelihood. And my chance with a woman I’ve known for less than ten minutes but somehow can’t imagine living without.

“It’s Ms. Lawson, actually,” Olivia corrects softly, extending her hand again. “Nice to meet you.”

Reynolds shakes her hand briefly, already scanning the property with a critical eye. “So, this is it. The garage.”

For the next thirty minutes, I give him the tour. Or rather, I give him the tour from hell. I find myself pointing out every flaw, every potential issue, every repair that might be needed in the next five years.

“This concrete will need replacing soon,” I say, kicking at a small crack in the floor. “And the roof? That’s at least a twenty-thousand-dollar job right there. Probably more.”

Olivia’s eyes keep darting to me, her expression growing more incredulous with each “concern” I raise. She tries to interject a few times.

“We have some regular customers who’ve been coming here for decades,” she says, attempting to steer the conversation. “And my grandfather built up a really solid reputation in town.”

“Reputation doesn’t fix rust,” I cut in, pointing to a spot on the hydraulic lift. “And these lifts? They’re getting old. Replacement parts aren’t cheap.”

I should feel guilty. I know I should. But I’m not lying about any of the problems - I’m just emphasizing them more than I normally would. Because the thought of Olivia selling this place and disappearing back to her life in New York is suddenly unbearable. This garage is the only connection she has to this town, and if she sells it, what chance do I have of ever seeing her again?

Reynolds looks increasingly unimpressed, his expensive suit looking more out of place with each passing minute. By the time we circle back to the office, he’s shaking his head.

“Thank you for the tour,” he says to Olivia, his tone dismissive. “I’ll be in touch with my decision, but I have to be honest, this would require more investment than I’m prepared to make.”

Before Olivia can respond, he’s already walking away, leaving us standing in awkward silence. The moment he’s gone, Olivia turns to me, her hands planted firmly on her hips, her brown eyes flashing with anger. The fire in her expression doesn’t make her any less beautiful though. If anything, it makes her more captivating.

I’m in deep trouble, and I know it. I’ve just sabotaged her sale of this garage, and I’m not even sorry. All I can think about is how crazy it is that I’ve fallen so deeply, so completely in love with someone in less than an hour. And more importantly, how I need to make sure she doesn’t disappear from my life before I even have a chance to show her how much she means to me.


Chapter Two
Olivia


I stand there with my hands on my hips, anger radiating through me in waves as I glare at Chase. I should be furious with him for running off that potential buyer with his relentless pointing out of every flaw in this garage, every potential problem that might occur down the line. I know that’s part of the reason I’m so angry - that, and the fact that he completely undermined my authority here.

But it’s not the whole story.

The truth is, from the moment I walked into this garage and saw him standing there - tall, broad-shouldered, with grease-stained hands and a five-o’clock shadow - I felt something I’ve never experienced before. Something wild and primal and terrifying all at once. At twenty-one, I’m still a virgin, and not because I haven’t had opportunities. It’s because I’ve never met anyone who made me feel that deep emotional and physical pull that I believe should precede giving myself to someone.

Until Chase.

Already I’ve found myself imagining what it would feel like if he bent me over the hood of that vintage Mustang parked in the corner and took my virginity right here, right now, among the tools and oil stains. The thought sends a rush of heat through my body, pooling between my thighs in a way that’s both alarming and exhilarating.

As if my traitorous body isn’t betraying me enough, my breasts have started to feel uncomfortably full and heavy. I pumped before leaving my hotel room barely an hour ago, but they’re already letting me know they need relief again. Of all the times for my weird lactation problem to act up, now is possibly the worst. The embarrassment only adds to the frustration boiling inside me.

“You did that on purpose,” I accuse, my voice trembling slightly with suppressed emotion.

Chase doesn’t even have the decency to deny it. He just leans against a workbench, crossing those muscular arms over his chest. “The sooner you sell it, the sooner you’ll be gone from my life. And I don’t want that to happen.”

I’m speechless. My anger deflates like a punctured tire, replaced by shock and something else I don’t want to name. “That’s... that’s ridiculous,” I finally manage, even though a part of me - a traitorous, hopeful part - is thrilled by his confession.

I remind myself firmly that I can’t be falling for anyone here. I have a life to get back to in New York. A career I’ve worked hard to start. A boss who’s already hesitant about giving me time off to come and deal with this. I need to sell this garage and return to my responsibilities as quickly as I can.

But as Chase looks at me with those intense, dark eyes, I’m struggling to remember why any of that seems so important anymore.

Then his gaze shifts down to my chest, and a confused expression crosses his face. I follow his line of sight, and my heart drops. Two small, wet circles are forming on the front of my white blouse. I’m leaking. Right through my shirt. Right in front of him.

Humiliation burns through me as he takes a step closer. The distance between us shrinks, and I can smell the faint scent of grease and soap on his skin. Heat rushes through my body at his proximity and the hungry, unmistakable look that has replaced the confusion in his eyes.

“It’s... it’s a side effect of medication,” I hear myself saying, the words tumbling out in a rush before I can stop them. “For anxiety. I started taking it after Grandpa died. I know it’s weird because virgins aren’t supposed to lactate, and...”

At that point, Chase lets out a low growl, and it’s a sound that is so animalistic it takes my breath away and silences my babbling instantly.

“It’s not weird,” he says, his voice deeper, huskier. “And there’s nothing to be embarrassed about.”

As he speaks, he slowly backs me up against the nearest wall. My back hits the cool concrete, and I’m trapped between it and his hard, warm body. My arousal is so intense that I can’t hold back the tiny whimper that escapes me. I allow myself a moment to think that he probably didn’t hear it, just to save my own dignity, but then I see the smug little smile that tugs at the corner of his lips and I know he did.

He reaches for the buttons on my blouse, and my heart hammers against my ribs so hard that I’m sure he can feel the vibrations through my chest.

“I’m going to take care of you,” he says, and the promise in his voice makes my knees feel weak. “They must be so full, Olivia. Let me give you some relief.”

