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Prologue

If there was ever a woman I should’ve gotten over by now, it was Emily Hart—my best friend’s mom, the woman who’d fed me after school for half my teenage life, the woman who still called me “sweetheart” even though I was twenty-five and very much not a boy anymore.

But here I was again, sitting at their kitchen island, pretending I wasn’t watching the way she tucked a loose curl behind her ear while she laughed at something her husband, Tom, said.

Tom slapped another burger onto the plate between us. “You’re eating like a man who’s got nothing waiting for him on Valentine’s Day.”

“That’s because I don’t,” I said, shrugging, stealing a fry. “Tragic, really. A national day of romance and no one to spoil.”

Emily shook her head with that soft, motherly smile—the one that always made me want to ruin it. “You’ll find a girl, Luke. You’re too charming not to.”

I leaned on my elbows, grin slow, deliberate. “Funny. I’ve had my eye on someone older. Gorgeous. Sweet. Terrible at noticing when someone’s flirting with her.”

Emily rolled her eyes, still laughing, because of course she thought I was kidding. She always thought I was kidding.

Jordan—my best friend—wandered in just in time to hear the end. “Dude, Mom’s immune to your smooth talk. Give it up.”

I didn’t. Not for a second.

“So,” Tom said, wiping his hands on a towel, “guess who’s working Valentine’s Day night?”

He lifted his beer like it was a toast to misery.

“No way,” Emily groaned. “Again?”

“Triple pay,” Tom said. “Can’t turn it down.”

I saw my chance open right in front of me like a door I’d been waiting years to walk through.

I put a hand to my chest. “So Emily will be alone? On Valentine’s Day?” I let my voice drop, playful, teasing. “Terrible. Unacceptable. A tragedy.”

Emily laughed again—but slower this time, the faintest blush touching her cheeks. “Oh stop. I’ll be fine—I’ll probably just read.”

“No,” I said, serious enough that she blinked. “You shouldn’t spend Valentine’s alone. In fact…”

I tipped my head, smile turning wolfish.

“Emily Hart, will you be my Valentine?”

Jordan snorted soda through his nose. Tom barked out a laugh.

And both of them—both—said:

“I think you should.”

Emily gaped at them. “Tom! Jordan!”

Tom lifted his hands, amused. “What? Luke’s a good guy. Might be fun to let someone spoil you for once.”

Jordan chimed in, wicked grin on his face. “Yeah, Mom. Let him buy you dinner. It’s not like he’s actually trying to seduce you.”

I looked her dead in the eyes.

“Who says I’m not?”

The room erupted in laughter again—but I didn’t look away from her.

Not once.

And she knew it.

Her smile faltered. Just a little.

Her breath hitched.

Just enough for me to notice.

And she whispered, flustered, “You’re ridiculous.”

But she didn’t say no.


Chapter 1

I told myself I was just stopping by to “confirm plans.”

But the truth sat in a matte black gift bag in my hand, wrapped in tissue paper soft enough to whisper against itself.

Emily answered the door in leggings and an oversized sweater, hair piled up in a clip that exposed the delicate line of her throat. Exactly the kind of casual, motherly sweetness that made my mind go feral.

“Luke?” she said, eyebrows lifting. “Is everything okay?”

“Perfect,” I said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. I never needed one here—not anymore. “Just wanted to bring you something.”

Her hands went immediately to her hips, that soft little scolding stance she used when I was fifteen and raiding her fridge. “You’re not supposed to bring me a present for a fake Valentine’s date.”

“Who said it’s fake?” I asked, shutting the door behind me. “Besides, it’s not really a present. More like… a dress code.”

Her cheeks colored. “A what?”

I held up the bag, dangling it by two fingers. “Go on. Take it.”

She hesitated, eyes flicking from me to the bag and back again, like she already knew it was trouble. Then she sighed and took it with both hands, the way someone might accept a live grenade.

“Luke,” she murmured, soft and worried around the edges, “you know I can’t—”

“Open it.”

My voice wasn’t loud. It just didn’t leave room for anything but obedience.

She swallowed—audibly—and peeled back the tissue.

First, the dress.

Crimson. Satin. Cut to skim every soft curve she pretended she didn’t have.

Then the heels.

Black, delicate ankle straps I knew she’d look sinful in.

And finally, the lingerie—lace so thin it belonged in a locked drawer.

Her breath caught like she’d been punched.

“Oh my god. Luke. I can’t—this is too much. It’s inappropriate. Absolutely not—”

“Emily.”

I stepped closer, close enough that her perfume—vanilla, warm, comforting—hit me like a drug.

“If we’re going out tomorrow, you’re wearing that.”

Her eyes widened. “I can’t wear something like this.”

“You can,” I said. “And you will.”

She shook her head, flustered. “You’re being ridiculous.”

