

Chapter 1

The fluorescent lights of the grocery store buzzed like a swarm of sleepy bees, their sterile glow washing over the rows of produce and the neatly stacked aisles of canned goods. Jess adjusted the strap of her reusable tote bag, her fingers tracing the outline of the smooth metal of her wedding ring—a habit born of years of marriage, a reflex that had become second nature, a silent reminder of the safe, predictable, and utterly empty life she had built around herself. The plastic wheels of her cart squeaked softly against the polished linoleum floor, a sound that usually went unnoticed, but today seemed to echo through the cavernous space, a metronome marking the passage of her monotonous routine.

She navigated around the corner into the dairy aisle, her mind half on her mental grocery list and half on the upcoming week's work schedule, when the first resounding thud rocked through her. Her body stiffened, her breath catching in her throat with an audible gasp. A low rumble followed—deep, vibrant, and utterly masculine—it sounded like whiskey poured over warm honey, a noise that seemed to vibrate through her very bones. And then—heat—a wall of it enveloped her from behind, pressing her forward against her cart. Her body was propelled forward with a jolt, sending cans of soup and boxes of cereal scattering across the floor in a messy cascade of metal and cardboard. The sound was an explosion of noise in the otherwise quiet aisle—a metallic clatter that made several other shoppers turn their heads.

"Shit—fuck—" The curse came in a voice as smooth as velvet dragged over rough gravel. A hand shot out, fingers strong and calloused wrapping around the edge of her cart with a force that made her pulse spike instantly. She could feel the power in those fingers, the strength in his grip as he steadied the runaway cart. His palm seared into her skin through the thin fabric of her blouse, leaving a trail of heat that radiated up her arm and spread through her entire being. The intense sensation was electric, jolting her from her mental fog and bringing her sharply back to the present moment. Her cart had become an extension of his body, his control absolute.

She whirled around, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. The sudden movement made her head spin, and she found herself staring up into a face that could only be described as devastating. A man—a wall of a man—stood before her, his broad shoulders straining against the fabric of his sleeveless hoodie. His arms were corded with muscle, thick veins tracing patterns beneath his tanned skin. His face was all sharp angles and easy confidence, with a sculpted jawline that looked like it had been carved by a master artist. Espresso-colored eyes, dark and liquid, flicked over her with an intensity that made her insides tremble. Those eyes seemed to see through her, to recognize the frantic beating of her heart beneath her sensible blouse. They lingered just a fraction too long on her lips, then darted back to her cart, as if casting a professional, yet deeply personal, evaluation of the situation.

His name tag—André—was pinned to his hoodie, the letters slightly faded from years of wear, suggesting he had been a part of the store's fabric for as long as she could remember, though she had never truly seen him before this moment.

"Whoa, easy there," he murmured, his voice like a physical caress against her skin. "You okay?"

As he spoke, his breath ghosted over her neck, warm and intimate in the sterile environment of the grocery store. Jess's traitorous body reacted with immediate ferocity. Her nipples pebbled beneath the lace of her bra, pressing against the thin fabric of her blouse, aching for a touch that hadn't existed for what felt like an eternity. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, a sudden, overwhelming warmth pooling between them. And she could feel him—his solid chest pressed against her back, his breath fanning across the sensitive skin of her nape. When he crouched to gather the fallen items, the powerful brush of his thighs against hers sent shivers racing up her spine. His movements were fluid and controlled, every muscle working in perfect harmony as he navigated the scattered groceries with an economy of motion that was almost mesmerizing.

His fingers brushed against hers as he handed her a can of black beans, and the contact was like a spark to dry kindling. Jess's skin burned where his calloused thumb had made contact, the sensation both jarring and intoxicating. She yanked her hand back as if she'd been burned, her cheeks flushing with a combination of embarrassment and something far more potent—a hunger she thought she had long since buried.

He straightened slowly, and with deliberate leisure, giving her ample time to take in the full effect of his substantial height and build. His hips swayed with a masculine confidence that was almost predatory, and when he stood to his full height, she had to tip her head back to maintain eye contact. Jess's gaze was drawn to the way his arms flexed as he brushed off his hands, the play of muscles beneath his skin commanding her attention. His biceps were thick, strained against the fabric of his hoodie, and she could imagine the hardness beneath that soft material—imagine the feel of them, the strength they promised.

"I'm fine," she managed to say, her voice coming out in a breathless rush that she tried desperately to disguise as indignation. "You're the one who knocked me over."

One corner of his mouth lifted in a slow, knowing smile—smug, confident, and utterly captivating. "Didn't mean to. My bad." His voice was a rumble in his chest, a promise of something more than mere words. His eyes glinted with amusement as they roamed over her, taking in the slight tremble of her lips, the heave of her chest as she struggled to catch her breath.

His fingers brushed against hers again as he handed her another item, this time a package of whole wheat pasta, and the electricity between them was undeniable. Jess's skin burned where his calloused fingers made contact with her soft palm, a stark contrast that sent waves of sensation through her entire body. She pulled her hand away again, this time more deliberately, trying to maintain a façade of dignified annoyance even as her body betrayed her with heightened awareness.

His grin widened, bold and unapologetic, as if he knew exactly the effect he was having on her. "You like that I'm big everywhere, don't you?" His gaze flicked down, sliding over her body with an audacity that should have shocked her, but instead sent a delicious shiver down her spine. When his eyes met hers again, they were dark with intent and glittering with mischief. "You noticed."

Jess's face flushed a deep crimson, and for a moment, she was completely speechless, her mind racing but producing no coherent thoughts. She could feel the heat radiating from his body, could sense the vibrant energy emanating from him, and it was intoxicating. She opened her mouth to retort—something about entitled jerks, basic manners, and personal space—but the words died on her tongue, replaced by a sudden, overwhelming awareness of her own body's traitorous reactions. Her heart was still hammering against her ribs, her breathing had become shallow, and she was acutely conscious of the space between their bodies, a space that seemed to crackle with electricity.

Her phone buzzed insistently in the pocket of her jeans, and she grabbed it with a sense of relief, as if it were a lifeline. Her husband's name flashed across the screen, a reminder of the life she had built, the life she was supposed to be living. The simple reality of her marriage grounded her for a brief moment, pulling her back from the edge of this unexpected, dizzying attraction.

"Uh. I gotta—" she stammered, holding up the phone to him as if it were a shield. "I'm running late. My husband—he's making dinner."

André leaned in, just a fraction closer than was proper, and lowered his voice to a conspiratorial murmur that seemed to wrap around her like a silk scarf. "He's a lucky man," he said, his eyes never leaving hers. "But you sure you don't wanna stay awhile? I could help you with... anything." His thumb traced the edge of her wedding ring, and the contact sent a jolt of conflicting emotions through her—guilt, excitement, a spark of something long dormant. The gold band felt suddenly heavy, a weight around her finger that she hadn't noticed before this moment.

The simple touch of his thumb against her wedding ring sent waves of conflicting emotions crashing through her. She jerked her hand back as if she'd been burned by something far more dangerous than a simple touch, her eyes widening in surprise and something else—perhaps recognition of the boundaries she was in danger of crossing. The gesture was sharp, almost violent in its suddenness, and she saw his eyes narrow just a fraction, the hint of a question forming in their depths.

"Just—go," she managed to say, the word coming out with more force than she intended, her voice cracking slightly under the strain of her conflicting emotions. She wanted him to stay and yet she wanted him to leave, wanted to continue this playful, dangerous flirtation while simultaneously wanting to preserve the safety of her marriage, her life, her carefully constructed world.

He chuckled, low and dark and utterly captivating, a sound that seemed to bypass her ears and go straight to her core. "As you wish," he murmured, straightening to his full height and giving her a final, lingering look—a look that promised more than it delivered, a look that hinted at possibilities she had long since stopped considering. "But I'll be here if you change your mind."

As he turned to walk away, Jess couldn't help but watch him, her eyes following the retreat with a mixture of fascination and regret. His hips swayed with a natural, masculine grace, and she found herself transfixed by the movement, by the powerful play of muscles beneath his jeans. His ass—firm and round beneath the denim—stretched the fabric with every step, a perfect, tantalizing curve that made her mouth go dry. Her eyes drifted lower, following the line of his thighs, thick and powerful, the denim straining just enough to hint at the formidable strength beneath. And then she saw it—the unmistakable outline of his cock, pressing against the front of his jeans, a significant bulge that made her breath catch in her throat.

Oh.

The realization hit her with the force of a physical blow, and for a moment, she simply stood there, her cart forgotten, staring at the retreat of this man who had so thoroughly turned her world upside down in the span of a few minutes. Her fingers curled around the metal handle of the cart, the cold metal grounding her in the present moment, anchoring her as her body burned with an intensity she hadn't felt in years. Her mind raced ahead, imagining possibilities, what-ifs, and maybes, while her heart hammered a rhythm that drowned out the hum of the fluorescent lights and the sounds of the grocery store around her.