I find myself nodding eagerly, my mind racing with the implications of my acquiescence. I never believed I would find someone who would be so accepting of my condition. The idea of nursing someone is strange and foreign, but I’m also intensely curious about what it would feel like. And the fact that it’s him - so intense and gorgeous and masculine - just makes me want it even more.

He deftly unbuttons my shirt, revealing the plain white bra I’m wearing underneath. The fabric is already damp, and my nipples are so hard they ache. He unclasps the front with practiced ease, and my breasts spill out into the cool garage air. They feel heavy and swollen, beads of white milk pearling on my tightened nipples.

Chase’s eyes darken with hunger as he looks at me, and I’ve never felt so exposed or so desired in my life. He crouches and leans in slowly, giving me a chance to stop him if I want. But I don’t want to stop him. I arch my back until my dripping nipple is brushing against his lips. I can feel his warm breath against my skin, and I gasp at the sensation.

Then he latches on, and I cry out at the shock of pleasure that courses through me. His mouth is hot and wet, and the suction is firm but gentle. I can’t believe how good it feels. Every pull of his mouth creates a deep pulling sensation in my core, as if there’s a string connecting my breast to the deepest, most intimate part of me. With each swallow he takes, the tension in my breast eases, but the tension in my body builds.

“Chase,” I whisper, my fingers tangling in his hair. “That feels... that feels incredible.”

He hums against my skin, sending vibrations straight through me. His free hand comes up to cup my other breast, his thumb brushing over my leaking nipple. I gasp and arch against him, my body moving instinctively. I can feel the wetness between my thighs, soaking into my panties. I’ve never been this aroused in my life, and he’s barely touched me. Just the feel of him nursing from me is almost enough to push me to the brink of orgasm.

“You taste so sweet, Olivia,” he murmurs against my skin before resuming his task. “So perfect.”

My head falls back against the wall, my eyes closed as I surrender to the sensations. I’m losing control, and I don’t care. For the first time in my life, I understand what it means to want someone so desperately that nothing else matters. Not my job in New York, not the garage I need to sell, not the future I’ve carefully planned for myself. All that exists is this moment, this feeling, this man who’s making me feel things I’ve never even imagined.

And I don’t care how complicated it makes things, how messy it will be to sort out later. As his mouth works that magic on my sensitive flesh, drawing out my milk with each deliberate pull, I know one thing with absolute certainty: I won’t leave this garage until I’ve experienced everything Chase has to offer.


Chapter Three
Chase


The sweet taste of her milk floods my senses as I drink from her breast, and I can’t believe how good she tastes, how right this feels. My cock is rock hard in my jeans, throbbing with need, and each little whimper and moan that escapes her lips only makes it worse.

I notice her pressing her thighs together, a subtle movement that doesn’t escape my attention. I know she’s feeling that ache, that desperate need that’s consuming me too. Breaking away from her breast momentarily, I look up at her flushed face.

“Let me help with that,” I murmur, my voice rough with desire. “Let me make that ache between your legs feel better.”

Her eyes widen slightly, then she nods eagerly. “Please, Chase.”

Her hands move to her jeans, fumbling with the buttons in her haste. I watch, mesmerized, as she unfastens them, exposing the soft skin of her stomach. Sliding my hand into her jeans, I’m not surprised to find her panties completely soaked through. The discovery sends another jolt of desire through me, and suddenly all I can think about is how much I want to taste her there too, to drink from every part of her.

“God, Olivia,” I groan. “You’re so wet for me.”

Without another word, I scoop her into my arms, her legs automatically wrapping around my waist. She feels light and perfect in my arms, as if she was made to be held by me. I carry her across the garage to the vintage Mustang in the corner, laying her down gently on the hood. She shivers as soon as her back makes contact with the cold metal.

I waste no time peeling off her jeans and panties, tossing them aside. Then I pause for a moment, looking at her pussy for the first time. She’s bare, the lips swollen and glistening with her arousal. Pink and perfect, open for me. I know I’ll die and go to heaven as soon as I push my cock inside that pretty little hole, but right now, I need to taste.

Kneeling before her, I spread her thighs wider. I lean in, inhaling her sweet, musky scent before pressing my face against her folds, smearing her juices all over my chin and lips, needing to mark myself with her arousal. I push my tongue inside her, fucking her with it, her walls clenching around it as if trying to pull me deeper. She tastes even better than I imagined - sweet and slightly salty, like the most exquisite delicacy.

“Chase,” she moans, her hands tangling in my hair, pressing me closer against her.

I turn my attention to her clit, the hard little bud peeking out from its hood. I wrap my lips around it, sucking gently at first, then more firmly as she responds with little cries of pleasure. At the same time, I slide a finger inside her, feeling her tight walls clench around me. She’s unbelievably tight, so tight I know it will be a miracle if I last more than a few seconds inside her. The thought of stretching her, of filling her completely with my cock, almost makes me shoot my load in my pants.

I add another finger, scissoring them slightly, stretching her, preparing her for what’s to come. I fuck her with my fingers while I continue to worship her clit with my tongue, alternating between sucking and licking. She’s writhing on the hood of the car, her hips moving against my face, her moans growing louder.

“Chase... Chase... oh God, Chase...”

My name on her lips is the sweetest sound I’ve ever heard. I can feel her thighs trembling around my head, her back arching off the hood of the car. She’s close. I can taste it in the way her juices flow more freely, can feel it in the way her pussy grips my fingers tighter. I’m about to give her that final push, to send her over the edge into bliss, when suddenly she gasps.

“Stop!”

I pull back instantly, my heart pounding, worried I’ve pushed her too far, too fast. Did I hurt her? Did I do something wrong? I look up at her, my face slick with her juices, my chest tight with concern.

But she’s looking at me with wild, hungry eyes, her chest heaving as she struggles to catch her breath.

“I don’t want to actually stop,” she says quickly, reaching for me. “I just... I don’t want to come yet. I want to wait. I want to come with you inside me.”