“No,” I said, taking the bag from her hands and setting it on the counter. “I’m being serious, Emily. For once, take the compliment. I picked it because it’ll look beautiful on you.”

I paused, let my voice drop.

“And because I want every man in that restaurant to know you’re there with me.”

Her breath stuttered.

She didn’t step back.

She should have.

“I’m married,” she whispered.

“I know.”

I brushed one knuckle under her chin, making her meet my eyes.

“I also know your husband is working tomorrow night.”

“That doesn’t mean—”

“It means you deserve a night out. A night where someone pays attention to you.”

A slow smile.

“A night where I get to spoil you.”

Her lips parted, just slightly.

She didn’t say yes.

She didn’t say no.

She just stood there, blushing like she was twenty again, holding a bag full of things she absolutely wasn’t supposed to let me see her in.

Good.

Let her think.

Let her blush.

I stepped back and headed for the door.

“Tomorrow night,” I said. “I’ll pick you up at seven.”

She clutched the bag to her chest. “Luke… I don’t know if I can wear all of this.”

I gave her a slow, confident grin that made her knees soften just a little.

“You can,” I said. “And you will. For me.”

And the way she didn’t argue—

The way her breath trembled—

I knew she was already imagining herself in it.


Chapter 2

I got there early on purpose.

A suit sharp enough to cut glass, tie the exact shade of the dress waiting upstairs for her, and a dozen long-stem roses in my hand. The kind of entrance a man makes when he wants a woman to understand he isn’t playing games.

I knocked once.

The door opened almost immediately—Tom, dressed for work, jacket half-zipped.

“Oh—Luke!” he said, pleasantly surprised. “Damn, you clean up nice.”

“Big night,” I said lightly.

He laughed, stepping aside to let me in.

“Emily’s still getting ready. You know how she is—she’ll say she’s not making a fuss, but then she’ll spend an hour debating earrings.”

I smiled.

She wasn’t debating earrings.

She was debating whether she had the courage to put on the dress I chose for her.

Tom grabbed his keys and coffee. “Really glad you’re doing this, man. Means a lot. She pretends she doesn’t care about Valentine’s Day anymore, but… she does.”

I held back the smile threatening to rise.

If he only knew.

“Happy to make her night,” I said. Truth, but not the way he meant.

He clapped me on the shoulder. “Alright. I’m running late. She’s upstairs in the bedroom—go on up. Tell her I said not to stress.”

I opened my mouth to tell him I could wait—

But no.

This was better.

“Will do. Have a good shift.”

He left, door clicking shut behind him.

The house went quiet.

Too quiet.

The kind of quiet where every creak of the stairs, every breath, felt intimate.

I headed up, the roses dangling from my hand, my pulse calm and definite, like I’d already decided how tonight would go.

Her bedroom door was mostly closed—just a sliver of warm light spilling into the hallway.

I knocked once, gently.

“Emily?”

There was a startled rustle, the sound of fabric, of someone freezing where they stood. Then her voice—soft, breathy.

“Luke? You’re—oh god—you’re early.”

I pushed the door open another inch.

“Tom let me in on his way out.”

She was standing in front of her mirror in a white robe, tied loose at the waist like she’d been meaning to tighten it but hadn’t quite gotten around to it. Her hair hung in soft waves around her shoulders. Bare legs. Bare feet. The dress I bought her still laid out on the bed like a dare.

Her eyes met mine in the mirror—wide, guilty, flustered.

And I took one slow step inside, closing the door behind me.

I held out the roses.

“For you.”

She swallowed, hands trembling when she reached for them. “Luke… this is too much.”

“No,” I said, taking another step closer, my voice low and warm. “It’s exactly right.”

She hugged the roses to her chest as if they could shield her from how hard I was looking at her.

“I wasn’t sure,” she whispered. “About the dress. About any of this.”

“Are you sure now?”

I let my eyes drift down her body, to the loose belt of the robe, then back up.

“Because I am.”

Her breath caught, just like it did yesterday.

A soft, helpless sound.

The robe slipped slightly off one shoulder.

She didn’t fix it.

“Luke…” she murmured, voice barely there, “I don’t know what you expect from tonight.”

I stepped close enough that I could touch her if I wanted to—close enough she had to tilt her chin up.

“I expect,” I said slowly, “that you’ll put on that dress. Those heels. And let me take you out.”

Her lips parted.

“And?” she whispered, like she was afraid of the answer.

I smiled, slow and wicked.

“And I expect,” I murmured, “that if I tell you you’re beautiful tonight… you’ll believe me.”

Her knees softened.

Her breathing changed.

The robe shifted again.

And she still. didn’t. correct it.

Good.

Very good.

For a long moment she just stood there, roses in her hands, chest rising and falling too fast, watching me in the mirror like she wasn’t sure if she should run or step closer.

I made that choice for her.

