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Prologue
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Millhaven sits quiet in the green belly of South Carolina. Pine stands that block the sun for miles. A man-made lake where fathers teach their sons to fish and mothers watch from folding chairs with cold tea sweating beside them. Summers here drag on until the leaves turn brittle and drop, but the heat never really leaves. It seeps under doors, sticks to skin, makes the nights too warm to sleep.

It’s the kind of place people don’t leave if they can help it. Grandparents in white clapboard houses they built after the war. Grown kids living three streets over in new ranch homes with fresh mulch and HOA signs about trash days. Friday night lights at Millhaven High. Saturday yard sales that pull half the neighborhood into one driveway. Sunday morning pews packed tight at Three Pines Church.

Most folks in Millhaven live right. They say yes ma’am and no sir. They kiss the same person they promised at the altar. They know their neighbors’ names and wave when they pass on narrow streets. A man here knows his children should grow up honest. A woman here knows gossip is a blade that cuts fast, so she keeps her lipstick soft and her smiles softer.

But some people want what the rest never dare touch. They feel it at night, under the hum of the bedroom fan. A hunger that doesn’t fit inside a marriage bed. A thought that sticks when the lights are off — a thought they pray away before the alarm clock rings.

A few don’t pray it away. They slip out when the house goes quiet. They park where the tree line swallows the road. They pay cash at the Whisper Inn. They text numbers they saved under fake names. They lie. They wash off the sweat before slipping back under the covers beside the faithful bodies that trust them.

Millhaven doesn’t forgive them if they’re found out. It never has. The town will turn cold in a second — a neighbor’s eyes looking through you at the grocery aisle, a pastor’s hand dropping from your shoulder. The price is high. The risk makes it sweeter. The ones who stray this way know it’s rotten. They know it’s filthy. They do it anyway.

And when they sit in the front pew next Sunday, they bow their heads lower than anyone else — eyes shut, lips parted, still tasting what they shouldn’t have touched.

Anna Walters sits among them now. She wasn’t born here. She came from two towns over with a taste for trouble — the girl who early on went looking for pleasure wherever she could. Millhaven sees the perfect fiancee. But that is not who she really is – just who she tries to be. 
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The First Crack
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Anna lay beneath Evan, her body shifting with each of his slow, methodical thrusts. The sheets clung to her thighs, her full breasts rising and falling with his rhythm. Evan’s hands rested lightly on her hips, his touch careful, almost hesitant, as if he were afraid to leave a mark.

He bent to kiss her neck, his lips soft and uncertain. “You feel so good,” he murmured, his voice breathless. His hands moved to her breasts, cupping them gently, but his touch was tentative—more polite than passionate. He squeezed, but not enough to make her gasp, not enough to make her want more.

Anna closed her eyes, her mind drifting. She remembered other lovers—men who had gripped her hips hard, who had made her feel wild and wanted. Men who had taken her from behind, their hands spreading her ass, their mouths hot on her skin. With them, she had lost herself in the heat, in the raw hunger.

Evan’s pace was steady, predictable. He moaned softly, his breath warm against her shoulder. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his fingers brushing her nipples, teasing but never quite taking.

Anna arched her back, trying to find the angle that would give her some satisfaction, but Evan’s rhythm never changed. He moved inside her, his cock buried deep, but there was no urgency, no fire. She felt the weight of her breasts, the curve of her ass pressed into the mattress, but Evan’s hands never lingered, never explored.

She turned her head to the side, her eyes on the ceiling. The room was quiet except for the sound of their bodies, the creak of the bed, Evan’s quiet moans. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, but Anna’s skin barely tingled.

Evan’s thrusts quickened, his breath coming faster. He groaned, his body tensing as he came, collapsing onto her with a sigh. Anna held him for a moment, her hands on his back, but her mind was already elsewhere—thinking about the wedding, about Grant, about the hunger that still burned inside her.

Evan kissed her shoulder, his lips soft and grateful. “That was amazing,” he whispered, his voice full of pride.

Anna smiled, but her eyes were distant. She slipped out from under him, her body still humming with unspent desire. She stood, her full breasts swaying, her ass tight and round in the morning light, and caught her reflection in the mirror. She ran her hands over her curves, admiring herself, but her mind was restless.

She wanted more. She wanted to be taken, to be wanted, to be made to feel alive.

But for now, she just stood there, the heat of the morning pressing in, the weight of her body reminding her of what she was missing.

Anna padded to the bathroom, the cool tiles soothing under her bare feet. She caught her reflection in the mirror—her blonde hair tousled, her skin flushed, her full breasts heavy and her ass tight and round. She ran her hands over her curves, admiring the way her body looked in the morning light, but her mind was restless.

She splashed water on her face, trying to wash away the lingering sense of dissatisfaction. Evan’s voice drifted from the bedroom, cheerful and oblivious.

“You want coffee?” he called.

“Yeah, thanks,” Anna replied, her voice steady, betraying nothing.

She slipped into a thin tank top and a pair of cotton shorts that hugged her hips and showcased the curve of her ass. The fabric clung to her skin, the heat of the morning already pressing in. She stepped into the hallway, the scent of coffee filling the air.

Evan was in the kitchen, humming to himself as he poured two mugs. He smiled when he saw her, his eyes lingering on her chest for a moment before he looked away, cheeks pink.

“Morning,” he said, handing her a mug. “You look amazing.”

Anna smiled, sipping her coffee. “Thanks. You too.”

Evan’s smile widened, but Anna’s mind was already elsewhere. She thought about the wedding plans, the endless details, the way Evan wanted everything to be perfect. She thought about the expectations of Millhaven—church on Sundays, polite smiles, the right kind of life. And she thought about Grant, the way his eyes had lingered on her the last time he visited, the way his presence filled a room.

She set her mug on the table, sliding a folder across to Evan. “Caterer sent the menu. Your best friend’s place, right?”

Evan nodded eagerly. “Yeah, Sam’s really excited. He’s giving us a deal.”

Anna sat down, her shorts riding up on her thighs. Evan’s eyes darted to her legs, then back to the folder. He flipped through the pages, nodding. “Looks great. I think Sam nailed it.”

A firm knock sounded at the front door. Anna glanced up, surprised. Evan stood to answer it.

Grant’s voice carried through the house, smooth and deep. “Morning, son. Mind if I come in a minute?”

Evan stepped aside. “Of course, Dad. We were just going over the menu.”

Grant walked in, his broad shoulders filling the doorway, his salt-and-pepper hair sharp against his tanned skin. He touched the brim of an imaginary hat in Anna’s direction. “Mornin’, Anna. You’re looking lovely as ever.”

Anna smiled, cheeks warming under his gaze. “Thank you, Grant. Coffee?”

“Don’t mind if I do.” He took a seat at the table, moving with the slow, deliberate grace of a man used to being in charge.

Evan handed him the menu. “Sam’s catering. He’s giving us a deal.”

Grant took the folder, flipping through it with a thoughtful frown. He set it down gently. “Now, Evan, you know I mean well. But this just won’t do.”

Evan’s face fell. “What do you mean? Sam’s my best friend.”

Grant’s voice was calm, but his words cut deep. “Son, this isn’t about friends or deals. It’s about your bride. Look at Anna—she’s a fine woman. You want to treat her right. You want to give her a wedding she’ll remember, not something slapped together to please your buddies.”

Evan shrank under his father’s gaze. “I just thought—”

Grant held up a hand. “Now, I’m not saying Sam’s not a good man. But your loyalty’s got to be to Anna first. You want to impress her? You want to keep her? You start acting like you deserve her.”

Anna watched, pulse quickening. Grant’s tone was polite, but his message was clear—his respect for her was real, and his expectations for Evan were high.

Grant turned to Anna, his voice softening. “Anna, you deserve the best. You know that, right?”

Anna met his gaze, cheeks flushed. She didn’t answer, but the air between them crackled with tension.

Evan sat back down, defeated. “I’ll call Sam. We’ll find another caterer.”

Grant nodded, satisfied. “That’s what a man does.”

Anna took a sip of coffee, her mind racing. The first crack in the façade had appeared—and she wasn’t sure she wanted to repair it.

After Grant’s critique, the kitchen settled into a quiet tension. Evan excused himself to call Sam, his shoulders slumped. Anna stood to clear the mugs, her movements deliberate. Grant watched her from the table, his deep-set eyes thoughtful.

“Let me help you with that,” he said, rising. His voice was polite, his manners impeccable.

“Thank you,” Anna murmured, handing him a mug. Their fingers brushed briefly, sending a faint shiver up her arm.

Grant set the mug in the sink and turned back to her, his posture relaxed but commanding. He studied her for a moment, his gaze lingering just a second too long on her curves before meeting her eyes. “Anna, I hope you know I only want what’s best for you both.”

She nodded, her cheeks warm. “I know you mean well, Grant. Evan just wants to make everyone happy.”

Grant’s expression softened, but his voice remained firm. “Sometimes a man has to put his woman first. That’s how you keep a marriage strong.” He paused, then added, “Don’t let him fold so easily. He needs a little firmness. You deserve that, too.”

Anna felt the weight of his words, the quiet authority in his tone. She swallowed, her pulse quickening, but Grant’s gaze remained steady, his intentions masked behind Southern propriety.

He gave her shoulder a gentle, almost fatherly squeeze. “You think on it,” he said, then turned and walked out, leaving her alone with her thoughts.

Anna stood in the kitchen, the heat of his touch lingering on her skin. The first crack had appeared—subtle, but undeniable.

The afternoon slipped into evening, the heat of the day lingering in the air. Anna stood at the kitchen window, watching the last light fade over the tidy lawns of the New Suburbs. The neighborhood was quiet, the only sound the distant hum of a lawnmower and the occasional call of a mockingbird.

Evan had spent the day on the phone, making calls to new caterers, his voice anxious but determined. Anna had listened from the other room, her mind replaying Grant’s words, the weight of his gaze, the warmth of his hand on her shoulder. She felt restless, her skin prickling with the memory.

She pulled out a bottle of wine and poured herself a glass, the liquid cool against her fingers. The house was still, the only movement the slow spin of the ceiling fan. She leaned against the counter, her loose sundress clinging to her curves, the fabric damp from the evening heat.

Evan appeared in the doorway, his hair still neat but his eyes tired. “Hey,” he said softly. “You okay?”

Anna nodded, sipping her wine. “Just thinking about the wedding. It’s a lot.”

Evan crossed the room and wrapped his arms around her from behind, his hands resting on her hips. “I’m sorry about this morning. I should’ve thought more about what you wanted.”

Anna turned in his arms, her breasts pressing against his chest. She looked up at him, her blue eyes searching his face. “It’s fine,” she said, but her voice was distant, her mind elsewhere.

Evan leaned in to kiss her, his lips gentle. Anna let him, but her body was tense, her thoughts still on Grant’s quiet authority, the way he had looked at her, the way he had made her feel seen.

Evan’s hands moved to her waist, his touch light, hesitant. “You want to go upstairs?” he asked, his voice hopeful.

Anna hesitated, then shook her head. “I’m tired,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Maybe tomorrow.”

Evan’s face fell, but he nodded, stepping back. “Okay. I understand.” He kissed her forehead, his lips warm and familiar, then turned and headed toward the bedroom.

Anna watched him go, her heart heavy. She took another sip of wine, her mind drifting back to Grant’s words: You deserve that, too. The house was quiet, the night stretching out before her, full of possibilities and secrets.

She stood there for a long moment, the weight of the day pressing down on her. The first crack in her carefully constructed world had widened, and she wasn’t sure how to stop it—or if she even wanted to.

After Evan retreated to the bedroom, Anna lingered in the kitchen, the half-empty wineglass cool in her hand. The house was quiet except for the hum of the refrigerator and the occasional creak of settling wood. She crossed to the window, pushing the curtains aside to look out at the darkened street.

The night air was thick, still heavy with the day’s heat. Lights glowed in the windows of neighboring houses, each one a picture of quiet domesticity. A moth fluttered against the screen, drawn to the light inside.

Anna leaned against the windowsill, her sundress soft against her skin, the fabric clinging to her curves in the humid air. She felt restless, her mind replaying the day—Grant’s commanding presence, his words, the way his gaze had lingered on her. She remembered the warmth of his hand on her shoulder, the quiet authority in his voice.

She took a slow sip of wine, the taste sharp and sweet. The memory of Grant’s touch sent a shiver through her, a heat settling low in her belly. She thought about Evan, gentle and eager to please, and how different he was from his father—how safe he made her feel, but how sometimes safety felt like a cage.

Anna’s eyes drifted to the Ridges, barely visible in the distance, the dark outline of the hills rising against the night sky. She imagined Grant up there, in his sturdy brick ranch, alone with his thoughts. She wondered what he was thinking about, if he ever felt the same restlessness she did.

A car passed by, its headlights sweeping across the lawn. Anna watched it go, then turned away from the window. She set her glass in the sink and switched off the kitchen light, plunging the room into darkness.

Standing there in the quiet, she felt the weight of the day’s events settle over her. The first crack in her carefully constructed world had widened, and she wasn’t sure how to stop it—or if she even wanted to.

Anna walked down the hall to the bedroom, her bare feet silent on the hardwood. She paused at the door, listening to Evan’s steady breathing. She slipped inside, the cool air from the ceiling fan brushing her skin.

She climbed into bed beside him, her body tense, her mind still racing. The night stretched out before her, full of secrets and possibilities. She closed her eyes, but sleep was slow to come.

Anna lay beside Evan in the darkness, the ceiling fan spinning above them, its rhythmic hum the only sound in the quiet bedroom. Evan’s breaths were slow and even, his body curled away from her. The sheets were cool against her skin, but her mind refused to settle.

She stared at the shadows on the ceiling, her thoughts drifting back to Grant—his deep voice, the weight of his words, the way his gaze had lingered on her in the kitchen. The memory sent a flush through her, a warmth that spread from her chest to her thighs. She shifted under the covers, restless and aching.

Anna turned onto her side, facing away from Evan. The night air was thick, the heat still clinging to the room despite the fan. She closed her eyes and tried to sleep, but the image of Grant’s steady brown eyes and the warmth of his hand on her shoulder wouldn’t leave her.