A deep groan rumbles in my chest at her words. The thought of her wanting to experience that ultimate pleasure with me, to be joined as completely as possible when she falls apart in my arms... it’s almost too much to process. I surge up, my body covering hers as I capture her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. I want her to taste herself on me, to know how delicious she is. I cup her face in my hands, my thumbs stroking her cheeks as I devour her mouth, pouring all the longing, all the possessiveness I’m feeling into this kiss.

While our tongues dance and tangle, her hands are busy between us, unbuckling my belt, unzipping my jeans with a desperation that matches my own. As soon as my cock is freed, her small, soft hand wraps around it, and I almost lose my fucking mind. When her lips leave mine, I pull my t-shirt off over my head, then drop my gaze down to where she’s touching me. The sight of her delicate fingers gripping my thick, hard length, and the look of wonder and hunger on her face... it’s better than any fantasy I’ve ever had.

“Chase,” she breathes. “You’re so big. I... I’m not sure...”

“I’ll go slow,” I promise her, my voice strained with the effort to maintain control. “I’ll be gentle.”

I press her back against the hood of the Mustang and guide the head of my cock to her entrance, letting her feel me there, letting her be the one to guide me inside. Her hand is still wrapped around my shaft, and with a little whimper, she positions me at her opening and gives a tiny nod of encouragement.

I push forward slowly, the wet, tight heat that envelops me feeling better than I ever imagined. It takes every ounce of my self-control not to just slam into her, to bury myself to the hilt in a single thrust. Instead, I ease myself deeper, inch by inch, watching her face for any sign of discomfort.

“Are you okay?” I ask, my voice ragged when I’m finally all the way inside her, buried all the way up to my balls in her incredible heat.

“I’m okay,” she says, her breath hitching slightly. “But... Chase... I’ll be even better once you start moving.”

I can barely believe that this shy young woman, this innocent virgin, has turned into such a little sex kitten for me, saying exactly what she wants, exactly what she needs. The thought makes my cock twitch inside her, and she gasps at the sensation.

I begin to move, pulling out slightly before pushing back in. At first, I keep the pace slow and steady, letting her get used to the feeling of me inside her. Her walls stretch around me, still incredibly tight but starting to accommodate my size. Her moans grow louder, more insistent, and I know she wants more.

“Faster, Chase,” she begs, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Please... I need more.”

I increase my pace, my strokes becoming longer, deeper, harder. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the garage, mingling with her cries and my grunts of pleasure. I lean over her, lowering my head to her breasts so I can latch onto one of her nipples. She’s still leaking, and the taste of her milk fills my mouth as I nurse greedily while I keep pumping inside her.

Fuck, it feels so good that I know I won’t last much longer. But there’s no way in hell I’m coming before she does. I slide a hand between our bodies, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in firm, circular motions. I can’t stop nursing from her breast, can’t stop fucking her. It feels too damn good to stop any of it.

“Chase,” she gasps, her body arching beneath me. “Oh God, right there... don’t stop...”

Her words push me closer to the edge, but I force myself to hold back, to wait for her. I suck harder on her nipple, my fingers working her clit faster as my cock continues to piston in and out of her tight, wet heat. I can feel her tensing, her pussy beginning to flutter around me.

“Come for me, Olivia,” I command, my voice rough with need. “Let go. Come all over my cock.”

My words seem to push her over the edge. Her back arches off the hood of the car, her body trembling uncontrollably as her orgasm crashes over her. Her pussy clamps down on me like a vise, milking me, and that’s all it takes.

“Olivia!” I cry out as my own release hits me. I bury myself deep inside her, my cock pulsing as I spill into her, filling her with my seed. My vision blurs, white spots dancing before my eyes as wave after wave of pleasure washes over me. It’s the most intense orgasm I’ve ever experienced, and it goes on and on, draining me completely.

When I finally come back to myself, I’m collapsed on top of her, both of us panting hard as we try to catch our breath. The smell of sex and milk fills the air, mingling with the familiar scent of the garage. I slowly lift my head to look at her, and my heart does that thing again, that painful squeezing thing that seems to happen whenever I look at her.

Her face is flushed, her lips swollen from my kisses, her eyes heavy-lidded with satisfaction. She’s never looked more beautiful.

“Are you okay?” I ask, brushing a stray strand of hair from her forehead. “I didn’t hurt you, did I?”

A small smile plays on her lips. “You didn’t hurt me, Chase. That was incredible. Better than I ever imagined it could be.”

My chest swells with pride at her words. I’ve never put much stock in my abilities in bed, but knowing that I was her first, that I gave her that pleasure... it means more to me than I can say.

Leaning down, I capture her lips in a tender kiss, slow and sweet this time, full of all the emotions I’m feeling but can’t yet put into words. When I pull back, she’s looking at me with those big brown eyes, and I see something there that makes my heart soar.

“You know,” I say, kissing her nose, “it’s almost closing time. And I was wondering... would you like to come back to my place for some dinner?”

Her immediate response is a wide, bright smile that lights up her entire face. “I’d love to,” she says without hesitation.

Relief and joy flood through me. She’s not rushing back to her hotel. She’s not trying to put distance between us. She wants to be with me. Maybe she feels this too, this insane, overwhelming connection that defies all logic and reason.

“Great,” I say, grinning like a fool. “I should warn you, though. I’m not much of a cook. We’ll probably end up ordering pizza.”

“Pizza sounds perfect,” she says, her smile widening. “As long as I get to eat it with you.”

My heart does a little flip in my chest at her words. This woman... she’s everything I never knew I was looking for, everything I didn’t even know was missing from my life.

And somehow, impossibly, it seems like she might be feeling the same way.


Chapter Four
Olivia


The first thing I’m aware of as I drift toward consciousness is warmth. Not just the warmth of the blankets tangled around me, but the warmth of another body pressed against mine, an arm thrown possessively over my waist, and a large, calloused hand cupping my breast. Chase. The memories of last night - dinner at his place, the cheesy rom-com we made fun of while sharing a pizza, and then the mind-blowing sex on his couch before we eventually made it to his bed - bring a sleepy smile to my face. I turn my head slightly and watch him sleep, his face relaxed in slumber, looking younger somehow, softer.