“Turn around,” I said quietly.

She did—slowly, like her body moved before her mind could protest. The robe slipped another inch down her shoulder.

I reached out and caught the loose tie between two fingers.

“Let me.”

Her breath trembled.

But she didn’t stop me.

Not even when I tugged.

The robe parted down her front like a sigh, sliding off her shoulders and pooling silently at her feet. And she stood there—completely bare, soft skin warmed by the glow of her bedside lamp, every curve I’d imagined for years suddenly right in front of me.

She gasped, instinctively folding her arms over her chest.

“No,” I murmured, stepping behind her and lowering her arms with gentle but firm hands. “Don’t hide from me.”

Her skin was warm under my palms, smooth and flushed with embarrassment, desire, both. I reached for the bottle of lotion on her dresser, poured some into my hands, rubbed them together until the heat built… and then placed them on her waist.

She shivered—violently, beautifully.

“Luke…”

“Relax,” I said. “I’m taking my time with you.”

I started slow.

My hands slid up her sides, over her ribs, around the soft, full weight of her breasts. I kneaded them—deliberate, slow squeezes that made her exhale a broken little sound into the quiet room.

“You have no idea,” I murmured against her ear, “how long I’ve wanted to touch you like this.”

Her head fell back against my shoulder, her body arching into my hands, offering more without realizing she was doing it.

I took it.

My thumbs brushed her nipples, and her knees nearly buckled.

“Easy,” I said, one hand steadying her hip, the other continuing its slow worship. “I’ve got you.”

I dragged lotion down her stomach, over the soft curve of her belly, fingertips dipping lower—just to hear the way her breath hitched—before sliding to her thighs instead.

She made a tiny, helpless whine.

“You like this,” I murmured, squeezing the plush of her hips, her ass, slow handfuls that left her breathing hard. “Being taken care of.”

“Luke… I shouldn’t—”

“But you are,” I said simply.

Her thighs parted a little on instinct.

She still didn’t realize she was doing it.

I rubbed lotion up her legs, palms gliding over the creamy inside of her thighs, stopping just before where she was warmest—close enough she felt the promise of my touch but not the touch itself.

She whimpered.

“I know,” I whispered. “I know, sweetheart. But we’re not rushing this.”

I walked her gently to the edge of the bed, where the lingerie waited like destiny.

“Step in,” I said.

She obeyed—bare, flushed, trembling—as I held the lace panties low for her. My hands steadied her hips as she lifted one leg, then the other, sliding the thin red fabric up her thighs.

I pulled them slowly into place, letting my knuckles graze teasingly over her skin.

Then the bra.

I held it up, letting her see my reflection behind hers in the mirror.

“Arms up.”

She raised them.

I sank the straps over her shoulders, closing the delicate hooks behind her, letting my fingers trail down the elegant line of her spine.

When she exhaled, it sounded like surrender.

I turned her gently to face me. Her lipstick-soft mouth was parted, her eyes wide, pupils blown.

“You’re beautiful,” I told her.

And for once, she didn’t argue.

I slid a hand under her chin, lifting her gaze.

“Now,” I said softly, “let’s get you into that dress.”

The dress waited on the bed, a slow-burn promise in crimson satin.

I picked it up and held it open for her.

“Step in,” I said.

Her cheeks warmed, but she obeyed—lifting one leg, then the other, letting the fabric slide up her calves, her thighs, her hips. The dress clung to her immediately, hugging the curve of her ass so perfectly I had to stop and just look.

She didn’t turn around.

She didn’t move.

She just stood there trembling, waiting for my hands.

I gave her exactly what she was waiting for.

I smoothed the dress up her sides, palms gliding over every curve with slow, possessive deliberation. And when I reached her breasts—full, soft, lifted beautifully by the lace beneath—I didn’t avoid them.

I cupped them in both hands.

A deep, greedy squeeze.

Another.

My thumbs brushed her nipples through the lace and satin, and she made the tiniest, broken sound—one she tried to swallow but couldn’t.

“Luke…” she breathed, unsteady. “I—”

“Shh.”

I squeezed again, firmer this time.

“You’re stunning. Let me enjoy you.”

Her head tipped back, exposing the line of her throat. Her body melted into my hands like she had been waiting years—years—for someone to touch her like this.

I slid my right hand lower, palming the generous curve of her hip, then her ass—lifting, squeezing, testing the softness I’d fantasized about since I was sixteen and eating dinner at this woman’s table.

She gasped.

Not a scared gasp.

A ruined one.

“You have no idea,” I murmured into her ear, giving her another deep, deliberate squeeze, “how long I’ve wanted to get my hands on this body.”

Her breath hitched. Her knees threatened to give out.

“I—I shouldn’t let you—”

“But you are.”

I grabbed her ass again, slower this time, spreading my fingers to claim every inch.