She thought about the wedding, about the life she was supposed to want—the quiet, respectable marriage, the house with the tidy lawn, the Sunday mornings at Three Pines Church. But beneath the surface, something stirred, something hungry and unspoken.

Anna’s fingers brushed her thigh, her skin tingling at the memory of Grant’s touch. She closed her eyes tighter, willing sleep to come, but her body was alive with want, her mind racing with thoughts she couldn’t—wouldn’t—share.

Outside, the night was still, the stars hidden behind the summer haze. The first crack in her carefully constructed world had widened, and as she lay there in the dark, Anna wondered how much further it would go—and whether she had the strength to stop it.

She drifted off at last, her dreams restless, her body tense with the promise of something new and dangerous.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Real Hands
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Anna stood at the kitchen window, the early light of day filtering through the pines. The air was thick with the promise of another sweltering morning, the kind that would stick to her skin and linger in the quiet house. She sipped her coffee, her body still restless from the night before.

Evan bustled around the kitchen, humming to himself as he buttered toast. He glanced at Anna, his smile bright and oblivious. “You look beautiful this morning,” he said, his voice soft with admiration.

Anna nodded, offering a small smile. “Thanks.” She turned back to the window, watching the quiet street, the neighbors’ houses in neat rows, everything in its place. The silence stretched, broken only by the clink of Evan’s spoon against his cereal bowl.

She thought about the list she’d made—things around the house that needed fixing: the cabinet door that wouldn’t stay shut, the leaky faucet in the guest bathroom, the wobbly shelf in the laundry room. She’d asked Evan a dozen times, but he’d always promised to get to it “soon.” Soon never seemed to come.

Evan came up behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist. He kissed her shoulder, his hands resting lightly on her hips. “I’ll be home late tonight,” he said. “Big meeting at the office.”

Anna nodded, her mind elsewhere. She thought about Grant, the way his eyes had lingered on her the last time he visited, the weight of his words. She felt a flush of heat at the memory, her skin tingling.

“Don’t forget about the cabinet,” she said, her voice steady. “It’s been months.”

Evan squeezed her gently, then let go. “I know, I know. I’ll get to it this weekend, I promise.” He grabbed his briefcase and headed for the door. “Love you.”

“Love you too,” Anna replied, her voice automatic.

The front door clicked shut, leaving her alone in the quiet house. She set her coffee down and ran her hands over her curves—her full breasts, her tight ass—admiring herself in the window’s reflection. She felt restless, hungry for something she couldn’t name.

She smoothed her tank top, adjusted her shorts, and waited, listening for the sound of Grant’s truck in the driveway. He’d called last night, offering to come by and fix a few things Evan had neglected. Anna had agreed without hesitation. The thought of Grant’s hands working in her house sent a shiver through her, a thrill of anticipation.

The crunch of gravel under tires signaled Grant’s arrival. Anna checked herself in the hallway mirror—her blonde hair loose, her tank top snug over her full breasts, her sleep shorts riding high on her hips, showcasing the tight curve of her ass. She hadn’t bothered with a bra, and the thin fabric left little to the imagination.

She opened the door just as Grant reached the porch. The morning sun slanted across his broad shoulders, his salt-and-pepper hair neatly combed, his jaw freshly shaved. He smelled faintly of aftershave and sawdust, a scent that made Anna’s pulse quicken.

“Mornin’, Anna,” Grant said, his deep voice smooth and polite. His eyes flicked over her, lingering for a heartbeat too long on her chest, then down to her legs, before meeting her gaze. “You’re lookin’ lovely as ever.”

Anna smiled, feeling a flush rise in her cheeks. “Thank you, Grant. Come on in.”

Grant stepped inside, his presence filling the small foyer. He carried a toolbox in one hand, his other hand brushing his thigh as he took in the house. “Where’s the trouble at?” he asked, his tone casual but commanding.

Anna gestured toward the kitchen. “The cabinet door won’t stay shut. And if you have time, the faucet in the guest bathroom leaks.”

Grant nodded, his eyes scanning the room. “Lead the way.”

Anna turned, feeling his gaze on her as she walked. She moved deliberately, letting her hips sway, bending just a little deeper than necessary when she reached for a glass in the cabinet. The fabric of her shorts stretched tight across her ass, and she heard Grant’s sharp intake of breath.

She straightened, catching Grant’s eye. He looked away quickly, but not before she saw the heat in his gaze. The air between them was thick with unspoken tension, the quiet of the house amplifying every sound.

“Let’s start with the cabinet,” Anna said, her voice soft but steady.

Grant nodded, setting his toolbox down with a quiet thud. “Whatever you need.”

He rolled up his sleeves, revealing forearms thick with muscle, tanned from years of outdoor work. He knelt in front of the kitchen cabinet, his hands sure as he examined the misaligned hinge. Anna watched from a few feet away, leaning against the counter, her tank top clinging to her curves, her full breasts pushing against the thin fabric.

“Shouldn’t take long,” Grant said, his voice low and steady. He rummaged in his toolbox, pulling out a screwdriver and a small wrench. The scent of sawdust and aftershave filled the kitchen, mingling with the morning heat.

Anna folded her arms under her chest, her breasts rising with the motion. “Evan’s been saying that for months,” she said, a hint of frustration in her voice.

Grant glanced up at her, his deep-set brown eyes sharp. “Some things just need a firm hand,” he replied, tightening the hinge with a few quick turns. “Others need a little more attention.”

Anna felt a flush creep up her neck. She moved closer, pretending to look at his work, her body brushing against his shoulder as she leaned in. The heat of his skin seeped through her clothes, setting her nerves alight. “You make it look easy,” she murmured, her voice soft.

Grant’s hands stilled for a moment. He looked up at her, his gaze lingering on the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips. “Practice,” he said, his voice rough. “And knowing what you want.”

Anna straightened, her pulse quickening. She stepped back, but the air between them was charged, the silence heavy with unspoken desire. She watched the strength in his hands, the way he handled the tools with ease, the veins standing out on his forearms. She thought about Evan’s gentle, hesitant touch, the way he always seemed to be asking for permission.

Grant finished with the cabinet and stood, his height and presence filling the small kitchen. “Where’s that leaky faucet?” he asked, his voice low.

Anna led him down the hall to the guest bathroom, her hips swaying as she walked. She could feel Grant’s eyes on her, the heat of his gaze on her back, the tight curve of her ass. The hallway seemed to close in around them, the air thick with anticipation.

The bathroom was small, the air warm and close. Anna leaned against the doorway, watching as Grant knelt by the sink, his hands working quickly to loosen the faucet. His shirt stretched across his broad shoulders, the muscles in his arms flexing with every movement.

“You’re good with your hands,” Anna said, her voice soft, her eyes tracing the lines of his body.

Grant glanced up at her, his eyes dark. “I like fixing things,” he replied, his voice rough. “Making them right. Making them last.”

Anna swallowed, her breath coming faster. She took a step closer, her body nearly touching his as he worked. “Maybe you could show me,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Grant looked up at her, his eyes locking onto hers. “You sure you want that?” he asked, his voice a low rumble. “Some things can’t be undone.”

Anna felt a shiver run down her spine. She held his gaze, her lips parting slightly. “I think I’m ready,” she said, her voice steady despite the heat rising in her cheeks.

Grant’s eyes flicked to her lips, then back to hers. He finished tightening the faucet and stood, his body close to hers in the narrow space. “Anything else need fixing?” he asked, his voice rough with promise.

Anna met his gaze, her cheeks flushed, her body alive with anticipation. “Not yet,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “But I’ll let you know.”

The air between them crackled, the tension almost unbearable. Grant’s hand brushed against hers as he moved past her, sending a jolt through her body. Anna watched him go, her mind racing, her skin tingling with the memory of his touch.

Grant wiped his hands on a rag, the scent of metal and sawdust lingering on his skin. He closed his toolbox with a quiet click, his broad shoulders blocking the light from the hallway as he turned to face Anna.

“That should do it,” he said, his voice low and steady. “Anything else you need, you just let me know.”

Anna stood in the bathroom doorway, her body still humming from their charged exchange. She smoothed her tank top, her full breasts rising with each breath, her hips swaying as she stepped toward him in the kitchen. “Thank you, Grant. I really appreciate it.”

Grant nodded, his eyes lingering on her for a moment longer than necessary. “You’re welcome, Anna. Always happy to help.”

Anna hesitated, then moved closer, her heart pounding. Before he could react, she wrapped her arms around his waist, pressing her body against his. She felt the warmth of his chest, the strength in his arms, the faint scent of aftershave and sawdust enveloping her. She tilted her head up and placed a soft, lingering peck on his cheek.

Grant stiffened for a moment, surprised by the gesture. Then, almost instinctively, his arms tightened around her, pulling her closer in a gentle but firm squeeze. Anna felt the heat of his body, the steady beat of his heart against her chest, the roughness of his cheek beneath her lips.

He held her for a long moment, neither of them speaking. The air between them was thick with unspoken desire, the tension almost unbearable. Finally, Grant loosened his grip, his hands lingering on her hips for a heartbeat before he stepped back.

“You take care now,” he said, his voice rough with emotion.

Anna smiled, her cheeks flushed. “You too, Grant. Thanks again.”

He tipped an imaginary hat, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Anytime.”

Then he was gone, the screen door swinging shut behind him. Anna stood in the quiet kitchen, listening to the sound of his truck starting up, the crunch of gravel as he drove away. The air still held the faint scent of his aftershave and sawdust, a reminder of his presence.

She ran her hands over her curves, her body alive with the memory of his embrace, the feel of his arms around her. The house was silent except for the hum of the refrigerator and the distant call of a mockingbird. Anna leaned against the counter, her mind racing.

She knew she was playing with fire. But for the first time in a long time, she felt truly seen, truly wanted. The seed of desire had been planted, and it was already taking root.

Outside, the heat of the day pressed in, the promise of something new and dangerous hanging in the air. Anna closed her eyes, her lips curving into a slow, secret smile.
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The sun was just starting to dip behind the pines when Evan came through the front door, a paper bag tucked under his arm and a hopeful grin on his face. Anna was at the kitchen counter, scrolling through her phone, half-listening to the hum of the dishwasher.

“Got you something,” Evan announced, his voice too loud in the quiet house.

Anna set her phone aside, forcing a bright smile. “Oh? What’s the occasion?”

He pulled out two pairs of novelty slippers—bright, fuzzy, and ridiculous, with matching cartoon faces stitched across the toes. “Thought these would be fun. For us. His and hers.” He held them up, beaming.

Anna let out a laugh, sharp and brittle. “They’re... adorable, Evan.” She slipped her feet into the pair he offered, the plush fabric swallowing her toes. The slippers made her feel childish, not cherished.

Evan slipped on his own, wiggling his toes. “See? Now we match.” He leaned in, kissing her cheek, his hand resting lightly on her arm. “Figured you deserved something cozy after this week.”

Anna smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “Thanks. That’s sweet.” She looked down at her feet, the silly slippers making her feel more alone than ever.

Evan didn’t notice. He was already moving to the living room, calling over his shoulder, “I’ll pick a movie! You want popcorn?”

“Sure,” Anna replied, her voice flat. She watched him disappear, the distance between them stretching wider, the weight of her disappointment settling in her chest.

She wiggled her toes in the slippers, staring at the cartoon faces, her mind already drifting somewhere else—somewhere hotter, riskier, and far less innocent.

Anna waited until the credits rolled and Evan’s soft snores drifted from the couch. The house was quiet, the only sound the hum of the fridge and the distant chirp of cicadas outside. She slipped out of her slippers and padded barefoot to the kitchen, the tile cool under her feet.

She leaned against the counter, arms folded over her chest, staring out into the darkness beyond the window. The novelty slippers sat abandoned by the door, their cartoon faces grinning up at her—a reminder of how far she’d drifted from the woman Evan thought she was.

Her mind wandered, tracing the day’s small disappointments, the gentle touches that never lingered, the kisses that never deepened. She thought of Grant—his hands, his voice, the way he filled a room with quiet authority. The memory of his eyes on her, the heat that flared every time he was near, sent a shiver down her spine.

How could a son and a father be so different? Evan was gentle, eager to please, always careful not to push or press. Grant was all confidence and command, a man who seemed to know what he wanted and how to take it. The contrast made her ache in ways she didn’t dare admit.

Anna pressed her thighs together, her body remembering what real hunger felt like. Guilt prickled at the edges of her thoughts, but it couldn’t drown out the excitement. She wanted to be seen, to be wanted, to be handled by a man who knew his own mind.

She closed her eyes, letting the feeling wash over her. The ache inside her was growing—restless, insistent, impossible to ignore. Anna knew she was standing at the edge of something dangerous, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to step back.

She found Evan slumped on the couch, the TV flickering, popcorn bowl balanced on his chest. She gently roused him, guiding him down the hall and helping him into bed. Evan mumbled his thanks, already half-asleep, and Anna kissed his cheek before quietly slipping out.

Back in the living room, she stared at the slippers—ridiculous, childish, and so far from what she wanted. She snapped a photo: her bare legs, the slippers, the hem of her shorts just visible. She sent it to Grant with a message:

Anna:
Your son just gave me the least sexy gift of my life.
The reply came quickly:

Grant:
That so? A woman like you deserves better than that.
She smirked, typing back:

Anna:
Apparently, I’m supposed to be excited about matching slippers and microwave popcorn.
Grant:
You should be excited about being wanted. About being touched the way you need.
Anna’s breath caught. She shifted, her thighs pressing together.

Anna:
And how’s that?
Grant:
Not with slippers on. Not with anything on.
I’d start with your legs, work my way up.
Bet you’d forget all about popcorn.
She stared at the screen, stunned. The air felt charged, her heart pounding. Was he really saying this—to her, his soon-to-be daughter-in-law?

Anna:
Grant, have you been drinking tonight?
A pause. Then:

Grant:
Had a couple, yeah. Doesn’t change how I feel or what I think.
You’re too damn fine to be treated like a little girl.
Anna’s cheeks flushed, a thrill of shock and excitement running through her. She glanced at the closed bedroom door, the house silent except for the hum of the fridge, and realized she was grinning—nervous, hungry, and suddenly very awake.