Last night was... everything. Being with Chase feels as natural as breathing, as if we’ve known each other for years instead of mere hours. The way we talked, the way we laughed, the way he looked at me as if I was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen... it all felt perfect. And the sex... my cheeks flush at the memory. He was so attentive, so focused on my pleasure.

A pang of sadness hits me unexpectedly. This has been the best twenty-four hours of my life, but it can’t last. I have to go back to New York, back to my job, back to my life. The thought of leaving Chase, of never seeing him again, feels physically painful, like a hole opening up in my chest. I try to push the thought away, telling myself to focus on the present, on the here and now. All that matters is that I’m with him right now, and I need to make the most of my time with him.

As my body slowly wakes up, I become aware of other sensations. A dull, pleasant ache between my legs, and an uncomfortable fullness in my breasts. They feel heavy, tight, almost painful, as they always do in the morning before I’ve had a chance to pump. But I haven’t brought my pump with me, which leaves me in a bit of a predicament.

I’m just wondering how I’m going to discreetly excuse myself to the bathroom to try and express some milk by hand when I hear a soft groan beside me. I turn to see Chase’s eyes flutter open, a sleepy smile spreading across his face as he looks at me.

“Morning, beautiful,” he murmurs, his voice husky from sleep. He shifts closer, pressing a soft kiss to my forehead. “How are you feeling?”

“I’m good,” I lie, shifting slightly. The movement makes my breasts ache more, and I can’t help wincing slightly. “A little... full.”

His eyes drift down to my chest, where the blanket has slipped down, revealing my bare breasts. They’re swollen, the nipples tight and leaking slightly. A smile spreads across his face, and he reaches out to cup one of them, his thumb brushing over my sensitive nipple.

“I can see that,” he says, his voice deepening. “Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you.”

I whimper and nod, rolling onto my side to face him. He mirrors my position, and I guide my breast to his lips. He opens his mouth eagerly, latching on with a gentleness that surprises me. There’s no rush this morning, no desperation. Instead, there’s a tenderness, an intimacy that feels even more intense than yesterday.

Each pull of his mouth sends a wave of relief through my breast, but it also sends a corresponding surge of pleasure straight to my core. I can feel myself getting wetter between my legs, my body responding to him in ways that still feel new and exciting.

It’s still so hard to believe that this doesn’t bother him, that he actually enjoys it. That he enjoys me, with all my weird quirks and insecurities. But I can feel his erection pressing against my thigh, hard and insistent. He’s not just tolerating this; he’s aroused by it. By me.

I let him nurse from my other breast, my fingers stroking through his hair, my body growing more and more aroused with each passing moment. The pressure in my breasts is easing, but the pressure building between my thighs is becoming almost unbearable.

He finally releases me, licking a stray droplet of milk from his lips. “Better?” he asks, his voice husky.

“Much,” I whisper. “But now...”

I trail off, blushing. How do I tell him what I want? What I need? How do I put into words the hunger I’m feeling, the desire to touch him, to taste him, to make him feel as good as he makes me feel?

I decide to show him instead.

I’ve never done this before. Never even considered it. But with Chase, everything feels different. Everything feels right. I move down the bed, my lips trailing kisses across his chest, his stomach, until I’m positioned between his legs. His cock is impressive, long and thick, with a slight upward curve. I can see a bead of moisture at the tip, and I have the sudden, overwhelming urge to taste it.

I lean forward, my tongue darting out to lick away that single drop. He groans, his cock twitching slightly, and a thrill goes through me. I did that. I made him react like that.

Taking a deep breath, I wrap my lips around the head of his cock, my tongue flicking against the sensitive ridge. I’m not entirely sure what I’m doing, but I rely on instinct, on the sounds he makes, on the way his body responds to me.

“That’s it, baby,” he says, his voice strained. “Just like that. So good.”

His encouragement boosts my confidence, and I take more of him into my mouth, my hand wrapping around what I can’t fit. I start bobbing my head, establishing a rhythm, my tongue pressing against his hard flesh, my cheeks hollowing as I suck. His hands find my hair, not pushing or guiding, just holding, as if he needs to anchor himself to something.

I look up at him, wanting to see his face. His eyes are open, watching me, and the raw hunger I see there makes my pussy clench with need. He’s watching me suck his cock, and he likes it. He really, really likes it.

“Fuck, Olivia,” he growls, his hips starting to move slightly. “Your mouth... fuck... so good...”

I can feel him getting harder, thicker in my mouth. I can feel the tension coiling in his body, the way he’s struggling to maintain control. It’s a heady feeling, knowing that I have this power over him, that I can make him lose control like this.

His hips start moving more insistently, and I relax my throat, letting him go deeper. A few times, I gag slightly, but he immediately stills, giving me a chance to recover before continuing.

“Almost there, baby,” he warns, his voice strained. “If you don’t want me to come in your mouth...”

Instead of pulling away, I double down, sucking harder, faster, wanting to taste him, to swallow every last drop. I want all of him. With a loud cry, he comes, hot spurts of cum filling my mouth. I swallow quickly, greedily, not wanting to waste any of it. The taste is strange, slightly salty, slightly bitter, but not unpleasant. The fact that it’s him, that this is an intimate part of him, makes it intoxicating.

When he’s finished, I release him, licking my lips to make sure I’ve gotten everything. He’s looking at me with an expression of awe and disbelief, as if he can’t quite believe what just happened.

“Olivia,” he says, his voice hoarse. “That was... holy shit, that was incredible.”

A warm, satisfied feeling spreads through my chest. I did that. I made him feel that good.

“Good,” I say, unable to stop the smug little smile that plays on my lips. “I wanted to make you feel good.”