“And you’re shaking for me.”

Her thighs pressed together instinctively.

Good.

She was already halfway gone.

“Turn around,” I said.

She did—slowly, nervously, but obedient. Her eyes lifted to mine, wide and warm and overwhelmed, her lips parted like she wanted to be kissed but was too scared to ask.

I hooked a finger under her chin.

“You look beautiful,” I said softly. “But we’re not finished.”

I guided her to face away from me again. Her back was bare where the dress dipped low, the zipper waiting.

I touched the small of her back first—just a fingertip.

She shivered.

Then I placed my whole hand there, warm and firm, feeling the way she softened under my palm, her breath quickening.

“Hold still,” I murmured.

I dragged the backs of my fingers up her spine—slow, lazy strokes that made her tremble from the inside out. I didn’t need to rush. I wanted her undone before we even left the bedroom.

Finally, I caught the zipper and pulled it upward—

Inches at a time.

And with every inch, I let my free hand explore.

I cupped her ass again.

Squeezed.

Trailed my hand up, tracing her waist, her ribs, the underside of her breasts where the dress molded tightest.

She whimpered—soft and helpless.

When the zipper reached the top, I leaned in close to her ear.

“You feel incredible in this,” I whispered, my hand returning to her breast, thumb grazing the peak through satin.

“But I can’t wait to take it off you later.”

Her knees nearly buckled again.

I caught her by the hips, holding her steady, squeezing hard enough that she gasped.

“Easy,” I murmured. “I haven’t even put your heels on yet.”

She swallowed, voice barely a whisper.

“Luke… what are you doing to me?”

I kissed the side of her neck—just once, soft, deliberate, claiming.

“Exactly what you want.”

She was still trembling, standing there in the dress I’d zipped with my hands all over her, her breath coming in soft, uneven pulls. When I released her hips, she swayed like her body hadn’t quite remembered how to stand without my touch.

“Sit,” I said, nodding toward the bed.

She obeyed instantly, lowering herself onto the mattress with a shaky exhale, roses resting forgotten beside her. The dress rode up her thighs when she sat—high enough that I saw the deep red lace again.

Good.

I grabbed the heels—thin black straps, tall enough to make her legs look obscene—and lowered myself to one knee in front of her.

Her eyes went wide.

“Luke… you don’t have to do that.”

“Oh, sweetheart,” I murmured, fingers circling her ankle lightly, possessively, “you have no idea what I have to do.”

I slid my hand up her calf—slow, deliberate, warm lotion still lingering on her skin. She shivered hard enough that her breath broke in the middle.

Her knees parted just a little.

She didn’t mean to.

She didn’t stop it, either.

I lifted her foot, slipped the first heel on, buckled the strap with unhurried precision. My thumb brushed the tender skin just above her ankle. She whimpered—a soft, helpless sound that went straight to my cock.

I let my hand wander up again, this time higher.

Up her calf…

Up her knee…

Up her thigh…

All the way until my palm was on the warm inner softness that had been begging for touch since the moment I walked in.

She gasped, her hand shooting out to brace herself on my shoulder.

“Luke—”

“Quiet,” I murmured, squeezing her thigh, feeling the tension jump under my hand. “I’m still working.”

I repeated the process with her other leg just as slowly—touching, stroking, kneading the softness of her thighs like I had the right, because tonight I did. And she let me. Her breaths were short and panicked and wanting, her body leaning toward me as if gravity had changed.

When both heels were buckled, I didn’t rise.

I placed my hands on her knees and pushed gently.

She opened for me without a word.

Her robe was gone.

Her dress was on.

Her lingerie barely covered anything.

And she was spread for me on the bed, trembling, flushed, breathing like she was already halfway fucked.

I looked up at her.

Her lips were parted.

Her eyes were huge with anticipation, want, denial breaking apart at the edges.

She looked ruined.

And I hadn’t even kissed her yet.

“Emily,” I said softly, “come here.”

She didn’t know if she should.

I watched the hesitation flicker across her face.

So I reached up, gripped her waist, and pulled her toward me until she was right at the edge of the bed, my body between her knees now, my hands framing her hips.

I rose slowly—dragging my chest up her body, keeping my hands on her, guiding her upward with me until she was standing again, barely steady in her heels.

We were inches apart.

Her breath hit my neck.

Her hands, uncertain, hovered near my chest.

“Luke…” she whispered, terrified and wanting, “we can’t…”

I tipped her chin up between two fingers.

“We are.”

She trembled—full-body trembled.

I leaned in.

Her eyes fluttered shut instantly, mouth parting, breath catching like she’d been waiting her whole life for this.

But I didn’t kiss her mouth first.

I kissed the corner of it.

Soft.

Barely there.

A tease, a promise, a possession.

She exhaled in a desperate, breaking sound.

Then I took her lips fully.

