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Midnight Dimensions: A Size Queen's Awakening


Chapter One – The Match

Kara swiped right before she could talk herself out of it. The photo showed a man built like a Greek statue reimagined in dark mahogany – broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, a jaw that could have been carved with a chisel, and a smile that promised trouble. His name was Darius. His profile said architect, 32, Savannah native. Hers said yoga instructor, 28, transplant from Charleston. The algorithm did the rest.

They matched at 11:47 on a Tuesday night while she was lying in bed wearing an oversized college t-shirt and eating peanut butter from the jar. She nearly choked when the notification lit up her screen. Three dots appeared immediately. He was typing.

"You've got the kind of smile that makes a man forget his opening line."

She laughed out loud in her empty apartment, the sound bouncing off exposed brick walls. She typed back: "Then skip the line and ask me out."

He did. Friday night, a wine bar on River Street she'd never heard of called The Gilded Pour. She spent the rest of the week overthinking her outfit, changing her mind fourteen times before settling on a white sundress that hugged every curve she'd spent years learning to love – the full hips, the heavy chest, the soft belly she used to hide under layers. Yoga had given her a new relationship with her body. She knew what it could do now, how it could bend and hold and breathe. She just hadn't found anyone worth bending for in a long time.

Her last three boyfriends had been variations on a theme – nice enough, adequate in bed, the kind of men who finished in missionary and called it a night. Tyler, the accountant. Brad, the dental hygienist. Kevin, the IT project manager. All perfectly pleasant. All completely forgettable. She'd started to wonder if the heat she read about in novels was fiction, something invented to sell books to bored women.

Friday arrived like a drumroll. She parked two blocks from the bar and checked her reflection one last time. Blonde hair falling in loose waves past her shoulders. Blue eyes lined with just enough smoke to look intentional. Lips glossed the color of ripe peaches. The dress was doing exactly what she'd bought it to do – her cleavage formed a deep valley of pale, sun-kissed skin, and the hem stopped just above the knee, showing off calves toned from a thousand warrior poses.

She walked in and saw him at the bar and her breath caught like a fishhook in her throat.

He was taller than his photos suggested – six-three at least, maybe six-four. He wore a charcoal linen shirt with the sleeves rolled to his forearms, dark jeans that fit like they'd been tailored. His skin was the color of roasted coffee beans, smooth and rich, catching the amber light of the bar like he'd been designed to exist in this exact lighting. When he turned and saw her, his dark eyes traveled from her face to her feet and back again with an appreciation so open and unhurried it made her feel like the only woman in the room.

"Kara." He said her name like he was tasting it.

"Darius." She extended her hand and he took it – his palm swallowed hers, warm and dry and enormous – and instead of shaking it, he turned it gently and kissed the back of her fingers. Old-fashioned. Confident. The gesture sent a ripple of warmth straight down through her center.

Oh. Oh, this is different.

They sat in a corner booth with a bottle of Malbec between them and talked for two hours without a single lull. He designed sustainable housing projects. She told him about opening her own studio after three years of teaching at a chain gym. He laughed easily and deeply, a sound like distant thunder rolling across a warm field. He listened like what she said mattered, leaning in, his dark eyes fixed on hers with an intensity that made her skin prickle.

Beneath the table, his knee pressed against hers. She didn't move away. Neither did he.

By the third glass of wine, the conversation had turned flirtatious in a way that felt less like testing and more like inevitability. His hand found her knee under the table, his thumb drawing slow circles on her bare skin.

"I should tell you," she said, swirling the wine in her glass, "I don't usually do this."

"Do what?" His voice was low, a bass note that vibrated somewhere behind her navel.

"Feel this comfortable with someone this fast."

He smiled, and it was like watching a door open. "Maybe you've been sitting across from the wrong people."

Yes. That's exactly it. That's exactly what it's been.

She suggested they take a walk along the river. He paid the tab before she could reach for her card. They stepped out into the warm Savannah night, the air thick with jasmine and salt from the coast, and he took her hand as naturally as breathing. His fingers laced between hers – his dark skin against her pale hand, the contrast so stark and so beautiful under the streetlamps that she kept glancing down at their intertwined fingers like she was memorizing a painting.

They walked and talked and the city folded around them like a conspiratorial friend, offering quiet streets and pools of golden light. He told her about growing up in Savannah, about his mother the schoolteacher, about spending summers building treehouses that got more architecturally ambitious every year. She told him about leaving Charleston to find something that felt like hers, about the terror and thrill of signing a lease on her studio.

Somewhere near a fountain, he stopped walking. She looked up at him – she had to tilt her head back, even in her heels – and the look on his face was so direct, so frankly wanting, that the air between them compressed into something solid.

"Can I kiss you?" he asked.

"I was hoping you would."

He cupped her face in both hands – those enormous hands, his palms spanning from her jaw to her cheekbones – and kissed her. Not tentatively. Not politely. He kissed her like he'd been thinking about it all night and had run out of patience. His lips were full and soft and commanding, his tongue finding hers with a confidence that made her knees actually weaken, a thing she'd thought was just an expression until this exact moment. She gripped the front of his shirt and made a small sound against his mouth that she would have been embarrassed about if she'd had any cognitive function left.

