
        
            
                
            
        

    
Prologue

The first thing I noticed about Vivienne Mercer wasn’t her face.

It was her legs.

Tanned. Bare from mid-thigh down beneath a loose pale-blue sundress that shifted in the warm coastal wind while she stood on the porch of the old white house next door, one hand holding a sweating glass of lemonade against her stomach. Soft-looking thighs. Elegant calves. Ankles crossed when she leaned.

My best friend’s mom.

Except “mom” didn’t fit anymore.

Not after six years away.

Not after I was twenty-seven and standing in the driveway with sweat sticking my T-shirt to my chest while she looked at me like she didn’t recognize me at first.

Then she did.

“Oh my God,” she laughed softly.

That voice hit me harder than it should’ve.

Warm honey over ice.

“Nico?”

I grinned automatically, dragging my sunglasses down my nose. “In the flesh.”

Vivienne blinked twice. Actually blinked. Her eyes flicked over me so fast she probably thought I didn’t notice — shoulders, arms, tattoos, beard, chest.

Then immediately back to my face.

Cute.

Fuck, she was cute.

I remembered her prettier. I didn’t remember her looking like this.

Dark chestnut hair falling past her shoulders in loose waves. Slim body softened in exactly the right places. Full breasts hidden behind that fluttering dress. Narrow waist. Gold wedding ring catching porch light every time she tucked hair behind her ear.

Sweet face.

Big brown eyes.

The kind of mouth a man thinks about too long.

And she was blushing.

Actually blushing at me.

Jesus Christ.

“Nico,” she repeated quieter this time, smiling with genuine surprise. “Look at you.”

I laughed under my breath, grabbing another box from the back of my truck. “That good or bad?”

“Oh, stop.” Her cheeks pinkened deeper. “You know exactly what you’re doing.”

No, sweetheart.

I really didn’t think I did.

Because suddenly I was having a difficult time remembering why the fuck I’d agreed to come back to this tiny town at all.

The evening air smelled like ocean salt, fresh-cut grass, charcoal smoke from somebody grilling three houses down. Cicadas screamed from the trees lining the street.

Vivienne stepped carefully down the porch stairs toward me in little flat sandals, dress brushing her thighs with every movement.

I remembered being sixteen and terrified to look at her too long.

Now all I could think about was bending her over the hood of my truck.

That realization hit me like a baseball bat to the ribs.

Wrong woman.

Very wrong woman.

Married woman.

My best friend Luca’s mother.

And somehow that only made my cock thicken harder against my jeans.

“You’re helping your dad with the marina this summer?” she asked.

“Couple months maybe.”

“That’s nice.” She smiled gently. “Your mother said Los Angeles made you impossible to pin down.”

“Depends who’s asking.”

The second the words left my mouth, her eyes widened slightly.

There it is.

That tiny flutter.

That awareness.

She looked away first, tucking hair behind her ear again. Nervous habit maybe. “Luca’s going to lose his mind when he hears you’re back.”

“Yeah?”

“Of course.” She laughed softly. “He talks about college with you constantly.”

I leaned against the truck, folding my arms.

“You talk about me too?”

Her lips parted.

God.

There was something addictive about how flustered she got. Like watching heat spread beneath silk.

“Nico…”

“What?” I smiled lazily. “Just making conversation.”

“You were always trouble.”

“Was I?”

“Yes.” She tried to sound firm and failed completely. “You used to flirt with every waitress in town.”

“Maybe I had good taste.”

Her breath caught so faintly I almost missed it.

Almost.

The porch light cast soft gold across her skin while wind pushed her dress against her hips. I could smell her perfume now — something light and expensive underneath lemon and summer air.

My brain was starting to become a serious problem.

She glanced toward the house. “You should come by tomorrow night. Luca’s father is grilling.”

I almost asked if her husband would actually notice whether she was there or not.

Instead I smiled slowly.

“Yeah,” I said. “I think I’ll definitely do that.”

And the way she looked at me after that — uncertain, flushed, too aware — told me she already knew this was dangerous.

Which meant I wasn’t the only one feeling it.

And once I get a woman thinking about me like that, I don’t stop.

The sun disappeared fully behind the trees while Vivienne stood barefoot on the edge of temptation in her little blue dress and wedding ring, looking at me like she wanted to remember how to be wanted.

And I was already deciding exactly how patient I was willing to be.




Chapter 1

The Mercer backyard looked exactly the same.

String lights over the deck. Old speakers playing soft classic rock. The smell of charcoal smoke and grilled burgers hanging heavy in the humid evening air.

Only difference was me.

“Nico, you asshole!”

Luca slammed into me the second I stepped through the side gate, beer already in hand. Same loud mouth. Same crooked grin. We hugged hard enough to nearly knock over a lawn chair.

“Thought LA turned you into a vegan or some shit,” he laughed.

“Still prettier than you.”

“Impossible.”

We spent ten minutes catching up while neighbors drifted through the yard carrying paper plates and cheap beer. Kids screamed somewhere down the block. Somebody’s dog barked nonstop.

Then I saw her.

Vivienne stepped out through the sliding back door balancing a bowl of watermelon against her hip.

Fuck.

White sundress tonight.

Thin straps. Soft fabric moving around her legs every time she walked. Her dark hair was pinned loosely up, exposing the elegant line of her throat.

And she smiled the second she spotted me.

Not polite.

Not neighborly.

Automatic.

Warm.

There you are.

“Nico,” she said softly when I crossed toward her.

Close up, she smelled like vanilla lotion and citrus wine. Her eyes flicked briefly over my chest before catching themselves.

I leaned down without thinking much about it and kissed her cheek.

Her breath caught instantly.

Tiny thing.

But I felt it.

Felt the way she froze for half a second before recovering.

“You look beautiful tonight,” I murmured near her ear.

Vivienne pulled back just enough to look at me, visibly flustered. “You always did lay it on thick.”

“Only when I mean it.”

Color spread slowly across her cheeks.

Jesus Christ, she was easy to affect.

“Nico!” another voice barked.

I looked up.

And there he was.

Richard Mercer.

Tall guy once upon a time, though age had started pulling him downward around the shoulders. Expensive polo. Expensive watch. Phone still in his hand while he approached. The kind of man who looked through people instead of at them.

He shook my hand distractedly.

“Nicolas. Been awhile.”

“Nine years.”

“Right.”

His attention drifted almost immediately back to whatever email glowed on his screen.

Meanwhile his wife stood beside him in that thin white dress looking like something a man should lose sleep over.

Richard barely glanced at her.

Not once.

“Vivienne,” he said absently, “where’s the bourbon?”

“In the kitchen, honey.”

No kiss.

No touch.

Nothing.

Just walked away already typing again.

Silence hung there for a second.

Then she gave a tiny embarrassed laugh, eyes lowering. “Richard’s been busy lately.”

I watched her husband disappear into the house.

Then looked back at her.

At the soft mouth.

The nervous fingers smoothing her dress against her thighs.

The wedding ring.

And suddenly I understood exactly what kind of marriage this was.

He doesn’t see her anymore.

That realization settled warm and dangerous in my chest.

Because I did.

I saw every fucking inch.

And judging by the way Vivienne avoided my eyes after that little cheek kiss, she was starting to realize it too.

Dinner spread across the long patio table while everybody talked over each other loud enough to drown out the music.

Luca sat across from me halfway through his third beer.

Vivienne sat beside me.

Close enough that her thigh brushed mine every time she shifted in her chair.

Close enough that I could smell her perfume underneath grilled smoke and ocean air.

Richard sat at the head of the table staring at his phone between bites of steak.

Vivienne quietly reached for the salad bowl.

“Careful, sweetheart,” I murmured.

My hand slid to her lower back automatically as she leaned across me.

Soft.

Warm.

She froze for a second beneath my palm.

Then slowly sat back down.

“Nico,” she whispered without looking at me.

“What?”

Her fingers tightened around her wine glass. “You flirt worse now.”

I smirked, taking a drink. “You noticing?”

That blush again.

God, I was getting addicted to it.

Across the table Luca snorted. “Mom’s always been easy to embarrass.”

Vivienne gave him a look. “Luca.”

“What?” He laughed. “You literally apologize to furniture when you bump into it.”

She rolled her eyes, smiling despite herself.

Richard didn’t even glance up.

Not one time.

I watched her laugh fade just slightly when she realized it.

Then her knee bumped mine under the table.

She pulled away instantly.

I didn’t.

Vivienne made the mistake of relaxing beside me.

That was all it took.

The table had gotten louder, everybody halfway drunk now, Luca arguing with somebody about baseball while classic rock hummed from the deck speakers.

Richard answered another phone call and walked twenty feet away without a word to his wife.

I watched her stare down into her wine for a second after he left.

Quiet.

Pretty.

Lonely.

My hand slid onto her thigh under the table before I could overthink it.

Soft skin.

Barely covered by the hem of that white dress.

Vivienne jolted beside me so hard her wine nearly spilled.

Her eyes snapped toward mine.

“Nico,” she breathed.

I kept talking casually to Luca like nothing happened, thumb dragging once against the inside of her thigh.

Higher than necessary.

She pressed her knees together instantly.

Jesus fucking Christ.

“You okay, Mom?” Luca asked.

Vivienne swallowed hard. “Fine.”

Her voice came out thin.

I leaned closer, close enough for my mouth to brush near her ear while everyone else kept talking over each other.

“You know,” I murmured softly, “I used to have the biggest crush on you.”

Her breath caught sharply.

My hand stayed planted on her thigh.

Warm now.

Tense.

“Nico…” she whispered again, almost pleading this time.

I turned my head slightly toward her, smiling against the shell of her ear.

“Still do.”

The color that rushed into her face was immediate.

Beautiful.

And when she shifted in her chair, her thighs pressed tighter together around my hand instead of pulling away.

That nearly fucking killed me.




Chapter 2

Vivienne stood so suddenly her chair scraped the deck.

“I’m getting more wine,” she said quickly.

Nobody paid attention except me.

I gave it thirty seconds before following her inside.

The kitchen was quieter than the backyard, filled with the low hum of the refrigerator and muffled laughter through the screen door. Warm yellow light spilled across the counters.

Vivienne stood with both hands braced against the marble island, head lowered.

Breathing carefully.

I shut the sliding door behind me.

Her eyes lifted immediately. Nervous.

“You can’t do that,” she whispered.

I leaned against the counter across from her. “Do what?”

“You know what.”

“That?” I smiled slightly. “You seemed to like that.”

Her lips parted.

Then closed again.

The silence stretched.

She looked beautiful like this — flushed cheeks, loose strands of dark hair falling around her face, chest rising too fast beneath that thin white dress.

Married woman trying desperately to behave herself.

“You’re being bad,” she said softly.

I laughed under my breath. “That’s rich coming from the woman who spread her legs for me under the dinner table.”

“I did not—”

“You did.” I stepped closer. “You squeezed my hand between your thighs, Vivienne.”

She actually shivered when I said her name like that.

Fuck.

Her fingers tightened around the wine bottle. “Nico…”

I stopped right in front of her now.

Close enough to smell the wine on her breath.