When she finally looked down at her phone, her husband's message glared up at her, simple and demanding in its normalcy:

Where are you? Dinner's ready.

The words seemed to land on her with a thud, a reminder of the life she had built, the promises she had made, the reality that waited for her outside the gates of this unexpected encounter. She exhaled sharply, a sound that was half frustration, half longing, her gaze drifting once more toward the direction in which André had disappeared. Somewhere in the store, a woman laughed—a bright, carefree sound that seemed to echo the possibility of a life Jess had long since abandoned. The sound made her imagine a different version of herself, a woman who might take a risk, who might step outside the lines, who might explore the sizzling attraction that had so suddenly ignited within her.

She turned her cart around, her body still humming with the heat of his presence, her mind already racing ahead with possibilities. As she pushed the cart forward, away from the dairy aisle and toward the checkout, her fingers absentmindedly went to her wedding ring, tracing its familiar outline. For the first time in a long time, Jess wondered what it would feel like to fall—to fall into the unknown, to fall headfirst into the kind of passion that made your heart race and your body ache with a hunger that couldn't be contained by the predictable boundaries of her life.

The fluorescent lights of the grocery store seemed brighter now, the world somehow more vibrant, as if she had been living in black and white until this moment. And with each step she took away from André, she felt a strange mixture of regret and anticipation, the echo of his voice still ringing in her ears, the phantom touch of his fingers still burning against her skin. She wondered if she would see him again, if she would have the courage to seek him out, if she would take that first step toward the unknown that had suddenly become so tantalizingly real. And as she approached the checkout, her heart was pounding with a newfound energy, the mundane task of grocery shopping transformed into something far more meaningful—a potential turning point in a life she had thought was already written.




Chapter 2

The screen door of the backyard swung open with a groan, the hinges protesting under the weight of the humid evening air that had settled thick over the neighborhood. Jess stepped out onto the deck, the soles of her sneakers sticking slightly to the warm, sun-soaked wood as she adjusted the heavy basket of corn on the cob in her arms. The scent of grilled meat and smoky charcoal hung thick in the air, mingling with the sweet tang of beer and the faint, musky heat of bodies pressed close together in the gathering dusk. She could hear the low rumble of laughter, the clink of glasses, the occasional shriek of delight from the kids playing tag near the fence.

She should’ve worn something lighter. The thin cotton of her sundress clung to her skin, the fabric damp with sweat that had already begun to beading along her collarbone. The neckline dipped just enough to tease the swell of her breasts with every breath she took, her chest rising and falling as she struggled to compose herself. The straps of the dress, soaked through with perspiration, were beginning to irritate her shoulders, and the hem continued to ride up her thighs with each step she took, the gentle breeze finding its way to brush against the sensitive skin of her inner legs. She adjusted the basket once more, her fingers lingering on the cool, smooth surface of the corn cobs—anything to distract herself from the way her body was betraying her in the heat, from the way her pulse had quickened the moment her foot had touched the backyard grass.

Stop thinking about it. Just focus on getting through the evening.

But her mind refused to cooperate, stubbornly drifting back to the grocery store encounter that had happened just that afternoon. She could still feel the phantom pressure of his hands on her shopping cart as he had "helped" her reach for that top shelf item. She could still hear the low rumble of his voice when he'd leaned in, his breath warm against her ear as he'd murmured those cocky words, "You like that I'm big everywhere, don't you?" The words had slithered into her consciousness like smoke, coiling around her thoughts and taking up residence there despite her best efforts to dismiss them. Now, standing in her own backyard, her body was remembering that moment in vivid detail—the way his thighs had brushed against hers as he'd stood close, the way his voice had dropped an octave when he'd smirked at her, all confidence and swagger.

Jess exhaled sharply, forcing a smile onto her face as she stepped down from the deck onto the plush grass. The blades tickled the bare skin of her ankles, the sensation almost too much after the heat of the day. The backyard was already alive with the energy of the neighborhood block party—neighbors lounging on folding chairs, kids darting between legs, the occasional shriek of laughter punctuating the evening. Greg stood near the grill, his tie loosened, the top buttons of his dress shirt undone, the muscles of his forearms flexing as he expertly flipped a burger patty. He didn't look up as she approached, his attention locked on his phone, his thumb tapping absently against the screen as he scrolled through whatever message or notification had captured his interest.

Just like always.

She set the basket down beside the cooler with a little more force than necessary, her knuckles white where they gripped the wicker rim. "Greg?"

He glanced up, his expression distant, his eyes flicking over her before returning to his phone. "Yeah?"

"Dinner's almost ready," she said, forcing brightness into her voice that she didn't feel. "You want me to grab the plates?"

He didn't answer. Just nodded, his gaze already drifting back to the screen, his thumb continuing its steady rhythm against the glass surface.

Jess's jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. She turned away, her fingers curling into the fabric of her damp dress as she scanned the crowd, looking for any friendly face that might offer a moment of distraction from her swirling thoughts. That's when she saw him.

André leaned against the fence that bordered her backyard, one arm draped casually over the top rail, a bottle of beer dangling loosely from his fingers. His shirt was unbuttoned almost to his navel, the dark fabric stretched taut across his broad chest, the muscles of his abdomen rippling subtly as he shifted his weight from one leg to the other. His jeans were worn and faded, hung low on his hips in that perfect way that hinted at what lay beneath, the fly partially undone to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of dark hair and the prominent shape of what was undoubtedly an impressive package. Even from a distance, Jess could see the distinct outline of his cock resting against his thigh, already semi-hard from the warmth of the evening and, perhaps, from thoughts of her.

Jess's breath caught in her throat, her eyes widening as she realized she was staring. She quickly looked away, her face burning with a mixture of embarrassment and something else—something hotter, something more primal. But she couldn't tear her gaze away completely, her peripheral vision constantly drawn back to him. She could feel his presence like a physical force across the yard, could almost feel the heat radiating from his body.

He caught her staring.

A slow, knowing smirk spread across his face, his dark eyes glinting with amusement in the fading light. He took a long, deliberate pull from his beer bottle, the muscles of his throat working as he swallowed, his gaze never leaving hers. Then, with exaggerated slowness, he licked his lower lip, his tongue tracing the edge of the bottle before he set it down on the fence rail with a soft clink of glass against wood.

Jess's pulse spiked, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. She looked away again, this time more decisively, but she could still feel the weight of his gaze on her, could still remember the way his hands had felt on her in the grocery store, the way his body had pressed against hers, the way his cock had swelled against her hip with undeniable interest.

"Jess?"

She jumped at the sound of her name, her hand flying to her chest as if to still her racing heart. Greg stood beside her, his expression unreadable, his phone finally tucked away in his back pocket. "Yeah?"

"You good?" His voice was low, almost suspicious, his eyes flicking toward André before returning to her face.

Jess forced a laugh that sounded strained even to her own ears. "Yeah, just—hot out here."

Greg's gaze flicked back toward André, then settled on her face, his eyes narrowing slightly. "You've been looking at him."

Jess shook her head too quickly, pushing a stray lock of hair behind her ear. "No. Why would you say that?"

Greg didn't answer. Instead, he studied her for a long moment, his jaw tightening as he took in the flush of her cheeks, the slight tremble of her hands as they gripped the edge of the cooler. "You been talking to him?"

"No," she insisted, her voice a little too high, a little too quick. "I swear."

Greg's expression darkened, his eyes clouding over with something Jess couldn't quite place—jealousy, maybe, or perhaps just concern. "Jess, if he's bothering you..."

"I'm fine," she said quickly, straightening up and smoothing her dress. "Really. It's nothing."

Greg didn't look convinced, but after another long moment, he exhaled sharply through his nose and nodded. "Yeah. Well. Don't let him get to you."

"Right," Jess agreed, turning away as he walked back toward the grill to check on the burgers.

She grabbed a tray of drinks from the cooler, her movements sharp and a little jerky, her breath coming a little too fast as she arranged the bottles with trembling hands. She needed to distract herself, to focus on something—anything—other than the way André's gaze seemed to be burning into her back from across the yard, other than the way her body was responding to that attention, other than the memory of his hands on her and the promise in his voice.

"Need any help?"

The question came from behind her, whispered low and close to her ear, and Jess froze, her body going rigid as she recognized the voice. André's hand slid around her waist from behind, his fingers searing into the damp fabric of her dress, his palm warm against her skin. She whirled around, her breath catching in her throat, and found herself face to chest with him, his broad shoulders blocking out the fading light of the day.

"Whoa," he murmured, his voice rough with amusement, his dark eyes glinting in the dim light. "Easy there."

Jess's heart was hammering against her ribs, her pulse roaring in her ears as she stared up at him. "Get your hands off me."

André's smirk deepened, his full lips curving in a way that made her stomach tighten with something that felt suspiciously like desire. "Or what?"

She shoved at his chest, but his muscles were solid, unyielding beneath her palms, the heat of his skin radiating through the thin fabric of his shirt. "Get off."