When he pulled back, her lips were swollen and her pulse was hammering in her ears.

"My loft is four blocks from here," he said. Not pushing. Offering.

Say yes. For once in your life, say yes to the thing that scares you.

"Take me there."

His loft was on the top floor of a converted cotton warehouse – exposed brick, wide plank floors, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the river. The space was open and masculine, full of architectural models and framed blueprints and a bed the size of a small country. He poured her a glass of water without asking, which she found oddly thoughtful, and put on music – something low and instrumental with a heavy bassline that seemed to pulse in time with her heartbeat.

They stood by the windows, the city glittering below, and he kissed her again. This time his hands moved – down her neck, over her shoulders, tracing the neckline of her dress with his fingertips. She shivered despite the warmth.

"You're shaking," he murmured against her mouth.

"Anticipation," she whispered back. And honestly a little bit of fear because I can already feel what's pressed against my hip and I think my brain is short-circuiting.

Because she could feel it. Through his jeans, pressed against her lower belly as he held her close – the unmistakable shape of him, thick and heavy and still not fully hard, and her mind went blank and then rebooted with a single thought on the screen: that cannot be real.

He reached behind her and found the zipper of her dress with practiced ease, drawing it down slowly, giving her every chance to stop him. She didn't. The dress pooled at her feet in a whisper of white cotton. She stood in a strapless bra and matching lace panties – both cream-colored, both chosen deliberately – and his gaze moved over her with the same unhurried appreciation from the bar, but heated now, dark and intent.

"God damn," he breathed. "Look at you."

He's looking at me like I'm something precious. Like these curves are exactly what he wants. When was the last time someone looked at me like this?

Her body was soft where society said it should be hard – full breasts straining against the bra, wide hips curving out from a waist that nipped in just enough, thick thighs that could hold a crow pose for three minutes straight. She'd spent years apologizing for this body. Under his gaze, she felt no urge to apologize for anything.

She reached for his shirt buttons. Her fingers trembled slightly as she worked them open, revealing his chest inch by inch – dark skin stretched over hard muscle, not the bloated bulk of a gym rat but the functional density of a man who used his body, with a thin trail of dark hair leading down from his navel and disappearing beneath his waistband. She pushed the shirt off his shoulders and ran her palms over his chest. The contrast – her small white hands against his broad dark torso – sent a pulse of heat between her thighs so intense she pressed them together involuntarily.

He reached behind her and unclasped her bra with one hand. It fell away and her breasts spilled free – heavy, full, pink-tipped – and he groaned, a sound that came from somewhere deep in his chest.

"Come here." He scooped her up like she weighed nothing – both hands under her thighs, lifting her against him – and carried her to the bed. He laid her down and stood over her, and she propped herself on her elbows and watched as he unbuckled his belt.

The jeans came down. Then the boxer briefs.

Oh my God.

It hung between his thighs like something from a fever dream – thick as her wrist and not even fully erect yet, the shaft dark and veined, curving slightly left with a heaviness that defied her entire frame of reference. The head was broad and smooth, a shade darker than the shaft, already glistening faintly. As she stared – she was definitely staring, she could not stop staring – it continued to swell and rise, lengthening and thickening until it stood out from his body at a rigid angle, the sheer mass of it almost absurd against his flat, carved stomach.

That's – I can't – there is no way that is going to – oh God, I want it to. I want to try. I need to try.

"You okay?" He was watching her face with a half-smile that told her he was used to this reaction, but there was genuine care in the question.

"More than okay." Her voice came out husky and raw. She sat up on the edge of the bed and reached for him, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. Her hand couldn't close around it. Her fingertips didn't even come close to meeting her thumb. He was hot in her grip, pulse beating visibly through the thick veins that ran along the underside, and the weight of him was staggering – dense and heavy like holding something carved from warm stone.

Every man I've ever been with combined could not add up to this. This is what I've been missing. This is what I didn't know existed.

She stroked him slowly, feeling the silky skin slide over the rigid core beneath, and he sighed and let his head fall back. Emboldened, she leaned forward and placed her lips against the tip. He tasted clean, faintly like salt and skin, and the head alone filled her mouth, stretching her lips into a wide O. She looked up at him with her blue eyes and his dark gaze locked onto hers – the visual of it, her blonde head and pale lips wrapped around his dark shaft, clearly affected him because his abs clenched and his hand came down to gently cradle the back of her skull.

She took more of him, or tried to. She got maybe a third of his length before her gag reflex protested, and she pulled back with a gasp, a thin strand of saliva connecting her lower lip to his tip.

"We've got all night," he said gently. "No rush."

She went back down, sloppy and enthusiastic, using both hands on what she couldn't reach with her mouth, twisting and stroking while she bobbed her head. The sounds she was making were obscene – wet, gagging, hungry sounds that she'd never made in her life and couldn't have stopped if she tried. Saliva ran down his shaft and over her knuckles. She pulled off to breathe and ran her tongue along the underside from base to tip, tracing the thick vein, and he hissed between his teeth.