The first kiss wasn’t gentle.

I claimed her mouth—slow but deep, pulling her against me by the waist, my hands sliding automatically to her ass, squeezing hard enough to make her whimper into my mouth. Her fingers fisted in my suit jacket, her whole body arching into me like she’d lost the ability to pretend she didn’t want this.

I kissed her again—rougher—my tongue stroking into her mouth, swallowing her soft little moan.

When I finally broke away, she was panting, lips swollen, eyes glassy with need.

“You’re mine for tonight,” I murmured against her mouth, squeezing her ass again, pulling her flush against my body.

“And you know it.”

She didn’t deny it.

She couldn’t.

I kept my hands on her hips for a beat—feeling the tremble in her legs, the heat radiating off her skin—before I eased back just enough to look at her.

Her lipstick was smudged.

Her pupils blown wide.

Her body still pressed to mine like she didn’t remember giving permission.

Perfect.

But dinner could still wait… just not too long. If I didn’t pull back now, I’d lift her dress and bend her over the nearest piece of furniture.

I exhaled slowly, reigning myself in.

“Come here,” I murmured, brushing my thumb gently over her lower lip.

She froze—caught between the desire she didn’t know how to hide and the embarrassment of being so visibly undone. I wiped the smudge away with slow, sweeping strokes, my thumb dragging over the softness of her mouth.

Her breath shuddered every time I touched her.

“There,” I said quietly. “Beautiful again.”

Her voice came out barely audible. “You… you can’t just kiss me like that and then act like—like nothing happened.”

I smiled, slow and deliberate.

“Everything happened,” I said. “And I’m not pretending otherwise.”

My hand cupped the side of her face, thumb brushing her cheek, steadying her. She leaned into the touch without realizing she had.

“But,” I went on, voice low, “if I kiss you again right now, Emily, we are not leaving this room tonight. And I want to take you out looking exactly like this.”

Her thighs tightened at the warning.

She didn’t argue.

She looked… relieved and dazed all at once.

I ran my hands down her arms, smoothing the dress where it had wrinkled, letting my palms linger at her waist as I turned her slightly.

“Straighten up,” I murmured. “Let me see you.”

She did—lifting her chin, letting me take her in. I adjusted the fabric of the bodice, smoothing it over her breasts with a slow, deliberate care that made her inhale sharply. The hem had ridden high from our kiss; I tugged it down along her thighs, my fingers grazing lace and warm skin.

She swallowed hard.

“Luke…”

“I’m just fixing you,” I said, even though we both knew I was touching her because I wanted to.

I stepped back half a foot, admiring the full picture: the heels making her legs impossibly long, the lingerie hidden beneath satin, the soft flush still coloring her throat and chest.

And the look in her eyes.

God.

If she ever looked at me like that in public, we wouldn’t make it home.

I offered my hand.

She stared at it—hesitant, wanting, terrified.

“Emily,” I said softly, “we’re just going downstairs.”

Her fingers slid into mine.

The moment her skin touched mine, I felt the tremble in her wrist—the nervous electricity that told me she knew damn well this wasn’t just dinner anymore.

I squeezed her hand warmly. “You’re safe with me.”

She nodded, barely.

I led her out of the bedroom, her heels tapping softly down the hallway, the air between us thick and humming. Every step she took tugged the dress against her, reminding both of us exactly what she was wearing underneath.

At the top of the stairs, she hesitated.

I didn’t.

My hand found the small of her back—firm, guiding, possessive—and I leaned in just enough that she felt my breath against her ear.

“Let me take care of you tonight,” I murmured. “All of you.”

Her breath caught.

And she descended the stairs with me.


Chapter 3

By the time we reached the foyer, her breathing had steadied—barely—but the faint tremble in her hands betrayed her. She kept glancing at me like she still couldn’t believe she’d let me undress her, touch her, kiss her… and then calmly lead her downstairs like we were going to a PTA meeting instead of a Valentine’s date.

The night air slipped around us when I opened the front door. She shivered.

I didn’t give her time to hesitate.

I guided her outside with a warm hand at her lower back, my thumb brushing the line of her spine as I steered her toward my car.

A dark, sleek, very intentionally cleaned-up car.

She noticed.

She didn’t comment.

But her cheeks went pink again.

When we reached the passenger door, I didn’t just open it.

I stepped in close behind her, one hand sliding around her waist—not gripping, not pulling, just possessing. She stiffened in that sweet, helpless way her body always did right before it melted.

“Wait here,” I murmured, breath grazing her ear.

I opened the door, holding it with one hand while my other guided her into the seat with gentle pressure on her hip. She sat with a soft exhale, the dress riding up just slightly—exposing a teasing glimpse of the lace underneath.

I leaned in.

Close.

Closer still.

Her eyes widened as she realized I wasn’t just closing the door.

I reached for the seatbelt.