"And if I don't?" he continued, his voice dropping to a murmur that seemed to vibrate through her very bones. He didn't move his hand, if anything, his grip tightened slightly, pulling her closer until her body was pressed against the hard lines of his chest.

"Jessica!"

Greg's voice cut through the haze of sensation like a knife, sharp and clear. Jess stiffened, her body going rigid at the sound, and André's hand fell away from her waist as if he'd been burned. She turned, forcing a smile onto her face as Greg approached, his expression stormy, his eyes flicking between her and André with suspicion.

"Everything okay?" Greg asked, his tone clipped, his jaw tight.

Jess nodded, her smile feeling pasted on. "Yeah, just—helping out."

André's gaze flicked to Greg, then back to her, his smirk still in place, his eyes glinting with amusement and something else—something darker, something more possessive. "Yeah. Helping out," he echoed, his voice smooth and mocking. "Real helpful."

Greg's expression darkened, a muscle jumping in his jaw. "André, if you're implying—"

"Implying nothing," André cut in smoothly, his eyes never leaving Jess's face. "Just saying, some people work better with a little... motivation."

Jess's stomach dropped at the implication, her eyes widening as she looked at Greg, whose face was flushing with anger. "What the hell does that mean?" he demanded, stepping closer to André, his fists clenching at his sides.

André shrugged, all casual ease despite the tension crackling in the air around them. "Nothing you'd understand."

Greg's face flushed a deeper red, his eyes narrowing as he looked between the two of them. "Jess, if he's—"

"It's fine," Jess said quickly, stepping between them and placing a hand on Greg's arm. "Really. He's just being André."

Greg didn't look convinced. But after another long moment of glaring at André, he exhaled sharply and nodded. "Yeah. Well. Don't let him get to you," he repeated, his voice tight as he turned and walked away, heading back toward the grill.

Jess nodded, but her mind was already racing, already replaying André's words and the way his hand had felt on her waist, the way his body had pressed against hers. When she turned back, André was already walking away, his beer forgotten on the fence, his hips swaying with a confidence that made her mouth go dry. She could feel his gaze on her as he retreated, could feel the weight of his attention like a physical touch across her skin.

She spent the next hour avoiding him, keeping to the far side of the yard where the crowd was thicker, where she could lose herself in the easy chatter of the neighbors and the games with the kids. She helped serve food, she laughed at jokes that she barely heard, she even joined in a game of cornhole with a group of neighbors—anything to keep her body occupied, to keep her mind from wandering back to the feel of André's hands on her, the sight of him leaning against that fence, the memory of his voice murmuring those words in her ear.

But no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't shake the feeling of him. It was like a brand on her skin, a ghost of his touch that she couldn't quite dispel. The heat of his skin, the weight of his gaze, the promise in his smirk—they all lingered in her consciousness, refusing to be ignored.

She was pouring herself a second glass of wine—fuck it, she needed it—when she felt him behind her again, closer this time, his presence a tangible force at her back. His breath ghosted over the back of her neck, sending a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with the cooling evening air.

"You can't run forever, Jess," he whispered, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her.

Her body tensed, her fingers tightening around the wineglass as she spoke without turning. "I'm not running."

"Bullshit," he breathed, his hand sliding around her waist from behind, pulling her back against him until she could feel the unmistakable outline of his cock pressing into the small of her back, hard and thick and insistent. She gasped, the sound caught in her throat as her body betrayed her, her nipples pebbling against the fabric of her dress, her pussy growing suddenly wet with desire despite herself.

André chuckled, a low and dark sound that seemed to vibrate through her very bones. "See? You like it."

Jess's breath came in shallow gasps, her heart hammering against her ribs as she struggled to maintain her composure. "You're disgusting."

"And you're lying," he countered, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip, dipping dangerously close to the place where her thighs met beneath her dress. "You want this. You want me."

She should have pushed him away. Should have screamed for help, should have called out to Greg or any of the other people scattered around the yard. But something stopped her, something in the way his hand felt on her body, something in the way his voice dropped to that low murmur that seemed to bypass her rational thoughts entirely.

"Jessica!"

Greg's voice cut through the haze of desire like a blade, sharp and clear. Jess jerked back, pulling away from André's touch as if she'd been burned, her body going rigid as she turned to face Greg, who was making his way toward them with a frown on his face.

"Everything okay?" he asked, his eyes flicking between her and André with suspicion.

Jess nodded, pasting a smile on her face that felt fake and brittle. "Yeah, just—helping out."

André's gaze flicked to Greg, then back to her, his smirk still in place, his eyes glinting with amusement and something else—something more dangerous, something that promised trouble. "Yeah. Helping out," he echoed, his voice smooth and mocking. "Real helpful."

Greg's expression darkened, his jaw tightening as he looked at André. "André, if you're implying—"

"Implying nothing," André cut in smoothly, his eyes never leaving Jess's face. "Just saying, some people work better with a little... motivation."

Jess's stomach dropped at the implication, her eyes widening as she looked at Greg, whose face was flushing with anger. "What the hell does that mean?" he demanded, stepping closer to André, his fists clenching at his sides.

André shrugged, all casual ease despite the tension crackling in the air around them. "Nothing you'd understand."

Greg's face flushed a deeper red, his eyes narrowing as he looked between the two of them. "Jess, if he's—"

"It's fine," Jess said quickly, stepping between them and placing a hand on Greg's arm. "Really. He's just being André."

Greg didn't look convinced. But after another long moment of glaring at André, he exhaled sharply and nodded. "Yeah. Well. Don't let him get to you," he repeated, his voice tight as he turned and walked away, heading back toward the grill.

Jess nodded, but her mind was already racing, already replaying André's words and the way his hand had felt on her body, the way his cock had pressed against her back, hard and demanding. She could feel his gaze on her as Greg walked away, could feel the weight of his attention like a physical touch that made her skin prickle with awareness.

She wasn't ready to go in yet. Not when the night was still warm, not when her body still ached with a need that confused and frightened her. She took a sip of her wine, the cool liquid sliding down her throat like a balm, and turned just as André stepped out of the shadows cast by the large oak tree at the edge of the yard.

He leaned against the fence, his arms crossed over his chest, his shirt still unbuttoned to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of his chest and abdomen, the muscles of his arms flexing subtly with the movement. His jeans were still low-slung, the denim stretched taut over his hips, the prominent outline of his cock unmistakable even in the dim light. His dark eyes were fixed on her, glinting with amusement and something else—something hotter, something more primal.

Jess's breath hitched, her heart hammering against her ribs as she met his gaze across the distance. She should have turned away, should have pretended she hadn't seen him, should have walked back to the safety of the crowd. But something stopped her. Something in the way he looked at her, something in the way his body seemed to be calling to hers despite the distance between them.

"You going to stand there all night, or are you going to come over here and do something about it?" he called out, his voice low and challenging, carrying across the yard despite the low murmur of conversations around them.

Jess's face burned with a mixture of embarrassment and something else—something hotter, something more urgent. "Go to hell," she called back, trying to sound casual, trying to maintain the facade of indifference she knew she didn't feel.

"Nah," he replied, pushing off the fence and stepping closer, his movements predatory in the fading light. "I'm right here."

She should have walked away. Should have turned and gone back to the party, should have pretended she hadn't heard him, should have—

But she didn't.

Because she wanted to. She wanted this, wanted the thrill of the forbidden, wanted the way her body responded to him when no one else could make her feel this way. And for the first time in years, Jess let herself want something, let herself feel something real and dangerous and exciting.

She set her wineglass down on the edge of the grill, the clink of the glass against metal sounding unnaturally loud in the quiet that had fallen between them. Then she stepped closer, her movements deliberate, her eyes never leaving his as she closed the distance between them.

André's gaze darkened, his breath catching almost imperceptibly as she pressed her body against his, her curves fitting against the hard lines of his chest and abdomen. His hands found her waist, his grip possessive and sure, pulling her even closer until she could feel the unmistakable outline of his cock pressing against her stomach, hard and thick and ready.

Jess gasped as his mouth crashed down on hers, his lips demanding and insistent, his tongue forcing its way past her teeth to explore her mouth with a hunger that left her breathless. She moaned into the kiss, her hands sliding up his chest to tangle in the hair at the nape of his neck, her nails digging into his scalp as she held him closer, as she gave herself over to the sensation of his body against hers.

André growled, a low sound of approval that vibrated through her as his hands slid down to her ass, lifting her onto the edge of the grill with a strength that made her feel small and delicate beneath his touch. His cock pressed against her, demanding entry, and Jess arched into him, her body aching with a need that bordered on painful. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, her nails digging into the muscles there as she kissed him back with a passion she didn't know she possessed, as she gave herself over to the sensation of his body against hers, of his hands on her, of his mouth devouring hers.