Close enough that she had to tilt her head back slightly to look at me.

“You know what’s killing me?” I murmured.

Her voice came out tiny. “What?”

“How pretty you get when you’re flustered.”

She exhaled shakily.

And for one dangerous second, her eyes dropped to my mouth.

“This can’t happen.”

Vivienne said it softly, almost like she was trying to convince herself instead of me.

I took another step forward anyway.

Now her lower back pressed lightly against the kitchen counter.

“Why not?” I asked.

“Nico.” Her fingers curled nervously around the wine bottle. “You’re Luca’s friend.”

“Mhm.”

“And I’m married.”

My eyes dropped deliberately to her wedding ring.

Then back to her face.

“You keep bringing that up like it’s stopping either of us.”

Her breath hitched.

Outside, laughter burst from the backyard. Somebody shouted over the music. The sound felt far away compared to the tension packed into that kitchen.

Vivienne looked up at me with wide brown eyes, cheeks pink, chest rising too fast beneath the white dress.

“You used to look at me like I hung the moon,” she whispered.

“I still do.”

That wrecked her a little.

I saw it happen in real time.

The tiny shaky inhale.

The way her lips parted.

The way her thighs pressed together.

I stepped in closer until my hand flattened beside her hip against the counter, caging her in gently.

“Tell me to stop,” I murmured.

She looked at my mouth again.

God, she really shouldn’t have done that.

“Nico…”

Not a no.

I leaned down slowly enough for her to stop me.

She didn’t.

The kiss started soft.

Careful.

Her mouth warm and trembling against mine for one stunned second before she melted into it with a quiet little sound in her throat.

Fuck.

My hand slid to her waist automatically, pulling her closer against me.

Vivienne gasped softly into my mouth, fingers clutching the front of my shirt now like she needed something to hold onto.

Sweet little kisses at first.

Then deeper.

Needier.

Years of loneliness packed into the way she kissed back.

I tilted my head and kissed her harder, and she actually whimpered.

Tiny.

Breathy.

“Hhhn—”

My cock jerked hard against my jeans.

Jesus Christ.

When I finally pulled back, she looked dazed.

Completely flushed.

“Oh my God,” she whispered.

I brushed my thumb along her jaw slowly.

“Yeah,” I said quietly. “That’s about how I feel too.”

I cupped her jaw gently with one hand. “You have any idea how long I’ve wanted to do that?”

Her eyes fluttered. “Nico, don’t…”

“I was nineteen jerking off in college thinking about you in those little summer dresses.”

A soft, shocked sound left her throat.

“Oh my God.”

“I’d come home for holidays and torture myself watching your husband ignore you.”

That hit her.

I saw it instantly in the way her expression cracked a little.

Because it was true.

And she knew it.

My thumb brushed her bottom lip slowly. “He doesn’t look at you the way I do.”

“Nico…” Her voice trembled.

“I look at you and think about ruining you.”

That broke whatever restraint she had left.

Vivienne grabbed my shirt and kissed me again.

Harder this time.

Needy.

Her body pressed fully against mine against the kitchen counter while my hand slid down to grip her thigh beneath the dress.

Fuck.

Soft skin.

Heat.

She gasped into my mouth when I squeezed higher, fingers almost reaching the curve of her ass.

“God, you’re so pretty,” I muttered against her lips. “So fucking sweet.”

Her head tipped back against the counter when I kissed down her jaw.

Tiny little sounds spilled out of her now. Breathless. Barely restrained.

“Hh—Nico…”

I loved hearing my name in her mouth already.

My hand pushed farther under the dress, palm spreading high on her inner thigh.

And when my fingers brushed the edge of her panties, Vivienne jolted against me with a broken little moan.

“Oh—”

I grinned against her throat.

“Yeah,” I whispered. “That’s what I thought.”

My fingers stayed pressed high between Vivienne’s thighs while she fought to breathe normally.

Her forehead rested against my shoulder now.

Completely flushed.

Completely wrecked.

And I hadn’t even really touched her yet.

“You know what I keep thinking about?” I murmured against her ear.

She shivered hard. “Nico…”

“The way you’d sound if I actually got you alone.”

My thumb dragged slowly along the damp cotton between her legs.

Vivienne gasped into my neck.

Fuck.

“There she is,” I whispered. “Knew you’d be sweet like this.”

“You shouldn’t say things like that.”

“Why?” I kissed the corner of her mouth. “Because your cunt’s getting wet when I do?”

A broken little moan escaped her before she could stop it.

Jesus Christ.

I smiled slowly against her skin. “That’s what I thought.”

“Nico, somebody could walk in…”

“Then keep quiet for me.”

I dropped to my knees before she could answer.

Vivienne made the softest startled sound as I hooked my fingers around her thigh and pushed her dress up slowly.

Cream-colored panties.

Already damp.

My mouth watered instantly.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, panicked now, hands gripping the edge of the counter. “Nico, no—”

“You know how many times I imagined this?” I looked up at her from beneath her skirt. “Wanted to know what you taste like.”

Her chest rose sharply.

I kissed the inside of her thigh once.

Then higher.

Vivienne’s knees nearly buckled.

“Hhhn—”

“Quiet,” I murmured against her skin.

My hands spread her thighs wider while I pressed another slow kiss directly over the wet spot in her panties.

She jerked violently.

Fuck, she was sensitive.

“Sweet girl,” I muttered. “Getting soaked from me talking dirty to you.”

“Nico, please…”

Not stop.

Never stop.

Please.

I could hear it in her voice.

My fingers hooked into the sides of her panties and pulled them down just enough to expose her.

And when I finally looked at her properly, glistening and already trembling above me, my cock throbbed painfully behind my zipper.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” I breathed.

Vivienne whimpered softly at the look on my face alone.

Then I buried my head beneath her skirt.

Vivienne’s thighs trembled around my shoulders the second my tongue touched her.

A sharp inhale snapped out of her.

“Ohhh—God…”

I flattened both hands against the backs of her thighs, holding her open while I licked slowly through her folds again.

Warm.

Wet.

Sweet enough to make me dizzy.

Fuck.

I’d spent years imagining this woman.

Wondering what she sounded like underneath all that softness and restraint.

Now I had her standing spread open above me in her own kitchen while her husband drank bourbon twenty feet away.

And she was already shaking.

My tongue circled her clit slowly.

Vivienne jerked hard against the counter, one hand flying to her mouth to keep herself quiet.

“Hhhn—Nico…”

“There you go,” I murmured against her cunt. “Let me hear you.”

I kissed higher, sucking her clit gently between my lips.

Her knees buckled instantly.

“Oh fuck—”

I grinned against her.

Sweet little thing was trying so hard not to make noise.

That only made me want to ruin her worse.

I slid one arm tighter around her thigh and buried my face deeper beneath her skirt, tongue pushing through her slick folds while she writhed above me helplessly.

Every tiny sound she made hit me straight in the cock.

Breathy whimpers.

Broken gasps.

Soft little cries every time my tongue pressed just right.

Her fingers suddenly tangled in my hair.

Not gentle.

Needy.

“Please,” she whispered shakily.

I looked up from between her thighs.

Mascara already smudging faintly beneath her eyes. Lips parted. Chest heaving against the thin white dress.

Completely fucking gorgeous.

“Please what?” I asked softly.

Vivienne’s face burned hotter instantly.

She couldn’t say it.

I loved that about her already.

I slid two fingers slowly through her slickness instead, dragging them teasingly over her entrance without pushing inside.

She moaned openly this time.

“Nico…”

“You’re dripping all over my hand,” I muttered. “Been thinking about this too, huh?”

Her thighs tried to close around my head.

I held them open.

Firm.

“You don’t get shy now,” I whispered before licking a long stripe over her clit again.

Vivienne cried out softly behind her hand, hips twitching forward into my mouth before she caught herself.

That nearly fucking ended me.

Because beneath all that sweetness, all that restraint, she wanted it.

Wanted me.

I slid my fingers inside her slowly.

Hot.

Tight.

Her entire body jolted.

“Oh my God—”

“There she is,” I groaned. “Fuck, you feel good.”

I curled my fingers carefully while sucking her clit harder.

Vivienne’s head tipped back against the cabinet with a muffled moan, fingers tightening painfully in my hair now.

The kitchen filled with wet sounds.

My tongue.

Her breathing.

The quiet filthy slickness every time I pushed my fingers in and out of her.

And outside, people laughed completely oblivious while I ate my best friend’s mother out under her dress.

The thought made my cock ache violently.

“You taste so fucking good,” I muttered against her. “Could stay here all night.”

Vivienne whimpered at that.

Then gasped sharply when I pushed my fingers deeper.

“Oh—oh God—”

Her hips started moving now.

Small helpless little rolls against my mouth.

Like she couldn’t stop herself anymore.

I watched her unravel in real time.

The polite married woman disappearing piece by piece while I licked her into a trembling mess.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Ride my face, sweetheart.”

She actually did.

Just a little.

Grinding carefully against my mouth with a choked moan while I held her thighs apart and devoured her harder.

Her whole body shook.

“I can’t,” she whispered frantically. “Nico, I can’t—”

“You can.” I sucked her clit deep between my lips. “Come for me.”

That broke her.

Vivienne cried out into her hand as her orgasm hit, thighs clamping around my head while she shook violently above me.

“Ohhh—fuck—fuck—”

I kept licking her through it.

Slow.

Greedy.

Drawing out every twitch until she was practically collapsing against the counter.

Her legs trembled so hard I finally stood just to keep her upright.

Vivienne looked completely ruined.

Hair messy.

Chest heaving.

Eyes glassy.

And when I kissed her right after, letting her taste herself on my tongue, she moaned softly into my mouth like she already belonged to me.




Chapter 3

Dessert somehow happened after that.

I had no idea how.

One minute I had Vivienne shaking against the kitchen counter with my tongue buried inside her.

Next minute we were back outside beneath string lights while somebody passed around peach cobbler and melting vanilla ice cream.

And she couldn’t look at me.

Not directly.

Not for more than half a second.

I fucking loved it.

Vivienne sat beside me again because apparently neither of us had learned a goddamn thing. Her hair was slightly messy now, lips swollen from kissing me, cheeks still faintly pink every time our knees brushed beneath the table.

Richard sat across from her talking to another neighbor about property taxes.

Didn’t notice a thing.

I leaned back in my chair slowly, beer bottle hanging loose from my fingers.

Then I bent toward her ear.

“You taste even better than I imagined.”

Vivienne nearly dropped her spoon.

“Nico,” she whispered sharply.

I watched her throat move as she swallowed.

“Sweet,” I continued quietly. “Could feel you shaking on my tongue.”

Her thighs pressed together instantly beneath the tablecloth.

Fuck.

She stared hard at her dessert like it personally offended her.

“You have to stop talking.”

“But you liked it.”

Her breath caught.

I smiled against the rim of my beer bottle.

“You know what my favorite part was?” I murmured.

Vivienne’s fingers tightened around her napkin.

“The little noises you make right before you come.”

“Oh my God…”

Barely audible.

Completely wrecked.

Across the table Luca barked out a laugh at something somebody said while Richard checked his phone again.