"On your back," he said, and the command in his voice made her slick with a fresh rush of wetness. She obeyed, lying back and looking up at him as he knelt on the bed between her legs.

He didn't go straight for the main event. He kissed his way down her body – throat, collarbone, the swell of each breast, taking a pink nipple into his mouth and sucking until she arched off the mattress with a sharp cry. His mouth continued south, over her soft belly, along the crease of her hip, and then he hooked his fingers in her panties and dragged them down her legs.

She was bare beneath, waxed smooth, and visibly wet – her pink folds glistening, swollen with arousal. He spread her thighs with his broad hands and the image she caught – his dark fingers pressing into her pale inner thighs – made her moan before he even touched her there.

Then his mouth was on her and the world dissolved.

His tongue was talented and merciless. He licked her in long, flat strokes from her entrance to her clit, then circled the swollen bud with the tip of his tongue, then sealed his full lips around it and sucked. She grabbed the sheets with both fists and her hips bucked off the bed. He pinned her down with one forearm across her lower belly – the weight of that single arm was enough to hold her – and ate her with a thoroughness that bordered on devotional.

"Oh God – oh fuck – Darius –" She was babbling, her head thrashing on the pillow, her thighs trembling against his ears. He slid two thick fingers inside her and she clenched around them, feeling the stretch even from his fingers, and he curled them upward and found the spot that made white light explode behind her eyelids.

She came with a scream that she muffled with her own forearm, her whole body seizing and then releasing in pulsing waves, her hips grinding against his face as he kept his mouth on her through every aftershock.

He rose up between her legs, his lips and chin shining with her arousal, and reached for a condom from the nightstand drawer. She watched him roll it down his length – it took some effort, the latex stretching tight over his girth – and her stomach did a somersault of nervous anticipation.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head pressing against her slick folds, and paused. "Tell me if you need me to stop."

"Don't you dare stop." I have never been more sure of anything in my life.

He pushed forward. The head alone stretched her wider than she'd ever been stretched, a burning fullness that walked the razor's edge between pain and pleasure. She gasped and gripped his forearms, her nails digging into his dark skin, leaving pale crescent marks.

"Breathe," he whispered. "Let me in."

She exhaled and consciously relaxed – years of yoga finally paying a dividend she'd never anticipated – and he sank another inch into her. Then another. Each increment sent shockwaves through her core, her body struggling to accommodate his girth, her inner walls gripping him like a fist in a glove two sizes too small.

He's splitting me open. He's reshaping me. I can feel him in places no one has ever been.

He fed himself into her with agonizing patience, watching her face for any sign of distress, and she watched the place where their bodies joined – his dark shaft disappearing into her pink, stretched entrance, the contrast pornographic and beautiful and so overwhelmingly erotic that she felt another orgasm building before he was even fully inside her.

When his hips finally met hers, when she'd taken all of him, they both let out a sound – hers a whimpering moan, his a guttural groan – and he held still, letting her adjust. She could feel him in her stomach, a deep pressure that made her feel impaled and complete simultaneously.

"Move," she begged. "Please."

He withdrew slowly – she felt every ridge and vein dragging against her sensitive walls – and then thrust forward, burying himself to the root in one fluid stroke. Her back arched like a drawn bow and a sound tore out of her throat that she didn't recognize as her own voice.

He set a rhythm – deep, slow, devastating strokes that used the full length of him, pulling out until only the head remained inside and then driving forward until his pelvis ground against her clit. Each thrust punched a moan out of her, involuntary, rhythmic. The room filled with wet sounds – the slick impact of skin on skin, the obscene squelch of her arousal coating his shaft, her broken cries and his deep, controlled breathing.

She came again within minutes, this one deeper than the first, a rolling implosion that started in her core and radiated outward until her fingers and toes tingled. He didn't stop. He shifted her hips upward, pressing her knees toward her chest – a position she could hold effortlessly, thank God for flexibility – and the new angle let him reach even deeper. She felt him at the very end of her, nudging her cervix with each stroke, and the pressure was so intense it made her eyes water.

"You take it so good," he murmured, and the praise combined with the relentless depth of his strokes sent her spiraling toward a third peak. "This pretty body was made for this."

Yes. Yes it was. I just didn't know it until right now.

He flipped her over like she was made of paper, positioning her on all fours. She arched her back instinctively – spine curved, ass raised, face pressed into the pillow – and felt him line up behind her. His large dark hands gripped her wide pale hips, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, and he drove into her from behind with a force that shoved her forward on the mattress.

"Oh FUCK–" She screamed into the pillow. From this angle he felt even bigger, impossibly deep, and his pace increased, the sound of his hips slapping against her round ass filling the loft like applause. She could feel his heavy sac swinging forward to tap against her clit with each thrust, adding another layer of stimulation to an already overloaded system.

She fisted the sheets and pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, her ass rippling with each impact. She turned her head to look back at him and the sight nearly ended her – his dark, muscular body towering behind her pale, curved frame, his abs flexing with each stroke, his face a mask of focused intensity, sweat beginning to gleam on his shoulders.