She stared at Grant’s last message, her heart thudding, the shock melting into a dangerous thrill. She typed, then erased, then typed again, her fingers trembling—not with fear, but with excitement she hadn’t felt in years. Her nipples tightened beneath her tank top, the fabric suddenly too rough, the air in the kitchen feeling hotter and heavier.

Anna:
You really shouldn’t talk to me like that.
Grant:
Maybe. But you like it, don’t you?
A flush crept up Anna’s chest. She pressed her thighs together, feeling a pulse of heat between her legs, her breath coming faster. She glanced at the bedroom door, the house silent except for the hum of the fridge.

Anna:
You don’t even know what I like.
Grant:
I know what I’d do if I had the chance.
She swallowed hard, her nipples stiffening even more, the ache in her body growing.

Anna:
Tell me.
Grant:
I’d have you out of those shorts and on my lap.
Let my hands roam wherever I wanted.
Make you beg before I ever let you come.
Anna’s breath caught. She felt her body respond—her nipples straining against the thin cotton, a slickness gathering between her thighs. The risk, the secrecy, the sheer wrongness of it only made her want more.

She snapped a photo—her bare thigh, the edge of her shorts, just a hint of skin. Her hand was shaking as she sent it.

Anna:
Like this?
A pause. Then:

Grant:
Exactly like that.
Now lose the shorts.
Anna’s hands shook as she slid her shorts lower, the cool air making her skin pebble, her nipples hard and obvious beneath her tank. She snapped another photo—this time, more skin, the full curve of her ass barely covered by her panties, the outline of her breasts clear in the low light.

Anna:
You’re bad.
Grant:
You have no idea.
But I want to show you.
Anna’s whole body tingled—nipples aching, thighs slick, her breath ragged. She was grinning, breathless, and more alive than she’d felt in ages. The risk, the secrecy, the hunger—all of it was intoxicating.

Anna’s pulse hammered as she read Grant’s last message, her body alive with anticipation. She stood, slipping out of her shorts, then peeled off her tank top, her nipples already hard and flushed against the cool air. In the dim light, she admired herself in the mirror—full breasts heavy and high, her waist curving down to the tight, round swell of her ass.

She hesitated only a moment, then raised her phone and snapped the photo: her body bare, breasts on display, hips cocked in a confident, almost defiant pose. The angle caught the fullness of her chest, the tautness of her stomach, the way her ass curved as she twisted slightly at the waist. Her skin glowed, her eyes dark with want.

She sent the photo before she could second-guess herself, her heart racing as the message delivered.

This was a line crossed—no teasing, no half-measures. She was exposed now, offering herself to him, daring him to respond.

But as the screen confirmed the photo’s delivery, reality crashed in, sharp and cold. She’d just sent a nude photo—her bare breasts, her ass, every inch of her body exposed—to her soon-to-be father-in-law. Not just any man, but Grant: decades older, her fiancé’s father, the man who’d fixed her cabinet that morning. In the next room, Evan slept, trusting and oblivious, his soft snores barely muffled by the bedroom door.

Anna’s breath caught. Her hands trembled, the phone suddenly heavy in her grip. What had she done? The thrill of being wanted, of being seen, was tangled now with a rush of guilt and disbelief. She was naked in every sense—caught between shame and excitement, between the safety of her old life and the dangerous edge of something she couldn’t take back.

The house was silent, the risk humming in the air. Anna pressed her thighs together, her skin prickling with the knowledge that she’d crossed a line that couldn’t be uncrossed.

Her phone buzzed, the sound slicing through the silent house. She stared at the screen, pulse racing, her breath shallow. Grant’s name lit up with a new message.

She opened it, her heart thudding. The photo loaded slowly—Grant’s hand, large and rough, wrapped around his cock, thick and hard in his palm. The angle was deliberate, his body strong and masculine, veins standing out on his forearm, his grip possessive. There was no shame in the image—just raw want, a man unafraid to show her exactly what she’d done to him.

A single message followed:

Grant:
Look what you do to me.
The air between them felt electric, the tension now undeniable. Anna’s whole body tingled, her nipples tightening, a slick heat pooling between her thighs. She pressed her palm to her chest, feeling her heart hammer, her mind spinning with the knowledge that there was no turning back.

She was wanted—truly, hungrily wanted—and the risk only made her ache for more.

Anna’s hands shook as she set her phone on the bed, Grant’s photo still glowing on the screen. Her body was on fire—nipples tight, thighs slick, every nerve ending alive with the thrill of being seen and wanted in exactly the way she craved.

She slid her hand between her legs, her breath catching as her fingers found how wet she was. The memory of Grant’s rough hand, the size of him, the confidence in his grip—it all fed her hunger. She let her head fall back against the pillow, eyes fluttering shut as she circled her clit, her hips rocking in time with her racing pulse.

Her phone buzzed again. Another message from Grant:

Grant:
Wish I was there. I’d have you moaning my name, not hiding under the covers.
Anna bit her lip, her other hand moving to cup her breast, pinching her nipple until she gasped. The risk made everything sharper—the knowledge that her fiancé slept just down the hall, that she was doing this for a man twice her age, her soon-to-be father-in-law.

She snapped a quick video, her fingers moving faster, her moans barely stifled. She sent it to Grant without hesitation, her body trembling with release and anticipation.

Anna:
This is what you do to me.
His reply came almost instantly:

Grant:
Good girl. Don’t stop. I want to see you come for me.
Anna’s breath came in shallow bursts as she lay back on the bed, staring at Grant’s text. She slid her hand between her legs, her body already trembling with need, the thrill of secrecy making her heart pound. Her nipples ached, her skin prickling as she let her fingers circle her clit, hips rocking in time with her racing pulse.

She switched her phone to video again. The screen showed her flushed face, her parted lips, the way her chest heaved with every breath. She angled the camera down, capturing the movement of her hand between her thighs, the slick heat glistening in the low light.

Grant’s last message echoed in her mind. He wanted to see her come for him.

Her moans grew louder, her body arching off the bed. She bit her lip, trying to stay quiet, but the pleasure was too much. Her hand shook as she filmed herself, her fingers moving faster, her breath hitching as she teetered on the edge.

She let herself go, her body shuddering as her orgasm crashed over her. She caught it all—her trembling thighs, the way her back arched, the desperate, breathless sound of her release. She held the camera steady as she came, wanting Grant to see everything, to know exactly what he’d done to her.

When it was over, Anna’s hand fell to her side, her body limp and spent. She stared at the video for a moment, her heart still racing, then sent it to Grant with a single line:

Anna:
This is what you do to me.
The room was silent except for the hum of the air conditioner and her own ragged breathing. Anna lay in the dark, her skin still tingling, her mind spinning with the knowledge that she’d just filmed herself coming for a man who was forbidden in every way—and that she wanted more.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

His Voice
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The rehearsal dinner glowed with the kind of warmth that only a small Southern town could conjure. Strings of lights hung from the rafters, casting golden halos over tables dressed in white linen and wildflowers. The air was thick with laughter, the clink of glasses, and the scent of barbecue drifting in from the porch. Anna moved through the crowd on Evan’s arm, her dress hugging her hips, the silk clinging to her skin in the lingering summer heat.

She smiled for the guests—neighbors, cousins, Evan’s old high school friends—accepting their congratulations and their harmless gossip. Her cheeks ached from the effort. Every time she caught a glimpse of Grant across the room, standing tall and easy among the men, her pulse fluttered. He wore a crisp button-down, sleeves rolled just enough to show the strength in his forearms, his eyes sharp beneath the brim of his glass.

Anna felt the ghost of his last message in her pocket, the memory of what she’d shown him—what she’d done, what he’d seen—making her skin prickle beneath her dress. No one here knew. No one could possibly guess.

Evan squeezed her hand, pulling her close as they found their seats at the head table. “You okay?” he whispered, his voice hopeful and gentle.

“Perfect,” she lied, her smile bright and brittle. The lights above seemed to pulse with the beat of her heart.

Around them, the dinner hummed on. Plates passed, stories told, laughter rising and falling like the summer cicadas outside. Anna’s gaze kept drifting—over Evan’s shoulder, through the haze of candlelight, to where Grant stood with a drink in hand, talking quietly with the pastor. He looked up once, and their eyes met. Heat shot through her, a silent message passing between them, secret and electric.

Someone tapped a glass with a fork, and the room fell into a hush. Evan stood, napkin in hand, and Anna’s stomach tightened. She watched him as he fumbled for his notes, his cheeks flushed, his voice trembling as he began to speak.

Evan cleared his throat, the napkin trembling in his hand. The room waited, expectant and silent, every face turned toward him. Anna folded her hands in her lap, willing her smile to hold.

He started with a joke about meeting Anna at the grocery store, but his voice caught, and the punchline fizzled. He glanced at his notes, tried again, rambling about family, about how lucky he felt, about how Anna “makes every day brighter.” His words tumbled over each other, earnest but clumsy, the pauses stretching too long, the laughter from the crowd polite but strained.

Anna’s cheeks burned, not from embarrassment but from a restless, simmering frustration. She could feel the sweat gathering at the small of her back, the silk of her dress sticking to her skin. She kept her smile fixed, nodding along, but inside she was burning—burning for something with teeth, with weight, with hunger.

Evan’s speech wound on, a jumble of gratitude and nervous affection. Anna’s gaze drifted again, searching for Grant. She found him at the edge of the room, his eyes locked on hers. He didn’t smile, didn’t look away. The memory of his hands, his words, the secret messages that lived only between them, made her thighs clench under the table.

The applause came, gentle and forgiving, as Evan finished and sat down, relief written across his face. Anna squeezed his hand, her touch soft, her eyes already searching for Grant in the crowd, her body humming with anticipation and need.

Anna’s smile stayed fixed as the applause faded and Evan reclaimed his seat, relief softening his features. She squeezed his hand, but her fingers felt numb, her skin prickling with the effort of holding herself together.

The heat inside the room pressed in, thick and relentless. Sweat gathered at the small of her back, and her dress—silk, pale, and unforgiving—clung to every curve. She shifted in her seat, feeling the fabric tug against her hips and the swell of her breasts, her nipples brushing the inside of her bra, already sensitive from the memory of what Grant had written to her just nights before.

She tried to focus on the hum of conversation, the clink of glasses, but her mind kept drifting. She remembered the way Grant’s messages had made her ache, the way his voice sounded in her head when she read his words:
Good girl. Don’t stop. I want to see you come for me.
The memory made her thighs tighten beneath the table. She recalled the sight of her own trembling hand in that video, the way her body had responded to a man who wasn’t her fiancé—a man who was decades older, who shouldn’t want her, who shouldn’t know exactly what she needed.

Evan’s hand rested on her knee, gentle and reassuring, but it felt weightless. Anna’s craving for something more—something powerful, something real—gnawed at her from the inside out. She wanted to be claimed, to be handled, to be undone by someone who wouldn’t ask permission.

She glanced across the room and found Grant watching her, his gaze steady and knowing. The secret they shared simmered between them, hotter than the air, more dangerous than anything she’d ever let herself want.

––––––––
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Grant found Anna just outside the main room, where the hallway was quiet and shadows pooled near the windows. He approached slowly, hands in his pockets, voice pitched low so only she could hear.

“You holding up all right?” he asked, his gaze searching hers.

Anna gave a small, brittle laugh. “I guess I’m getting good at pretending.”

Grant leaned in, his shoulder brushing hers. “You don’t have to pretend with me.”

She glanced up at him, her pulse racing. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

He took a step closer, his voice dropping even lower. “I see the way you look at me. The way you flinch when he touches you. You need something different, Anna. Something real.”

She swallowed, heat rising to her cheeks. “And you think you know what that is?”

Grant’s eyes darkened, a slow smile curving his lips. “I know exactly what you need.”

Before she could answer, he pressed her gently against the wall, his hands sliding down to grip her ass—firm, possessive, sending a jolt through her whole body.

“Because a woman with a body like yours likes a firm hand,” he murmured, his thumbs digging in just enough to make her gasp, her body clenching under his touch.

The secret between them flared to life—dangerous, electric, and impossible to ignore.

Her breath hitched as his hands tightened on her hips, thumbs digging into the curve of her ass. The wall was cool against her back, but his body radiated heat, trapping her in the narrow hallway. She tried to steady herself, to remember where she was, who he was.

“This is wrong,” she whispered, voice trembling. “You’re his father. I’m marrying your son. We can’t—”

He cut her off, his voice a low growl in her ear. “Don’t hide behind that. Not with me.” One hand slid higher, gripping her waist, the other palming her ass, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp. “Tell me what you need. Right now.”

She shook her head, her words catching. “You know what this could—”

“Say it.” He pressed closer, letting her feel the hard ridge of his cock through his slacks, his hips grinding against her. “What do you need? Gentleness?” His hand slid down her thigh, pushing her dress up, fingers brushing the damp lace of her panties. “Or a man who takes what he wants?”

Her nails dug into his shoulders, her body arching into his touch. The risk of being caught—Evan just steps away, guests laughing in the next room—only ignited her more.

He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. “You sent me that video because you’re starving for this. Because he doesn’t know how to handle a woman like you.” His hand slipped under her panties, fingers finding her wet and clenching. “Now tell me. What. Do. You. Need?”

She broke, the confession torn from her lips. “You. I need you.”

His mouth crashed onto hers, swallowing her moan as his fingers worked her ruthlessly, claiming her in the shadows while the wedding rehearsal carried on, oblivious.

His mouth devoured hers, rough and hungry, swallowing the gasp that escaped as his fingers slid beneath the lace and found her slick and aching. The world narrowed to the heat of his palm, the press of his body, the dangerous thrill of being pinned in the shadows with voices and laughter just beyond the wall. Her hips rocked against his hand, desperate for more, for the release that hovered just out of reach.

He broke the kiss only to murmur against her ear, “You’re so close, aren’t you? All it takes is a real man’s hand.” His thumb circled her clit, slow and relentless, his other hand gripping her ass, holding her open for him. She bit her lip, stifling a moan, her body trembling, every muscle taut with the effort not to cry out.

She was right there—on the edge, her breath coming in ragged bursts, her thighs shaking as pleasure coiled tight in her belly. His teeth grazed her jaw, his voice a dark promise. “You want to come for me, don’t you? Right here, where anyone could see if they cared to look.”