Nobody noticed Vivienne’s trembling hand.

Nobody noticed how wet her lips looked after she nervously dragged them between her teeth.

Nobody except me.

I let my hand drift under the table again.

Straight to her bare thigh.

Vivienne jolted softly beside me.

“You can’t possibly still be sensitive,” I whispered near her ear. “Can you?”

She gave the tiniest helpless shake of her head.

That answer almost made me hard enough to hurt.

My thumb stroked slowly higher beneath her dress.

“You gonna sit here all pretty and let me tease you in front of your husband?”

Vivienne closed her eyes briefly.

And then — incredibly — her legs parted for me beneath the table.

Just a little.

But enough.

Enough to tell me she was already getting addicted too.

I slid my hand slowly higher under her dress again while everybody around us kept talking over dessert and drinks.

Her breathing changed instantly.

Tiny thing.

But I noticed everything about her now.

Richard laughed at something down the table without even glancing toward his wife while my fingertips brushed the sensitive inside of her thigh.

“You’re trembling,” I murmured near her ear.

Vivienne stared straight ahead. “Nico…”

“You still that sensitive from my mouth?”

Her lips parted silently.

I let my fingers drag once over the soaked cotton between her legs.

She jerked beside me hard enough to bump the table.

“Oh—”

Luca glanced over. “You okay, Mom?”

“Fine,” she answered too quickly.

I bit back a grin.

Then I slid two fingers beneath the edge of her panties.

Vivienne sucked in a sharp breath through her nose as I found her wet instantly.

Completely soaked.

Fuck.

“You did this sitting beside him?” I whispered.

Her eyes squeezed shut briefly.

My fingers moved slowly through her slickness, teasing her clit just enough to make her thighs tense around my wrist.

She looked wrecked already.

Pretty flushed cheeks.

Glossy eyes.

Trying so hard to hold herself together while I fingered her under the dinner table like she belonged to me.

“You’re gonna make me lose my mind,” she whispered.

“That obvious?”

I circled her clit slowly.

Vivienne nearly whimpered out loud.

Her hand suddenly grabbed my thigh beneath the table, nails digging through my jeans as if she needed something to ground herself.

Jesus Christ.

I leaned closer, mouth almost touching her ear now.

“Think about how filthy this is,” I murmured. “Your husband’s right there while my fingers are inside you.”

A tiny broken sound escaped her throat.

And then I pushed two fingers into her.

Slow.

Deep.

Vivienne choked softly on her inhale, body going rigid beside me.

I pumped them carefully while she fought not to squirm in her chair.

The wet sounds were quiet beneath the table.

Hidden.

But I could feel every pulse of her around my fingers.

“So fucking tight,” I muttered.

“Nico—please—”

“What?” I curled my fingers just right.

Her entire body jolted.

“Oh God.”

“There she is.”

I kept fucking her slowly beneath the tablecloth while neighbors laughed around us and silverware clinked against plates.

Vivienne’s breathing turned ragged.

Her thighs shaking now.

Every few seconds she’d glance desperately toward Richard like she was terrified he’d notice.

He never looked up from his phone.

Not once.

That seemed to wreck her even more.

My thumb pressed harder against her clit.

Vivienne’s grip on my thigh became painful.

“I can’t,” she whispered frantically.

“You can.” I kissed softly beneath her ear. “Come on my fingers like a good girl.”

That did it.

Her mouth fell open on a silent moan while she came hard around my fingers beneath the table, body trembling violently beside me.

I kept my hand over her mouth just in time to catch the sound she almost made.

“Hhhnnn—”

Fuck.

Her orgasm rippled through her in helpless little shakes while everyone around us stayed completely oblivious.

And when I finally pulled my fingers from beneath her dress, I brought them to my mouth without breaking eye contact.

Then slowly sucked them clean.

Vivienne looked like she might actually faint.

The BBQ finally started dying around ten.

Neighbors carried empty dishes home. String lights glowed soft gold over the deck while crickets screamed from the trees beyond the fence.

Luca disappeared inside drunk and laughing with two friends.

Richard took another work call in the front yard.

Of course he did.

I found Vivienne alone near the side gate gathering forgotten paper plates into a trash bag.

She looked exhausted now.

And thoroughly kissed.

My doing.

The second she noticed me walking toward her, her cheeks flushed again.

“You should go home,” she whispered softly.

“Don’t sound very convincing.”

Vivienne lowered her eyes with a tiny helpless smile.

Fuck.

I stepped in close enough to back her gently against the fence beside the hydrangea bushes. Night air smelled like flowers and ocean salt and charcoal smoke fading cold.

“You’ve barely looked at me since dessert,” I murmured.

“You sucked your fingers clean in front of me like a psychopath.”

I laughed quietly. “You liked it.”

Her breath caught because we both knew she had.

I brushed loose hair behind her ear slowly, letting my knuckles trail along her throat.

“So pretty when you’re all flushed for me.”

“Nico…” she whispered.

That tone again.

Weak for me already.

I kissed her before she could keep pretending she wanted distance.

Slow at first.

Then hungry.

Vivienne melted against me immediately, soft little sounds escaping into my mouth while her hands gripped my shirt hard.

I pinned her gently against the fence, kissing her deeper until she was breathing shaky through her nose.

God, she kissed like she’d been starving for years.

My hand slid to the back of her thigh beneath the dress, lifting her leg against my hip.

She moaned softly into my mouth.

“There she is,” I murmured against her lips. “Missed these sounds already.”

“We can’t keep doing this,” she whispered breathlessly.

“Sure we can.”

Vivienne gave a tiny disbelieving laugh that turned into another gasp when I kissed down her throat.

“You’re trouble,” she murmured.

“Yeah.” I looked into her eyes. “And I’m seeing you again real soon.”

Something fluttered across her face at that.

Excitement.

Fear.

Want.

All tangled together.

I kissed her one last time, hard enough to leave her dazed against the fence afterward.

Then I stepped back slowly.

“Goodnight, sweetheart.”

Vivienne watched me walk away with swollen lips and trembling thighs while her husband talked business twenty feet away and noticed absolutely nothing.

And I already knew this was only getting started.




Chapter 4

The storm rolled in hard and fast.

Dark clouds swallowing the coastline by late afternoon. Wind bending the trees. Rain hammering the streets so hard my windshield wipers could barely keep up.

Half the town had already lost power.

I was halfway to the Mercers’ house with a bottle of bourbon in the passenger seat and absolutely no good intentions when I saw her.

Walking down Bayshore Road alone.

“Jesus Christ.”

Vivienne held two grocery bags against her chest while rain soaked her completely through. Her thin gray T-shirt clung to every curve of her body. White cotton shorts plastered to her thighs and ass.

And she was barefoot.

One sandal dangling from her fingers.

Lightning cracked somewhere over the ocean.

I pulled over immediately.

Vivienne jumped a little when my truck stopped beside her, dark hair dripping around her face.

Then she saw me through the passenger window.

Relief flooded her expression.

“Nico.”

Fuck, I liked hearing my name from her.

I shoved the passenger door open. “Get in before you drown, sweetheart.”

She climbed in breathlessly, setting the grocery bags at her feet while rainwater dripped everywhere instantly.

The truck smelled like storm air and her perfume beneath it.

And Christ alive, she looked incredible.

Wet shirt transparent enough to show the outline of her bra. Damp fabric hugging her nipples from the cold. Bare thighs slick with rainwater.

Vivienne noticed me looking and flushed immediately.

“You can stop staring.”

“No, I really can’t.”

She laughed softly despite herself, pushing soaked hair from her face.

Thunder rumbled overhead while I pulled back onto the road.

“The power’s out at the house,” she said. “Richard’s in Raleigh overnight for work and Luca’s staying with friends.”

I glanced at her slowly.

Alone.

Dark house.

Storm outside.

Vivienne seemed to realize exactly what she’d just admitted because her breathing changed instantly.

The truck fell quiet except for rain slamming against the roof.

Then I reached over casually and slid my hand onto her bare thigh.

Warm despite the rain.

She inhaled sharply beside me.

“Nico…”

“You have any idea how hard it is watching you sit there soaked through?”

Her thighs pressed together automatically.

I smiled.

Outside, lightning flashed white across the road.

Inside the truck, Vivienne looked at me with flushed cheeks and rainwater still dripping from her skin while tension thickened the air between us into something dangerous and inevitable.

And this time, there was nobody home waiting for her.

The rain got worse two streets from her house.

Sheets of water crashing across the windshield hard enough to blur the world outside into gray streaks and lightning flashes.

Vivienne hugged her arms around herself in the passenger seat, soaked shirt clinging to her skin.

I couldn’t stop looking at her.

Didn’t really try to.

“You’re shivering,” I murmured.

“I’m fine.”

“Liar.”

Another crack of thunder shook the truck.

Vivienne jumped slightly at the sound.

Cute.

I turned down a quiet side street instead of heading toward her neighborhood.

Her head turned immediately. “Nico…”

“Relax.”

“You missed the turn.”

“Mhm.”

Rain hammered the roof while I pulled beneath a cluster of dark trees overlooking the water.

No houses nearby.

No lights.

Just storm clouds and ocean waves crashing somewhere beyond the dunes.

Then I shifted the truck into park.

Vivienne stared at me.

“Nico,” she whispered again, softer this time.

I reached over slowly and tucked wet hair behind her ear.

“You know what’s been driving me fucking crazy since last night?”

Her breathing hitched.

“The way you looked sitting at that table pretending to behave while my fingers were inside you.”

A shaky breath left her lips.

I leaned closer.

“And now you’re sitting here soaked through looking like every filthy fantasy I ever had about you.”

Vivienne’s eyes fluttered shut briefly.

“You say such awful things.”

“You love it.”

That tiny pause told me everything.

I kissed her before she could argue.

Hard this time.

Hungry.

Vivienne made the sweetest broken sound into my mouth as I grabbed her thigh and pulled her across the console toward me.

Rain thundered around the truck while she climbed halfway into my lap, kissing me back like she’d been trying not to all day.

Her wet shirt stuck to my hands when I grabbed her waist.

Cold skin.

Warm mouth.

Perfect fucking combination.

“Nico…” she gasped against my lips when I dragged my hand up her soaked side.

I kissed her deeper immediately.

Tongues.

Teeth.

Messy now.

My hand slid beneath the drenched fabric of her shirt until I finally felt bare skin and the edge of her bra.

Vivienne moaned softly into my mouth.

“There she is,” I murmured. “Missed hearing that.”

Lightning flashed through the windows, illuminating her flushed face for one bright second while she sat straddling my thigh breathing hard.

Completely married.

Completely mine right now.

I dragged my mouth down her throat while my fingers closed gently around one breast over her bra.

She arched instantly.

“Oh God…”

“You think about me today?” I asked against her skin.

Vivienne hesitated.

Then nodded once.

That nearly fucking wrecked me.

“All day,” she whispered.

Outside, thunder rolled over the ocean while inside the dark truck I kissed her harder, already knowing there was no way this ended with me simply dropping her off tonight.

I kissed Vivienne until we were both breathing hard enough to fog the windows.