"Harder," she gasped. "I can take it."

He gave her what she asked for. The bed frame protested against the wall, a rhythmic banging that matched the increasingly brutal pace. She lost count of her orgasms – they blurred together into one continuous rolling wave, cresting and falling and cresting again. Her thighs were drenched, the sheets beneath her soaked through, and the sounds she made had devolved from words to animal noises – grunts and whimpers and high, keening wails.

He pulled out abruptly and she made a bereft sound at the sudden emptiness. He flipped her onto her back again, slid his hands under her thighs, and lifted her hips off the bed entirely, her weight supported by his hands and her shoulders on the mattress. He entered her again in one deep stroke and pounded her in midair, her breasts bouncing wildly with each thrust, and she screamed freely now, past caring about neighbors or dignity.

"I'm close," he growled, and the strain in his voice – the first crack in his composure – thrilled her.

"Come for me," she panted. "I want to feel it."

He buried himself to the absolute hilt and his whole body went rigid, the muscles in his arms and chest locking into iron relief. She felt him swell even thicker inside her – she hadn't thought that was possible – and then pulse, a deep rhythmic throbbing that she could feel against her innermost walls even through the condom. He groaned from somewhere primal, his head thrown back, and the sight of him in the grip of his climax – this powerful, beautiful dark-skinned man, undone inside her pale body – triggered one final orgasm that ripped through her like a riptide.

They collapsed together, tangled and sweating and breathing like they'd run a marathon. He was still inside her, softening slowly, and she clenched around him involuntarily, not ready to lose the fullness.

"Stay," she whispered, not entirely sure if she meant inside her or in general.

He kissed her forehead. "I'm not going anywhere."

I am ruined. Completely, beautifully ruined. There is no going back from this.


Chapter Two – Tiles and Steam

She woke to gray-blue morning light filtering through the warehouse windows and the feeling of being profoundly, deliciously sore in muscles she hadn't known she possessed. The sheets smelled like sex and his cologne – something warm and woody – and she stretched like a cat, wincing pleasantly at the ache between her thighs.

Darius was not in bed. She heard the shower running.

She lay there for a moment, replaying the night in vivid fragments – his mouth between her legs, the impossible stretch of him entering her, the sight of their contrasted skin moving together in the lamplight. Heat bloomed in her belly. She pressed her thighs together and felt the swollen tenderness of her well-used flesh and moaned softly to herself.

I cannot be this turned on again already. My body should be filing a complaint. Instead it's filing a request for more.

She stood, naked, and caught her reflection in the full-length mirror by his closet. Her lips were still faintly swollen. A faint bruise – a love bite – marked the side of her neck. Her inner thighs were pink from the friction of his hips. She looked wrecked. She looked incredible.

She padded across the warm hardwood to the bathroom door, which was ajar, steam curling out like an invitation. She pushed it open.

The shower was a massive walk-in with rainfall fixtures and dark slate tile. Through the glass, she could see him – water cascading over his dark skin, streaming down the contours of his back, over the muscular curve of his ass. He was facing away, head tilted under the spray, and even from behind, the man was a work of art – every muscle defined without being overdone, skin like polished obsidian under the water.

She opened the glass door. He turned, unsurprised, and his gaze slid down her body with that same unhurried heat.

"Morning," he said, water running over his lips.

"I couldn't let you shower alone. Seems wasteful."

He pulled her under the spray and kissed her, tasting like water and warmth, and she melted against his chest. The feeling of his wet skin against hers – dark and light pressed together under the hot water – made her sigh into his mouth. She could feel him stirring against her belly, that heavy length thickening and rising as their kiss deepened.

She reached down and took him in her hand, stroking him under the water, feeling him harden to full rigidity in her grip. The size still shocked her. She didn't think she'd ever get used to it. She didn't want to get used to it. She wanted it to shock her every single time.

He turned her around and pressed her against the tile wall. She gasped – the slate was cool against her breasts and belly, a sharp contrast to the hot water on her back and his furnace-hot body behind her. His hands ran down her sides, over her hips, gripping the flare of her ass. She arched her back and spread her feet on the wet floor, bracing herself.

Yes. Please. I need it again. I need him again.

He reached around and slid his fingers between her thighs, finding her already slick – not just from the water. He groaned against her ear. "Already wet for me."

"I woke up wet for you," she admitted, and felt no shame about it.

She heard the crinkle of a condom wrapper – he'd had one within reach, a foresight that made her grin against the tile – and then felt the broad head pressing against her entrance from behind. She breathed out slowly, relaxing, opening for him, and he slid in with less resistance than last night. Her body remembered him. Her body wanted him.

He sank in deep and she cried out, her palms flat against the wet tile, fingers splayed. He held her hips and began to move – slower than last night, a languid rolling rhythm that let her feel every inch of him sliding in and out. The bathroom amplified every sound – the splash of water, the slap of his hips against her ass, her breathy moans echoing off the tile like a chorus.

"You feel even tighter in the morning," he said against the back of her neck, and his words made her clench around him, which made him hiss, which made her clench harder.