“You have no idea,” he says, reaching for me, pulling me up his body until we’re face to face. “Now it’s my turn to return the favor.”

As he rolls me onto my back, I catch sight of the clock on his bedside table. My eyes widen as I see the time. “Oh, no,” I groan. “We need to get up. Another potential buyer is supposed to be at the garage in less than an hour.”

Chase stills above me, his body tensing slightly. “Another buyer?” he asks, and I don’t miss the slight edge in his voice. “Are you still planning on selling it?”

The question catches me off guard. “Of course I am,” I say, confused by the intensity in his gaze. “And I need to do it as quickly as possible. My boss isn’t going to be happy if I stay away too long.”

His expression darkens, but before I can ask what’s wrong, he’s rolling away from me, sitting up on the side of the bed. “Okay, then let’s get ready,” he says, his tone flat, lacking all the warmth it held moments ago.

A knot of unease forms in my stomach. Did I say something wrong? Is he angry with me for needing to go back to New York? I push the questions aside, telling myself I’m overthinking things again. This is just a fling, a wonderful, perfect fling, but a fling nonetheless. He knew why I came here before anything happened between us, and he knew I was only going to be here temporarily. There’s no reason for me to feel guilty about doing what I came here to do.

I push myself up and lean over, pressing a soft kiss to his bare shoulder. “I’ll be quick in the shower,” I say, trying to lighten the mood. “You can make the coffee?”

He nods, but doesn’t turn to look at me. “Sure.”

My stomach sinks, but I force a smile as I slide out of bed and head to the bathroom. I’ll do what I can to make it up to him later, I decide. Once we’ve dealt with this buyer. For now, though, there’s business to attend to.


Chapter Five
Chase


I stand in the middle of the garage, my hands in my pockets, watching as Olivia leads yet another potential buyer through the space. Turns out she had a few scheduled for today, and this is the third one I’ve had to endure. Each tour has been like a slow form of torture, a reminder of what I’m about to lose.

Until this morning, I’d been so certain. So convinced that what we shared meant as much to her as it did to me. The way she clung to me, the way she whispered my name as she came, the way she looked at me afterward... it all seemed so real. So meaningful. And then this morning, hearing her so casually talk about selling and getting back to her life... it was like a punch to the gut. A cold, brutal reminder that none of this means anything to her.

This morning had started so perfectly. Waking up with Olivia in my arms felt right, more right than anything has in years. Nursing from her, tasting her sweetness... it wasn’t just about the kink or the novelty. It was about the connection, the intimacy. The feeling of taking care of her, of being the one to ease her discomfort. I’d felt it then, that same overwhelming certainty I’d felt from the moment I met her: this woman was meant to be mine.

And then she’d mentioned the buyer. And I saw her whole future laid out so clearly: in New York. With her career. Without me.

I keep my distance now, letting her handle this tour. I can’t bring myself to pretend I want this place sold. If she’s determined to leave, she can do it without my help.

I watch as she gestures toward the hydraulic lifts, her smile polite but distant. She’s so beautiful, even when she’s breaking my heart. I can still taste her milk on my tongue, still feel the memory of her pretty lips wrapped around my cock. The thought of never experiencing any of that again is almost more than I can bear.

The buyer, a stuffy-looking guy in a suit that costs more than my monthly rent, nods thoughtfully. “It’s an interesting property,” he says. “The location is good, lots of traffic.”

“It has a loyal customer base, too,” Olivia adds. “My grandfather built this business from the ground up, and people in town trust it.”

“There’s that,” the buyer concedes. “But the equipment is getting older. And I don’t know how much of that loyalty would transfer to a new owner.”

I want to snort. Like this guy would ever have the patience to build relationships with our customers. But I keep my mouth shut.

“Are there any other offers on the table?” he asks Olivia.

She hesitates for just a fraction of a second, her eyes flicking toward me. “There’s been some interest,” she says vaguely. “But nothing final yet.”

My chest tightens. She could have this place sold by the end of the day. She could be gone by tomorrow. And then what? Will I ever see her again? Will she call? Or will I just become a footnote in her life, that crazy mechanic she had a fling with during a brief trip to settle her grandfather’s estate?

The thought makes me feel sick to my stomach.

“I need some time to think about it,” the buyer says. “I’ll be in touch soon with my decision.”

Olivia nods, her professional smile never faltering. “Thank you for your interest.”

As soon as he’s gone, the tension in the garage feels thick enough to choke on. Olivia walks toward me, her hips swaying slightly, her expression unreadable. I force myself to stay where I am, to keep my hands stuffed in my pockets instead of reaching for her like I want to.

She stops directly in front of me, so close I can smell the faint, sweet scent of her skin, a scent that’s now permanently imprinted in my memory. Then she does something that nearly breaks me. She wraps her arms around my waist, pressing her cheek against my chest, and lets out a soft sigh.

The feel of her body against mine is both heaven and hell. Every muscle in my body screams at me to hold her, to wrap my arms around her and kiss her senseless, to remind her of what we shared last night and this morning.

But I don’t.

I can’t.

If I hold her, I’ll never want to let go. And she’s leaving. I know she is. So I just stand there, stiff and awkward, my hands still in my pockets.

“What’s going on, Chase?” she asks softly, her words muffled against my chest. “You’ve been so quiet.”

I let out a harsh laugh, completely devoid of humor. “What’s going on? I don’t want you to leave, Olivia, but you’re going to anyway. That’s what’s going on.”

I feel her stiffen slightly in my arms, but she doesn’t pull away. “You think I want to leave? That I don’t feel anything for you?”

I don’t answer, just stare at the grease stain on the floor near my boots.

“Look at me,” she says, pulling back slightly.

I can’t help myself. I meet her gaze, and what I see there almost breaks my resolve. Her brown eyes are shining with unshed tears.

“Chase, I do feel it,” she says, her voice trembling slightly. “Whatever this is between us... I feel it too. And it breaks my heart to think of going back to New York and leaving you here.”