Then I grabbed the door handle.

Her eyes widened instantly. “What are you doing?”

“C’mere.”

“Nico, it’s pouring—”

I was already climbing out into the storm.

Rain drenched me immediately, cold and heavy, soaking my shirt against my skin while thunder cracked overhead.

Vivienne stared at me through the open truck door like I’d lost my mind.

I held my hand out anyway.

“Trust me.”

God help me, she took it.

She laughed breathlessly the second she stepped into the rain, instantly soaked again, hair plastering to her cheeks while wind whipped her shirt tight against her body.

Beautiful.

Absolutely fucking beautiful.

I walked her backward toward the truck bed, hands on her hips.

“Nico,” she gasped, smiling despite herself. “We can’t seriously—”

I lifted her onto the tailgate before she finished the sentence.

That shut her up fast.

Rainwater dripped down her throat while she looked up at me flushed and breathless, thighs parting automatically as I stepped between them.

“Fuck,” I muttered, gripping her knees. “Look at you.”

Vivienne shivered.

Not from the cold anymore.

I kissed her hard again while rain poured over both of us, hands sliding beneath her soaked shirt. The fabric peeled away from her skin inch by inch until I finally dragged it over her head and tossed it aside into the storm.

Black bra.

Full soft tits spilling against wet lace.

My cock throbbed painfully.

“Oh my God,” she whispered as I stared openly.

“You’re unreal.”

I bent immediately, kissing down her throat while my hands slid around her back to unhook the bra.

Vivienne sucked in a sharp breath when it loosened.

Then I pulled it off slowly.

Rainwater rolled over her bare breasts instantly.

Jesus Christ.

I actually groaned looking at her.

Full and soft, nipples tight from cold and arousal while she sat half naked in the bed of my truck beneath a fucking thunderstorm.

“You have any idea how many times I thought about these?” I muttered, palming one breast heavily.

Vivienne moaned softly when I squeezed.

“Nico…”

I lowered my mouth to her nipple immediately.

Hot tongue against cold rainwater.

She cried out at the sensation, back arching while my hand slid down to yank her soaked shorts over her hips.

Everything clung to her skin stubbornly from the rain.

Panties too.

I dragged them down her thighs roughly, exposing her completely to me again.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

She covered her face for one embarrassed second.

Sweet thing.

I caught her wrists gently and pulled them away.

“Don’t hide from me.”

Lightning flashed overhead.

Vivienne sat naked beneath me in the storm, soaked skin gleaming silver-blue in the dark while her chest rose hard and fast.

And when her eyes dropped to my jeans straining painfully against my cock, her expression changed completely.

Hungry.

I grabbed the hem of my shirt and pulled it off fast, tossing it into the rain beside hers.

Then I reached for my belt.

Vivienne watched every movement.

Every inch.

Breathing harder with each metallic clink.

“You ready for this?” I asked quietly.

Her answer came immediately this time.

“Yes.”

Not shy.

Not hesitant.

Just yes.

That single word nearly snapped the last thread of restraint I had left.

Rain hammered the truck hard enough to sting my skin.

Vivienne sat naked beneath me in the truck bed, soaked hair hanging down her shoulders, breasts slick with rainwater, thighs spread while lightning flashed white across the sky.

And she’d just said yes.

Fuck.

I grabbed her face and kissed her hard enough to steal her breath while I shoved my jeans open with my other hand.

Vivienne moaned into my mouth the second my cock came free.

“Jesus,” she whispered when she felt it against her thigh.

I laughed softly against her lips. “Yeah, sweetheart. Been hard since the second I saw you yesterday.”

Rainwater streamed down both our bodies while I pushed her gently onto her back in the truck bed.

The metal was cold beneath her.

She gasped at the sensation.

Then gasped harder when I settled between her thighs.

“Look at you,” I murmured, dragging my cock slowly through her soaked folds. “Pretty married woman spread open for me in the rain.”

Vivienne whimpered softly, hands gripping my shoulders.

“You’re so wet,” I muttered. “Think your husband even remembers what this feels like?”

That hit her exactly where I wanted.

Her nails dug into my skin.

“Nico…”

I kissed her again while lining myself up slowly.

Then I pushed inside her.

God.

Vivienne cried out instantly, mouth falling open against mine while her whole body arched beneath me.

Hot.

Tight.

Fucking perfect.

Rain poured over us while I buried myself deeper inch by inch, both of us moaning into the storm.

“Oh my God,” she gasped shakily.

I stopped for one second just to look at her.

Completely drenched.

Breasts rising fast beneath the rain.

Hair plastered to her skin.

My cock buried inside her while thunder rolled overhead.

“You feel unreal,” I groaned.

Vivienne’s eyes fluttered closed when I started moving.

Slow at first.

Deep.

The truck rocked faintly beneath us while water slicked our skin together, every thrust dragging filthy wet sounds from between her thighs.

“Hhhn—Nico…”

“There she is,” I murmured. “Fuck, I wanted this.”

She wrapped her legs around my waist instinctively, pulling me deeper.

That nearly ruined me immediately.

I braced one arm beside her head and fucked her harder, rain running down my back while Vivienne moaned openly now, too gone to care who might hear.

Every thrust made her breasts bounce beneath the storm.

Every little cry from her mouth went straight to my cock.

“You take me so fucking well,” I groaned against her throat.

Vivienne clung to me desperately, soft hands sliding over my wet shoulders and chest like she couldn’t get close enough.

“I shouldn’t—ah—shouldn’t be doing this…”

“But you are.”

I slammed deeper.

She cried out.

“And you love it.”

Lightning cracked overhead so bright it turned the world white for a split second while I fucked her hard into the truck bed.

Rain.

Thunder.

Her moans.

The slick tight drag of her cunt around my cock.

I was losing my fucking mind.

Vivienne suddenly grabbed my face with both hands and kissed me desperately, needy little sounds spilling into my mouth while her body tightened beneath me.

“Oh God, Nico—”

“You close?”

She nodded frantically.

I reached between us and rubbed her clit hard.

That broke her instantly.

Vivienne came with a loud trembling moan, thighs locking around me while her entire body shook beneath the rain.

I fucked her through it with a groan, watching her unravel underneath me until my own orgasm ripped through me seconds later.

“Fuck—”

I buried my face against her throat while I came hard inside her, hips stuttering against hers as thunder shook the sky around us.

For a few seconds neither of us moved.

Just breathing.

Rain cooling our overheated skin.

Then Vivienne laughed softly beneath me.

Breathless.

Disbelieving.

“Oh my God,” she whispered again.

I lifted my head and looked at her swollen lips, flushed cheeks, soaked body wrapped around mine.

And all I could think was:

I’m nowhere near done with her.




Chapter 5

By the time we stumbled into the Mercer house, we were both drenched and shaking.

The power was still out.

Only gray storm light filtered through the windows while rain battered the roof overhead.

Vivienne shut the front door behind us breathlessly.

Then just stood there staring at me.

Hair soaked.

Lips swollen from kissing.

My cum still dripping slowly down her thighs beneath those ruined shorts she’d pulled back on.

Fuck.

I grabbed her waist immediately and kissed her again.

She melted into me with a soft moan.

“Nico…” she breathed against my mouth.

“Can’t stop touching you.”

“I noticed.”

I laughed quietly into another kiss while backing her through the dark hallway.

The house smelled like rainwater, candles, and her perfume.

My hands stayed all over her.

Ass.

Waist.

Thighs.

Like I physically couldn’t stop myself anymore.

Vivienne gasped when her back hit the bedroom door.

“You remember where everything is?” she whispered breathlessly.

“Been in this room before.”

That made her blush instantly.

Cute fucking thing.

I pushed the bedroom door open and guided her inside.

Darkness swallowed the room except for flashes of lightning through the curtains.

Big bed.

Soft cream sheets.

Family photos on the dresser.

Dangerous place to be thinking filthy thoughts.

Didn’t stop me at all.

Vivienne reached for the lamp automatically before remembering the power was out.

I caught her wrist gently.

“Don’t.”

Another flash of lightning lit her face.

“Why?”

“Because you look gorgeous like this.”

That expression again.

Like nobody had spoken to her this way in years.

I kissed her slower this time.

Not frantic.

Deep.

Hands sliding under her damp shirt while she sighed softly against my mouth.

Then I peeled the soaked clothes off her again piece by piece.

Wet shorts hitting the floor.

Panties after them.

My jeans next.

Thunder rolled outside while I walked her backward toward the bed completely naked.

Vivienne looked at me differently now.

Not shy anymore.

Hungry.

Wanting.

And when she climbed onto the mattress herself and spread her thighs for me in the dark, I nearly lost my fucking mind.

“There she is,” I murmured.

I crawled over her slowly, kissing down her throat while rain hammered the windows behind us.

“No truck bed this time,” I whispered against her skin. “Now I can really take my time with you.”

Vivienne shivered beneath me.

Then moaned softly when I slid inside her again.

Slow.

Deep.

The bed creaked quietly while I fucked her into the mattress with steady thrusts, both of us breathing hard in the dark.

Completely hidden from the storm outside.

Completely lost in each other.

And somewhere in the back of my head, one thought kept repeating louder every second:

I’m not giving her back.

Lightning flashed across the bedroom windows while I fucked Vivienne slowly into the mattress.

The storm made everything feel unreal.

Dark room.

Rain hammering the roof.

Her soft moans filling the spaces between thunder.

And every time lightning lit the room white-blue for a split second, I caught glimpses of us in the tall mirror across from the bed.

Her naked beneath me.

My body between her thighs.

The way she clung to my shoulders every time I pushed deep.

Fuck.

I grabbed her jaw gently and turned her face toward the mirror during the next flash of lightning.

“Look at yourself.”

Vivienne whimpered softly. “Nico…”

“Do it.”

Another bright crack split the sky.

She saw us then.

Really saw us.

Her dark hair spread across the pillows. Breasts bouncing softly with every thrust. My tattooed hand gripping her thigh open while I drove into her on the bed she shared with her husband.

A broken sound left her throat instantly.

“There she is,” I murmured against her ear. “Pretty thing.”

My hips slowed deliberately.

Deep thrusts now.

Possessive.

I wanted her feeling every inch.

“You know what I keep thinking about?” I asked quietly.

Vivienne’s eyes stayed glued helplessly to the mirror.

“What?”

“How fucking insane your husband would go if he could see this.”

She gasped.

I slid my hand up her stomach and wrapped it around her throat gently while another flash illuminated the room.

“Seeing me inside you.”

“Nico—”

“Seeing how wet you get for me.”

Her thighs trembled around my waist.

I kissed slowly beneath her ear. “You think he’s ever made you look like this?”

“No…”

The answer slipped out before she could stop it.

That nearly made me lose control.

I thrust harder suddenly.

Vivienne cried out softly, back arching off the mattress while the bed creaked beneath us.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “That’s what I thought.”

Lightning flashed again.

In the mirror I watched her face twist with pleasure while I fucked her deep and steady, one hand wrapped around her throat, the other spreading her thigh wider like I owned the sight of her.

And God, right now I did.

“You’re mine tonight,” I whispered against her mouth. “Understand?”