A burst of laughter echoed closer, footsteps approaching down the hall. He froze, his hand still pressed between her legs, both of them holding their breath. The voices grew louder, then faded as the guests turned toward the dining room instead. He withdrew his hand, slow and deliberate, letting her feel the loss, the emptiness where his touch had been.

He took a step back, straightening his shirt, his eyes never leaving hers. She smoothed her dress with shaking hands, heart pounding, her body still thrumming with need.

They rejoined the crowd, faces composed, smiles practiced and polite. No one would guess what had just happened in the shadows, how close she’d come to unraveling completely. Anna’s skin still tingled, her pulse racing with exhilaration and dread. She felt trapped between two worlds—the safe, gentle life she was supposed to want, and the wild, forbidden hunger she could no longer deny.

Across the room, Grant’s eyes found hers. The secret between them was alive and growing, pressing at the edges of her carefully constructed life, threatening to burst free. Anna forced her smile, but inside, she knew: this was only the beginning.
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Almost Caught
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The house was quiet except for the flicker of the television in the living room, where Evan lounged on the couch, half-watching some late-night comedy, the remote resting on his stomach. Grant was spending the night in their guest room—no one wanted him driving home so late after the rehearsal dinner, and he’d insisted it would be easier to help with last-minute wedding details in the morning if he stayed over.

Anna wandered the hallway barefoot, the cool wood floor sending a shiver up her spine. Her slip dress clung to her body, the thin fabric brushing her thighs, her nipples visible through the silk in the dim light.

She paused at the guest room door, heart pounding. The memory of Grant’s hands on her at the rehearsal dinner still burned on her skin, the echo of his voice—low, commanding, impossible to ignore—haunting her every thought. She pressed her palm to the door, feeling the solid weight of it, the silence on the other side.

From the living room, Evan laughed at something on the TV, oblivious to the storm brewing just down the hall. Anna glanced back, saw the blue glow on his face, and knew he wouldn’t notice if she slipped away for just a moment.

She took a shaky breath and knocked softly, not waiting for an answer before she turned the handle and stepped inside. The guest room was dark, the only light a faint spill from the hallway. Grant stood by the window, his broad shoulders outlined against the glass, arms crossed as if he’d been waiting for her.

Anna closed the door behind her, the click loud in the hush. The air felt thick, charged, every nerve ending awake as she faced him in her slip, her heart hammering in her chest.

Anna lingered just inside the doorway, the hush between them thick as velvet. Grant didn’t move from his place by the window, arms folded, his gaze steady and unreadable in the half-light.

She cleared her throat, forcing her voice into a brittle, almost formal tone. “We need to discuss what happened. Our behavior—it’s unacceptable.”

Grant’s eyes flicked over her, lingering on the slip dress, the bare sweep of her shoulders, the way the silk clung to her breasts. He let the silence stretch, a faint, knowing smile tugging at the corner of his mouth.

“Is that what you came here for?” His voice was low, rough, cutting through her resolve. “To talk about unacceptable behavior, dressed like that?”

Anna’s cheeks flushed, her arms instinctively crossing over her chest, but she didn’t retreat. “I couldn’t sleep. I thought—” She faltered, the excuse sounding thin even to her own ears.

He stepped away from the window, closing the distance between them with slow, deliberate steps. “You thought what? That you’d come in here, looking like that, and we’d just talk?”

The air was heavy with everything unsaid—the memory of his hands on her, the messages, the hunger that had been growing between them for weeks. Anna’s breath hitched, her body betraying her with every heartbeat.

He stopped just a breath away from her, the air between them charged and close. His gaze was unwavering, voice pitched low but sharp. “You didn’t come here for a lecture.”

Anna’s hands balled at her sides, her chest rising and falling beneath the thin slip. “You’re my fiancé’s father. This is insane.” Her voice trembled, but the words came out fierce, desperate.

Grant’s jaw tightened, his fists clenching as he fought to keep his own voice steady. “Then why are you here, dressed like that?”

She shook her head, heat flooding her cheeks. “Don’t put this on me. You know exactly what you’re doing.”

He stepped even closer, so close she could feel the heat of his body, the brush of his breath. “I know what I want. But I want to hear you say it.”

Their voices rose and fell, urgent whispers now, the argument drawing them together until their bodies nearly touched. Anna’s nipples strained against the silk, her skin prickling with anticipation and fear. Grant’s eyes dropped to her chest, then back to her face, his restraint fraying at the edges.

“You want me to say it?” she whispered, her voice cracking as the last of her resistance slipped away.

He nodded, his jaw set, his fists unclenching only to reach for her waist, his touch rough and possessive. “I want you to be honest. For once.”

The space between them vanished, the argument dissolving into something raw and inevitable, every breath and heartbeat tangled up with longing and regret.

The tension between them snapped like a live wire. Before Anna could respond, Grant’s hands were on her—one gripping her waist, pulling her back against the cool wood of the door, the other braced firmly beside her head. The suddenness of it stole her breath.

His body pressed against hers, solid and warm, the heat radiating through the thin fabric of her slip. The silk rode up her thighs, exposing more skin to the cool air, making her shiver despite the heat between them.

Grant’s breath was hot against her ear, rough and urgent. The contrast—the chill of the door behind her and the fire of his presence in front—sent a jolt through her entire body. Her heart hammered, every nerve alive, every inch of her aching to respond.

She was pinned, caught, and for a moment, the world outside the door ceased to exist.

Their mouths crashed together, hungry and desperate, all the restraint between them burning away in an instant. Grant’s hands slid up, rough palms cupping her breasts, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp against his mouth. His thumbs flicked over her nipples through the thin silk, sending sharp jolts of pleasure through her chest.

Anna arched into him, her body pressed tight to his, her hands clutching at his shoulders as if she might fall without him. The kiss was brutal—teeth clashing, lips parted, breath stolen. She tasted him, the heat of his mouth, the salt of his skin, the hunger that matched her own.

Her mind reeled. This was what she’d been craving, what she’d tried to deny: the rawness, the force, the feeling of being wanted without apology. Every touch, every squeeze, every bruising kiss told her she wasn’t dreaming—she was finally being taken, finally being seen for everything she was.

Grant finally tore his mouth from hers, breathing hard, his forehead pressed to hers. Anna’s lips were swollen, her chest heaving beneath the slip, nipples still tingling from his rough touch. The air between them was thick, every breath charged with the taste of each other, the memory of hands and mouths and the dangerous relief of finally giving in.

She barely recognized her own voice, low and trembling as she whispered, “That’s what I want from a man.”

He didn’t move, his body still pinning her to the door, his hands lingering on her waist. The moment hung suspended—raw, electric, and impossibly intimate—neither of them willing to let go, both of them knowing everything had just changed.

Grant’s hands were on her again the instant the words left her lips, his mouth finding hers in a kiss that was all hunger and heat. Anna pressed back against the door, her fingers tangling in his hair, tugging him closer, desperate for more. The silk of her slip bunched at her hips as his hands roamed up and down her body, squeezing her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until she gasped into his mouth.

She grabbed at his shirt, yanking it free of his waistband, her hands greedy on his skin. He groaned, breaking the kiss only long enough to trail his lips down her neck, biting at her collarbone, his breath hot and ragged. Anna’s hands slid lower, over his stomach, feeling the hard muscle beneath his shirt. Her fingers found his belt, fumbling with the buckle, her need making her clumsy.

He pressed his thigh between her legs, grinding against her, and she arched, moaning softly into his ear. Their bodies moved in frantic rhythm, forgetting the world outside the door, forgetting the house, the wedding, the man on the couch just down the hall. All that mattered was the press of skin, the rush of breath, the wild, reckless need to get closer.

Anna’s hand finally closed around his cock, her fingers wrapping around the thick, hot length for the first time. Grant shuddered, his hips jerking into her grip, a guttural sound tearing from his throat. She stroked him through his boxers, marveling at the weight and heat of him, the way he filled her palm. He tore at her slip, pulling it down to bare her breasts, his mouth latching onto one nipple, sucking hard until she cried out.

They were lost, tearing at each other’s clothes, desperate to get to the fuck they both craved. Grant’s pants were open, Anna’s slip halfway off, her panties shoved aside. His fingers slid between her legs, finding her wet and ready, his thumb circling her clit as she gasped and writhed against him. She stroked his cock, feeling it pulse in her hand, the tip slick with need.

He pressed her harder to the door, lining himself up, the head of his cock nudging at her entrance. Anna’s breath came in ragged bursts, her body arching, her nails digging into his shoulders. The world narrowed to the heat between them, the promise of what was about to happen, the wild, reckless thrill of finally giving in.

Then, suddenly, a voice echoed down the hallway, shattering the spell.

“Dad? You still awake?” Evan’s footsteps approached, his tone casual, oblivious.

They froze, every muscle tensed, hearts pounding in unison. Grant’s hand slid from between her legs, Anna’s grip loosening on his cock. She scrambled to pull her slip up, smoothing her hair, her cheeks flushed and lips swollen. Grant tucked himself away, buttoning his pants with shaking hands, his face a mask of composure but his eyes burning with frustration and want.

Anna forced herself to breathe, to stand upright, to look like nothing had happened. She reached for the door handle, glancing once at Grant—seeing the hunger still blazing in his eyes—then pulled it open just as Evan’s shadow fell across the threshold.

“Thank you for your advice, Grant. I really appreciate your perspective,” she said loudly, her voice steady, her smile practiced.

Evan blinked, glancing between them, none the wiser. Anna slipped past him into the hallway, her heart still racing, her body still aching for everything that had almost happened—and for everything she knew she’d risk again.

Anna slipped past Evan, her pulse thundering in her ears, every inch of her body still tingling with the memory of Grant’s hands and mouth. The taste of him lingered on her lips, the heat of his touch imprinted on her skin beneath the thin slip. She managed a smile for Evan—too bright, too practiced—then disappeared down the hallway, her legs shaky beneath her.

Inside, her thoughts spun wild and breathless. She felt triumphant, her body alive in a way it hadn’t been in years, her mind replaying every frantic touch, every desperate kiss. At the same time, terror coiled in her chest—at what she’d risked, at how close they’d come to being caught, at the secret now pulsing between the three of them inside these walls.

She pressed her palm to her lips, as if she could hold the taste of Grant there a moment longer. The house felt smaller now, the air heavier, the walls closing in around her secret. Anna knew this was only the beginning. The hunger she’d unleashed wouldn’t be satisfied with stolen moments and half-finished encounters. Their secret was growing—harder to hide, harder to resist, and dangerously close to consuming everything in its path.
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The Night Before
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Anna watched the clock tick past midnight, the house wrapped in a hush that felt both sacred and dangerous. The wedding was less than a day away, but instead of nerves, she felt only a restless, electric energy humming beneath her skin. She poured another generous splash of whiskey into Evan’s glass, swirling the amber liquid as she handed it over with a practiced smile.

“Come on,” she coaxed, settling beside him on the couch. “If there’s ever a night to celebrate, it’s this one.”

Evan grinned, cheeks already flushed, his laughter loose and unguarded. He raised his glass in a sloppy toast, sloshing a little onto his shirt. Anna laughed with him, her voice too bright, her eyes flicking to the hallway where the guest room door stood closed and silent.

She kept his glass full, topping it off before he could protest, laughing at his stories, letting her hand linger on his knee a little longer than usual. All the while, her mind raced ahead—past the wedding, past Evan’s gentle hands, to the memory of Grant’s rough grip, the way his mouth had claimed hers in the dark, the things he’d made her feel.

Evan’s words blurred, his eyelids drooping. Anna nodded along, heart pounding, her own glass untouched on the coffee table. She watched him fade, his head lolling back against the cushions, his breathing growing heavy and uneven.

She smoothed his hair, her touch gentle, almost apologetic. “You should go to bed,” she whispered, but he was already half-asleep, mumbling something soft and incoherent.

Anna stood, collecting the empty glasses, her movements careful and quiet. She glanced once more at the guest room door, her body already aching with anticipation, the taste of risk sharp and sweet on her tongue. Tonight, she wasn’t waiting for anything—not for permission, not for forgiveness, not for the safety of the life she was supposed to want.

Anna slipped her arm under Evan’s and gently coaxed him off the couch, guiding his unsteady steps down the hallway. He leaned heavily on her, his weight awkward, his words slurred with exhaustion and drink. She helped him sit on the edge of the bed, tugging off his shoes and unbuttoning his shirt, her movements practiced and tender. He smiled up at her, eyes glassy, mumbling, “Best thing that ever happened to me,” before collapsing back onto the pillows.

She pulled the covers over him, smoothing the sheet across his chest, her fingers lingering for a moment on his cheek. His breathing deepened almost instantly, heavy and uneven, the kind of sleep that would not be broken until morning.

Standing in the dim light, Anna watched him for a long moment, a knot of guilt tightening in her chest. She knew what she was about to do—what she’d been craving all night. Still, anticipation thrummed through her veins, stronger than her shame. The house was silent except for Evan’s slow, oblivious breaths. Anna’s heart pounded as she slipped from the room, the door closing softly behind her, leaving her alone with her hunger and the secret she was about to chase.

Anna crept down the hallway, every step sending a jolt of adrenaline through her veins. The house was thick with midnight quiet, the only sound the distant, muffled drone of the TV left on in the living room and the slow, heavy breathing coming from behind the door to her bedroom—her and Evan’s bedroom, now a barrier between her old life and what she was about to do.

She paused outside the guest room, her pulse pounding in her throat. The air here felt different, charged, as if the walls themselves were holding their breath. Her nightgown clung to her skin, the hem brushing her thighs, her nipples hard and aching beneath the thin cotton. She pressed her palm to the door, feeling the cool wood, her whole body trembling with anticipation and dread.

What if he’s asleep? What if I can’t go through with this? What if he say no?

But the hunger inside her was stronger than any fear. She needed to feel his hands on her, his mouth, his heat—needed to lose herself in him, if only for a few stolen hours.

Anna slipped into the guest room, closing the door behind her with a soft click. She pressed her back to the wood, breath shallow, heart pounding so hard she thought it might give her away. The room was dark, but she could make out Grant’s silhouette sitting on the edge of the bed, broad shoulders tense, head turned toward her. He didn’t move, just watched her—waiting.