His hands slid under her dress, his fingers tracing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, teasing the edge of her panties before slipping beneath the fabric to find her already wet and ready for him. Jess whimpered, her body shuddering at the touch, her head falling back to expose the line of her throat as he trailed kisses along her jaw, his teeth nipping at her earlobe before he whispered his approval against her skin.

"Fuck, Jess. You're perfect," he murmured, his fingers sliding deeper inside her, stretching her, preparing her for what was to come. His thumb circled her clit, torturing the sensitive nub with just the right amount of pressure, his movements expert and confident, his other hand gripping her hip to hold her in place as she writhed against him.

"Please," she gasped, her voice barely a whisper as she clutched at his shoulders, her body aching for release, for something more, for everything he was promising with his touch and his words. "Please, André—"

He didn't answer with words. Instead, he kissed her again, his mouth claiming hers with a passion that left her breathless, his fingers continuing their relentless torment of her pussy until she was writhing against him, her body on the verge of explosion, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she teetered on the edge of climax.

"Fuck," she cried out, her body shuddering as her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her juices soaking his hand as wave after wave of pleasure washed through her. She called out his name, her voice breaking as she succumbed to the sensation, as her body rode out the waves of ecstasy that seemed to go on and on.

André groaned against her mouth, his cock jerking against her stomach, a wet spot darkening the front of his jeans as he came in his pants, his hand still buried deep inside her, his mouth still claiming hers with a hunger that matched her own. They stayed like that for a long moment, both panting, both trembling, both lost in the aftermath of their passion as the world around them seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of them and the sensation of their bodies pressed together.

André pulled his fingers free, his gaze dark and intense as he looked down at her, his breathing still ragged, his cock still hard against her stomach despite his release. "Fuck, Jess. You're perfect," he repeated, his voice rough with desire, his thumb brushing her lower lip as he stared at her.

Jess could only nod, her body still trembling, her mind reeling from the intensity of what had just happened. She didn't know what to say, didn't know what to feel, only knew that she wanted more, wanted everything he had to offer and more.

André's hands cupped her face, his thumbs brushing her lips as he stared down at her, his eyes dark with desire and something else—something that looked suspiciously like tenderness. "Next time, I'm gonna fuck you. Right here. Right now. And you're gonna take every inch of me," he promised, his voice a low growl that vibrated through her.

Jess's breath hitched at the image his words conjured, at the promise of what was to come, at the thought of his cock filling her, of him claiming her body completely. "You like that idea, don't you?" he murmured, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth as he watched her reaction, as he saw the way her body responded to his words.

She didn't answer, didn't need to. The way her nipples pebbled against the fabric of her dress, the way her breath caught in her throat, the way her pussy clenched with renewed desire—all told him everything he needed to know.

André's hands slid down her body, his fingers tracing the curve of her hips before slipping beneath the hem of her dress once more, his touch sending a fresh wave of heat through her. "Next time, Jess," he promised, his voice rough with desire, his eyes never leaving hers. "And you're gonna beg for it."

Then he stepped back, his hands falling away from her body, his gaze still fixed on hers as he took in the sight of her—her flushed cheeks, her swollen lips, her heaving chest—and the knowledge of what they had just done. He reached down and adjusted himself, his cock still hard beneath his jeans, the outline of it unmistakable even in the dim light. Then he turned and walked away, disappearing into the shadows of the backyard as quickly as he had appeared.

Jess stood there for a long moment, her body still trembling, her mind racing with the implications of what had just happened. She could hear the low murmur of conversations from the party, could hear the laughter of the kids playing in the distance, but it all seemed muffled and far away, as if she were watching it from behind a glass wall.

She knew she should be ashamed, should be horrified at what she had just done in her own backyard with her husband only a few feet away. But instead of shame or horror, all she felt was a sense of exhilaration, of liberatio,n of something she couldn't quite name but knew she wanted to feel again and again.

And as she stood there in the fading light, Jess knew one thing with absolute certainty: she would be back.

And next time?

She would let him.




Chapter 3

The fluorescent lights of the grocery store buzzed overhead, a dull hum that did little to soothe the tension coiling in Jess’s chest. She gripped the handle of her cart with white-knuckled precision, her knuckles pressing into the plastic until her fingers ached. The dairy aisle stretched before her, rows of milk jugs and cheese wheels blurring together in her peripheral vision. She should’ve been focused. She should’ve been efficient. But her mind kept drifting—back to the grill, back to the way André’s hands had owned her, back to the way his cock had throbbed against her thigh, hard and demanding, even through the layers of her dress.

Stop it.

She exhaled sharply through her nose, rolling the cart forward with deliberate slowness. The wheels squeaked against the linoleum, the sound grating in the sudden silence. She was alone in the aisle. For now.

A shadow fell across her arm.

Jess didn’t look up.

She didn’t have to.

The scent of him hit her first—bergamot and something darker, something feral, like leather and sweat and the faintest hint of whiskey. Her pulse jumped, her breath hitching as his presence consumed the space beside her.

“Jess.”

His voice was a low rumble, rough with amusement. She could feel the weight of his gaze, heavy and knowing, like he already knew exactly what she was thinking.

She kept her eyes on the yogurt display, her fingers tightening around the cart handle. “André.”

“You’re avoiding me.”

She finally glanced at him, her jaw clenched. He leaned against the cooler, one arm draped over the top, his biceps straining against the fabric of his Henley. The sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, revealing the dark ink of a tattoo peeking from beneath the cuff—something abstract, something dangerous. His jeans were faded, the denim worn thin over his thighs, the fly undone just enough to hint at the shape beneath.

The fabric of his jeans stretched tightly across his muscular thighs, outlining powerful, hair-roughened legs that tapered down to worn boots. A single button on his fly had been undone, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of dark, crisp hair and the outline of his substantial package, which seemed to strain against the denim with each breath he took. Jess couldn’t help but stare, her gaze locked on that irresistible bulge.

André smirked, his gaze flicking down to her lips. “You’re thinking about it.”

She swallowed. “I’m shopping.”

“Mmm.” His fingers traced the edge of the cooler, his knuckles brushing against hers. “Shopping’s boring.”

Jess jerked her hand back, her pulse spiking. “What do you want?”

André’s smirk deepened. “You.”

Her breath caught.

He stepped closer, his body crowding hers, his heat radiating off him in waves. She could feel the raw, masculine power emanating from him—the broadness of his shoulders, the solid wall of his chest, the scent of his cologne mingling with something uniquely him, something primal and intoxicating. Her back pressed against the cooler, her breath coming in shallow gasps. The chill of the metal contrasted with his heat, sending shivers down her spine.

She could feel him—everywhere—his chest brushing against her breasts, his nipples hard beneath his shirt, his hips pressing into hers, the undeniable length of his cock hard against her stomach, a thick, impressive ridge that made her legs weak. His fingertips grazed her bare arm, leaving trails of fire in their wake.

The ghost of his touch lingered on her skin long after contact, making her entire body tremble with anticipation. Jess’s knees nearly buckled.

André’s hand slid around her waist, his fingers spreading over her hip, his thumb brushing against the sensitive skin beneath her skirt. “You’re wet for me, aren’t you?”

Jess’s breath hitched. “André—”

“Shh.” His lips brushed against her ear, his voice a dark murmur that sent vibrations through her entire being. His hot breath sent shivers down her neck. “Let me taste you.”

Her body betrayed her.

Her hips rolled forward of their own accord, her pussy clenching in response to his words alone, her juices already dripping down her thighs. André groaned, the sound vibrating through his chest and into hers. His hand slid up her thigh, his fingers teasing the hem of her skirt, his calloused fingertips rough against her soft skin.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin as his fingers traced closer to her center. “You’ve been thinking about me since the party, haven’t you?”

Jess’s fingers tangled in his shirt, her nails digging into the fabric, clutching at him as if he were the only thing keeping her upright. The fabric of his shirt was soft beneath her touch, stretched taut across his powerful chest. She could feel the hard contours of his muscles beneath—his pectorals, his abs, the defined ridges that made her mouth water.

“You’re insane,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“And you love it.” His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, tugging them aside just enough to expose her to the cool air of the grocery aisle. The sudden sensation made her gasp, her body arching into his touch instinctively.

André’s fingers trailed down her slit, his thumb circling her clit with maddening precision, his touch light, teasing, knowing exactly how to drive her wild. She could feel every ridge and pad of his fingers, each subtle movement sending waves of pleasure through her. “Fuck, you’re dripping,” he murmured against her ear, his tongue flicking out to trace the shell of her ear.

Jess’s breath came in ragged gasps. “André, please—”

“Please what?” His fingers slid inside her, filling her, stretching her with deliberate slowness, each inch an exquisite invasion that made her cry out softly. His thumb rubbed her clit in slow, tormenting circles, matching the rhythm of his fingers. “You want me to stop?”

Jess whimpered, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed through her. “No—”

“Then beg.”

Jess’s breath hitched. “André—please—”

“Louder.”