“Let me.”

She inhaled sharply as I took the belt and pulled it across her body—slow, deliberate. The strap slid over her breasts, tightening subtly against the satin, and when I clicked it into place, my hand stayed there a moment longer than necessary.

Her breathing stuttered.

Good.

I let my fingers graze her thigh—light as a suggestion, heavy as a promise.

“You look incredible sitting in my car,” I murmured, letting my eyes drag down her body, lingering exactly where she wanted me to. “Like you were made for this seat.”

She swallowed, her voice barely audible. “Luke… I can’t—I don’t know how I’m supposed to act.”

I smirked. “You don’t have to act. Just feel.”

Her thighs pressed together.

I placed my hand on her knee and squeezed—just enough to make her gasp.

Then I shut the door and walked around to the driver’s side.

When I slid into my seat, she was still staring straight ahead like she didn’t trust herself to look at me. I didn’t let her off that easily.

I reached over and rested my hand on her thigh—warm, claiming, firm.

She jolted.

Then—slowly—let her legs ease apart, just a little.

“Good girl,” I murmured.

Her breath caught.

I started the engine.

The low hum filled the quiet car as my fingers traveled higher, stroking the satin hem of her dress, brushing teasingly close to lace.

“You nervous?” I asked as I pulled out of the driveway.

“Yes,” she whispered.

My thumb circled her inner thigh.

A shiver raced through her.

“Don’t be,” I said softly. “If you start to feel overwhelmed, you tell me. Otherwise…”

My hand slid higher.

Her breath hitched.

“Let me enjoy how perfect you look next to me.”

She exhaled shakily.

“Luke… people will see us at dinner.”

“Oh, they’ll see us,” I agreed, smirking. “They’ll see how beautiful you are. How you light up a room. How every man wishes he were the one driving you tonight.”

Her pulse fluttered visibly at her throat.

“But only I,” I continued, squeezing her thigh firmly, “will know what you’re wearing under that dress. And how soft you were under my hands upstairs.”

Her thighs trembled.

“Luke…” she whispered, half warning, half begging.

“Relax,” I murmured, eyes on the road but my hand very much on her body. “This is only the beginning of your night.”

We pulled into the restaurant parking lot, the soft glow of overhead lights washing the windshield in pale gold. She exhaled like she’d been holding her breath the whole drive, her thighs still trembling under my hand.

I shifted the car into park.

She reached for her seatbelt.

“Wait,” I said softly.

Her hands froze mid-air.

Good.

I turned toward her slowly, letting my fingers drag up her thigh—slow, warm, deliberate. The dress had ridden higher over the ride, the satin bunched dangerously close to where she was pulsing for me.

Her cheeks flushed.

“Luke… people—someone could—”

“No one’s looking,” I murmured. “And even if they were…”

My hand slid higher, knuckles brushing the edge of her panties.

“…they’d only see a man helping his date out of the car.”

Her breath shuddered.

I didn’t hesitate.

I pushed the satin up—high enough that the lace underneath greeted my hand like a secret meant only for me. She gasped, her hips lifting a fraction of an inch before she caught herself.

“Luke…”

A whisper, shaky, pleading, unsure if she wanted me to stop or keep going.

I smiled—slow and wicked.

“Relax for me.”

My fingers pressed lightly over the lace. A soft stroke. Barely there.

She sucked in a sharp breath, eyes squeezing shut.

“You’re already so warm,” I murmured, pressing just a little firmer, my thumb brushing exactly where she was most sensitive. “You realize we haven’t even made it inside, right?”

Her thighs quivered violently.

“Please…” she whispered.

I tilted my head. “Please what?”

“I—I don’t know,” she breathed.

“Yes you do.”

I stroked once more, slow, deliberate, circling the lace-covered peak that made her hips jerk.

“You want me to touch you.”

Her lips parted in a silent gasp.

She didn’t deny it.

And that was consent enough for me to go a little further.

I slid two fingers under the lace—just barely, just enough to feel heat and slickness.

Her head fell back against the seat with a soft moan she tried—and failed—to swallow.

“Emily.”

My voice low, dark, satisfied.

“You’re already wet for me. And we’re still in the damn car.”

Her hands gripped the seat, desperate, overwhelmed.

“I—Luke—I can’t go inside like this—”

I stroked her again, slow and sinful, spreading her wetness with my fingertip.

“You can,” I corrected. “And you will.”

She whimpered.

I withdrew my fingers, letting the lace snap softly back into place. She made a needy sound at the loss—quiet, involuntary, perfect.

Then I smoothed her dress carefully back over her thighs, erasing evidence of what I’d done… except for the way she was trembling.

I leaned close, my lips brushing the shell of her ear.

“That,” I whispered, “is just to prepare you.”

She shivered violently.

Then I opened my door.