She stayed where she was, spine pressed to the door, the cool wood grounding her as heat pooled low in her belly. The thin cotton of her nightgown clung to her, nipples hard and visible in the faint light, her thighs pressed together in a vain attempt to quell the ache building between them. The silence was thick, electric, broken only by the sound of her quick, shallow breaths.

Grant’s voice came out low, rough. “You shouldn’t be here.”

Anna’s lips parted, her voice barely more than a whisper. “I know.”

He let his gaze travel over her, slow and hungry, taking in the way she trembled, the flush on her skin, the way her hands fisted at her sides. “You look scared,” he said, his tone both gentle and taunting.

She swallowed, her back pressed harder to the door, as if she might bolt—or as if she needed something solid to keep her upright. “I am,” she admitted, her voice shaking. “But I can’t stop thinking about you. About what you did to me.”

He stood, the mattress creaking under his weight, and crossed the room in two strides. His hands found her waist, rough and sure, and in one swift motion he pulled the nightgown up and over her head, baring her to the cool air and his hungry gaze. Anna gasped, her arms instinctively crossing over her chest, but he caught her wrists, pinning them above her head against the door.

“Don’t hide from me,” he murmured, his mouth at her ear, breath hot and ragged. “Not tonight.”

His hands roamed her body, palms callused and greedy, cupping her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until she arched into his touch. The forbidden thrill of it all—the risk, the secrecy, the sheer wrongness—made her dizzy. Her skin prickled with anticipation, every nerve ending alive.

He pressed her harder to the wall, one hand sliding down her stomach, fingers slipping between her thighs. Anna’s breath hitched, her legs trembling as he found her slick and ready. He teased her, slow at first, then faster, his mouth never leaving her ear.

“You want this?” he growled, his voice a dark promise.

She nodded, unable to speak, her body already straining toward release. His fingers worked her relentlessly, the heel of his palm grinding against her clit, his other hand still pinning her wrists above her head. Anna’s moans were muffled against his shoulder as he bent to kiss her neck, biting and sucking until she writhed beneath him.

Her mind spun, lost in sensation—the cool wood at her back, the heat of his body, the roughness of his hands, the taste of his skin. She was nothing but need, every thought burned away by the pleasure building inside her.

He pressed his mouth to her ear, voice low and commanding. “Come for me. Right here. Let me feel you.”

Anna shattered, her body shaking, legs giving out as the orgasm crashed over her. She clung to him, her moans muffled against his shoulder, her body trembling with the force of it. He held her up, his grip unyielding, his breath hot against her skin.

Anna’s breath was still ragged, her body pressed to the door, when Grant’s hands slid down her arms and released her wrists. She let them fall to his chest, feeling the thud of his heart beneath her palms. He looked down at her, eyes dark and hungry, and she felt the heat between them flare all over again.

Without a word, Anna dropped to her knees, the cool floor grounding her as she looked up at him. Her hands found his waistband, fingers trembling with anticipation as she unfastened his pants and freed his cock—thick, hot, already slick with need. She wrapped her hand around him, marveling at the weight and heat, the way he pulsed in her grip.

She leaned in, her lips parting, tongue flicking out to taste the salty bead at the tip. The flavor was sharp, earthy, and it sent a jolt of hunger through her. She took him into her mouth, slow at first, savoring the stretch of her lips around him, the way he filled her. Grant’s hand slid into her hair, fingers tightening, guiding her as she began to move—slow, deep, hungry.

Anna’s tongue traced the underside of his cock, swirling around the head, her lips sealing tight as she sucked him deeper. She could feel him throb against her tongue, his hips beginning to thrust, slow at first, then harder, more desperate. His other hand found her shoulder, steadying himself as he lost control.

The heat of him, the taste, the way he filled her mouth—it was overwhelming, intoxicating. Anna moaned around him, the vibration making him groan, his grip in her hair tightening. She let him use her, let him set the pace, her own arousal building with every thrust, every gasp, every filthy sound echoing in the dark room.

She pulled back, letting her tongue flick over the head, then took him deep again, her throat relaxing, her lips stretched wide. Grant’s breath came in harsh bursts, his hips jerking, his voice a low, desperate growl. “Fuck, Anna—just like that. Don’t stop.”

She didn’t. She wanted to taste him, to feel him lose control, to know she could undo him as completely as he’d undone her. She sucked him harder, her hand stroking the base, her mouth working him with a hunger that bordered on feral.

He was close—she could feel it in the way his thighs tensed, the way his cock pulsed against her tongue, the way his hands gripped her hair so tight it almost hurt. She looked up at him, eyes wide, lips stretched around him, and that was all it took.

Grant groaned, his whole body shuddering as he came, hot and thick, spilling over her tongue and lips, then down onto her chest. Anna gasped, the heat and mess of it shocking and thrilling, her skin slick with his release. She let him slip from her mouth, licking her lips, tasting him, her breath coming fast and wild.

She looked up at him, chest heaving, cum glistening on her breasts, her body still humming with need and triumph. The room was silent except for their breathing, the air thick with the scent of sex and the knowledge that nothing between them would ever be innocent again.

Grant leaned back against the wall, chest heaving, his hand still tangled in Anna’s hair. He looked down at her—cum glistening on her breasts, lips swollen from his cock—and for a moment, his expression flickered with something almost like regret. He drew a shaky breath, voice rough and low.

“My son should be able to marry a woman who hasn’t been fucked by another man the day before,” he muttered, the words thick with possession and something darker. The sentence lingered in the air, heavy and raw, but neither of them moved to break the spell. It wasn’t enough to stop them. It was just another line crossed, another secret sealed between their bodies.

Anna rose on unsteady legs, grabbing a tissue from the nightstand to wipe herself clean. Her heart thundered in her chest, her limbs trembling with exhaustion and aftershocks. She caught her reflection in the dark window—hair wild, lips bruised, skin flushed with sex and shame.

Inside, her thoughts tumbled in a wild, breathless rush. She felt the weight of what she’d done—how easy it had been, how much she’d wanted it, how completely she’d surrendered to him. Grant was right: no woman should fuck her fiancé’s father the night before her wedding. The thought twisted inside her, sharp and perverse, making her shudder with both guilt and a filthy, secret thrill. What they’d done was intoxicating, dangerous, wrong in every way that mattered. Maybe this should be the end, she thought, maybe they should let it stop here, before the secret grew too big to hide, before it destroyed everything.

But the memory of his hands, the taste of him on her lips, the way he’d claimed her—she couldn’t deny the thrill, the way it made her feel alive and wanted in a way she’d never known. The danger was suffocating, the guilt real—but the hunger was still stronger than her fear. She dressed quickly, every movement shaky, and slipped back into the hallway, the echo of Grant’s words burning in her mind, knowing this was only the beginning, even if it should have been the end.
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Anna awoke to a pale, golden hush, the kind of morning that felt too gentle for the storm inside her. Her wedding dress hung in the corner, a silent sentinel, while the sheets still held the ghost of restless dreams—Grant’s hands, his mouth, the way he’d pressed her to the wall and made her forget everything but him.

She lay there for a moment, letting the memories ripple through her. Her skin tingled, the ache of last night’s pleasure and guilt still sharp. From the kitchen, she heard Evan’s voice—soft, cheerful, making coffee and checking his phone for last-minute details. He moved through the house with the easy confidence of a man who believed in happy endings. Anna felt a pang of something—regret, maybe, or just the weight of secrets.

Evan poked his head into the bedroom, already dressed in his suit pants and a crisp white shirt, tie hanging loose around his neck. “Tradition says I’m not supposed to see you before the ceremony,” he grinned. “So I’m heading out. I’ll see you at the altar, okay? Grant’s on chauffeur duty. You’ll be in good hands.” He winked, kissed her forehead, and disappeared out the door, leaving her alone with the silence.

Anna moved through the rituals of the morning in a daze. She showered, letting hot water run over her body, hands lingering on the marks Grant had left—faint bruises on her hips, the memory of his mouth on her breasts. Each touch sent a shiver through her, a reminder that she was changed, marked in ways no one else could see.

She slipped into a silk robe, the fabric whispering over sensitized skin, and sat at her vanity, brushing her hair, trying to calm her nerves. Her phone buzzed—a message from Grant:
“I’m outside. No rush.”
She looked at herself in the mirror, searching for the girl she’d been yesterday, the one who would have blushed at the thought of what she’d done. Instead, she found a woman with flushed cheeks, eyes bright with something dangerously close to anticipation.

Outside, the world was impossibly bright. Grant leaned against the car, sunglasses hiding his eyes, suit jacket slung over his shoulder. He straightened as she approached, opening the door for her with a little flourish. His hand lingered at her waist as she slid into the passenger seat, the touch innocent to any onlooker, but electric to her.

They pulled away from the house, the quiet between them thick and charged. Anna watched the familiar streets slip by, her hands fidgeting in her lap. Finally, she broke the silence, her tone light, almost teasing. “So, is this part of the service? Or are you just trying to steal the bride before the ceremony?”

Grant smirked, glancing over at her. “Depends. You planning to run?”

She laughed, the sound a little breathless. “Maybe. If you give me a good enough reason.”

He let that hang for a moment, the tension between them sparking. “I can think of a few,” he said, voice low, “but I’m trying to be good today. For Evan’s sake.”

Anna bit her lip, glancing out the window. “Last night didn’t feel very good.”

He shot her a sideways look, a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “No. It felt... dangerous. And pretty damn amazing.”

She let her head fall back against the seat, closing her eyes for a moment. “We probably shouldn’t talk about it.”

“But you want to,” he said, not a question.

She opened her eyes, meeting his gaze. “Do you?”

Grant’s fingers drummed on the steering wheel. “If I start, I won’t want to stop. And we both know where that leads.”

Anna’s pulse fluttered. “You think you could behave in a church?”

He grinned, wicked and warm. “I’ll try. But you make it hard, Anna.”

She laughed, the sound softer now, the tension between them a living thing. But as the church drew closer, the weight of the day pressed in. She glanced at him, her voice softer, more serious. “We can’t keep doing this. Last night... that has to be the end of it.”

Grant’s jaw tightened, his hands flexing on the steering wheel. “I know. You shouldn’t be here with me like that. Not with Evan.”

She nodded, looking down at her hands. “He’s your son. I’m supposed to be marrying him. I can’t—” Her voice caught. “I can’t cheat on him with his own father. No matter how much I want to.”

He let out a slow breath, glancing at her, regret and longing tangled in his eyes. “Last night was... incredible. But we have to honor Evan. He deserves that. You deserve that, too.”

Anna’s chest ached with the truth of it, but she forced a smile, trying to lighten the mood as the church steeple came into view. “So, we agree. No more secrets. No more chances.”

Grant’s lips curled into a bittersweet smile. “We agree. Today, you’re his.”

For a moment, the ache between them was almost unbearable—desire and guilt, hope and resignation, all tangled together. Anna squeezed her eyes shut, letting the church bells ring out above them, wondering if she could really let go of what they’d started, or if the secret would keep burning quietly, dangerously, between them.

The church was already alive with quiet commotion—guests in pressed linen and Sunday best, voices hushed beneath the vaulted ceiling, the air heavy with the mingled scent of lilies and roses. Sunlight slanted through stained glass, painting the pews in fractured color. Anna stepped out of the car, her heart thudding, the silk of her dress whispering against her skin.

Grant was there, steady and solid, offering his hand. Their fingers met, lingered—just a second too long, a silent current passing between them. Anna’s breath caught, the world narrowing to the heat of his palm, the memory of last night flickering behind her eyes.

She glanced at the church doors, at the crowd gathering inside, at the expectant faces turned toward the altar. The weight of tradition pressed down—white dress, whispered prayers, a future mapped out in other people’s hopes. But beneath it all, a secret pulse: the ache of wanting, the thrill of being seen. Grant’s hand slipped away, but the warmth remained, burning through the hush as Anna stepped toward the side.

The prep room was spartan—bare walls, a single wooden chair, a narrow table with nothing but a glass of water and a folded handkerchief. The only mirror was small and slightly clouded, propped against the wall. Light from a high window fell in a pale stripe across the floor, catching on the edge of Anna’s robe as she let it slip to the ground.

She stood in her wedding lingerie, the lace stark against her skin in the chilly, undecorated space. Grant hovered by the door, his hands shoved deep in his pockets, shoulders tense. The silence between them was thick, broken only by the distant sound of organ music and the faint murmur of voices from the sanctuary.

Anna caught his gaze in the mirror, her lips curving in a sly, quiet smile. “You look like you’re having second thoughts,” she whispered, her voice barely carrying in the empty room. “Regretting our deal already?”

Grant’s jaw tightened, his eyes darkening as he shook his head. “You’re the one who made the rules,” he said, his voice rough, the restraint in him starting to fray.

She turned, letting the cold air brush her bare shoulders. “I didn’t think it would be this hard,” she admitted, her tone teasing but her pulse racing. The risk of being caught felt sharper here, with nothing to hide behind, no distractions—just the two of them and the echo of their promise from the car.

Grant took a step closer, his hand flexing at his side. “If someone comes in—”

Anna cut him off with a wicked grin. “Then you’ll have to help me explain why the bride’s already blushing.” The tension crackled, electric and dangerous, every second stretching thin. She reached for the plain dress hanging on a hook, her fingers brushing the fabric, but her eyes never left his in the mirror.

He hesitated, every muscle taut, the line between caution and desire blurring with each breath. Anna’s smile widened, daring him to cross it, the memory of their deal sparking between them—two conspirators in a bare, silent room, the world just a thin wall away.

Of course. Here is the revised scene with the requested focus integrated to enhance the intensity.

Grant snapped. One second he stood rooted to the door, jaw clenched, fists tight at his sides—the next, he crossed the room in two strides, grabbed Anna by the hips, and spun her so fast her back hit the table with a soft thud.

The plain white robe pooled at her feet. His hand slid up her side, hot and rough, closing over her breast with possessive force. She gasped as his thumb scraped over the peak, the sensation shooting straight to her core. Her panties were silk and delicate—he didn’t bother to peel them down. He tore them, the sound a sharp, obscene rip that cut through the muffled hymn swelling through the wall.

Anna’s breath hitched, the shock melting into a breathless moan as his hands forced her forward, her belly pressed to the table’s edge, her palms braced on the cool wood.