“Please—” Her voice broke, her body trembling with need, her pussy clenching around his fingers, spasming with pleasure. “I—I need—”

“What do you need?” His fingers pumped inside her, his thumb rubbing her clit in slow, tormenting circles, his movements growing more insistent with each breath. “Tell me.”

Jess’s breath came in ragged gasps. “I—I need you—”

André groaned, his cock jerking against her stomach, the movement almost painful in its intensity. “Fuck, Jess.”

A sudden cough echoed down the aisle.

Jess’s eyes flew open.

An elderly woman stood at the end of the aisle, her cart half-full, her gaze fixed on André’s hand—buried inside Jess’s skirt.

Jess’s face burned with a combination of embarrassment and intense arousal, her cheeks flaming hot. The cool air of the grocery store did nothing to calm the heat pooling between her legs.

André didn’t even flinch. He pulled his fingers free, his smirk never wavering as he held her gaze. “Afternoon, Mrs. Henderson.”

The woman’s cheeks flushed a deep crimson. “Jessica…” Her voice was barely a whisper. “Is everything alright?”

Jess’s throat tightened. She forced a laugh, too high, too bright, completely unnatural. “Yeah! Just—organizing the yogurt.” The words sounded absurd even to her own ears.

Mrs. Henderson’s gaze flicked between them, her expression disapproving but tinged with something else—perhaps a hint of amusement or understanding that she would never admit. Then, with a sharp nod, she turned and walked away, her cart wheels squeaking against the linoleum.

Jess exhaled sharply, her fingers trembling against the fabric of André’s shirt. She could smell her own arousal mixed with his scent, a heady combination that made her dizzy with desire.

André’s hand cupped her face, his thumb brushing over her lower lip. “You’re blushing.”

Jess’s breath hitched. “You’re disgusting.”

“And you’re mine.” His fingers trailed down her neck, his touch light, possessive, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. “Next time, we won’t have an audience.”

Jess’s pulse roared in her ears, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. The thought of him taking her in public again, of being so bold as to risk being caught, sent a thrill of excitement through her.

André’s smirk deepened. “But for now…” His fingers slid back inside her, filling her, stretching her with a slow, deliberate thrust that made her gasp. “You’re gonna come for me. Right here. Right now.”

Jess’s breath hitched, her body responding to his command without conscious thought. His fingers pumped inside her, his thumb rubbing her clit in slow, tormenting circles, his movements growing more insistent with each passing second. The sound of his skin against hers was wet and obscene, a private symphony in the public space of the grocery aisle.

“That’s it, Jess. Come for me.” His voice was a low growl, barely audible above the hum of the refrigeration units and the distant beep of scanners.

Jess’s body shuddered, her orgasm crashing over her with the force of a tidal wave. Her pussy clenched around his fingers, waves of pleasure rippling through her core as she came undone. Her juices soaked his hand, warm and sticky, and she could feel his cock jerking against her stomach, his precome spilling onto her skirt in a wet spot that would be impossible to ignore.

“Fuck, Jess. You’re perfect.” The raw desire in his voice sent another wave of pleasure through her already trembling body.

Jess’s body trembled, her heart pounding against her ribs, her mind reeling from the intensity of the encounter. She was acutely aware of the public setting, of the cold air of the dairy aisle, of the sounds of the grocery store around them.

André pulled his fingers free, holding her gaze as he raised them to his lips and sucked them clean, his eyes never leaving hers. The sight was obscenely erotic, sending another jolt of desire through her.

His voice rough with desire, he stepped closer, his cock still hard, still pressing against her, an undeniable reminder of the power he held over her body. “Next time, I’m gonna fuck you. Right here. Right now. And you’re gonna take every inch of me.”

Jess’s pulse roared in her ears, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she imagined the scenario—him bending her over one of the display tables, his hands on her hips, his cock sliding home in one deep thrust, taking her right there in the middle of the dairy aisle.

André’s smirk deepened. “You like that idea, don’t you?”

She didn’t answer.

She didn’t have to.

Because the way her body reacted—the way her pussy clenched instinctively, the way her nipples pebbled against the fabric of her blouse, the way her breath caught in her throat—told him everything he needed to know.

André’s fingers trailed down her arm, his touch light, possessive, leaving a trail of warmth wherever he touched her. “Next time, Jess. And you’re gonna beg for it.”

Then he stepped back, his cock still hard, a visible tent in his jeans, his smirk still in place, his gaze still burning into hers with an intensity that made her feel both exposed and secure.

Jess’s breath came in shallow gasps, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm, her mind racing with the implications of what had just happened.

Because she knew.

She knew she’d be back.

And next time?

She’d let him.

---

The walk to the checkout was a blur.

Jess’s fingers trembled as she scanned her items, her mind racing, her body aching with a delicious combination of satisfaction and unfulfilled desire. She could still feel the ghost of André’s touch, still smell his scent, still feel the cold spot on her skirt where his precome had soaked through. Her pussy throbbed with a mixture of pleasure and need, her panties damp with her own arousal and his release.

She didn’t look at him as she walked away, didn’t dare to meet his gaze. She just hurried, her cart rolling ahead of her with a slight wobble, her heart pounding in her chest, each beat echoing his name.

She paid for her groceries with mechanical precision, her fingers numb, her breath shallow, her mind replaying the scene in the dairy aisle over and over again. She could still feel the cool air of the grocery store against her skin, still hear the distant beep of scanners and the hum of refrigeration units.

She didn’t relax until she was outside, the fresh air slapping her in the face, the hum of the store fading behind her. The sudden quiet was almost deafening, the only sounds the distant traffic and the rustle of leaves in the breeze.

She exhaled sharply, her fingers digging into the cart handle, the plastic hard and unyielding beneath her touch. The pressure grounded her slightly, bringing her back to reality.

What the hell am I doing?

She shouldn’t have let him touch her. She shouldn’t have let him taste her. She shouldn’t have—

A hand cupped her waist.

Jess’s breath hitched, her body responding instantly to his touch, a traitor to her thoughts.

André’s body pressed against hers from behind, his cock hard against her lower back, his breath hot against her ear. “You’re thinking about it again.”

His voice was a low rumble that vibrated through her entire body, sending shivers down her spine. His hand slid up her stomach, his fingers teasing the hem of her blouse, his touch leaving trails of fire wherever he touched her.

“Go away,” she whispered, though the words lacked conviction.

André chuckled, low and dark, a sound that sent another wave of desire through her. “Not a chance.”

His hand slid up her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair, tilting her head back so he could whisper in her ear. “You’re mine, Jess. And I’m not done with you yet.”

The possessiveness in his voice sent a thrill of excitement through her, mixed with a healthy dose of fear.

André’s fingers trailed down her arm, his touch light, possessive, sending shivers down her spine. “Next time, I’m gonna fuck you. Right here. Right now. And you’re gonna take every inch of me.”

Jess’s pulse roared in her ears, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. The thought of him bending her over her car right there in the parking lot, of taking her in broad daylight where anyone could see, sent a wave of heat through her body.

André’s smirk deepened, his eyes blazing with desire. “You like that idea, don’t you?”

She didn’t answer.

She didn’t have to.

Because the way her body reacted—the way her pussy clenched instinctively, the way her nipples pebbled against the fabric of her blouse, the way her breath caught in her throat—told him everything he needed to know.

André’s fingers trailed down her arm, his voice a low growl that vibrated through his chest and into hers. “Next time, Jess. And you’re gonna beg for it.”

Then he stepped back, leaving her trembling and breathless in his wake, his cock still hard, a visible outline in his jeans, his smirk still in place, his gaze still burning into hers with an intensity that made her feel both exposed and protected.

Jess’s breath came in shallow gasps, her body still trembling from the aftermath of his touch, her mind racing with the implications of what had just happened and what was yet to come.

Because she knew.

She knew she’d be back.

And next time?

She’d let him.

She would beg for it.