Vivienne moaned helplessly.

I tightened my hand just slightly at her throat.

“Say it.”

Her lips parted breathlessly.

“I’m yours tonight.”

Christ.

I kissed her hard enough to steal the air from both of us while thunder shook the house around us and I fucked her deeper into the bed, already addicted to the sound of her saying she belonged to me.

I couldn’t stop looking at the mirror.

At Vivienne underneath me.

At the way her body reacted to every touch like she’d spent years starving for this.

Another moan spilled from her lips when I thrust deep again.

Too pretty.

Too fucking addictive.

I grabbed her hip suddenly and pulled out.

Vivienne made a soft confused sound. “Nico—”

“Turn over.”

Lightning flashed bright across the bedroom.

Her eyes widened slightly at my tone.

Then she obeyed.

Fuck.

I helped her onto her knees slowly on the bed, guiding her toward the edge of the mattress while rain hammered against the windows behind us.

Vivienne’s wet hair spilled down her back.

Soft thighs spread for me.

Perfect ass arched toward my cock.

The sight nearly drove me insane.

“You know how gorgeous you are like this?” I murmured, palms sliding over her hips possessively.

She shivered hard.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” she whispered.

I leaned down, kissing her spine once. “I can.”

Then I pushed back inside her.

Vivienne cried out immediately, hands clutching the sheets while I gripped her hips harder and started fucking her deep from behind.

The mirror gave me everything.

Her face.

My hands on her body.

The slick drag of my cock disappearing into her over and over while lightning flashed through the room.

“Oh God—oh God—”

“There she is,” I groaned. “Look how well you take me.”

Vivienne’s eyes lifted helplessly to the mirror again.

I watched realization hit her all over.

This was real.

She was bent over her marital bed letting a younger man ruin her while a storm raged outside.

And she loved it.

I slid one hand up her stomach and between her legs, rubbing tight circles over her clit while my other hand held her hip bruisingly firm.

Vivienne sobbed softly at the sensation.

“Nico—I’m gonna—”

“I know.”

I fucked her harder.

The bed slammed rhythmically against the wall now, drowned out only by thunder while her body shook beneath my hands.

“You gonna come for me again?” I murmured. “Like a good fucking girl?”

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

Christ.

That desperate sweet voice nearly made me come on the spot.

I rubbed her faster.

Deeper thrusts.

Hard enough to make her cry out openly now.

And when Vivienne finally shattered, it hit her violently.

Her whole body spasmed beneath me with a loud moan, back arching hard while she came shaking around my cock.

I grabbed her waist and fucked her through it relentlessly, watching her lose control completely in the mirror.

Beautiful.

Absolutely fucking beautiful.

And seeing her come apart like that beneath me triggered my own orgasm seconds later.

“Fuck—Vivienne—”

I buried myself deep and came hard with a groan, gripping her hips while rain and thunder swallowed every filthy sound we made.

Afterward she collapsed trembling against the mattress.

And I stayed wrapped around her from behind, breathing hard against her shoulder while lightning flickered softly through the room.

Neither of us spoke for a long moment.

Because there was no pretending anymore.

This thing between us had already gotten far too big.




Chapter 6

Vivienne collapsed against the mattress trembling from her orgasm.

I stayed inside her for a few slow seconds, breathing hard against the back of her neck while rain battered the windows.

Then I pulled out carefully.

And immediately spread her thighs apart again.

She whimpered softly at the feeling.

“Nico…” she breathed, completely wrecked already.

I kissed slowly down her spine while my hands slid over the curve of her ass.

Red marks already blooming where I’d gripped her hips.

Mine.

“You think I’m done with you?” I murmured against her skin.

Vivienne shivered violently.

“I can barely feel my legs.”

“That’s not my problem.”

A soft startled laugh escaped her before turning into a gasp when I grabbed her ass firmly and spread her wider for me.

Fuck.

The sight nearly made me hard again instantly.

Her slickness still dripping down her thighs, glistening over the tight little hole I wanted.

Her body twitching every time my fingers dug into her cheeks.

I lowered myself onto my stomach behind her slowly, dragging my tongue up the inside of her thigh first.

Vivienne jolted.

“Ohhh…”

“There’s my sweet girl.”

I kissed one cheek of her ass.

Then the other.

Slow.

Open-mouthed.

She hid her face against the sheets immediately.

Cute fucking thing.

“You shy now?” I murmured. “After letting me fuck you all over this room?”

“Nico…”

I spread her wider, thumbs pressing deep into the soft flesh until her tight hole was completely exposed.

Then I dragged my tongue directly over it.

Vivienne cried out sharply into the mattress.

Still sensitive.

Still soaked everywhere.

I groaned against her ass and licked again, slow and firm, circling the rim with the flat of my tongue while she shook beneath me helplessly.

“Fuck,” I muttered. “Could eat this pretty ass for hours.”

Her thighs trembled hard around my head.

I kissed the tight ring of muscle deliberately.

Slow enough that she realized exactly what I was doing.

“Nico,” she gasped instantly, trying to squirm away. “Oh my God—”

I held her hips down firmly.

“Relax.”

“You can’t possibly—”

My tongue flattened against her asshole before she finished the sentence, licking broad and wet, savoring the filthy heat of her.

Vivienne made the filthiest broken sound I’d heard from her yet.

Full-body shiver.

Hands clutching the sheets.

“Ohhh fuck—”

“There she is,” I groaned against her skin. “Knew you’d like that.”

Rain cracked loudly against the windows while I licked her slowly, thoroughly, dragging my tongue in lazy circles around her tight hole before pressing the tip inside just enough to make her jolt.

Every reaction from her got worse.

Needier.

Louder.

“Nico—hhhnn—”

“You’re so fucking pretty spread open like this,” I muttered. “Sweet married ass twitching against my tongue.”

Vivienne moaned helplessly into the sheets.

I kissed her hole again before sucking gently at the soft rim, tongue flicking fast and dirty just to hear her gasp and push back.

Then I buried my face deeper, licking her filthy and thorough while she writhed against the mattress.

“You taste fucking addictive,” I groaned. “Could spend all night with my tongue buried in your ass.”

Vivienne pushed back against my mouth shamelessly now, completely gone, soft cries spilling from her lips every time I stiffened my tongue and fucked it into her in slow, deep strokes.

The storm outside faded into background noise compared to the sounds she made for me.

Wet.

Desperate.

Perfect.

I spread her even wider, thumbs holding her open so I could lick deeper, messier, sucking and tonguing her tight little hole until she was dripping down my chin.

And when I slid two fingers into her soaked cunt at the same time, curling them while my tongue kept working her ass in relentless circles, Vivienne nearly screamed.

Her whole body shook violently beneath my hands.

“Nico—fuck—fuck—”

I smiled against her slick, twitching skin.

Yeah.

She was completely mine tonight.

Vivienne was shaking so badly beneath me she could barely hold herself up anymore.

Rain rolled down the windows.

Thunder rumbled low outside.

And I stayed between her thighs licking her slow and filthy until she was whining into the sheets for me.

“Nico… please…”

I kissed her ass softly once more before finally lifting my head.

Her entire body twitched at the loss of my mouth.

Cute.

I crawled back up her body slowly, kissing along her spine while she trembled beneath me, completely spread open and wrecked.

“You still with me, sweetheart?” I murmured.

She nodded weakly against the mattress.

“Words.”

“Yes,” she whispered breathlessly.

I slid my hands down her thighs.

Then slowly pushed them together.

Vivienne made a soft confused sound as I pressed her legs fully closed beneath her, trapping her on her stomach while I settled over her body from behind.

“Fuck,” I groaned instantly.

Her cunt felt impossibly tight like this.

Warm slickness coating my cock while I dragged it slowly between her pressed thighs and folds.

Vivienne whimpered.

“Oh my God…”

“You feel that?” I murmured against her ear. “So fucking tight for me.”

I pushed inside her slowly.

Both of us moaned at the same time.

Christ.

Her legs squeezed together made every inch feel tighter, hotter, wetter.

I nearly lost control immediately.

“Nico—hhhnn—”

I buried myself deep with a groan, gripping her hips hard while her body shook beneath mine.

“There’s no way your husband fucks you like this,” I muttered.

Vivienne cried softly into the sheets.

I started thrusting slow and deep, my body pressed completely over hers while rain and sweat slicked our skin together.

The position made every movement filthy.

Tight little wet sounds filling the room.

Her ass grinding back helplessly against my hips.

My cock dragging deep enough to make her whimper every single thrust.

“Fuck, sweetheart,” I groaned against her neck. “You’re squeezing me so tight.”

Vivienne’s hands clawed weakly at the sheets.

“I can’t—I can’t take—”

“Yes you can.”

I wrapped one arm around her waist possessively and thrust harder.

The bed slammed softly against the wall.

She moaned louder this time.

Broken.

Completely overwhelmed.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Take this cock nice and deep for me.”

Lightning flashed bright across the room again, illuminating the way her thighs stayed pressed together around me while I fucked her from behind.

The sight was obscene.

And the tighter she squeezed her legs instinctively, the rougher my thrusts became.

I couldn’t help it.

“Fuck,” I hissed. “You trying to kill me?”

Vivienne laughed weakly through a moan.

Then gasped sharply when I reached underneath her and rubbed tight circles over her clit again.

“Ohhh God—”

“There she is.”

I kissed her shoulder hard while driving deeper, faster now, chasing the sounds spilling out of her mouth.

Every thrust dragged a helpless cry from her.

Every rub against her clit made her body twitch violently beneath me.

And when her orgasm hit again, it wrecked her completely.

Vivienne cried out loud enough to nearly get swallowed by thunder, body clamping around my cock while her thighs shook together beneath my hands.

I fucked her through it with a groan, hips losing rhythm as her cunt pulsed around me over and over.

“Fuck—Vivienne—”

She was too tight.

Too wet.

Too fucking perfect.

My orgasm slammed into me seconds later while I held her tight against the mattress, both of us shaking in the dark storm-lit room together.

And afterward, neither of us could catch our breath.




Chapter 7

The storm finally started easing sometime after.

Rain softened against the windows.

Thunder drifted farther out over the ocean.

And Vivienne stayed curled against my chest beneath the sheets, completely naked and exhausted while I lazily dragged my fingers up and down her bare spine.

Neither of us had bothered getting dressed.

The room smelled like sex and rain and her perfume soaked into the pillows.

Dangerously domestic.

I kissed the top of her damp hair slowly.

“You okay?” I murmured.

Vivienne made a soft sleepy sound against my chest. “Mhm.”

Cute fucking thing.

I looked down at her sprawled across me — flushed cheeks, swollen lips, thighs marked faintly from my hands.

Mine.

The thought came too naturally now.

Too easily.

“You know,” I said quietly, fingers tracing her hip, “I don’t think I can go back to pretending I don’t want you after this.”

Vivienne went still against me.

Outside, rain tapped softly against the glass.

“You shouldn’t say things like that,” she whispered after a second.

“Why?” I kissed her forehead. “Because they’re true?”

Her fingers curled lightly against my stomach.

I tilted her chin up gently until she looked at me.