I stepped out of the car first, smoothing my jacket, giving myself a single second to get my pulse under control.

Then I opened her door.

She looked wrecked already—cheeks flushed, lips parted, thighs squeezed together like she could trap the heat I’d put there. For a moment she just stared at me, breathing shallow and shaky.

“Come on, sweetheart,” I murmured, offering my hand. “Let me help you.”

She took it.

Of course she did.

The second her heels hit the pavement, her knees dipped—barely—but enough for me to catch her around the waist before she fell.

Her gasp was soft, panicked, delicious.

“Easy,” I whispered against her ear as I steadied her. “I didn’t touch you that hard.”

She shivered. “Luke… I can’t walk like this.”

I slid my hand down to her hip, gripping just tight enough that she felt owned.

“You’ll walk,” I said. “And you’ll look beautiful doing it.”

Her breath hitched again.

I stepped back half a foot, still holding her hand, giving her room to stand upright. She took a second to gather herself, smoothing her dress, trying desperately to look like a woman not dripping under lace.

She didn’t succeed.

“You’re trembling,” I observed softly.

She swallowed. “Yes.”

“Good.”

I smiled.

“That means I’m doing this right.”

Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment—mortified and aroused all at once.

Then I placed my hand gently, deliberately on her lower back.

Right where I wanted it.

Right where she’d feel it with every step.

“Let’s go.”

She walked ahead of me toward the entrance—because I guided her to.

Because her body listened before her mind did.

And because I wanted to watch her.

The heels shaped her calves beautifully, and the dress… god, the dress hugged every soft line, especially now that she was a little shaky. Her hips swayed—naturally, involuntarily—and I followed behind her with the kind of hungry satisfaction I didn’t bother hiding.

People glanced.

How could they not?

But she had no idea how she looked.

“Slow down,” I murmured, leaning in just enough for only her to hear. “I said I wanted to watch you walk, not rush you.”

She stumbled slightly, caught off guard.

I steadied her again, fingers brushing the small of her back—just an inch above where her panties clung silky and soaked.

“You’re doing perfect,” I said, voice low, warm, dangerous. “Every man here is about to envy me.”

Her face flushed a deeper shade, her breathing quick again.

We reached the door. I stepped ahead and opened it for her, keeping my hand on her back as she passed in front of me.

She paused, exhaling shakily, gathering her courage before walking inside.

“Luke…” she whispered without looking back, “I can still feel your fingers.”

I smiled against the shell of her ear as we entered the softly lit foyer.

“That’s the point.”


Chapter 4

The restaurant was warm and dim, soft golden light flickering in candles along the corridor. It smelled like wine, butter, and money—the kind of place that required a reservation weeks out. Good thing I’d made one.

Emily walked just ahead of me, her hips swaying in a way she kept trying to control but couldn’t. My hand stayed on the small of her back, guiding her, owning her with a touch that looked gentlemanly but felt anything but.

She was still breathless from the car.

Still trembling from my fingers.

Still trying to pretend she wasn’t burning up underneath that dress.

We reached the host stand.

A young woman in a black dress looked up, bright smile already in place.

“Good evening! Welcome to La Violetta. Do you have a reservation?”

“Yes,” I said smoothly. “For Hart.”

The hostess scanned her list. “Perfect. Ah—Hart! Valentine’s seating. Wonderful.”

She glanced up, smile widening as she took in Emily—flushed cheeks, pretty dress, the way she leaned toward me without realizing.

“And may I just say—” the hostess added, voice warm, “you two look lovely tonight. It’s always sweet to see married couples celebrating together.”

Emily inhaled sharply, her lips parting to correct her gently—

But I beat her to it.

“Yes,” I said easily. “I wanted to do something special for my wife tonight.”

Her head snapped toward me.

Every inch of her stilled.

The hostess beamed. “That’s wonderful! Happy Valentine’s Day to both of you.”

“Thank you,” I said, still smiling as I placed my hand a little firmer on Emily’s lower back, sending a subtle message only she could read. “She deserves it.”

Emily’s eyes were huge—shock, panic, and a molten flicker of something darker all swirling at once. She opened her mouth again, trying to speak.

I didn’t let her.

I leaned down, lips brushing her ear in a whisper no one else could hear.

“Be a good girl,” I murmured. “Let them think it.”

Her breath stuttered. She nodded once—tiny, involuntary.

The hostess stepped out from behind the stand. “Right this way.”

I kept my hand on Emily’s back as we followed her through the restaurant. People glanced up—men noticing Emily’s dress, women noticing me, couples watching us with soft smiles, assuming we were celebrating years of marriage.

But Emily knew better.

She knew exactly what I was doing.

Claiming her.

Publicly.

Without giving her a chance to deny it.

We reached a table in a dim, private corner—plush seating, a candle, a bottle chilling at the side. The best table in the house.