Chapter 4

The grill hissed and spat as Greg flipped another burger, the grease sizzling in the late afternoon heat. Jess stood at the edge of the patio, her fingers wrapped around a chilled glass of white wine—something she’d grabbed from the fridge just for the occasion. She’d told herself it was to "loosen up," but the truth was, she needed the liquid courage. The kind that would steady her hands when they trembled, the kind that would dull the edge of her anticipation just enough to make this next hour bearable. Because André was here. And he wasn’t just here—he was everywhere. She could feel his presence like a physical weight, pressing against her skin, seeping into her bones. Every time she turned, there he was—leaning against the fence, his arms crossed over his chest, his muscles shifting beneath the thin fabric of his tank. His gaze flicked to her, slow and deliberate, like he was savoring the sight of her. Like he knew exactly what she was thinking. God, he knew. Jess took another sip of wine, the cool liquid sliding down her throat, but it did nothing to ease the heat pooling between her thighs. She adjusted the strap of her sundress, the fabric clinging to her skin, the thin material doing little to hide the way her nipples had hardened into tight peaks beneath it. She shouldn’t have worn this. But she had. Because she wanted him to look. Because she wanted him to want her. Greg clapped André on the back, laughing as he handed him a beer. "Man, you’re gonna love this one. Jess’s famous deviled eggs—she’s got a secret ingredient." André’s smirk was slow, predatory, as he took the plate from Jess’s hands, his fingers brushing against hers just a little too long. "Secret ingredient, huh?" His voice was low, rough, his gaze darkening as he met her eyes. "Care to share?" Jess’s breath hitched. Greg, oblivious, just chuckled. "Nah, man, you’ll have to guess." He turned back to the grill, but André didn’t look away. His fingers traced the rim of his beer bottle, his thumb accidentally brushing against Jess’s wrist as he passed her a plate of wings. The touch was electric, sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. "You’re nervous," André murmured, his voice barely audible over the laughter and clinking glasses. Jess forced a laugh. "Me? Never." His smirk deepened. "Liar." She turned away, her heart pounding, her body aching for his touch. She needed to distract herself. She needed to move. So she did. She wandered toward the back of the yard, where a few of Greg’s coworkers were lounging in lawn chairs, their voices low and relaxed. She perched on the armrest of one, her legs dangling over the edge, her dress riding up just enough to tease the bare skin of her thighs. A hand slid onto her knee. Jess’s breath caught. André’s fingers spread, his palm warmer than the sun beating down on them, his touch possessive without meaning to be. "You’re playing with fire, Jess." She swallowed hard. "I don’t know what you mean." His thumb traced the hem of her dress, his touch light, teasing, his gaze dark with desire. "You know exactly what I mean." Jess’s fingers curled into the armrest, her knuckles white. "Greg’s right there." André’s smirk was infuriating. "And he’s not looking." She glanced over her shoulder. Greg was engrossed in a conversation with Mark, his back turned, his attention nowhere near them. Jess’s breath hitched. André’s fingers slid up her thigh, his touch slow, deliberate, his gaze burning into hers. "You want this, Jess. You want me." Her body betrayed her. Her hips rolled forward, her pussy clenching, her juices already dripping down her thighs. André groaned, low and guttural, his fingers digging into her skin. "Fuck, Jess. You’re soaked." Jess’s breath came in ragged gasps. "André—" "Shh." His lips brushed against her ear, his voice a dark murmur. "Let me take care of you." Her entire body flamed. She should’ve stopped him. She should’ve pushed him away. But she didn’t. Because she wanted this. She needed this. André’s fingers slid beneath the hem of her dress, his touch hot against her skin. "You’re mine, Jess. And I’m not done with you yet." Jess’s breath hitched. His fingers trailed up her thigh, his touch light, teasing, his gaze dark with desire. "You want me to fuck you right here. Right now. And you’re gonna take every inch of me." Jess’s pulse roared in her ears. André’s smirk deepened. "You like that idea, don’t you?" She didn’t answer. She didn’t have to. Because the way her body reacted—the way her pussy clenched, the way her nipples pebbled, the way her breath caught—told him everything he needed to know. André’s fingers slid inside her panties, his touch hot, wet, his fingers teasing her clit with deliberate slowness. "Fuck, Jess. You’re dripping." Jess’s breath came in ragged gasps. "André—" "Louder." "André—" Her voice broke, her body trembling, her pussy clenching around his fingers. "Louder." "Please—" Her voice was barely a whisper, her body shuddering, her juices soaking her panties. André groaned, his cock jerking against her thigh, his precome spilling onto her skin. "Fuck, Jess. You’re perfect." Jess’s body shuddered, her orgasm crashing over her, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her juices soaking her panties, her breath coming in ragged gasps. André groaned, his cock jerking against her thigh, his precome spilling onto her skin. "Fuck, Jess. You’re perfect." Jess’s body trembled, her heart pounding, her mind reeling. André pulled his fingers free, his voice rough with desire. "Next time, I’m gonna fuck you. Right here. Right now. And you’re gonna take every inch of me." Jess’s breath hitched. André’s smirk deepened. "You like that idea, don’t you?" She didn’t answer. She didn’t have to. Because the way her body reacted—the way her pussy clenched, the way her nipples pebbled, the way her breath caught—told him everything he needed to know. André’s fingers trailed down her thigh, his voice a low growl. "Next time, Jess. And you’re gonna beg for it." Jess’s breath came in shallow gasps. Because she knew. She knew she’d be back. And next time? She’d let him. Greg’s voice cut through the haze of her pleasure, loud and booming across the yard. "Hey, Jess! Time for cornhole!" Jess’s fingers tightened around the armrest, her body still vibrating from André’s touch. She forced a laugh, her voice too bright, too fake. "Coming!" André’s smirk was infuriating. "You’re mine, Jess. And I’m not done with you yet." Jess’s breath hitched. André’s fingers trailed down her thigh, his touch light, possessive. "Next time, I’m gonna fuck you. Right here. Right now. And you’re gonna take every inch of me." Jess’s pulse roared in her ears. André’s smirk deepened. "You like that idea, don’t you?" She didn’t answer. She didn’t have to. Because the way her body reacted—the way her pussy clenched, the way her nipples pebbled, the way her breath caught—told him everything he needed to know. André’s fingers trailed down her arm, his voice a low growl. "Next time, Jess. And you’re gonna beg for it." Jess’s breath came in shallow gasps. Because she knew. She knew she’d be back. And next time? She’d let him. The game of cornhole was a blur. Jess’s fingers trembled as she lined up her shot, her body still aching from André’s touch. She missed her first throw, the beanbag clattering to the ground, her face flaming with embarrassment. André’s smirk was knowing. "You’re distracted, Jess." Jess forced a laugh. "Maybe I just need a break." André’s smirk deepened. "Maybe you do." Jess turned away, her heart pounding, her body aching for his touch. She needed to distract herself. She needed to move. So she did. She wandered toward the grill, where Greg was flipping another burger, his attention focused on the meat. Jess leaned against the counter, her fingers tracing the edge of the cutting board, her gaze drifting toward the back of the yard. Where André was leaning against the fence, his arms crossed over his chest, his muscles shifting beneath the fabric of his tank. His gaze flickered to hers, slow and deliberate, his smirk infuriating. Jess’s breath hitched. André’s fingers traced the rim of his beer bottle, his thumb brushing against his lower lip. "You’re thinking about it again." Jess’s fingers tightened around the cutting board. "I’m shopping." André chuckled, low and dark. "Shopping’s boring." Jess’s breath hitched. André stepped closer, his body crowding hers, his heat radiating off him in waves. Jess’s back pressed against the counter, her breath coming in shallow gasps. She could feel him—everywhere—his chest brushing against her breasts, his hips pressing into hers, the length of his cock hard against her stomach. Jess’s knees nearly buckled. André’s hand slid around her waist, his fingers spreading over her hip, his thumb brushing against the sensitive skin beneath her dress. "You’re wet for me, aren’t you?" Jess’s breath hitched. "André—" "Shh." His lips brushed against her ear, his voice a dark murmur. "Let me take care of you." Jess’s entire body flamed. She should’ve stopped him. She should’ve pushed him away. But she didn’t. Because she wanted this. She needed this. André’s fingers slid beneath the hem of her dress, his touch hot against her skin. "You’re mine, Jess. And I’m not done with you yet." Jess’s breath hitched. His fingers trailed up her thigh, his touch light, teasing, his gaze dark with desire. "You want me to fuck you right here. Right now. And you’re gonna take every inch of me." Jess’s pulse roared in her ears. André’s smirk deepened. "You like that idea, don’t you?" She didn’t answer. She didn’t have to. Because the way her body reacted—the way her pussy clenched, the way her nipples pebbled, the way her breath caught—told him everything he needed to know. André’s fingers slid inside her panties, his touch hot, wet, his fingers teasing her clit with deliberate slowness. "Fuck, Jess. You’re dripping." Jess’s breath came in ragged gasps. "André—" "Louder." "André—" Her voice broke, her body trembling, her pussy clenching around his fingers. "Louder." "Please—" Her voice was barely a whisper, her body shuddering, her juices soaking her panties. André groaned, his cock jerking against her thigh, his precome spilling onto her skin. "Fuck, Jess. You’re perfect." Jess’s body shuddered, her orgasm crashing over her, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her juices soaking her panties, her breath coming in ragged gasps. André groaned, his cock jerking against her thigh, his precome spilling onto her skin. "Fuck, Jess. You’re perfect." Jess’s body trembled, her heart pounding, her mind reeling. André pulled his fingers free, his voice rough with desire. "Next time, I’m gonna fuck you. Right here. Right now. And you’re gonna take every inch of me." Jess’s breath hitched. André’s smirk deepened. "You like that idea, don’t you?" She didn’t answer. She didn’t have to. Because the way her body reacted—the way her pussy clenched, the way her nipples pebbled, the way her breath caught—told him everything he needed to know. André’s fingers trailed down her thigh, his voice a low growl. "Next time, Jess. And you’re gonna beg for it." Jess’s breath came in shallow gasps. Because she knew. She knew she’d be back. And next time? She’d let him. The sun began to dip below the horizon, casting long shadows across the yard. Greg declared the cookout a success, his voice loud and boisterous, his laughter echoing across the patio. Jess forced a smile, her fingers trembling as she helped Greg clean up the grill, her body still vibrating from André’s touch. She couldn’t wait for Greg to fall asleep. She couldn’t wait for the house to be quiet. She couldn’t wait for André to come to her. Because tonight? Tonight, she’d let him. And tomorrow? Tomorrow, she’d beg for more.