He reached around and found her clit with his fingers, rubbing in slow circles while he stroked into her from behind, and the dual stimulation built a pressure in her core that tightened like a coiled spring. She pressed her cheek against the cool tile and watched water run in rivulets down her own pale arm, saw his dark hand on her white hip, thumb pressing a dimple into her flesh, and the image was so provocative she moaned louder.

"Right there – don't stop – oh God, Darius, right there –"

He increased his pace, the leisurely rhythm sharpening into something urgent. She pushed back against him, taking him deeper, and the angle hit that devastating spot inside her that made her vision blur. Her orgasm built and built and then detonated – she screamed against the tile, her whole body quaking, her legs threatening to buckle. He held her up effortlessly, one arm banded around her waist, and fucked her through it without mercy.

"One more," he commanded. "Give me one more."

"I can't – I can't –"

"You can." His fingers on her clit moved faster and his thrusts deepened and she realized he was right – she could – and the second orgasm crashed over her so close on the heels of the first that it felt like one extended explosion, her inner walls clamping down on him in rhythmic spasms.

He let go, driving into her with a handful of deep, punishing strokes before burying himself and pulsing inside her, his groan reverberating in the steam-filled space. She felt every throb, every pulse, and pressed back against him to take him as deep as possible, wanting to feel him in her spine.

They stood like that under the water, connected, breathing hard, and she turned her head and he kissed her – upside down and awkward and perfect.

"I'm canceling my Saturday classes," she said.

"Good. I'm making you breakfast."

He did – eggs and toast and fresh fruit, and she sat at his kitchen island wearing his shirt, which hung to mid-thigh on her, and watched him move around the kitchen with the easy grace of a man comfortable in his own space. They ate and talked and laughed, and she marveled at how natural this felt. Not just the sex – though the sex had rewritten her understanding of what sex could be – but the ease of being with him. The way he looked at her like she was extraordinary. The way his dark eyes softened when she laughed.

I'm in trouble. The best kind of trouble.


Chapter Three – After Hours

Two weeks of dating became a month. They saw each other almost every day – dinners, walks through Forsyth Park, lazy Sunday mornings in his loft. And sex. Sex that continued to astonish her, each encounter revealing new capabilities in both their bodies. She'd thought the first night was a peak. It turned out to be base camp.

She'd told him about her studio – Aligned Flow, a small space in a converted storefront on Broughton Street – and he'd shown genuine interest, asking about her teaching philosophy, her client base, the renovations she wanted to make. He'd even sketched some ideas on a napkin one night at dinner – a better layout for the lobby, a suggestion for skylights – and she'd folded the napkin and kept it in her purse like a love letter.

On a Wednesday evening, she was closing up after her last class. The studio was dim, lit only by the strand of warm lights she kept on at night, the polished wood floor gleaming, mats stacked neatly in the corner. The space smelled like lavender and eucalyptus from the diffuser she ran during sessions. She was rolling up the last mat when she heard the door chime.

Darius stood in the doorway, holding a paper bag from her favorite Thai place and wearing a grin.

"Delivery," he said.

"I didn't order anything."

"Consider it a surprise inspection of the premises. I need to see if these mats are up to code."

She laughed and locked the door behind him. They ate pad thai sitting cross-legged on the floor, and the domesticity of it – sharing noodles on her studio floor after hours – made her chest ache with something she wasn't ready to name.

After they ate, she showed him around properly. He examined the exposed ductwork with professional interest, ran his hand along the original brick, pointed out where a load-bearing wall could be modified to open the space. She watched him work through the architecture the way she watched advanced yogis move through a flow – with admiration for the craft.

"Show me something," he said, leaning against the wall. "A pose."

She kicked off her shoes and moved to the center of the floor. She was wearing leggings and a fitted tank top, her standard post-teaching outfit. She flowed through a sun salutation to warm up, then moved into dancer's pose – standing on one leg, the other extended behind her, one arm reaching back to grasp her ankle, the opposite arm extended forward. The pose arched her back deeply, thrust her chest forward, and showcased the balance and flexibility she'd spent years cultivating.

His eyes tracked every line of her body.

"Now I understand yoga," he said quietly.

She transitioned into a standing split, one leg vertical, her torso folded forward, and glanced at him from between her own legs. He was watching her with that focused intensity she now recognized as the precursor to something electric.

"You're doing this on purpose," he accused.

"Absolutely." She moved into wheel pose – back arched, hands and feet on the floor, body forming a bridge. The position pushed her breasts toward the ceiling and compressed her waist and flared her hips in a way that was frankly provocative. She held it easily.

He crossed the distance between them in three strides, stood over her, and looked down. From her inverted perspective, he was a dark tower of a man looming above her.

"Come down from there," he said.

She lowered herself to the mat. Before she was fully flat, he was on his knees beside her, pulling her into a kiss that tasted like peanut sauce and desire. She laughed against his mouth and pulled him down onto the mat.

On my own mats. In my own studio. This is going to ruin my ability to teach here with a straight face and I do not care even slightly.