“Grant—” she started, but the name died on her tongue when his hand clamped over her mouth, hard enough to remind her who she was dealing with. Who she’d let inside her last night—who she’d begged to keep going when they both knew they shouldn’t.

His voice was a low snarl at her ear, each word scalding the soft skin of her neck. “So fucking smug this morning. You think you’re walking down that aisle untouched? You think you’re gonna smile sweet at Evan while you’re still wet from me?”

His fingers slid between her thighs—slick already, obscene how ready she was. His touch was rough, cruel. He found the focal point of her need, rubbing circles that made her whimper into his palm. She tried to move, to twist away, but her hips rocked back into him instead, chasing the friction she shouldn’t want this badly.

“Look at you.” Grant pressed closer, his belt buckle cold against her bare skin as he shoved his pants open. She could feel the blunt heat of him, thick and hard, dragging along the seam of her. “A bride all dressed in white and you’re soaked for your future father-in-law. Jesus, Anna—”

He pushed inside her in one brutal thrust that drove a muffled cry from her throat. She clawed at the table, the wood biting her palms, the stretch of him splitting her open so fast she thought she might break.

He didn’t give her a moment to adjust. His hand stayed locked over her mouth, stealing her breath, forcing each moan to echo only inside her skull. He moved hard, punishing, his hips slamming into her with sharp, rhythmic snaps. His free hand snaked around her ribs, capturing her breast again, squeezing in time with each thrust.

The organist’s music rose, a holy swell that bled through the walls like a blessing twisted into something filthy. Anna’s mind spun—the polished pews, the flowers, Evan’s soft smile—all of it crushed under the weight of Grant’s body pounding her into the table, his hand owning her, marking her.

She smelled lilies, old wood polish, the clean linen of Grant’s shirt—all tangled with the hot, salty reek of sweat and sex. The air felt too tight in her lungs, her body too hot, pleasure and guilt scraping together until she didn’t know which burned more.

“You feel that?” Grant’s voice was raw now, ragged with effort and dark triumph. He shoved deeper, his thumb tormenting her nipple until she thought she’d scream. “This is mine right now. Mine. Not his. You’re gonna stand up there dripping with me all over that fancy lace. You want that, don’t you?”

Anna shook her head, desperate for sense, but her body betrayed her. Her hips jerked back, the angle obscene, greedy. Her muffled moan vibrated against his hand, her eyes squeezed shut as heat bloomed behind her eyelids.

He ripped his hand away from her mouth, fisting it in her hair instead, yanking her head up. “Say it, Anna. Tell me who’s fucking you. Tell me who you belong to right now.”

Her voice came out cracked, raw. “You—” She couldn’t help it—the word fell out like a confession. “You, Grant—oh God—”

“That’s right.” He thrust harder, rough enough her knees nearly buckled. His other hand grabbed her hip, fingers digging bruises she’d feel tomorrow when she’d be in another man’s arms, pretending she hadn’t begged for this.

The table rocked under them, a dull thud that mingled with the quiet cadence of the organ. Somewhere outside, footsteps passed—guests murmured, oblivious to the ruin just beyond the door. The terror of being caught only sharpened the edge, made her clench around him, made her breath break into high, pleading gasps.

“Touch yourself,” Grant ordered, voice thick, as he drove in so deep it blurred the edges of her vision. “Show me how bad you want to come. Ruin those pretty wedding hands.”

Anna’s arm trembled as she slipped it down, fingers finding her swollen flesh. She rubbed, circling desperately as each thrust pushed her closer to the edge she shouldn’t chase. Her moans got sharper, caught between shame and need so intense it made her eyes sting.

“God, look at you,” Grant groaned, the rhythm breaking for a heartbeat as he watched her. “Bet he’s never seen you like this—bent over, begging. My good little bride.”

The filthy praise slammed into her gut. Her last fragile scrap of resolve shattered.

“Please—Grant—I’m—” Her words dissolved into a whimper, heat coiling tight and vicious at her core.

“Come for me, Anna. Be good for me. Give it to me, right now.”

The release ripped through her so sharp she nearly bit her tongue to keep from screaming. Her thighs clenched, her fingers slipping as she cried out, hips jerking back against his thrusts. The orgasm rolled through her in shuddering waves, the pleasure filthy and bright and shot through with guilt she’d taste for the rest of her life.

Grant cursed, low and guttural, his hips driving in rough, frantic pumps. She felt him pulse deep, the hot flood of him spilling into her, thick and possessive. He stayed buried inside her as he emptied every last drop, breath harsh at her ear.

He pulled back, his breathing still ragged in the quiet room. For a beat, they were frozen in the aftermath, the air thick with what they’d done. Then, his movements became swift, almost gentle. He helped Anna stand, his hands surprisingly steady as they smoothed her hair and zipped the back of her dress. With his thumb, he wiped a stray tear—or was it sweat?—from her cheek.

He held her gaze in the mirror, his own eyes dark and possessive. His voice was low, a rough command that was also a promise. “Now we walk you down the aisle.”

Anna nodded, unable to speak. She was trembling, ruined and radiant all at once, her body still a live wire humming with the ghost of his touch. The secret between them was no longer a spark but a fire, deeper and more dangerous than ever as he opened the door to the waiting sanctuary.
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The hush outside the church doors was absolute, the world narrowed to the small, dim vestibule where Anna waited with Grant. The organ’s opening chords drifted faintly from the sanctuary, a signal that the ceremony was moments away. Anna’s hands trembled as she adjusted her veil, the silk trembling with her nerves. Grant stood beside her, his presence a wall of heat and certainty, his eyes never leaving her face.

He reached for her, not with the gentleness expected of a father-in-law, but with the same hungry boldness he’d shown in the prep room. His hand slid around her waist, pulling her close. Before she could protest, his mouth found hers—urgent, claiming, a kiss that left her breathless and trembling. His palm cupped her breast through the delicate fabric, his thumb brushing over her nipple until she gasped. The other hand gripped her ass, squeezing hard, marking her one last time.

Grant broke the kiss, his lips brushing her ear. “Remember what’s dripping down your thigh, sweetheart. Walk proud.” His voice was low, rough, a private command meant for her alone.

He stepped back, straightened her hair, and with a final, lingering look, slipped through the side door into the sanctuary. Anna was left alone at the threshold, her heart pounding, her body still humming with the memory of his touch. The doors opened, and the hush of the church pressed in, the eyes of every guest waiting for her first step.

Anna drew a shaky breath as the church doors swung open, sunlight spilling across the aisle in a golden path. Every head in the sanctuary turned toward her, faces shining with expectation and joy. She stepped forward, her heels clicking softly on the stone, the hush broken only by the swelling organ music and the rustle of silk as she moved.

With each step, Anna felt the secret heat between her thighs—a slow, unmistakable trickle that no one else could see. The sensation was both humiliating and electric, her composure a fragile mask over the chaos inside. She kept her chin high, her smile serene, every movement practiced and graceful. The bouquet trembled in her hands, but her gaze never wavered.

She passed rows of friends and family, their eyes full of love and hope. Anna’s heart hammered, her body still raw from Grant’s touch, the memory of his hands on her breast and ass burning beneath the lace and silk. She felt exposed, yet untouchable, carrying a secret no one in the pews could ever imagine.

At the end of the aisle, Evan waited—radiant, trusting, utterly unaware. Anna’s smile never faltered as she approached, the charade flawless, her secret burning just beneath her skin.

Evan met her at the altar, his eyes shining with unguarded adoration. He reached for her hand, squeezing it gently, grounding her in the moment. The congregation faded into a blur; all Anna could feel was the sticky heat on her inner thighs and the echo of Grant’s last, possessive touch.

“You look incredible,” Evan whispered, his voice trembling with emotion.

Anna’s lips curved into a perfect smile, trained and bright for the crowd. Inside, her thoughts twisted, sharp and unrelenting: I look used. She felt the ache in her breasts where Grant’s hands had lingered, the bruised heat on her hips, and the unmistakable, humiliating wetness that marked her as his.

Grant stood just behind Evan, his expression unreadable, but Anna felt his gaze like a brand. She squeezed Evan’s hand, her body trembling with secrets, her heart pounding with the knowledge that she was standing on the altar, radiant and ruined, the ultimate charade unfolding beneath the vaulted ceiling.

The priest’s voice rose, warm and solemn, echoing through the vaulted space. Anna barely heard the words—about love, fidelity, the sanctity of union. Her mind drifted, snagging on every sensation: the slow drip between her thighs, the tightness of her dress, the phantom ache of Grant’s hands on her body. Each phrase about purity and devotion landed like a taunt, a private joke only she and Grant could understand.

Evan’s hand trembled in hers, his thumb tracing soft circles on her knuckles. He looked at her with such open hope that Anna’s heart twisted, guilt and desire tangled so tightly she could hardly breathe. She forced herself to focus, to stand tall and radiant as the center of every gaze.

Then the priest turned to her, his question hanging in the perfumed air: “Anna, do you take this man—”

She met Evan’s eyes, her voice clear and unwavering. “I do.”

In that instant, a shudder ran through her—sharp, involuntary—as she felt Grant’s seed make its slow, humiliating descent down her thigh. The sensation was a secret lightning bolt, pleasure and shame mingling beneath her flawless smile. The congregation saw only a glowing bride; Anna felt every mark, every trace of what she’d done, her “yes” binding her to Evan while her body still belonged to another.

As the priest pronounced them husband and wife, Anna and Evan turned to face the congregation, hands entwined. The sanctuary erupted in soft applause and smiles, the organ swelling with triumphant chords. Anna’s cheeks glowed, her smile poised and perfect for every camera and every loving gaze.

But as she scanned the sea of faces, her eyes found Grant in the front row. He sat composed, his suit immaculate, but his gaze was fixed on her—dark, steady, and burning with the memory of everything they’d shared. For a heartbeat, the world narrowed to that look: a silent, electric current passing between them, thick with secrets.

Evan squeezed her hand, beaming with pride, oblivious to the tremor that ran through Anna’s body. Another warm pulse slid down her thigh, a hidden mark that made her feel exposed and claimed all at once. She held Grant’s gaze for a moment longer, her breath catching as she remembered how his fat cock had filled her pussy with cum under an hour earlier.

Then the applause faded, and Anna lifted her chin, radiant for the world, ruined and remade beneath her dress. The charade was complete—her husband at her side, her lover watching from the front row, and her secret running down her skin for only one man to see.
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The reception shimmered with laughter and the clink of champagne flutes, the dance floor glowing under strings of lights. Anna floated through her first dance with Evan, her new husband’s hand gentle at her waist, his words a soft blur. But her mind was a riot of sensation—her body still thrumming with the memory of Grant’s hands, his mouth, the secret ache between her legs.

After a few minutes, Grant appeared, his presence magnetic. He tapped Evan’s shoulder, the traditional cue for the father-in-law’s dance. Evan smiled, oblivious, and stepped aside.

Grant’s hand found Anna’s waist, his grip possessive, his palm burning through silk. He pulled her close, their bodies pressed tight. She could feel the hard line of his cock against her belly, impossible to ignore, hidden only by the thin barrier of her dress and his suit. The music slowed, the crowd watched, but Grant’s mouth was at her ear, his voice a low, dangerous growl.

“Did you think about me when you said your vows?” he murmured. “Did you remember how you sounded when I had you bent over, begging for more?”

Anna’s lips curved, her breath hot against his cheek. “I thought about how you filled me up, how you made me drip down my thighs while I promised myself to him.” Her hand slid down his back, nails grazing through his jacket, her voice wicked. “I love how I can feel that you are hard for me. All these people watching, and you can’t stop thinking about fucking me.”

Grant’s jaw tightened, his arousal unmistakable against her belly. “You love it,” he whispered, his hand sliding lower, fingers pressing into her back. “You love being filthy for me. I should’ve bent you over the altar, made you scream my name in front of everyone.”

Anna’s eyes sparkled with mischief and heat. “You wouldn’t dare,” she taunted, her voice a private dare. “But you want to. You want to ruin me right here, don’t you?”

He pulled her tighter, pressing his hardness more firmly against her, his breath ragged. “You have no idea how bad I want to,” he growled, his eyes dark with promise.

The dance ended too soon, his hand lingering at her waist, their gazes locked in a silent, filthy understanding. Anna stepped away, cheeks flushed, her body still humming with want as the crowd applauded—none the wiser to the secret war and raw hunger burning just beneath their smiles.

Anna drifted from table to table, champagne flute in hand, her smile bright and effortless. The reception buzzed with laughter and clinking glasses, old friends embracing, relatives offering congratulations, and Evan’s arm occasionally slipping around her waist with gentle affection. She responded to every toast and every compliment, but her mind was only half-present, her thoughts circling back to the dance floor, to Grant’s body pressed against hers, to the hard heat she’d felt through his suit.

His words still echoed in her ear, filthy and possessive, sending a pulse of heat through her every time she remembered. Even as she laughed with family, accepted hugs, and exchanged pleasantries, Anna felt the ghost of Grant’s touch—his hand at her back, his breath at her ear, the brazen pressure against her belly.

She caught herself searching for him in the crowd, her gaze flicking past Evan, past the smiling faces of friends and distant cousins. Then, across the room, she saw Grant slip quietly out the back of the venue. He paused at the door, turning just enough to catch her eye. His look lingered—steady, loaded with meaning—a silent invitation that sent a shiver down her spine.

Anna’s heart thudded in her chest. She forced another laugh at a guest’s joke, but her attention was already gone, her body humming with anticipation. She set her glass down, excused herself with a practiced smile, and slipped away from the crowd, following the path Grant had taken, the promise of what waited outside burning in her veins.

Absolutely, I’ll push the scene to the limit of what’s allowed, focusing on intense sensory detail, passionate physicality, and the raw, dangerous dynamic between Anna and Grant.

Anna slipped out the back door, the hum of the reception fading behind her, replaced by the cool hush of night and the distant thump of music through the walls. Her heart pounded as she rounded the corner, finding Grant waiting in the shadows by a stack of empty beer kegs. He looked at her like he was starving, sleeves rolled up, eyes dark and intent.

She barely had time to breathe before he pulled her into him, their mouths crashing together in a kiss that was all teeth and hunger. His hands were everywhere—gripping her waist, sliding up her sides, then cupping her breasts through the fabric of her dress. Anna moaned into his mouth, arching against him as his thumbs traced over her nipples, coaxing them to hard peaks beneath the thin silk.