Chapter 5

The last of the daylight bled into twilight, painting the Smiths’ backyard in a golden haze that did nothing to cool the heat simmering between Jess and André. The party had long since shifted from boisterous laughter to the lazy, drunken slur of voices—Greg’s included—now slumped in a lawn chair, his chin resting on his chest as he snored softly. The grill had been scrubbed clean, the cooler emptied of its last few beers, and the only thing left to do was wait. Jess stood at the edge of the patio, her fingers tracing the rim of a half-empty glass of wine she’d been nursing for the last hour. The alcohol had long since stopped burning her throat, but it hadn’t done much to dull the throbbing between her legs. Every time she moved, the fabric of her sundress shifted, the thin material teasing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. She could still feel the ghost of André’s touch—his fingers skimming her waist, his breath hot against her ear, the weight of his cock pressing into her hip as he’d left her aching, needy, and desperate. She shouldn’t have let him walk away. But she had. Because he’d promised her more. And God help her, she believed him.

A shadow fell over her. Jess didn’t turn. She didn’t have to. She could feel him—close, watching, his presence like a physical weight pressing against her skin. His cologne wrapped around her, spicy, masculine, intoxicating.

"You’re thinking about it again," André murmured, his voice low, rough, his breath warm against her neck. Jess’s fingers tightened around the glass. "I’m not thinking about anything."

A chuckle, dark and knowing, rumbled against her ear. "Liar."

She turned then, slow, deliberate, letting her gaze travel up the length of him—his muscles flexing beneath his tank top, the way his board shorts hugged his thighs, the prominent bulge straining against the fabric. Jess’s core clenched.

André’s eyes darkened, his smirk infuriating, knowing. "You like what you see?"

She rolled her eyes, but her voice wavered. "I see nothing."

His hand cupped her chin, his thumb brushing over her lower lip, forcing her mouth open just enough for his tongue to slide inside. She moaned, her fingers clutching at his shirt, her body melting against his.

"You’re mine," he growled, his lips trailing down her jaw, his teeth nipping at her earlobe. "And I’m not done with you yet."

Jess’s breath hitched.

André’s hand slid down her side, his fingers spreading over her hip, his thumb skimming the bare skin of her thigh. "You want me to fuck you right here, don’t you?" His voice was rough, demanding, his cock pressing into her stomach, hard, throbbing.

Jess’s pussy clenched.

"André—"

"Shh." His lips captured hers again, rough, possessive, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth. She whimpered, her tongue tangling with his, her body arching into him, needing more.

His hand slid beneath her dress, his fingers hot against her skin, his thumb circling her clit through the thin fabric of her panties. "You’re soaked," he growled, his voice rough with desire.

Jess’s legs trembled.

"Please—" she whispered, her hips bucking against his hand, needing more friction, more pressure.

André chuckled, dark and triumphant, his other hand gripping her hair, tilting her head back so he could bite down on her neck, his teeth grabbing her flesh just hard enough to make her gasp.

"You beg so pretty," he murmured, his fingers sliding beneath the waistband of her panties, his thumb dipping into her wet heat.

Jess moaned, her back arching, her nails digging into his shoulders. "André—"

"Louder," he demanded, his fingers pumping inside her, his thumb rubbing her clit in slow, torturing circles.

"Fuck—!" Her voice echoed across the yard, her body shuddering, her orgasm crashing over her in waves.

André groaned, his cock jerking against her stomach, his precome spilling onto her skin. "Fuck, Jess. You’re perfect."

Jess’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body still trembling from the intensity of her release.

André pulled his hand away, his voice rough with restraint. "Not here."

Jess’s eyes widened.

"Not yet," he clarified, his smirk dark, triumphant.

Jess’s pulse roared in her ears.

"When?" she demanded, her voice shaky, her body aching for more.

André’s fingers trailed down her arm, his voice low, dangerous. "You’ll know."

Jess’s breath caught.

Because she knew.

Tonight.

He was coming for her tonight.

And she was ready.

The house was quiet when Greg finally stumbled inside, his keys clattering to the floor as he fumbled with the door. Jess stood in the kitchen, her fingers trembling as she poured herself another glass of wine. She could hear Greg’s snores already, loud and steady, echoing through the walls.

She waited.

And she didn’t have to wait long.

The back door creaked open.

Jess didn’t turn.

She could feel him—close, watching, his breath hot against her neck.

"You’re still here," André murmured, his voice rough, his hands sliding around her waist, pulling her back against his chest.

Jess’s breath hitched.

André’s lips brushed against her ear, his teeth nipping at her lobe. "You wanted me to come for you."

Jess’s core clenched.

"I—" she began, but her voice faltered, her thoughts scattered as André’s hands slid up her sides, his fingers teasing the underside of her breasts.

"You wanted me to fuck you," he growled, his cock pressing into her ass, hard, throbbing.

Jess’s pussy ached.

"Yes," she whispered, her head falling back against his shoulder.

André chuckled, dark and knowing, his hands sliding beneath her dress, his fingers grabbing her ass, his thumbs spreading her cheeks apart.

Jess’s breath caught.

André’s finger trailed down her ass, his touch light, teasing, his thumb dipping into her wet heat.

"You’re soaked," he growled, his finger pumping inside her, his thumb rubbing her clit.

Jess moaned, her hips bucking against his hand, needing more.

André pulled his hand away, his voice rough with restraint. "Bedroom."

Jess’s eyes widened.

André grinned, dark and triumphant, his hand gripping her hip, guiding her toward the stairs.

Jess’s heart pounded in her chest.

Because she knew.

Tonight?

Tonight, she’d take every inch of him.

And she’d beg for more.

The stairs seemed to stretch endlessly before her, each step a torturous reminder of what awaited at the top. André’s hand never left her hip, his thumb drawing slow circles on her skin that sent shivers straight to her core. By the time they reached the top, Jess was trembling with anticipation, her body burning with a need that had been building all evening. André pushed open the door to the master bedroom, revealing the soft glow of a bedside lamp casting long shadows across the walls. Jess took a step inside, her body aching with desire as she turned to face him. His eyes were dark with hunger, his chest rising and falling with each ragged breath as he closed the distance between them. "You’ve been driving me crazy all night," he said, his voice low and husky as he reached for the hem of her dress. She lifted her arms obediently, allowing him to pull the fabric over her head and let it fall to the floor. He took a moment to look at her, his gaze traveling over her body as if memorizing every curve. "Fuck, you’re beautiful," he murmured before his mouth crashed down on hers, demanding and possessive. Jess melted into the kiss, her hands fumbling with the strings of his board shorts until they loosened and fell to the floor. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and she couldn’t resist the urge to wrap her fingers around it, stroking him slowly as he groaned against her lips. "Not yet," he whispered, gently removing her hand and guiding her toward the bed. "I want to taste you first."

Jess’s breath hitched as he lowered her onto the mattress, his hands spreading her thighs apart as he settled between them. She watched as his tongue traced a slow path up her inner thigh, getting closer and closer to where she ached for him most. When his tongue finally brushed against her clit, she gasped, her back arching off the bed. He took his time, licking and sucking at her sensitive flesh until she was writhing beneath him, her fingers tangling in his hair.

"Please, André," she begged. "I need you inside me."

He looked up at her, his lips glistening, and grinned wickedly before crawling up her body. He positioned himself at her entrance, teasing her with just the tip. "You want this?" he asked, his voice rough with need.

"Yes," she whispered. "Please, fuck me."

He slammed into her, filling her completely, and they both moaned at the sensation. Their bodies moved together, a desperate dance of passion and need. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her deeper into each thrust as she wrapped her legs around him, urging him on. The pleasure built between them, their bodies slick with sweat, breath coming in ragged gasps. When he reached between them to rub her clit in time with his thrusts, Jess’s body tensed, the orgasm crashing over her with such intensity that she cried out his name. André followed soon after, his movements becoming erratic as he found his own release, collapsing onto the bed beside her. They lay there, breathless and satisfied, as Jess’s fingers traced idle patterns on his chest. "That was..." she began, but found herself at a loss for words.

"Perfect," André finished, pulling her closer and pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. "And we have all night for more."