Clothes came off with the urgency of a month's worth of built-up knowledge about what came next. Her leggings peeled away to reveal she wore nothing beneath them – she never did after teaching – and he groaned at the discovery. His shirt came over his head, his jeans followed, and then he was kneeling between her legs in nothing but boxer briefs that did absolutely nothing to conceal the rigid outline of his arousal.

She sat up and pulled the waistband down. His cock sprang free, thick and dark and already leaking a bead of clear fluid from the tip, and she wrapped both hands around it and stroked, leaning forward to lick the drop from his slit. His hand fisted in her blonde hair – not pulling, just holding – and she took him into her mouth, deeper than she'd managed that first night. Practice, it turned out, yielded results.

She'd been working on her technique. Relaxing her throat, controlling her breathing – essentially applying the principles of yoga to the act of sucking his cock, which was an application her teacher training had not covered. She got over halfway down before gagging and pulled back, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his shaft.

"That mouth," he said through clenched teeth. "Jesus Christ, that mouth."

She sucked him until his thighs were shaking, then he pushed her back down on the mat and descended between her legs. He spread her thighs wide and buried his face in her, and the sound of his tongue working through her wet folds echoed in the empty studio.

She came on his tongue, writhing on the yoga mat with her hands in his short hair, chanting his name like a mantra.

He sheathed himself with a condom and positioned her in a way that made her laugh with delighted surprise – he sat back on his heels, lifted her hips, and draped her legs over his shoulders. Her back was on the mat, her hips elevated, and he held her weight effortlessly as he guided himself into her.

The depth in this position was staggering. She felt him in her throat, in her chest, in places she was fairly certain weren't anatomically possible. He held her suspended and thrust upward into her, and her breasts bounced against her chin and her moans echoed off the studio walls like she was in a concert hall.

"Can you – like this – can you do a split?" he asked, slightly breathless.

Oh. Oh, that's inspired.

She extended her legs from his shoulders into a full split, her flexibility allowing her to open completely while he was buried inside her. The position changed the angle dramatically – she felt him pressing against her front wall with every stroke, direct and devastating, and she came so hard she saw actual stars, her screams bouncing off the exposed brick.

He lowered her back to the mat and pulled out, flipping her onto her stomach. She went willingly, pressing her cheek to the mat and raising her hips, her back arched in a curve that she knew from experience drove him wild. He slid back in from behind and the new angle made her bite the mat to muffle her scream.

He took her on the studio floor with an intensity that felt like worship – his large dark hands gripping her pale waist, his hips driving forward in a relentless rhythm, the slick sounds of their coupling filling the space she'd built with her own hands and dreams. She came twice more – once face-down on the mat, once flipped onto her back with her ankles crossed behind his neck – and by the time he finally let himself finish, buried deep inside her with his face pressed against her throat and his groan vibrating through her chest, she was trembling and spent and absolutely certain she was falling in love with this man.

They lay on the mat afterward, her head on his chest, his arm around her, both of them staring at the ceiling.

"I'm going to think about this every time I teach," she said.

"Good." She could hear the smile in his voice.


Chapter Four – Skyline

Darius had friends. Of course he did – a man that magnetic didn't exist in a vacuum. But the world he moved in was bigger than she'd expected. Architects, designers, entrepreneurs, artists – a network of accomplished people who gathered regularly at lofts and rooftops and galleries around Savannah. And on a warm Saturday night, he invited her to a party at his friend Marcus's penthouse.

"There'll be a rooftop hot tub," he mentioned casually.

"Should I bring a suit?"

His smile was slow. "Optional."

Marcus's penthouse overlooked the river from twelve stories up. The place was stunning – modern furniture, a curated art collection, a sound system pumping smooth R&B through hidden speakers. The rooftop terrace had a full bar, lounge seating, string lights, and a large hot tub that could comfortably fit eight people. There were maybe thirty guests, a mix of couples and singles, the crowd well-dressed and diverse.

Kara wore a black cocktail dress that clung to every curve and heels that made her legs look endless. Darius wore a black button-down and slacks that fit him like a second skin. They looked, she thought, absurdly good together – his dark elegance and her blonde curves, his height and her softness.

We look like a magazine cover for something I definitely want a subscription to.

He introduced her to Marcus – a tall, lean man with an easy smile and a designer's eye for detail – and to a rotating cast of interesting people. She drank champagne and felt welcomed, not paraded. These were his friends, and they were warm and genuine and treated her like someone Darius cared about, not like a novelty.

As the night deepened, people migrated to the rooftop. Someone had turned the hot tub lights on, and the water glowed turquoise against the dark sky. A few couples were already in, some in swimsuits, some in underwear, the atmosphere sensual but not forced. It was that kind of party – adults, confident and comfortable, the energy between them charged with the warm night and the champagne and the pulse of the music.

Darius looked at her. One eyebrow raised. She bit her lip.

I want to. I've never done anything like this. I want to with him.

She reached back, unzipped her dress, and stepped out of it. Beneath she wore a strapless black bra and matching thong – she'd anticipated this possibility. His eyes darkened. He pulled his shirt over his head, and she heard a woman somewhere behind her murmur "damn" appreciatively. She felt a possessive thrill. That's mine.