“You think I’m gonna fuck you like this then disappear?”

Something vulnerable crossed her face then.

God.

That almost hurt to look at.

“I haven’t done this before,” she admitted quietly. “Not… any of it.”

“I know.”

“And you’re younger and exciting and—”

I cut her off with a slow kiss.

When I pulled back, I brushed my thumb over her bottom lip.

“Vivienne,” I murmured, “I’ve wanted you since I was old enough to know what wanting somebody meant.”

Her eyes fluttered.

“And now that I have you?” I continued softly. “I’m fucked.”

That made her laugh quietly against my chest.

Warm sound.

Real.

I wrapped both arms around her tighter automatically, pulling her fully on top of me while lightning flickered faintly beyond the curtains.

“I’m staying tonight,” I murmured into her hair.

Vivienne hesitated.

Briefly.

Then nodded against me.

Relief hit me harder than it should’ve.

I kissed her slowly again before reaching over to tug the blankets higher around us.

The storm cooled the room while she tucked herself closer, one thigh sliding between mine.

And for the first time since this started, the hunger faded just enough for something else to settle in its place.

Possession.

Not just over her body.

Her.

I stared into the dark while Vivienne slowly fell asleep against my chest in the bed she shared with another man.

And all I could think was:

I’m not letting this end.

The storm had quieted to a soft drizzle against the windows.

Hours had slipped by. The room was dark except for the faint glow of distant city lights bleeding through the curtains.

Vivienne lay curled against my chest, fast asleep, her breathing slow and even, one leg draped over mine.

I stayed awake, watching her.

My hand traced lazy circles along the curve of her bare hip, possessive and slow.

She looked so peaceful like this. Mine.

Carefully, I shifted lower, easing her onto her back without waking her. She sighed softly in her sleep but didn’t stir.

I knelt beside her, stroking my cock with long, steady pulls, eyes locked on her sleeping face, her parted lips, the soft rise of her breasts.

“Fuck… you’re so beautiful,” I whispered.

My breathing grew heavier, quieter.

I leaned over her, aiming across her stomach and chest.

With a low groan I came hard, thick ropes of cum painting her skin in warm streaks—across her tits, her belly, the hollow of her throat.

She murmured something unintelligible, shifting slightly, but her eyes stayed closed.

I didn’t stop.

I rubbed it in slowly with my palm, spreading every drop across her soft skin like a claim.

Marking her.

My fingers circled her nipples, coating them, then drifted lower to smear it over her hips and the tops of her thighs.

“Mine,” I breathed against her temple, voice rough with possession. “All fucking mine.”

Vivienne sighed again in her sleep, instinctively pressing closer to my touch.

I kept rubbing it in until her skin glistened, until every inch I could reach carried me on her.

Then I pulled her back into my arms, tucking her against my chest once more, her cum-slick body warm and claimed against mine.

Neither of us moved again for the rest of the night.




Chapter 8

I woke up to sunlight.

Soft gray morning light spilling through the curtains after the storm.

And Vivienne asleep against me.

For a few seconds I just stared.

Her hair was messy across my chest. One bare leg tangled with mine beneath the sheets. Her face relaxed completely in sleep, lips slightly parted against my skin.

Sweet.

Warm.

Dangerous as hell.

The room still smelled like rain and sex.

My hand slid slowly down her back, fingertips tracing the curve of her waist.

Vivienne stirred immediately with a tiny sleepy sound.

“Mmm…”

“Morning, sweetheart.”

Her eyes blinked open slowly.

And then reality hit her.

I watched it happen.

Bedroom.

Naked.

Wrapped around me.

The memory of last night flooding back all at once.

A blush spread across her cheeks instantly.

“Good morning,” she whispered shyly.

Jesus Christ.

I smiled before I could stop myself. “You’re cute in the morning.”

Vivienne laughed softly and buried her face against my chest. “Don’t.”

“Too late.”

I kissed the top of her head while she melted against me again.

Comfortable already.

That shouldn’t have felt as intimate as it did.

Outside, gulls cried somewhere near the water while the house stayed quiet around us.

“No Richard?” I murmured.

“He won’t be home until tonight.”

The relief that hit me was immediate and irrational.

Vivienne noticed.

Her eyes lifted to mine carefully.

“You really don’t like him much.”

“I really don’t like the way he looks through you.”

Silence.

Heavy one.

Vivienne’s fingers moved slowly over my chest. “You make me feel…” She hesitated.

“What?”

Her cheeks pinkened deeper. “Wanted.”

Fuck.

That word landed straight in my ribs.

I rolled her gently beneath me before kissing her slow and deep, morning lazy this time instead of frantic.

Vivienne sighed softly into my mouth.

No rushing now.

No thunder.

Just warm sheets and sleepy kisses while sunlight touched her skin.

I brushed hair from her face carefully. “You hungry?”

She blinked up at me. “For breakfast?”

I grinned slowly. “Eventually.”

Vivienne laughed harder this time, cheeks burning while she swatted lightly at my chest.

Then she gasped softly when my hand slid beneath the sheets between her thighs.

Still sensitive.

Still wet.

“God,” I murmured against her mouth. “You wake up ready for me too?”

“Nico…”

That tone again.

Weak already.

I kissed her deeper while my fingers stroked slowly through her slickness beneath the blankets, and somewhere downstairs the quiet kitchen waited for coffee and normalcy neither of us were remotely interested in yet.

Vivienne tried to kiss me slow.

Sweet.

Sleepy little morning kisses beneath tangled sheets while sunlight spilled across her bare shoulders.

Didn’t last long.

Not when my fingers were already between her thighs feeling how wet she still was for me.

“Nico,” she whispered against my mouth, breath catching when I slid two fingers slowly inside her.

“So fucking sensitive this morning.”

She hid her face against my neck with a soft embarrassed sound.

Cute.

I kissed her forehead while pumping my fingers carefully, feeling her body wake up around me all over again.

“You always this wet when you wake up?” I murmured.

Vivienne whimpered softly.

“Or is this just for me?”

“That’s not fair,” she whispered.

I grinned against her skin. “Wasn’t trying to be fair.”

Her thighs trembled when my thumb circled her clit.

God.

I could spend hours touching this woman.

Morning light lit every inch of her now — messy dark hair, flushed cheeks, soft tits pressed against my chest while she writhed slowly beneath my hand.

Beautiful.

I rolled on top of her carefully, kissing her deep while she moaned softly into my mouth.

“You feel incredible,” I muttered.

Vivienne wrapped one leg around my waist automatically.

That little trusting movement nearly fucking ruined me.

I reached down between us, lined my cock up slowly, and pushed inside her with one steady thrust.

Both of us groaned immediately.

Morning sex hit different.

Slow.

Warm.

Intimate enough to almost scare me.

Vivienne clung to me while I fucked her lazily into the mattress, sunlight moving across our skin with every roll of our bodies.

No desperation this time.

Just deep steady thrusts and quiet little sounds from her mouth every time I buried myself fully inside her.

“Ohhh…” she breathed against my shoulder.

“There’s my girl.”

The words slipped out naturally.

Vivienne shivered beneath me.

I kissed her softly while my hips kept moving, slow enough to feel every pulse of her around me.

“So tight this morning,” I murmured. “Still sore from last night?”

She nodded weakly.

“Yeah?”

“Mhm.”

I smiled slightly against her lips. “Good.”

That earned me a breathless laugh that melted into a moan when I thrust deeper.

The bed creaked softly.

Outside, the world kept moving normally while inside this room I fucked my best friend’s married mother like I belonged there.

And worse?

It already felt natural.

Vivienne’s hands slid into my hair as I picked up the pace slightly, deeper thrusts making her gasp beneath me now.

“Nico…”

“You close already?”

Her answer was another helpless moan.

I reached between us and rubbed her clit slowly while kissing her harder.

That did it fast.

Vivienne came with a broken little cry into my mouth, body tightening around me while her nails dug into my shoulders.

“Fuck,” I groaned, hips stuttering. “You feel so good coming on my cock.”

She whimpered at the filth in my voice.

Then I came too, deep and slow, holding her tight against me while both of us shook beneath the sheets in the soft morning light.

Afterward neither of us moved for a long moment.

Just breathing together.

Her fingers tracing lazy patterns over my chest while my hand rested possessively on her hip.

And somewhere downstairs, her phone started ringing.

Neither of us reached for it.

Vivienne froze the second she saw the caller ID.

Richard.

Her phone buzzed across the nightstand again while she lay naked beneath me, flushed from her orgasm, hair tangled across the pillow.

I watched the panic creep into her face.

“Nico…”

“Answer it.”

Her eyes snapped to mine. “I can’t sound like this.”

I smiled lazily, brushing my thumb over her hip. “Then calm down, sweetheart.”

The phone kept vibrating.

Vivienne grabbed it finally, clearing her throat once before answering.

“Hi, honey.”

Jesus Christ.

That sweet polite wife voice.

I nearly laughed.

Richard’s muffled voice carried faintly through the speaker while I watched Vivienne try desperately to compose herself.

“Mhm… yes, the storm was bad…”

I slid slowly down her body beneath the sheets.

Vivienne’s breath hitched instantly.

Her eyes widened at me in warning.

I ignored it completely.

“Power’s still out,” she continued shakily into the phone.

I settled between her thighs, pushed them open, and dragged my tongue slowly up her soaked cunt.

Still dripping.

Fuck.

Vivienne pressed her lips together hard.

Richard kept talking, oblivious.

I licked her deeper, slow and filthy, tasting every drop of her while maintaining eye contact.

Pure fucking torture.

“Nico,” she mouthed silently.

I grinned against her pussy.

Then sealed my mouth over her clit and sucked gently.

Vivienne jerked violently beneath me, catching herself at the last second before making noise into the phone.

“Oh—”

“You okay?” Richard asked immediately.

“Fine,” she answered too fast. “Just stubbed my toe.”

I had to bite my lip to keep from laughing out loud.

Her glare would’ve been terrifying if she wasn’t currently grinding against my tongue.

I leaned in closer, licking long, possessive strokes through her folds.

“Tell him you miss him,” I whispered against her wet skin.

Vivienne looked horrified.

Which made me immediately slide my tongue inside her.

She nearly choked.

“Nico—”

Barely audible.

Richard’s voice sharpened faintly through the phone. “What was that?”

“I said,” Vivienne gasped softly, trying to recover, “I said I miss you.”

I nearly lost my fucking mind.

Because while she said it to her husband, she was dripping onto my tongue in his bed.

Filthy.

Absolutely filthy.

I groaned quietly into her cunt, licking deeper, more possessively, while pumping my tongue in and out.

“Good girl,” I murmured against her soaked folds.

Vivienne’s thighs trembled violently around my head.

Richard kept talking about meetings and traffic and coming home late while his wife fought for her life trying not to come apart on my mouth.

And the second her breathing started getting ragged again, I knew exactly what I was going to do to her before that phone call ended.

Vivienne’s thighs trembled violently around my head.

Richard kept talking about meetings and traffic and coming home late while his wife fought for her life trying not to come apart on my mouth.