Chapter 6

The screen door swung shut with a quiet click, cutting off the distant hum of Greg’s drunkard laughter still lingering from the party. Jess stood frozen in the dim glow of the kitchen, her wineglass forgotten on the counter, her pulse a frantic drumbeat against her ribs. The air between them was thick, charged, the kind that crackled with unspoken promises and the echo of what had already passed between them. The scent of barbecue smoke still clung to their clothes, mingling with the sweet perfume of her dress and the clean, masculine smell of his cologne. At that moment, everything in her world narrowed down to him, to the way his eyes burned with an intensity that made her stomach flutter.

André didn’t waste time.

He moved with a purpose that sent a delicious shiver down her spine. His hands were on her waist before she could dare to breathe, his fingers digging into the soft flesh just above her hips, possessive, demanding. His touch was searing, the heat of his palms seeping through the thin fabric of her dress, and Jess’s breath hitched as she realized—he wasn’t here to play. He was here to take. She felt the raw power in his grip, the controlled strength that could easily lift her off the ground or pin her to the wall. His fingers traced the indentations of her waist before sliding up to rest just beneath the curve of her breasts, as if he were memorizing the shape of her before claiming it completely.

His mouth crashed into hers, hungry, ruthless, his tongue forcing its way between her lips as if he’d been starving for the taste of her. Jess gasped, her fingers tangling in the short strands of his hair as she kissed him back with a desperation that mirrored his. His tongue explored her mouth with aggressive, demanding strokes, claiming every inch of her. She could taste the beer on his lips, the mint of his breath mingling with hers, creating a flavor uniquely theirs. Her body responded instinctively, melting against his while her mind raced with the sheer audacity of it all. He’d barely touched her and already she was drowning in sensation.

His hands slid up her sides, skimming the undersides of her breasts, his thumbs teasing the hard peaks pressing against her dress. She arched into him, her back bowing, her nipples aching for more of his touch. The friction was maddening, the thin fabric of her bra and dress providing only the barest of barriers between his teasing thumbs and her desperate flesh. Her nipples tightened further, straining toward his touch, and she bit her lip to suppress a moan that threatened to escape. The contrast between the clinical humor of the night and this raw, passionate moment was intoxicating.

"Fuck, Jess," he growled against her lips, his voice rough, raw. His breath was hot against her face, his words vibrating through her body. "You drive me mad."

His hand fisted in her hair, tilting her head back just enough to trail open-mouthed kisses down her throat. She could feel his teeth grazing the sensitive skin, the sting of his bite sending a shiver straight to her core. His kisses alternated between gentle flicks of his tongue and sharp nips that made her gasp. She felt his teeth scrape against her collarbone, then the soft, wet heat of his tongue soothing the spot he’d just marked. His free hand continued to explore her body, tracing the line of her jaw, then down her neck to cup her breast through her dress.

"Your skin tastes like honey," he murmured, his voice a low rumble against her throat that vibrated through her entire being. "Sweet and intoxicating."

His hand fisted in her hair, tilting her head back just enough to trail open-mouthed kisses down her throat. She could feel his teeth grazing the sensitive skin, the sting of his bite sending a shiver straight to her core. His kisses alternated between gentle flicks of his tongue and sharp nips that made her gasp. She felt his teeth scrape against her collarbone, then the soft, wet heat of his tongue soothing the spot he’d just marked. His free hand continued to explore her body, tracing the line of her jaw, then down her neck to cup her breast through her dress.

"Your skin tastes like honey," he murmured, his voice a low rumble against her throat that vibrated through her entire being. "Sweet and intoxicating."

Her dress was hiked up around her waist before she could protest, his fingers burrowing beneath the fabric, hooking into the waistband of her panties. The sudden exposure sent a thrill of vulnerability through her, mixed with anticipation of what he might do next. Cool air brushed against her heated skin, and she instinctively tried to close her legs, but his knees kept them apart.

"André—" she whimpered, her hips bucking as his fingers glided over her wet flesh. The sound of her own arousal was embarrassingly loud in the quiet kitchen, a reminder of how much she wanted him. He didn’t seem to mind; if anything, her body's reaction seemed to please him even more.

"Shh," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. He leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her earlobe as he spoke. "Let me take care of you."

His fingers spread her, exposing her completely to his gaze. Jess’s face burned with embarrassment, but the way his eyes darkened, the way his tongue swept over his lower lip—it was like he was devouring the sight of her. He took his time, his eyes roaming every inch of her most private place, his expression one of pure hunger. His thumb began to circle her clit, slow, deliberate, the gentle pressure building a tension that coiled deep in her belly.

"So fucking pretty," he groaned, his voice thick with lust. "Dripping for me."

She couldn’t answer—couldn’t speak—not when his fingers pushed inside her, stretching her, filling her in a way that made her nails dig into his shoulders. He started with just one finger, then added a second, his movements slow and deliberate at first, then building in intensity. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through her, his fingers curling inside her, hitting that perfect spot that made her toes curl. His thumb continued its relentless circle on her clit, never breaking rhythm, never giving her a moment to catch her breath.

"You like that?" he growled, his voice hoarse. "Like being mine, Jess?"

"Yes—!" Her moan echoed off the kitchen walls, her body tensing, her orgasm coiling tight inside her. She felt the pressure building, the heat spreading through her, the impossible tension that promised an explosion of sensation.

André chuckled, dark and triumphant, his other hand sliding up her thigh, his fingers teasing the inside of her knee, forcing her legs apart wider. The increased exposure made her even more sensitive, every nerve ending firing at once. His thumb pressed down on her clit as his fingers curved, hitting that perfect spot inside her, and her world shattered.

Jess came with a choked cry, her body shuddering, her pussy clenching around his fingers as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Her back arched off the counter, her fingers clawing at his shoulders, her legs trembling with the force of her release. She felt her inner muscles contracting rhythmically around his fingers, milking them as if they were his cock. The orgasm seemed to last forever, each pulse more intense than the last, until she was nothing but a trembling, gasping mess in his arms.

André groaned, his cock throbbing against her hip, his precome wetting the fabric between them. She could feel his heart pounding against her chest, matching the frantic rhythm of his breathing. He was as affected by this as she was, his body taut with restraint.

"Fuck, Jess," he growled, his breath ragged. "I’m going to fuck you so hard your neighbors will hear you."

Jess’s eyes widened, her breath coming in sharp gasps. She imagined the sound they might make—her moans, his grunts, the slap of skin against skin—and the thought sent a fresh wave of arousal through her already sensitive body. The idea of them being so loud, so uninhibited, was both terrifying and incredibly arousing.

André pulled his hand away, his smirk infuriating, knowing. He brought his glistening fingers to his lips, tasting her, his eyes never leaving hers. The sight was obscenely hot, and she felt her body respond, her pussy already clenching again, empty and wanting.

"But first..."

Before she could anticipate his next move, he swept her into his arms, her dress hiking up higher as he carried her toward the stairs. She whimpered, her legs wrapping around his waist, her pussy aching, empty. She could feel the hard length of him pressed against her, a promise of what was to come. The ride up the stairs was a blur of sensation—the warmth of his chest against her body, the strength in his arms holding her effortlessly, the thrill of being carried like this.

"André—" she breathed, her fingers clutching at his shoulders. His skin was hot under her touch, slick with sweat from the effort of carrying her and the heat of their encounter. She traced the muscles of his back, feeling the tension in them, the power coiled beneath his skin.

"Patience," he murmured, his lips brushing against hers. His voice was low, rough, filled with promise. "But not for long."

The bedroom door creaked open, and the moment he stepped inside, André lowered her onto the bed, her dress riding up around her hips, her panties discarded somewhere on the floor. She lay there, breathless, her body throbbing, needy, as André stripped off his shirt, revealing the sweat-slicked muscles of his chest, the dark trails of his tattoos snaking down his sides. The light from the hallway spilling into the room highlighted the definition in his arms and abdomen, making him look like a sculpture come to life.

Then his board shorts hit the floor, and her eyes widened.

His cock jutting out, thick, veined, the head dark, glistening with precome. Jess’s mouth watered at the sight, her tongue instinctively flicking out to wet her lips. She had seen him before, but not like this—fully erect, his arousal evident in the way his cock stood proudly from his body. She reached out without thinking, her fingers wrapping around him, feeling the heat and hardness of him in her palm.

He groaned at her touch, his hips jerking slightly. "Fuck, Jess," he breathed, his eyes closing for a moment, savoring the feeling. "If you keep that up, this will be over before it begins."

She smiled, a slow, sensual curve of her lips, and gave him a gentle stroke before withdrawing her hand. She wanted more than just this touch; she wanted all of him.

André crawled onto the bed, his body hovering over hers, his hands skimming down her sides, his fingers tracing the curves of her hips. He took his time, as if memorizing every inch of her body, his touch light and teasing, driving her slowly wild with desire.

"You’re perfect," he growled, his voice rough. "And you’re mine."

Jess’s heart pounded.

Because she knew.

Tonight?

Tonight, she’d take every inch of him.

And she’d beg for more.
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