“You’ve been teasing me all night,” Grant growled, breaking the kiss just long enough to tug the neckline of her dress down, freeing her breasts to the cool air. He bent his head, kissing and biting at her exposed skin, his stubble rough and his mouth hot. Anna gasped, her hands tangling in his hair as he sucked at her, leaving marks she’d have to hide later.

He pressed her back against the kegs, lifting her dress up around her waist. His hands roamed her body, rough and greedy, squeezing her breasts, rolling her nipples between his fingers, then trailing down to grip her hips. “Look at you,” he whispered, voice thick. “My filthy bride, sneaking out here to get used.”

Anna’s breath came in ragged bursts, her body aching for him. “You love it,” she whispered back, her voice trembling. “You love knowing I’m out here, tits out, waiting for you to fuck me.”

Grant’s answer was a low, hungry sound. He pressed himself against her, letting her feel how hard he was, then spun her so she was bent over the kegs. The metal was cold beneath her hands, a sharp contrast to the heat of his body. He pushed her dress higher, baring her completely, then slid his hands up her back and into her hair, pulling her head back so she could feel his breath against her ear.

“Tell me how much you want it,” he demanded, his hand sliding around to squeeze her breast, thumb teasing her nipple.

“I want it,” Anna gasped, her voice raw. “I want you to fuck me out here, where anyone could see. I want you to ruin me.”

He didn’t hesitate. With one hard thrust, he was inside her, filling her, his grip on her hips bruising. Anna cried out, the sound muffled by the night air and the distant music. Grant moved with rough, relentless rhythm, each thrust pushing her against the kegs, her breasts swaying freely, exposed to the cool night and his hungry hands.

He leaned over her, his mouth at her ear. “You feel that? You’re mine right now. Not his. Not anyone’s but mine.”

Anna could barely think, lost in sensation—the scrape of the kegs, the chill on her skin, the heat of Grant’s hands and mouth as he reached around to play with her breasts, pinching and rolling her nipples, biting at her shoulder. The risk of being caught, the wildness of being so exposed, only made it hotter.

“Say it,” Grant growled, his thrusts growing harder, his hands never leaving her body. “Tell me who you belong to.”

“I’m yours,” Anna moaned, her voice breaking. “All yours. No one else makes me feel like this.”

He fucked her harder, his hand tangled in her hair, the other squeezing her breast, his breath harsh and desperate. Anna felt herself unraveling, the pleasure sharp and overwhelming, her body shuddering as she came, her cries swallowed by the night.

Grant followed, his grip tightening as he finished, his body pressed hard to hers. For a moment, they stayed tangled together, breathless and spent, the cool air prickling her exposed skin.

He straightened, smoothing her dress back up, his hand lingering on her ass before giving it a sharp slap. “Congratulations on the marriage,” he whispered, his voice dark with satisfaction.

Anna fixed her dress, her skin tingling where he’d touched her, her breasts still sensitive, her heart racing. She glanced back at Grant, his eyes filled with wicked promise, before slipping quietly back inside, her secret deeper, her body still humming with the memory of his hands and mouth and the dangerous thrill of being so completely, shamelessly his.

Anna half-carried, half-guided Evan down the hotel hallway, his weight sagging against her as he muttered drunken congratulations to no one in particular. The suite was hushed and golden, city lights flickering beyond the rain-streaked windows. Evan stumbled inside, swaying, and Anna steered him gently toward the bed. He collapsed onto the coverlet, still in his suit, shoes and tie askew, snoring before his head even hit the pillow.

She stood over him for a moment, watching the rise and fall of his chest. There was no disappointment, no sense of loss—just a tired, unsurprised acceptance. This was Evan: eager, well-meaning, and utterly incapable of being the man she needed, least of all tonight. She closed the bedroom door softly behind her and let the silence settle.

In the suite’s living room, Anna slipped off her shoes and poured herself a glass of champagne. The city glimmered below, indifferent and endless. She sipped, the bubbles sharp on her tongue, her body still alive with the memory of Grant’s hands and mouth, the rawness of what they’d done behind the reception hall.

A quiet knock at the door. Anna set her glass down, pulse quickening, and crossed the carpet. Grant stood in the hallway, jacket slung over his shoulder, eyes dark and knowing. He stepped inside without a word, closing the door behind him.

There was a beat of silence, tension thick as velvet. Grant’s gaze dropped to the rumpled wedding dress, the flush on her cheeks, the faint marks he’d left on her skin. But there was something else in his eyes tonight—a flicker of disappointment, almost paternal, as he glanced toward the closed bedroom door.

“He’s out cold?” Grant asked, voice low, but there was a heaviness beneath the question.

Anna nodded, a slow, wicked smile curving her lips. “Did you expect anything else?”

Grant’s jaw tightened. He looked away for a moment, running a hand through his hair. “He’s my son,” he muttered, frustration and resignation tangled in his tone. “I thought—maybe tonight—he’d finally step up. Be a man for you.”

Anna’s smile softened, her gaze steady. “He is who he is, Grant. We both knew how this would end.”

He moved closer, hands finding her waist, pulling her flush against him. “I suppose I did,” he murmured, voice rougher now. “But you deserve more. You deserve to be fucked like a real bride.”

She didn’t answer. She didn’t need to. Their mouths crashed together, fierce and hungry, as Grant pressed her back against the wall, his hands everywhere—groping her breasts, sliding beneath the silk, fingers digging into her hips. Anna arched into him, her body greedy for every touch, every filthy promise whispered against her skin.

He lifted her easily, her legs wrapping around his waist, the dress bunched up between them. She could feel him, hard and insistent, grinding against her through layers of fabric. “You knew he’d fail you,” Grant growled, biting at her neck, disappointment and desire bleeding together. “You knew you’d end up here with me.”

Anna’s laugh was breathless, her hands tangled in his hair. “I always do.”

Grant didn’t waste a second. As soon as Anna’s back hit the plush carpet, he dropped to his knees, pushing her wedding dress up around her hips. The silk and lace bunched awkwardly at her waist, the bodice still tight around her chest, but Grant only grinned at the obstacle. “You’re a mess, you know that?” he murmured, voice thick with hunger and something almost like affection.

Anna laughed, breathless, her hands tangled in his hair as he pressed his mouth between her thighs. The dress was in the way, crumpled and twisted, but Grant didn’t care—he just pushed it higher, baring her to his tongue. The sensation was electric, sharp and hot, her body arching off the floor as he devoured her, his hands gripping her thighs, his stubble rough against her skin.

“Should’ve gotten married like this,” he muttered between kisses, voice muffled by her flesh. “Flat on your back, dress around your waist, legs open for me.”

Anna’s laughter broke into gasps, her fingers clutching at the silk. “You’re going to ruin it,” she managed, voice trembling with pleasure.

“Good,” Grant growled, licking a slow, filthy stripe. “Let Evan wonder why it’s wrinkled.”

He worked her mercilessly, tongue and fingers relentless, pushing her higher and higher until she was shaking, her moans muffled by her own arm as she tried not to cry out. When she finally came, it was sharp and sudden, her whole body tensing beneath the ruined folds of white.

Grant rose, mouth slick, eyes dark with satisfaction. He didn’t bother undressing her—just shoved the dress up again, freeing her breasts, letting them spill out as he slid inside her, the fabric bunched around her waist and tangled beneath her back. The friction was rough, the dress a constant, delicious nuisance between them. They laughed about it, Anna writhing beneath him, Grant cursing the buttons and lace even as he fucked her harder.

Eventually, Anna pushed at his chest, breathless and wild. “Get it off,” she demanded, struggling with the zipper. Grant helped, and together they peeled the dress away, tossing it aside in a heap. Anna stood, naked and flushed, and crossed to the bedroom door.

She opened it just wide enough to see Evan sprawled on the bed, snoring, a line of drool glistening on his chin. Grant came up behind her, hands rough on her hips, and bent her forward, pressing her palms to the doorframe. He entered her from behind, slow at first, then faster, the risk and filth of it making Anna’s head spin.

“Look at him,” Grant whispered, voice dark and triumphant. “That’s your husband. And you’re here, letting me fuck you while he drools into his pillow.”

Anna’s answer was a broken moan, her body shuddering as she came, hard and violent, her eyes fixed on the oblivious man she’d just married. Grant followed, his grip bruising, filling her for the third time that day. He stayed pressed against her for a moment, breath hot on her neck, before pulling back and slapping her ass, low and satisfied.

Anna straightened, every inch of her body aching and alive, her secret now deeper and more dangerous than ever.
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Reunion
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The arrivals hall was a blur of fluorescent light and rolling suitcases, but Anna only saw Grant. He stood just beyond the crowd, broad-shouldered and composed, his eyes locked on hers the moment she and Evan emerged from the sliding doors. The air between them crackled with the same dangerous energy that had haunted her every night of the honeymoon. Evan, oblivious, chattered about missed connections and the weather, his hand warm but unremarkable at Anna’s back.

Grant’s gaze lingered on Anna’s lips, her travel-flushed cheeks, the way her dress clung to her curves after hours on a plane. The exchange of greetings was polite—Grant’s handshake firm, his smile for Evan practiced and brief—but beneath it, Anna felt the pulse of memory and want. Her skin prickled, her heart stuttering as Grant’s fingers brushed hers when he took her bag.

The drive home was a study in contrasts. Evan filled the car with stories and laughter, never noticing the loaded silences or the glances in the rearview mirror. Anna sat in the back, her knees pressed together, her gaze flicking from Grant’s strong hands on the wheel to the line of his jaw, to the way his eyes met hers in the mirror and lingered, dark and hungry. Every bump in the road sent a jolt through her, every memory of Grant’s mouth and hands feeding the ache she’d carried for fourteen days.

When they pulled up to the house, Grant helped with the luggage, his touch lingering a moment too long as he handed Anna her suitcase. Their eyes met—just a flicker, just enough to make her breath catch. Evan, already distracted, rushed inside, calling out that he needed the bathroom.

As soon as Evan disappeared down the hall, Anna and Grant collided in the entryway, mouths crashing together. Grant’s hands gripped her waist, pulling her flush against him, his lips hot and urgent on hers.

Anna broke the kiss just long enough to whisper, “God, I’ve missed your mouth. Two weeks and all I could think about was you.”

Grant’s hands slid up her sides, fingers curling under the fabric of her dress to cup her breasts. “You have no idea how bad I wanted to rip this dress off you at the airport,” he growled, voice low and rough. “You looked at me like you wanted to be fucked right there by the baggage claim.”

She laughed, breathless, pressing her hips into him. “I did. I wanted you to bend me over a luggage cart and make me scream your name. I’m soaked just from seeing you.”

Grant’s thumb flicked over her nipple, making her gasp. “You’re not wearing a bra, are you? You little tease. You want me to get my hands on you while your husband’s just down the hall?”

Anna grinned wickedly, arching into his touch. “He doesn’t have a clue. He never does. You’re the only one who knows what I need.”

He bent to kiss her neck, biting gently. “I want to taste you. I want to feel you come on my tongue before he even gets a chance to touch you tonight.”

She moaned, her hand sliding down to grip him through his jeans. “You’re hard already. You missed my pussy, didn’t you? Missed how tight I get for you?”

Grant groaned, grinding against her. “You have no idea. I want to fuck you right here, up against the wall, make you bite your lip to keep from screaming.”

Anna’s lips brushed his ear. “Do it. Take me before he even gets out of the bathroom. Let me walk around all night with your cum dripping down my thighs.”

A sudden flush and the sound of water from the bathroom made them freeze. They broke apart, breathless and flushed, Anna’s dress rumpled, Grant’s eyes dark with promise.

She smoothed her hair, voice a whisper just for him. “Later.”

Grant grinned, his gaze lingering on her lips. “Count on it.”

Anna wiped down the kitchen counters, the clatter of plates and running water masking the low murmur of conversation from the living room. Evan had poured two whiskies and invited his dad to sit, eager to recount stories from the honeymoon—half-remembered adventures, mishaps, and the endless sun. But as the minutes passed, the energy drained from Evan’s voice, his words growing slower and softer, until the only sounds were the clink of ice and Grant’s occasional, noncommittal hum.

When Anna finally dried her hands and peeked in from the kitchen, she found Grant alone with his glass, the amber liquid catching the lamplight. Evan was sprawled on the couch, head tipped back, mouth slightly open, deep in sleep. Grant glanced up, catching Anna’s eye, and raised his glass with a small, wry smile.

“Long flight,” he said quietly, his voice carrying just enough irony to make Anna’s lips twitch in response.

Anna stretched, her movements languid and deliberate. Grant’s gaze tracked every shift, every subtle invitation. For a moment, neither moved, the house so quiet that Anna could hear the soft rasp of Evan’s breathing and the distant hum of the refrigerator.

She tilted her head, her smile deepening, and extended her hand toward Grant. He straightened, his eyes never leaving hers, and crossed the room in two long strides. Anna’s fingers curled around his, and together, silent and conspiratorial, they slipped away down the hallway—leaving Evan snoring, the world outside their secret, and the night about to ignite.

Anna barely got the bedroom door closed before Grant was on her, their mouths crashing together in a kiss that was all teeth and hunger. Two weeks apart had left them both starving—every touch frantic, every sound raw. Her hands fumbled at his belt, yanking him closer, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she pressed herself against him, desperate to feel his skin, his weight, the hard heat she’d missed every night.

“God, I need you,” she panted, her voice rough in his ear. “I’ve been aching for you since the moment we left.”

Grant’s hands were everywhere—gripping her ass, kneading her flesh, sliding up to cup her breasts and squeeze, his thumbs rolling over her nipples until she whimpered. “You’re unbelievable,” he growled, his voice thick with want. “My son’s new wife, and you’re desperate for your father-in-law’s cock the second you get home. What would Evan say if he saw you like this?”

Anna moaned, her body arching into his touch, her hands clawing at his shirt to get him naked faster. “He’d never believe it. He thinks I’m perfect. If he knew what a slut I am for you—how much I need you to use me—he’d probably cry.”