I licked her faster, hungrier, sucking her swollen clit between my lips while my hands pinned her hips down.

Her free hand fisted tight in my hair.

Breathing ragged.

Close.

So fucking close.

I slid two fingers deep inside her, curling them hard against that spot that made her shake.

Vivienne’s back arched sharply off the bed.

“Nico!”

She cried my name too loud, broken and desperate, right as her orgasm crashed through her.

Her cunt pulsed hard against my tongue, flooding my mouth while her whole body convulsed.

The phone went dead silent for half a second.

“Vivienne?” Richard’s voice cut through, sharp and confused. “What the hell was that? Did you just say Nico?”

I lifted my head slowly, lips glistening, watching her panic bloom across her flushed face.

Vivienne’s chest heaved, eyes wide with terror as she tried to steady her voice.

“I— yes, um… Nico came over,” she stammered, still trembling from the aftershocks. “He knew I was alone and he knows how much I hate storms. He offered to spend the night so I wouldn’t be scared. He’s… he’s in the guest room.”

I pressed a soft, possessive kiss to her inner thigh, then another higher up, tasting her release.

Richard’s tone shifted, wary but buying it for now. “Nico? Our son’s friend? That’s… thoughtful of him, I guess.”

“Mhm,” Vivienne managed weakly, biting her lip as I crawled back up her body and settled between her legs again. “He’s been a big help.”

I rubbed the head of my cock slowly against her soaked, still-spasming cunt.

Her eyes fluttered shut, another soft whimper escaping.

“Anyway, I should go,” she said quickly. “Need to make breakfast. Talk tomorrow?”

Richard muttered something about calling in the morning, then hung up.

The second the call ended, Vivienne dropped the phone and buried her face in my neck, shaking.

“Oh my God, Nico… he heard you— he heard me—”

I kissed her deeply, possessively, tasting herself on my tongue as I pushed inside her in one slow, claiming thrust.

“Shh, sweetheart,” I murmured against her lips, holding her tight. “You’re safe. You’re mine. And I’m not going anywhere tonight.”

I started moving inside her again, slow and deep, keeping her wrapped in my arms.




Chapter 9

Vivienne stood at the kitchen counter trying very hard to behave normally.

Which would’ve worked better if she wasn’t completely naked.

Morning sunlight spilled through the windows across her bare back while she cracked eggs into a bowl with shaky concentration. Her dark hair fell messy over one shoulder. Faint marks from my mouth still colored her thighs and neck.

And every few seconds she glanced at me like she already knew she was losing this battle.

“You’re staring again,” she murmured.

I leaned against the island sipping coffee. “Can you blame me?”

“Yes.”

“Nope.”

She fought a smile.

Cute.

The kitchen smelled like coffee, butter warming in the pan, and sex still lingering in the air from upstairs.

I walked over behind her slowly.

Vivienne inhaled the second my hands settled on her hips.

“Nico…”

“What?” I kissed her shoulder lazily. “You’re making breakfast.”

“You’re distracting me.”

“That’s kind of the point.”

I slid my hands up her stomach slowly until I was cupping her breasts from behind.

She shivered instantly.

The whisk slipped from her fingers and clattered softly into the bowl.

“There she is,” I murmured against her neck.

Vivienne tipped her head back against my shoulder with a quiet little sigh while I kissed slowly beneath her ear.

Completely different from yesterday already.

Softer with me now.

Comfortable.

Dangerous as hell.

“You realize,” I said quietly, dragging my thumbs over her nipples, “I’m never gonna survive seeing you in this kitchen acting domestic after the things I did to you last night.”

Vivienne laughed softly, cheeks pinkening. “You are unbelievable.”

“You let me eat your pussy while talking to your husband.”

Her entire body jolted.

“Nico!”

I grinned against her skin while she covered her burning face with both hands.

“God, don’t say things like that out loud.”

“Why?” I kissed down her spine slowly. “Nobody’s here.”

“That somehow makes it worse.”

I turned her gently in my arms until her back pressed against the counter.

Then I kissed her properly.

Slow.

Deep.

Vivienne melted immediately, soft hands sliding into my hair while I crowded between her thighs.

The pan hissed forgotten behind us.

Didn’t care.

Couldn’t care.

My hand slid down her stomach while I kissed her harder, fingertips brushing between her legs again.

Still wet.

Again.

I groaned softly into her mouth. “You just stay ready for me now?”

Vivienne whimpered quietly when my fingers stroked through her slickness.

“You’re impossible,” she breathed.

“And you love me anyway.”

The words slipped out casually.

But the second they landed between us, the kitchen went very still.

Vivienne looked up at me.

Wide-eyed.

Breathing shallow.

And for the first time since this started, neither of us seemed entirely sure whether I’d been joking.

The silence after that word barely lasted five seconds.

Then I kissed her again.

Hard.

Vivienne moaned softly into my mouth while I lifted her onto the kitchen counter in one smooth motion, pushing bowls and fruit aside carelessly.

“Nico—”

“Can’t help it,” I muttered against her lips. “You standing here naked making breakfast for me like a good little wife? I’m fucking ruined for anyone else.”

She laughed breathlessly before gasping when I spread her thighs wide and stepped between them.

Still wet.

Still swollen and leaking from everything we’d already done.

And somehow I wanted her more now than I had in the truck last night.

I grabbed the back of her thigh and pulled her right to the edge of the counter.

“Look at this pretty pussy,” I murmured, voice low. “Still dripping my cum from last night. Such a good girl for me.”

Vivienne flushed hard instantly.

“You say the filthiest things.”

“Yeah?” I kissed down her throat slowly, sucking marks into her skin. “You keep getting wetter every time I tell you the truth. This cunt was made to be filled by me.”

That little whimper proved me right again.

I lined myself up and pushed inside her slowly, stretching her open.

Both of us groaned.

Fuck.

Her cunt still clung to me so tight it felt like heaven, hot and greedy.

Vivienne’s head tipped back immediately while I buried myself balls-deep between her thighs, hands gripping the counter behind her.

“Nico—oh my God…”

“You feel so fucking perfect this morning, sweetheart. So warm and tight for me.”

I started thrusting slow and steady while sunlight flooded the kitchen around us.

The counter tapped rhythmically against the wall.

Coffee cooled forgotten beside us.

And Vivienne sat spread open for me in her family kitchen while I fucked her deep enough to make her moan into my shoulder like my perfect little secret.

Domestic and filthy all at once.

Perfect.

I grabbed her jaw gently and kissed her while my hips rolled harder, claiming every inch.

“You know what I keep thinking about?” I murmured against her mouth, voice rough.

Her eyes fluttered open. “What?”

“How fucking gorgeous you’d look pregnant with my baby. Swollen with me. Everyone knowing I bred you.”

Vivienne froze around my cock.

Just for a second.

Then moaned louder, clenching hard.

Christ.

I smiled slowly against her lips.

“Knew you’d love that, baby.”

“Nico…”

I thrust deeper, grinding against her cervix.

“Big, round belly.” Another thrust. “Tits full and heavy.” Another. “All because I pumped you full of my cum every single night until I knocked you up.”

Vivienne’s thighs tightened hard around my waist.

“Oh my God… Nico—”

I kissed her harder immediately, praising her between breaths.

“Think about it, sweetheart. Your sweet little body all round and glowing for me while I keep breeding this married pussy. I’d fuck you so full you’d stay dripping my seed for days.”

Her breathing turned ragged instantly.

The idea hit her straight between the legs.

I could feel her pussy flutter and gush around me.

“You’d let me breed you, wouldn’t you?” I groaned against her ear, voice thick with possession. “Let me put a baby in you so deep that everyone knows who you really belong to. My perfect girl, carrying my child.”

Vivienne cried out softly.

Not shocked.

Not resistant.

Desperate.

That nearly snapped something inside me.

“Fuck, yes—just like that,” I groaned, gripping her hips harder, pounding into her. “You like hearing how I’m going to ruin this womb? How I’m going to fill you until you’re pregnant with my kid? Good girl. Such a good fucking girl for me.”

She nodded weakly, eyes glassy with lust.

I laughed under my breath in raw pleasure.

“My dirty, breeding-hungry girl.”

The counter creaked louder as I fucked her faster now, both of us breathing hard in the bright quiet kitchen while I filled her head and her cunt with every filthy breeding fantasy she clearly craved.

And the more worked up she got, the more I realized I wasn’t entirely joking anymore.

That was the dangerous part.

Vivienne cried out softly.

“Oh God—Nico—”

I grabbed her thigh and spread her wider on the counter, watching the way my cock disappeared into her slick cunt over and over in the morning sunlight.

“Fuck, sweetheart,” I muttered. “You’re squeezing me so tight thinking about it.”

Her whole body trembled.

“You like imagining me breeding you?” I kissed her hard. “Yeah?”

“Yes,” she gasped before she could stop herself.

Christ.

That answer nearly ended me.

I thrust deep enough to make the counter slam the wall and Vivienne moaned loud this time, head falling back while her body clenched around me.

“There she is,” I groaned. “Dirty fucking girl.”

My hand slid between us and rubbed tight circles over her clit.

That broke her instantly.

Vivienne came with a sharp cry, thighs locking around my waist while her orgasm ripped through her hard enough to leave her shaking.

“Ohhh fuck—”

I fucked her through it relentlessly, watching her come apart in my arms while sunlight lit every trembling inch of her body.

“So pretty when you come,” I muttered. “Look at this cunt milking me.”

Her nails scraped down my back.

“Nico—please—”

“Yeah,” I groaned. “I know. I’m there.”

I buried myself deep and came hard inside her seconds later, gripping her hips while my orgasm hit in rough pulses.

“Fuck,” I hissed against her throat. “Take it.”

Vivienne whimpered softly as I filled her.

And instead of pulling out, I stayed buried inside her while both of us shook for breath.

The kitchen fell quiet except for the hiss of the forgotten pan on the stove and our breathing.

Then I looked down between us.

At the way my cum already started leaking slowly around my cock.

Something possessive twisted hard in my chest.

I slid my thumb through the mess deliberately.

Vivienne gasped at the feeling.

“Nico…”

“No,” I murmured, catching her wrist gently when she instinctively tried to move. “Keep it there.”

Her cheeks burned instantly.

“You can’t say things like that.”

“I can.” I kissed her slowly. “I want every drop staying inside this pretty pussy.”

Vivienne whimpered softly.

Fuck.

I pushed my cock deeper instinctively, making more of my cum spill back into her.

“There you go,” I murmured. “Take it.”

Her whole body shivered.

And the way she looked at me after that — flushed, overwhelmed, dripping with me while sitting naked on her kitchen counter — made something dangerous settle deeper into my chest.

Because this didn’t feel temporary anymore.

Not to me.




Chapter 10

Breakfast eventually happened.

Sort of.

The kitchen table sat near the big bay windows overlooking the wet gray coastline, sunlight finally breaking through storm clouds while coffee steamed between us.

Eggs.

Toast.

Fruit.

None of it held my attention for more than five seconds.

Not when Vivienne sat in my lap completely naked with my cock buried deep inside her.

She’d blushed crimson when I pulled her down onto me at the table.