“Then don’t go,” I say, my voice rough. “Stay here. With me.”

A tear escapes, tracing a path down her cheek. “I can’t, Chase. I have a job, a life... I can’t just uproot everything for someone I met less than twenty-four hours ago, no matter how much I might want to.”

Her last words hang in the air between us, tiny, but I cling to them like a lifeline. No matter how much I might want to. She wants this. She wants me. She’s just scared.

“It doesn’t matter,” I say, finally giving in to the urge to touch her. I frame her face with my hands, my thumbs stroking away her tears. “It doesn’t matter how long we’ve known each other. All that matters is how we feel. And how I feel about you, Olivia... it’s more real than anything I’ve ever experienced.”

Her breath hitches, her eyes widening slightly.

“I’m not going to force you to stay,” I continue, my voice softening. “I know this has to be your decision. But you need to know what’s at stake here. You need to know that I’ve already fallen in love with you. That I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”

She looks completely shocked, her lips parted slightly, as if she’s about to say something but can’t find the words.

“I’m so serious about this, Olivia,” I say, a small, humorless laugh escaping me. “If I’d had a little more time, if I’d had a chance to buy a ring... I’d be down on one knee right now, asking you to marry me.”

She just stares at me, speechless. I know I’ve overwhelmed her, maybe even scared her, but I can’t bring myself to regret it. She deserves to know the truth.

With a sigh, I pull her into my arms, holding her close. She’s stiff for a moment before relaxing against me, her arms slowly wrapping around my waist once more. I press a kiss to the top of her head, breathing in the scent of her hair.

“Just... think about it,” I murmur against her hair. “Please. Take whatever time you need. I’m not going anywhere. If you want me, I’m yours.”

She nods, her head rubbing against my chest. “I’ll think about it,” she whispers, her voice muffled. “I promise.”

I force myself to let her go, to take a step back, to give her space. She looks dazed, completely overwhelmed by everything I’ve just said. Her eyes are wide, her cheeks flushed, and I can see the confusion on her face.

She turns and walks away, her steps slightly unsteady. I watch her go, my heart aching with every step she takes that puts more distance between us. She pauses at the door, her hand on the handle, then turns back to look at me.

“Chase?”

“Yeah?”

“What you said... about wanting to spend your life with me... do you really mean that?”

“More than I’ve ever meant anything in my life,” I say without hesitation.

A small smile touches her lips. “Okay,” she says, and then she’s gone.

The door closes behind her, and the silence that falls over the garage is deafening. I stand there for a long moment, just staring at the closed door, my heart pounding in my chest.

I want to go after her. I want to drag her back in here and kiss her until she can’t think straight, until she forgets all about New York and her job and her carefully planned life. I want to make her mine in every way possible, to claim her so completely that she’ll never think of leaving me again.

But I don’t.

I gave her my word. I told her I’d let her think, and I will.

No matter how much it kills me.


Chapter Six
Olivia


My feet carry me through the small town, though I’m not really paying attention to where I’m going. The quiet streets, the friendly smiles from people I don’t know, the way the sun filters through the leaves of the old oak trees lining the sidewalks - all of it blurs into a background haze as my mind replays Chase’s words over and over again.

Every cell in my body is screaming at me that he’s right. That this is real. That this is my chance to find real love, something that could last a lifetime. But my mind is full of doubt and fear.

I pass by the local bakery, the sweet smell of fresh bread filling the air, and I pause for a moment, my gaze fixed on the window display. I can almost picture myself walking in here, holding Chase’s hand, maybe stopping in for coffee and a pastry before heading to... where? What would my life look like if I stayed?

Before I saw him, my life was mapped out. I had a job I enjoyed, a path to a career I’d dreamed of, an apartment in the city that I was slowly making my own. And now? Now it all feels so... small. So insignificant compared to the way Chase makes me feel.

A part of me thinks I should just carry on with my original life plan and pretend my feelings for him don’t exist. That’s what feels safe, what feels normal. To sell the garage, pack my bags, and go back to New York. But then I think of never seeing Chase again, of waking up tomorrow morning without the warmth of his body next to mine, and the thought is physically painful. I know I would never forget him, never be able to forgive myself for leaving him.

I realize with sudden clarity that the hardest thing in the world would be to let him go. That taking a chance on this crazy, whirlwind romance would be easier than living with the regret of what might have been.

My feet stop moving, and I stand in the middle of the sidewalk, my heart pounding with a new resolve. I know what I need to do.

I turn around and start walking back, my pace quickening with every step. I’m going to tell him. I’m going to tell him I can’t leave him. That I want to give this thing between us a real chance.

When I reach the garage, the door is locked and the lights are off. He must have gone home already. So I walk the short distance to his house, my nerves fluttering with a mix of anxiety and excitement.

I knock on the door, my heart thudding against my ribs. A few seconds later, the door swings open, and there he is. Chase. My heart does that little flip it does every time I see him, and I know, without a doubt, that I’m making the right choice.

“Olivia?” he says, his expression worried, a slight frown creasing his forehead. “Is everything okay?”

I don’t answer with words. Instead, I throw myself into his arms, burying my face in his chest. “I can’t leave you,” I say, my voice muffled against his shirt. “I can’t do it.”

He freezes for a second, then I’m suddenly off the ground, my feet dangling in the air as he spins me around, letting out a loud whooping sound that makes me laugh.

“I was so worried,” he says, keeping me in his arms. “I thought I’d scared you off. That I’d come on too strong.”

“You didn’t,” I say, wrapping my arms tighter around his neck. “I was just scared. But the thought of leaving you is scarier.”

He kisses me then, not a gentle kiss, but a hungry, desperate one that steals the breath from my lungs. My back hits the wall with a soft thud, and I moan into his mouth, my legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him closer. One of his hands is tangled in my hair, the other gripping my ass, holding me in place as he devours me.

I kiss him back with everything I have, pouring all my fear, all my hope, all my love into this one kiss. This feels right. This feels like home.