Grant spun her, pressing her chest-first to the wall, yanking her dress up around her waist. Her ass was bare, and he squeezed it hard, biting at her shoulder as he ground his cock against her, still trapped in his pants. “You are a slut,” he whispered, his breath hot on her neck. “Married his pathetic ass, and all you want is to get fucked by his father. You love how mean I am to you, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Anna gasped, wriggling her hips, desperate for friction. “I want you to ruin me. I want you to fuck me so hard I can’t walk tomorrow. Make me feel filthy.”

Grant’s answer was a low, hungry sound as he finally freed himself, the sound of his zipper loud in the hush. He pressed the head of his cock against her, teasing her entrance, making her whimper with need. “You beg so pretty,” he muttered, his hand sliding up to squeeze her breast, his thumb flicking her nipple. “And you know Evan could never make you feel like this.”

“Please, Grant,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Please, I need you. I need you so bad. Just fuck me—now.”

He pushed inside her in one hard, claiming thrust, both of them crying out at the shock of it. Anna’s hands braced against the wall, her body arching back to take him deeper, her breasts bouncing with every movement. Grant’s hands were rough, greedy, one gripping her hip, the other squeezing her breast, pinching her nipple until she gasped.

The room filled with the sound of skin on skin, the slap of his hips against her ass, the creak of the bed as he spun her and threw her down, spreading her legs wide and driving into her again. Anna’s moans were loud, desperate, her body shuddering with every thrust. “Harder,” she begged, “don’t stop, don’t you dare stop—”

Grant fucked her furiously, his mouth everywhere—biting her breasts, sucking her nipples, leaving marks she’d feel for days. “You love being fucked by your father-in-law, don’t you?” he growled, his voice rough with cruelty. “You love how mean I am. You love knowing Evan will never make you scream like this.”

Anna’s laughter was breathless, wild, her hands tangled in his hair, her back arching as he lavished attention on her tits—licking, biting, squeezing, until they were flushed and sensitive, marked by his mouth. “He’s useless,” she gasped, “he has no idea what I need. I just want you—always you.”

He flipped her, pulling her onto all fours, slamming into her from behind, his hands gripping her ass, spreading her wide for him. Anna’s hair tumbled around her face, her breasts swinging with every thrust, her body alive with sensation—the scent of sweat and sex, the heat of his skin, the raw, filthy sounds filling the room.

“Look at you,” Grant panted, his hand coming down to slap her ass, making her cry out. “My son’s wife, begging for her father-in-law’s cock. You’re the filthiest thing I’ve ever touched.”

“Yes—yes, I missed it, I missed you—” Anna’s voice was a broken litany, her body straining for every inch of him.

They moved together in a wild, tangled rhythm, the bed rocking beneath them, the sheets twisted and damp. Every thrust was a promise, every gasp a confession. Anna’s world narrowed to the feel of him inside her, the roughness of his hands, the way he claimed every inch of her body.

The need built between them, sharp and urgent, but neither of them let go. They were lost in the fury of reunion, the desperate joy of being together again, the promise of release hanging just out of reach.

And then—just as Anna felt herself teetering on the edge, Grant’s mouth at her ear, his hands gripping her breasts and ass, his cock driving her wild—a sudden sound from the hall made them freeze, breathless and trembling, their bodies still joined, the moment suspended, unfinished.

They froze—Anna on all fours, Grant pressed behind her, his hands gripping her hips, his breath hot at her ear. The sudden creak from the hallway cut through the haze of their desperate rhythm, leaving them suspended, bodies trembling, every muscle taut with anticipation and fear. For a heartbeat, all Anna could hear was the frantic pounding of her own heart and the ragged sound of Grant’s breath mingling with hers.

Neither moved. Anna’s breasts hung heavy, swaying with each shallow breath, her skin flushed and tingling where Grant’s hands still claimed her. The scent of sex and sweat filled the room, thick and unmistakable, the sheets twisted beneath them. Grant’s cock throbbed inside her, the ache of unfinished pleasure making her shiver.

They waited, listening—only the distant, familiar sound of Evan’s snoring drifted down the hall. Relief washed through Anna, chased by a fresh surge of adrenaline. She glanced back over her shoulder, catching Grant’s eye, both of them grinning with wicked relief.

Grant leaned in, his voice a low, dangerous whisper against her ear. “Close call, Mrs. Newlywed. You almost got caught with your father-in-law fucking you like this.”

Anna’s laughter was breathless, wild. “Maybe I wanted to get caught. Maybe I want him to see how it’s supposed to be done.”

Grant’s hands slid up her body, squeezing her breasts, his thumbs teasing her nipples until she gasped. “You’re insatiable,” he growled. “You don’t even care how filthy this is, do you?”

She arched into his touch, her body aching for more. “I love it,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “I love how wrong it is. I love how you make me feel—how you make me forget everything but this.”

Grant pulled her up, pressing her back against his chest, his hands roaming from her breasts to her hips, guiding her movements as he began to thrust again, slow and deep. The bed creaked beneath them, the room alive with the sounds of their bodies, the risk of discovery making every touch sharper, every sensation more intense.

Anna let her head fall back against Grant’s shoulder, her hair tumbling over his arm. She could feel his heartbeat pounding against her back, his breath hot on her neck. “Harder,” she begged, her voice a broken plea. “Don’t stop. I need you.”

He obliged, his rhythm growing rougher, his grip on her tightening. “You want to come with your husband sleeping down the hall?” he taunted, his words a dark promise. “You want to remember this every time you look at him?”

“Yes,” Anna gasped, her body shuddering with every thrust. “I want to remember everything. I want to remember how much better you are.”

They moved together, tangled and desperate, the world outside their secret shrinking to the heat and friction between them. The sounds of Evan’s sleep faded into the background, replaced by the slap of skin, the creak of the bed, the ragged symphony of their pleasure.

Anna’s pleasure built, sharp and insistent, every nerve ending alight. Grant’s hands never left her body—squeezing her breasts, spreading her hips, guiding her movements. The scent of sweat and sex grew heavier, the air thick and humid, every breath a promise of release.

But just as Anna felt herself teetering on the edge again, Grant slowed, holding her tight, keeping them both suspended in that exquisite, unfinished tension. Their bodies trembled, still joined, the need between them burning hotter than ever, the promise of what was to come hanging in the air—unfinished, unstoppable, and utterly theirs.

Absolutely. Here’s an intense, sensory-rich continuation that stays within guidelines while capturing the desperate energy, shifting positions, risk, and emotional complexity you described:

Grant’s grip tightened on Anna’s hips, but she twisted beneath him, breathless and wild, and pushed him back onto the bed. She climbed on top, her hair tumbling around her flushed face, her hands braced on his chest. The moonlight caught the sheen of sweat on their bodies, the room thick with the scent of sex and the distant, steady sound of Evan’s snoring down the hall.

Anna rode Grant with abandon, her breasts bouncing, her thighs trembling with effort and pleasure. She leaned forward, her voice a hoarse whisper. “You feel that? You fill me up so much more than he ever could. I can’t believe I wasted so much time pretending he could satisfy me.”

Grant’s hands slid up her body, squeezing her breasts, teasing her nipples until she gasped. “You’re shameless,” he growled, his voice rough with both pride and something darker. “My son’s wife, riding me like you were made for it. He’s a fool not to see what he’s got.”

Anna threw her head back, grinding down harder, her laughter breathless and wicked. “He’s clueless. He could never make me scream like this. You’re the only one who knows how to fuck me right.”

The bed creaked beneath them, the sheets tangled and damp. The risk of being caught, the sounds of Evan’s sleep, only made Anna bolder. She shifted, letting Grant flip her onto all fours again, his hands gripping her waist as he drove into her from behind. Anna’s moans grew louder, her body arching for more, her pleasure raw and uninhibited.

Grant leaned over her, his breath hot on her neck. “You love this, don’t you? You love being taken like this, knowing he’s just down the hall.”

“Yes,” Anna gasped, her voice breaking. “I love it. I love how rough you are. I love how much better you are than him.”

He pulled her up, pressing her back against his chest, then stood, lifting her with surprising strength. Anna wrapped her legs around his waist, her arms around his neck, their bodies moving together in a fierce, desperate rhythm. The room echoed with the slap of skin, the ragged sounds of their breathing, the symphony of their pleasure.

Grant’s lips found her ear. “He’s a disappointment, Anna. But at least he gave me you.”

She shuddered, her body trembling on the edge. “You’re the only one who can do this to me. The only one who makes me feel alive.”

Their movements grew frantic, the risk, the heat, the wildness of it all pushing them higher. Anna came again, her cries muffled by Grant’s mouth as he kissed her, holding her tight. At last, Grant’s rhythm faltered, his grip tightening, his breath harsh in her ear. He finished inside her, the sensation overwhelming, both of them collapsing onto the bed, tangled together, soaked in sweat and satisfaction.

For a long moment, they lay there, the only sounds their breathing and the distant, oblivious snore of Evan down the hall. Anna’s body ached, her mind spinning with the thrill of what they’d done and the danger of what came next. The secret between them was deeper than ever, the hunger far from sated.
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Epilogue: The Real Vows
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The late afternoon sun slanted through the nursery window, painting the walls in honeyed stripes. The room was half-finished—one wall a soft, hopeful yellow, the other still bare drywall. Anna stood barefoot on the drop cloth, her belly round and heavy beneath the thin summer dress, her hair twisted up and wisps curling against her flushed cheeks. The scent of fresh paint mingled with the faint, sweet perfume of baby powder and the sharp tang of her own sweat.

Grant was beside her, sleeves rolled up, forearms streaked with yellow. He moved with an easy confidence, the brush gliding over the wall in wide, sure strokes. Every so often, he’d glance at Anna, a private smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. There was a quiet intimacy in the way he worked, in the way he’d pause to steady her elbow or brush a stray lock of hair from her brow.

Beyond the glass, the garden was lush and green. Evan sat in a wicker chair beneath the old oak, a book propped on his knee, his face serene and content. He looked every bit the proud, expectant father—his hand occasionally drifting to the swell of his own stomach as he read, a smile playing on his lips. Anna watched him for a long moment, her heart twisting with guilt and something darker, hotter, that she could never quite name.

Grant’s hand slid down her back, warm and familiar, fingers splaying over the curve of her hip. He pressed close, his breath stirring the fine hairs at her nape. “You’re staring,” he murmured, voice low and rough, “but not at me.”

Anna shivered, her body already responding to the promise in his tone. “He looks so happy,” she whispered, her gaze never leaving Evan’s peaceful figure. “He has no idea.”

Grant’s hand bunched the fabric of her dress, lifting it slowly, exposing her bare thighs to the cool air. “That’s because you’re a good little wife,” he said, his words a dark caress. “You keep your secrets well.”

She braced her hands on the windowsill, the old wood warm beneath her palms. The world outside was a picture of domestic bliss—Evan lost in his book, the garden alive with birdsong. Inside, Anna’s breath hitched as Grant pressed behind her, his body hard and insistent, his hands greedy as they roamed over her swollen belly, her hips, the heavy swell of her breasts.

“Look at him,” Grant whispered, nudging her legs apart with his knee. “Look at your husband, sitting out there, thinking he’s the man of the house. Thinking this baby is his.”

Anna moaned softly, her forehead pressed to the glass. “He’s never touched me like you do,” she breathed. “Never made me feel like this.”

Grant’s hands slid up, cupping her breasts, thumbs rolling over her sensitive nipples through the thin cotton. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this,” he growled, voice thick with pride and possession. “So full, so ready. You want more, don’t you?”

She nodded, biting her lip, her body arching into his touch. “I want everything. I want you—always.”

He pushed inside her slowly, filling her with a steady, deliberate thrust. Anna gasped, her body stretching to accommodate him, the pleasure sharp and sweet. Grant’s hands never left her body—one gripping her hip, the other kneading her breast, fingers slick with sweat and paint. Her belly pressed against the sill, her breasts swinging heavy and free with every movement.

Outside, Evan turned a page, oblivious. Anna’s eyes blurred with pleasure and guilt, her breath fogging the glass. “He has no idea,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “No idea what a slut his wife is.”

Grant’s laughter was low, wicked. “You love it,” he taunted, his thrusts slow and punishing. “You love being fucked by your father-in-law while your husband sits outside, thinking he’s the man. You love knowing this baby’s mine.”

Anna whimpered, her body clenching around him. “Say it,” Grant demanded, his hand sliding down to rub her swollen clit. “Say what you want.”

“I want you,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I want you to fill me up. I want you to give me as many babies as you want.”

Grant’s rhythm grew rougher, his hips slamming into her, the sound of skin on skin echoing through the empty nursery. Anna’s breasts bounced wildly, the heavy weight of them swinging with every thrust, nipples aching and swollen. She watched Evan through the window, watched him stretch and yawn, utterly unaware of the filth unfolding just feet away.

“You’re perfect like this,” Grant growled, his breath hot against her ear. “Pregnant, dripping, desperate for me. I’ll give you as many kids as you can handle. I’ll fuck you every day, fill you up until you can’t take any more.”

Anna’s orgasm built slowly, a deep, rolling wave that started in her core and spread outward, tightening her belly, making her legs shake. She bit down on her arm to keep from crying out, her body shuddering as Grant fucked her through it, his hands never leaving her breasts, his cock buried deep inside her.

“Look at him,” Grant whispered, voice thick with triumph. “Look at your husband. Smile for him.”

Anna lifted her head, her face flushed and glowing, her eyes bright with pleasure and shame. She smiled, a sweet, secret smile meant only for Grant, and watched as Evan looked up from his book and waved, his face open and trusting.

Grant’s thrusts grew frantic, his grip bruising, his breath ragged. “You’re mine,” he groaned, his body tensing. “You’ll always be mine.”

He finished inside her, the sensation hot and overwhelming, Anna’s body milking him for every drop. They stayed joined for a long moment, the only sounds their breathing and the distant chirp of birds in the garden.

When Grant finally pulled back, he pressed a kiss to the back of her neck, his hands gentle as he smoothed her dress down over her hips. Anna straightened, her body aching and sated, her heart pounding with the thrill of their secret.

Outside, Evan returned to his book, peaceful and proud, utterly unaware. Inside, Anna and Grant shared a look—one of promise, of possession, of vows far more real than any spoken at the altar. The nursery was filled with the scent of paint, sex, and the future—a future Grant had promised her, as many times as she wanted.
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