They slipped into the hot tub. The water was perfect – hot enough to flush her skin pink, the jets creating a constant, stimulating churn against her body. Darius pulled her onto his lap and she settled against him, her back to his chest, the water lapping at her collarbone.

Across the tub, another couple – a dark-skinned woman in a red bikini and her partner, a bearded man with kind eyes – were kissing languidly. Beside them, a single woman with natural curls and a champagne glass watched the city lights with a contented smile. The atmosphere was intimate without being explicit, charged without being crass.

Under the water, Darius's hands began to wander. His palms slid over her stomach, up to cup her breasts through the wet fabric of her bra. His thumbs found her nipples, already stiff from the contrast of hot water and cool air, and circled them slowly. She leaned her head back against his shoulder and bit her lip to contain a moan.

Everyone can see us. No one cares. Or maybe they're watching. And that idea doesn't scare me – it excites me. Oh God, what is he turning me into?

His right hand slid lower, beneath the water, fingers skimming over the front of her thong. She parted her thighs slightly, and he took the invitation, his fingers slipping beneath the thin fabric to find her folds. The dual sensation – the churning jets and his skilled fingers – made her eyes flutter closed.

He worked her clit with his middle finger, slow and precise, while his other hand continued to play with her breast. She could feel his erection pressing against her lower back through his briefs, thick and insistent, and the knowledge that he was hard for her in a hot tub surrounded by other people made her pulse hammer.

She was biting the inside of her cheek to keep silent, but small sounds escaped anyway – breathy whimpers that were swallowed by the noise of the jets and the music. Across the tub, the couple had stopped kissing and the woman was watching Kara with knowing eyes and a slight, approving smile.

She knows. She can see what he's doing to me. And I like that she can see.

"Come for me," Darius whispered against her ear, so quiet only she could hear. "Quiet. Just for me."

His fingers increased their pace and she clenched her jaw and breathed through her nose like she was holding a difficult pose, and the orgasm crashed over her in a silent, shuddering wave. Her thighs clamped around his hand and her hips rolled against him and she gripped the edge of the tub so hard her knuckles went white. A tiny moan escaped her, barely audible, and he pressed his lips to her temple.

"Good girl," he murmured.

They stayed in the tub for another twenty minutes, talking with the other couples like nothing had happened, and the secret of it – what had just occurred inches below the surface – made Kara feel drunk on something stronger than champagne. His arm stayed around her, his hand resting casually on her thigh, and every now and then his fingers would trace idle patterns on her inner thigh and she'd press her lips together to contain her reaction.

They made their excuses and left the party shortly after midnight. In the elevator down to the parking garage, she pushed him against the wall and kissed him fiercely, her hands fumbling for his belt.

"Not here," he laughed, catching her wrists.

"Your place. Now. Drive fast."

He drove fast. They barely made it through his front door. He lifted her and she wrapped her legs around him and he pressed her against the hallway wall and they came together still half-dressed, her thong pulled to the side, his pants around his thighs, the condom applied in a frantic thirty-second pause that felt like an eternity. She came twice before they made it to the bed, where he laid her out and spent the next hour systematically dismantling her capacity for rational thought.

Afterward, in the dark, her head on his chest and his heartbeat in her ear, she said the thing she'd been thinking for two weeks.

"I'm falling for you. Not just the sex. All of it. You."

His arms tightened around her. "I fell for you on the first date, Kara. When you talked about building your studio like it was a living thing. I knew right then."

She pressed her face into his chest and smiled so hard her cheeks ached.


Chapter Five – The Cabin

Six weeks into them, he proposed a weekend away. A cabin in the mountains outside Blue Ridge, owned by a friend who owed him a favor. Two days, no schedule, no obligations. Just them and the Georgia wilderness and a king-sized bed.

"Yes," she said before he finished the sentence.

They drove up Friday evening, the city falling away as the highway climbed into green hills. The cabin was more than a cabin – it was a modern A-frame with walls of glass overlooking a private lake, a stone fireplace, a deck with an outdoor shower, and that promised king-sized bed draped in white linen. The setting sun painted the water in shades of copper and rose.

"This is paradise," she breathed, standing on the deck.

He came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist, his chin resting on the top of her head. "You're paradise. This is just a house."

He says things like this so easily. Like poetry is his first language.

They unpacked and opened wine and cooked dinner together – steaks on the grill, salad, bread from a bakery they'd stopped at on the drive. They ate on the deck as the stars came out, more stars than she'd ever seen in the city, and the night sounds of the forest wrapped around them.

After dinner, by unspoken agreement, they moved inside.

He kissed her by the fireplace, unhurried, his hands framing her face. The kiss deepened and his hands moved down – over her shoulders, her breasts, her waist, peeling away her t-shirt, her bra, her shorts, until she stood naked before him in the firelight. The warm glow turned her pale skin golden and cast dancing shadows across the curves of her body.

He undressed himself and she watched, as she always did, with a kind of reverent awe. The firelight loved his dark skin even more than the bar light had on their first date – it caught every definition, every contour, made him look like he'd been forged rather than born. And when his boxer briefs came down and his cock hung free, thick and heavy and swelling rapidly, the firelight turned it into something almost mythic – the veins in sharp relief, the dark shaft and darker head gleaming.