He pulls back just enough to rest his forehead against mine, both of us breathing heavily. “You’ve made me so happy, Olivia,” he says, his voice husky with emotion. “Happier than I ever thought I could be. I promise I’ll spend the rest of my life trying to make you just as happy.”

Tears well up in my eyes, and I blink them back. “You already do,” I whisper.

He kicks the front door shut before carrying me through the house, down the hall to his bedroom, never breaking the kiss. He lays me down on the bed, following me down, his body covering mine, still kissing me as if his life depends on it. I feel like I’m drowning in him, in the taste of him, in the feel of him, and I never want to come up for air.

His hands are everywhere, stroking, caressing, moving over the curves and hollows of my body. I arch into his touch, wanting more, needing more. His fingers find the button of my jeans, and he makes quick work of it, pulling them down along with my panties in one smooth motion.

He breaks the kiss and steps back, his gaze raking over my exposed body, a look of such raw hunger in his eyes that it makes my pussy clench with need. Then he strips off his own clothes with an urgency that matches mine, revealing that lean, muscular body that I can’t seem to get enough of. While he’s undressing, I sit up and pull my shirt off over my head and take off my bra, tossing them aside until I’m completely bare before him.

He’s back on me in an instant, his skin hot against mine, every one of his movements filled with a desperate urgency that mirrors my own. He spreads my legs with his knees, settling his hips between them, and I can feel the hard, hot length of his cock against my bare pussy. He grinds against me, sliding along the length of my slit, and a deep groan escapes him.

“God, you’re so wet,” he murmurs, nipping at my earlobe.

The feel of him, hot and hard against my most sensitive flesh, sends a jolt of awareness through me. A thought, sudden and startling, pierces through the haze of desire.

“Oh, God,” I gasp, my eyes flying open. “Chase... we haven’t... we haven’t used anything.”

He stills above me, lifting his head to look down at me. “Used anything?” he asks, a confused frown on his face.

“Contraception,” I say, my cheeks flushing. “I’m not on the pill, and we should have used condoms, and we didn’t, and...” I trail off, expecting him to look as panicked as I feel.

But he doesn’t. “Would it really be so bad if you did get pregnant?” he asks, his voice low and husky.

My breath hitches. “What?”

“We’re going to spend the rest of our lives together, Olivia,” he says, his gaze intense. “Babies are going to be a part of our future at some point. So would it really be so bad if it happened now?”

I process his words, my mind reeling. He’s not worried. He’s not scared. He’s... he’s actually thinking about it. About us having a baby. Together.

“So... you’re saying you’d be okay if I got pregnant?” I ask, my voice barely a whisper.

He leans down, pressing a soft kiss to my lips. “I’m more than okay with it, baby,” he murmurs against my mouth. “I can’t wait to start a family with you. But I’ll wait until you’re ready.”

I think for a few more seconds, considering everything. The life I had planned in New York seems so distant now, so unimportant compared to the life I could have with Chase. A life with him, with a family, with all the love and happiness I never knew I was missing.

“I don’t want to wait,” I say, my voice filled with sudden certainty. “I want this. I want you. I want a family with you.”

A deep groan escapes him, raw need emanating from every fiber of his being. He positions himself at my entrance, the head of his cock nudging against my wet folds. He looks into my eyes, his gaze intense and possessive.

“Then I’m going to put my baby inside you,” he says, his voice a low, gravelly promise. “I’m going to take you bare, as many times as it takes until you’re knocked up.”

With that, he slides into me, slow and deliberate, stretching me, filling me completely. I moan at the feel of him inside me, the fullness, the rightness of it. He feels perfect, as if he was made for me.

“That’s it, baby,” he growls, starting to move. “Take all of me. I’m going to fill you up.”

He starts fucking me hard and fast, his hips pistoning, driving into me with an almost frantic urgency. His movements are primal, animalistic, his grunts and growls filling the room, mingling with my own cries of pleasure. He’s claiming me, marking me as his, and I love it. I want it. I need it.

My hands find his ass, my fingers digging into the firm, muscular flesh, pulling him deeper, urging him on. “Yes, Chase,” I gasp, my back arching off the bed. “Harder. Deeper. Fill me up. Give me your baby.”

Nothing has ever turned me on more than this, than the thought of the man I love making his claim on my body with his baby. It’s raw, it’s primal, it’s possessive, and it’s everything I didn’t know I wanted until this moment.

He dips his head, his mouth finding my nipple, sucking hard, drawing my milk into his mouth. The feeling of him pounding into me while nursing from my breast sends me hurtling toward the edge. It’s too much, too intense, too good.

“I’m close,” I pant, my nails digging into his back. “Oh God, Chase, I’m so close.”

He growls against my flesh, sucking more urgently, his hips pistoning faster, harder. “That’s it, baby,” he grunts. “Come for me. Let me feel you come around my cock. I’m right there with you.”

The tension inside me coils tighter and tighter until it finally snaps, and I come with a loud cry, my body convulsing around him. Wave after wave of intense pleasure washes over me, leaving me breathless and trembling. As I’m still riding the high of my orgasm, I feel him tense above me. With a final, powerful thrust, he buries himself deep inside me, and I feel the hot rush of his cum filling me, painting my insides with his seed.

He collapses on top of me, his body heavy, his breathing ragged. I wrap my arms and legs around him, holding him close, not wanting to let him go. I can feel him inside me, still pulsing with the aftershocks of his orgasm, and I’ve never felt more connected to another person in my entire life.

He shifts slightly, propping himself up on his elbows to look down at me. His hair is damp with sweat, sticking to his forehead, his cheeks flushed with color. But it’s his eyes that catch my attention. They’re filled with such tenderness, such adoration, it makes my heart ache.

“Olivia,” he says, his voice husky. “I love you.”

Tears well up in my eyes, happy tears this time. “I love you too, Chase.”

He kisses me then, soft and sweet, a kiss full of love and promises.