“Nico,” she’d whispered immediately.

“What?” I kissed her shoulder lazily while guiding her hips lower. “You said you were hungry.”

Now she sat trembling against my chest trying to hold a fork steady while I kept one arm wrapped tightly around her waist.

Every tiny movement made her gasp.

Reaching for coffee.

Shifting in the chair.

Breathing too hard.

My cock stayed fully inside her the entire time.

Warm.

Tight.

Perfect.

“You realize this is insane,” she murmured softly.

I fed her a piece of strawberry from my fingers. “Open.”

Vivienne rolled her eyes but obeyed anyway.

Cute fucking thing.

Juice glistened briefly on her lips before I kissed it away.

“You’re enjoying this way too much,” she whispered against my mouth.

“Mhm.”

I slid my hand slowly up her thigh beneath the table.

She inhaled sharply.

“There she is.”

“Nico…” Her voice came out weak already.

I loved that.

Loved how easily she melted for me now.

The kitchen smelled like coffee, buttered toast, and sex still lingering thick in the air. Rainwater sparkled outside on the deck while gulls cried somewhere near the shore.

It should’ve felt wrong.

Instead it felt horrifyingly natural.

Vivienne cut a piece of eggs with shaky concentration before feeding it back to me carefully.

Domestic.

Sweet.

Meanwhile my cock twitched inside her every time she shifted in my lap.

I kissed beneath her ear slowly. “You know how hard it is concentrating with your cunt squeezing me like this?”

She nearly choked on her coffee.

“Oh my God.”

I grinned against her neck.

“You keep clenching every time I talk dirty to you.”

“That is not true.”

I rolled my hips upward once beneath her.

Slow.

Deep.

Vivienne gasped openly and grabbed the edge of the table.

Fuck.

“That’s true,” I corrected softly.

Her cheeks stayed flushed bright pink while she tried to keep eating breakfast like she wasn’t currently full of me at the kitchen table.

I brushed hair from her shoulder and kissed her again.

Long.

Lazy.

Then murmured quietly against her lips:

“Think I could get used to this.”

Vivienne looked at me differently after that.

Not panicked anymore.

Not even guilty.

Just warm.

Like some part of her had already started imagining it too.

And that was probably the most dangerous thing that had happened between us yet.

Vivienne lasted maybe three more minutes pretending she could sit still.

That was it.

Then her hips started moving.

Tiny little rolls in my lap at first while she held her coffee cup with visibly shaky hands.

I smiled against her shoulder immediately.

“There she is, baby.”

“Nico…” she whispered weakly.

“You started it, sweetheart. Now finish it.”

She made a soft embarrassed sound but didn’t stop grinding against me.

Fuck.

Every slow movement dragged her tight wet cunt along my thick cock while sunlight poured through the windows and half-eaten breakfast sat forgotten on the table.

Domestic little fantasy turning filthy all over again.

I grabbed her hip and guided her harder once, keeping her locked firmly in place.

Vivienne gasped openly, forehead falling against my shoulder.

“Oh my God…”

“You gonna ride me at the breakfast table now, pretty girl?” I murmured against her ear, voice low and praising. “Keep that needy pussy full of me like a good wife.”

Her thighs squeezed tight around me.

“I hate you.”

“No you don’t. You love what my cock does to you.”

I kissed her slowly while she rocked against me again, needier this time, still pinned on my lap.

The table creaked softly beneath us.

Coffee sloshed in her mug.

And the sounds coming from her mouth were getting harder to hide.

“Hhhn—”

“That feel good, sweetheart? You like bouncing on me right here where anyone could see?”

Vivienne nodded against my shoulder, completely flushed.

I slid one hand between us and rubbed her clit slowly beneath the table, the other arm wrapped tight around her waist so she couldn’t possibly leave my lap.

That wrecked her instantly.

“Oh fuck—”

Right as the front door opened.

“Mom?”

Vivienne froze, trying to scramble off me.

I didn’t let her.

My arm locked around her waist, holding her firmly down on my cock as Luca’s voice echoed through the house again. “You home? My phone died and—”

Then he walked into the kitchen.

Silence.

Absolute fucking silence.

Luca stared at us from the doorway.

At his mother completely naked and impaled on my lap.

At my hand still between her thighs.

At the way I kept her locked in place, my cock buried deep inside her.

His face drained completely.

“What the fuck.”

Vivienne whimpered, squirming helplessly in my hold, but I refused to release her.

“Luca—” she started shakily, voice breaking.

“No.” He backed away immediately, eyes wild now. “No, no, no—what the fuck is wrong with both of you?”

The kitchen still smelled like sex and coffee and storm air.

Vivienne stayed trapped on my lap, trembling and crying already, my arm possessively around her.

And my best friend looked at me like he wanted to kill me.

Which honestly?

Fair.

“You’re my fucking friend,” Luca snapped at me.

I held her tighter, still deep inside her, and opened my mouth.

Nothing came out.

Because there really wasn’t a defense for this.

Not one that sounded human.

Vivienne wrapped her arms around herself, still pinned on me, trembling. “Luca, please—”

“You too?” His voice broke harder looking at her. “Mom, seriously?”

That hurt him worse.

I could see it.

And suddenly the whole fantasy cracked wide open right there in the bright morning kitchen.

Because now there were consequences standing in the doorway staring at us like we’d destroyed something permanent.

And maybe we had.

The kitchen still smelled like sex and coffee and storm air.

Vivienne stayed trapped on my lap, trembling and crying already, my arm possessively around her.

And my best friend looked at me like he wanted to kill me.

I didn’t pull out.

Instead I tightened my grip on her waist and rolled my hips upward, fucking her slow and deep right there in front of him.

“Luca,” I said calmly, voice low, “she’s mine now.”

Vivienne whimpered, her cunt clenching hard around my cock as I thrust up into her again.

Luca’s eyes widened in pure horror.

“What the fuck are you doing— stop—”

I kept moving, steady and claiming, one hand sliding up to cup her breast while the other held her firmly in place.

“She’s mine,” I repeated, staring straight at him. “Been mine. And I’m not stopping.”

Vivienne’s breath hitched, tears slipping down her cheeks even as her hips started moving again, helpless against the pleasure.

“Tell him, sweetheart,” I murmured against her ear, thrusting deeper. “Tell your son who you belong to.”

She shook her head at first, sobbing softly, but another slow grind of my cock made her break.

“I’m his,” she whispered, voice cracking. “Luca… I’m Nico’s now.”

Luca stood frozen in the doorway, unable to look away.

His face twisted—horror, rage, betrayal all crashing together as he watched his mother ride my cock in their own kitchen, her tits bouncing softly with every thrust, her cheeks flushed and wet with tears.

“You’re sick,” he spat, voice shaking. “Both of you. This is fucked.”

I kissed Vivienne’s shoulder, still fucking her slow and possessive, never breaking eye contact with him.

“She’s happier with me. Fuller. Say it again, baby.”

Vivienne moaned brokenly, eyes squeezed shut.

“I’m yours, Nico… I’m yours.”

Luca’s hands clenched into fists at his sides. He looked like he might lunge forward, but the sight kept him rooted—his best friend buried inside his mother, her body responding shamelessly.

Then he turned and stormed out, the front door slamming hard enough to rattle the walls.

The echo faded.

I kept fucking her right there on the chair, slower now, pulling her back against my chest.

“Good girl,” I praised softly against her neck, kissing the tears from her skin. “You’re mine. No matter what.”

Vivienne sobbed once, then melted into me completely, hips rolling to meet every thrust as the kitchen fell quiet again.




Epilogue

“Daddy, Rosie bit me!”

“She did not,” another tiny voice yelled immediately. “He stole my dinosaur!”

I leaned against the kitchen counter with a beer in one hand while absolute chaos exploded through the house around me.

And honestly?

I’d never been happier in my life.

Rain tapped softly against the windows outside while three little kids tore through the living room screaming at each other.

Rosie, four years old and dramatic as hell.

Leo, three, built like a linebacker already.

And baby Emilia strapped to Vivienne’s chest upstairs probably destroying another expensive blouse.

The house smelled like garlic bread, crayons, laundry detergent, and the ocean drifting in through cracked windows.

Home.

Actual home.

Rosie ran into the kitchen clutching a stuffed shark dramatically. “Daddy, Leo’s being MEAN.”

“Leo,” I called calmly toward the living room, “stop terrorizing your sister.”

“I’m not!”

A second later Leo sprinted naked through the hallway wearing only rain boots and a superhero cape.

“Mommy said I’m fast!”

I laughed despite myself.

Then I heard her voice upstairs.

“Nico?” Vivienne called. “Can you come help me with Emilia?”

Still soft.

Still my favorite sound in the world.

I headed upstairs smiling before I even realized it.

Five years later and I still reacted to her voice like some idiot teenager.

The bedroom door stood half open.

Vivienne sat in the rocking chair by the window trying to wrangle a squirming one-year-old while fixing the strap of her dress at the same time.

And Christ alive.

She was still beautiful.

Dark hair a little longer. Softer around the waist after three babies. Laugh lines near her eyes from smiling more these days.

Mine.

My wife looked up the second I walked in and smiled automatically.

That same warm smile from the porch all those years ago.

Only now there was no hesitation in it.

No guilt.

No loneliness.

“Your daughter is trying to kill me,” she informed me.

I crouched beside the chair and kissed her slowly before taking Emilia from her arms.

“She gets that from you.”

Vivienne rolled her eyes affectionately.

Married life looked good on her.

Peace looked even better.

I sat on the edge of the bed bouncing Emilia gently while Vivienne adjusted her dress again.

Then her eyes met mine.

And just like that, I saw it again.

That same heat from five years ago.

Still there.

Still dangerous.

“You’re staring,” she murmured softly.

“You gave me three kids. I earned the right.”

She laughed quietly, cheeks pinkening just slightly.

Cute.

Still cute.

Some things never changed.

The silence settled softer after that.

Comfortable.

Emilia babbled sleepily in my arms while rain rolled against the windows.

Then Vivienne’s smile faded just a little.

“You heard from Luca?”

There it was.

The bruise that never fully healed.

I looked down at Emilia for a second before answering.

“No.”

Vivienne nodded once.

Quiet.

Luca hadn’t spoken to either of us in almost five years.

Not after the divorce.

Not after the wedding.

Not after Rosie was born.

We sent birthday cards anyway.

Christmas gifts too.

Most came back unopened.

That kind of hurt didn’t disappear quickly.

Maybe it never would.

Vivienne looked toward the rain-streaked window with sadness in her eyes I still didn’t know how to fix.

So I stood, crossed the room, and kissed her forehead slowly.

“One day,” I murmured.

“You think so?”

“I know he still loves you.”

That made her eyes water instantly.

I wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her close while Emilia grabbed fistfuls of my shirt between us.

Five years ago we’d burned our lives down for each other.

Sometimes I still wondered whether that made us selfish.

Maybe it did.

But then Rosie shrieked downstairs followed by Leo laughing hysterically, and Vivienne smiled against my chest while our daughter drooled on my shoulder.

And I knew this much for certain:

I would do it all again.

Every fucking time.
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