She knelt.

She'd gotten better at this. Much better. She'd learned to use her throat, her hands, her tongue in concert, and she took him deep enough to make her eyes water, maintaining eye contact the entire time – blue eyes gazing up at him, pink lips stretched wide around his dark girth. She bobbed her head in long, slow strokes, each one accompanied by a wet sound that made them both groan. Saliva dripped down his shaft and she used it as lubrication, both hands twisting in opposite directions while she sucked the head.

He let her worship him for ten minutes before pulling her up and carrying her to the bed.

What followed was a marathon in the truest sense – not rushed, not frantic, but sustained and varied, an exploration of every position and possibility their bodies could create together.

He started her on her back, missionary, but there was nothing basic about the way he did it – he pinned her wrists above her head with one hand, the other gripping her hip, and drove into her with slow, grinding strokes that pressed his pelvis against her clit on every thrust. She came within five minutes, arching off the white sheets with a cry that echoed off the A-frame ceiling.

He pulled out and flipped her to her stomach, pulling her hips up into a high arch. He entered her from behind and she fisted the pillows and moaned into the mattress. The sound of his hips colliding with her ass was sharp and rhythmic, and he wound her blonde hair around his fist – not pulling, just holding, a tether – and she pushed back to meet every thrust.

"You love this cock," he said, and it wasn't a question.

"I love this cock," she confirmed, gasping. "I love every inch of it."

He picked her up off the bed entirely – she yelped and then laughed – and held her in midair, her back against his chest, his hands hooked under her knees. She was completely suspended, gravity driving her weight down onto his length, and every slight movement sent shockwaves through her body. He bounced her on his shaft, controlling the pace with his arms alone, and she screamed – there was no other word for it – as the angle drove him impossibly deep.

"I can't – oh God – I'm coming again –" She convulsed in his arms, her orgasm violent and prolonged, and he held her through it without missing a stroke.

He carried her to the window – the wall of glass overlooking the lake – and pressed her against it. The glass was cool against her breasts and she gasped, and then he was inside her again from behind, and she could see their reflection in the glass superimposed over the moonlit lake. His dark body behind her pale one, his hands on her hips, his muscles flexing with each thrust. She watched herself being taken against the window and the voyeuristic thrill of seeing it from the outside compounded with the physical sensation until she was barely coherent.

They moved to the sheepskin rug in front of the fireplace. She rode him – her favorite position, because it let her control the depth and angle while giving him the view she knew he loved: her pale body undulating above him, full breasts bouncing, blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, her pink center stretched around his dark shaft as she rose and fell. She planted her hands on his hard chest and rolled her hips in slow figure-eights, grinding her clit against his pelvis on every rotation.

"You're so beautiful," he said, his hands roaming her body – squeezing her breasts, gripping her waist, sliding up to cup her face. "You know that? The most beautiful thing I've ever seen."

She leaned down and kissed him, changing the angle so he pressed directly against her G-spot, and moaned into his mouth. She sat back up and increased her pace, bouncing harder, taking him deeper, and the wet sounds of their joining filled the cabin. His hands settled on her hips and he began thrusting upward to meet her downward movements, and the combined force made her vision white out at the edges.

She came on top of him, throwing her head back and crying out to the ceiling, her walls clamping around him in rhythmic pulses. Before she'd finished, he sat up – still inside her – wrapping his arms around her, and they rocked together in a seated embrace, foreheads touching, breath mingling, the intimacy so intense it brought tears to her eyes.

"I love you," she whispered. She hadn't planned to say it. It came out like a breath she'd been holding for six weeks.

He pulled back just enough to look into her eyes. His were dark and warm and certain. "I love you too, Kara."

He laid her back and they continued – slower now, more deliberate. He held her gaze as he moved inside her, and the eye contact added an emotional intensity that transformed the act from physical to something spiritual. She wrapped her legs around him and pulled him deeper with her heels against his lower back, and they moved in unison, synchronized, every breath shared.

He built toward his climax gradually, his rhythm increasing in speed and force, and she encouraged him with her body and her voice – "yes, yes, right there, give it to me, don't hold back" – until his composure finally shattered. He drove into her with three deep, powerful strokes and then buried himself to the hilt, his face pressed into her neck, his entire body trembling as he came.

She held him through it, her arms around his back, her legs locked around his waist, feeling every pulse and throb deep inside her, and her own final orgasm rolled through her gently, like the last wave of an outgoing tide.

They lay tangled together for a long time. Eventually he withdrew and disposed of the condom and returned to pull her against him under the white sheets. The fire crackled. An owl called outside.

"I want this," she said quietly, tracing patterns on his chest with her fingertip. "Not just weekends. Not just dates. I want this life with you."

He caught her hand and kissed her fingertips. "Then that's what we'll build."

She fell asleep smiling, her pale body curled against his dark one, the contrast that had once been a novelty now simply the landscape of her life – beautiful, natural, exactly right.
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