I’m still lying beneath him, with his cock inside me, with his cum still warming me from the inside out. And as I look up at the man I love, I’m not scared anymore. I’m not scared of all the changes, not scared of leaving my old life behind. Because I know, with a deep and startling certainty, that this is where I’m meant to be. With Chase.

Forever.


Epilogue
Olivia


Six months later:

The afternoon sun is warm against my skin as I push open the door to Lawson Auto Repairs. I pause for a moment in the doorway, my eyes adjusting to the dimmer light inside. The familiar smell of grease and oil fills the air, a scent that used to mean nothing to me, but now smells like home, like Chase.

He’s bent over a car’s engine, his broad back to me, the muscles in his arms flexing as he works. He’s focused, completely absorbed in what he’s doing, and I take a moment to just look at him. My husband. My heart swells with a love so powerful it almost takes my breath away.

My hand goes to my stomach, resting against the gentle curve of my baby bump. It’s still small, but growing more prominent every day. In another four months, I’ll be holding our son or daughter in my arms.

I still can’t believe how quickly everything happened. Two months after we met, we were married in a small ceremony in the town square, surrounded by his friends, who had quickly welcomed me into their fold. We found out I was pregnant a couple of weeks before the wedding, and Chase had been so excited, so overjoyed, that he’d scooped me up in his arms and spun me around the living room, laughing.

We never did sell the garage. I couldn’t go through with it, not once I understood what it meant to Chase, not once I understood what it meant to this community. And I’m glad we didn’t. Chase still spends his days here, fixing cars and helping people, and I’ve found my own small way to contribute.

It started with helping redecorate the bakery, just as a favor. Then the bookstore owner asked for my help. Then the little cafe on the corner. Now, I have a steady stream of clients, small business owners who want to refresh their spaces but can’t afford big-city designers. The pay isn’t much, not compared to what I was making at the design firm in New York, but I don’t care. Chase makes more than enough to support us both. What I get from my work is something money could never buy. I see the pride in their faces when they reveal their newly refreshed spaces to their customers, and I know, deep in my bones, that I’m making a difference here. That this is where I’m supposed to be.

Chase straightens up, wiping a greasy hand on a rag, and finally spots me standing in the doorway. A slow smile spreads across his face, the kind of smile that still makes my knees weak, even after all these months.

He drops the rag and strides toward me, covering the distance between us in just a few long steps. He stops right in front of me, towering over me, his presence so familiar, so comforting. His eyes, the color of warm honey, scan my face before dropping to my stomach.

“Hey, beautiful,” he says. “Didn’t hear you come in.”

“You were busy,” I say, my smile matching his.

He leans down, and I tilt my head back to meet him halfway, our lips brushing in a soft, sweet kiss. The familiar taste of him, of coffee and the faint, underlying flavor of mint, fills my senses, and I sigh contentedly.

“Missed you,” he murmurs against my lips.

“I missed you too,” I whisper back.

He places a large, warm hand on my stomach, his fingers splaying across the curve of my bump. Then he does something that still sends a thrill through me, something that makes me fall in love with him all over again every single time. He crouches down in front of me, lowering himself until he’s at eye level with my belly, and presses a soft kiss against the fabric of my dress.

“Hey, little one,” he murmurs, his words muffled against my stomach. “Daddy missed you both today. Can’t wait to get you both home and spoil you.”

My heart swells with so much love that I think it might burst. I never knew I could be this happy, this content. Never knew that this kind of all-consuming love was even possible, let alone that I would find it in a small-town garage, with a man twenty years my senior who looks like he could wrestle bears for fun.

“Actually,” I say, my voice soft as I run my fingers through his dark hair, “I was just about to head home. I thought maybe you could come with me?”

He looks up at me, a small smile playing on his lips. “I’d love to, baby. But I’ve got a few things I need to finish up here. That damn sedan came in this morning with a transmission issue that’s being a real pain in my ass.”

I know how important his work is to him, how he takes pride in fixing things people can’t fix themselves. I also know he’s been here since before dawn. I want to take care of him, the way he always takes care of me.

I let out a soft, deliberate sigh, pushing my lower lip out into a pout. I’ve learned that this particular expression has a powerful effect on him. “But I’m feeling needy,” I whisper, letting my hand drift down to rest on the back of his neck, my fingers stroking the warm skin there. “And I missed you.”

His eyes darken, the warm honey turning to molten gold. He straightens up, but keeps one hand possessively on my stomach. “Needy, huh?” he murmurs, his voice dropping to that low, gravelly tone that always makes my panties wet. “What kind of needy?”

I lean in closer, rising up on my toes so I can press my lips against his ear. “The kind that requires my husband’s full and undivided attention,” I breathe, then nip lightly at his earlobe.

A low growl rumbles in his chest, and I can feel the vibration all the way down to my toes. He turns his head, capturing my lips in a hungry kiss that’s anything but soft. It’s brief, but it’s full of promise, of everything to come later.

When he pulls back, his eyes are burning with that possessive heat that still makes my stomach flutter. “The sedan can wait,” he says, his voice rough with desire. “My wife’s needs come first.”

He walks over to the door, flipping the sign to “CLOSED” and turning the key in the lock with a decisive click. Then he’s taking my hand in his, our fingers lacing together perfectly. “Let’s go home, Mrs. Dalton,” he says, pulling me towards him.

I smile brightly up at him. “Yes, Mr. Dalton,” I murmur, squeezing his hand. “Let’s go home.”

We walk away from the garage, leaving the world of engines and oil behind us, and we make our way down the sidewalk. People we pass wave and call out greetings, and we wave back, a united front. A family. His grip on my hand tightens slightly, and I look up at him, at the strong profile of the man I love, at the way the sunlight catches the hint of silver at his temples.

In the distance, I can see our little house, with the freshly painted porch swing and the window boxes overflowing with flowers that he planted for me last weekend. Our home. A wave of contentment washes over me, so warm and so deep, it feels like it’s settling into my very bones. This is my life. This is my love. And I wouldn’t trade it for anything in the world.

***
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