The hostess gestured to the chairs. “Here you are, Mr. and Mrs. Hart.”

“Perfect,” I said.

I pulled out Emily’s chair for her. She sat slowly, still stunned, her eyes flicking up to me with a helpless question she didn’t dare voice.

And I answered it for her.

I leaned in close enough that my lips brushed the shell of her ear again.

“Tonight,” I whispered, “you’re mine in every way that matters.”

Her hand trembled on the table.

She didn’t correct the hostess.

She didn’t argue.

She didn’t stop me.

She just breathed—shallow and trembling—like she was falling into something she couldn’t escape.

Good.

Emily sat perfectly still, hands folded in her lap, chest rising and falling too fast. Her eyes were blown wide, caught between panic and heat, that trembling line she kept walking tonight.

I pulled my chair closer to hers—closer than polite, closer than appropriate, close enough she could feel my breath when I spoke.

“Look at me,” I said quietly.

Her gaze lifted slowly, like she already knew she’d melt when our eyes met.

“Do you know why I let her think you’re my wife?” I asked.

She shook her head—tiny, helpless.

I tilted her chin up between two fingers, the way I had upstairs. “Because I wanted to see you blush when someone said it.”

Her lips parted.

“And because,” I continued, voice dropping lower, “I wanted everyone in this restaurant to know you’re here with me. That tonight—”

I stroked my thumb along her jawline, slow and claiming.

“—you belong to me.”

She inhaled sharply, thighs pressing together under the table.

Good.

I released her chin and let my hand fall to her lap.

Then I slid my fingers between hers—gentle, warm—and drew her hand under the table toward me.

“Luke—” she whispered, startled, but I didn’t stop.

I placed her hand on my thigh.

High on my thigh.

Too high.

Her breath broke.

Then I moved her hand even higher—until it settled directly over the hard length of my cock beneath the fabric.

She gasped, body jerking, eyes flying wide.

“Leave it there,” I murmured, tone calm but absolute. “Unless I tell you otherwise.”

Her fingers trembled against me, her palm warm, hesitant, overwhelmed.

But she didn’t pull away.

She didn’t even try.

“You feel what you do to me?” I asked, leaning just close enough that my lips brushed the side of her mouth. “What you’ve been doing since the moment you opened your door in that robe?”

Her grip tightened unconsciously.

I exhaled softly, amused and hungry. “Good girl.”

Just then, the server arrived.

“Good evening! Happy Valentine’s—oh! You two look incredible tonight.” She smiled brightly, oblivious. “Can I start you off with drinks?”

Emily made a tiny panicked noise, trying to subtly pull her hand back.

I closed my hand over hers, pinning it in place on my cock as I answered the server like nothing in the world was out of the ordinary.

“A bottle of the house red,” I said smoothly. “And she’ll have the lobster bisque as a starter. I’ll take the same.”

The server glanced to Emily. “That sound good to you, hon?”

Emily opened her mouth, speechless.

I squeezed her hand again—lightly.

A reminder.

“She loves it,” I said.

The server giggled. “I adore a man who knows his wife’s tastes. I’ll be right back with your wine.”

When she walked away, Emily finally dared a breath.

“Luke—”

Barely a whisper.

“Y-you can’t just—my hand—someone will see—”

“No,” I said, my voice patient but firm, “no one’s going to see. The tablecloth is long, the lights are low, and you’re going to keep your hand exactly where it is.”

Her pulse thrashed visibly at her throat.

“And if you pull away…” I leaned in, lips grazing her ear, “…I’ll drag your chair closer and make it obvious what you’re doing.”

She whimpered—a soft, desperate sound.

“Ah,” I murmured, smirking. “There she is.”

She shivered, hand trembling around me.

“You’re doing perfect,” I said, sitting back with slow confidence.

“Now relax. Dinner is just beginning.”

Emily’s hand was still on my cock under the table, trembling but obedient. Every few seconds her fingers tightened unconsciously, like her body couldn’t decide whether to pull away or hold on.

She looked wrecked.

Flushed.

Breathing too fast.

Trying to look normal while touching me.

Perfect.

The server returned with the wine, smiling brightly as she set the bottle in front of us. Emily’s hand jerked slightly, and I covered it with mine, steadying her.

“Relax,” I murmured, low enough only she could hear. “Just breathe.”

Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment.

The server poured a small taste into my glass first. “Would you like to try it, sir?”

“No,” I said, sliding the glass toward Emily. “She’ll taste it.”

The server hesitated, then smiled. “Of course!”

Emily looked like she might faint—but she lifted the glass with the hand that wasn’t on my cock, her wrist shaking.

“Go on,” I murmured. “Sip.”

She did.

And because her hand was still over me—still gripping me—it sent a pulse of heat straight through my body.

She set the glass down with a shaky breath. “It’s… good.”

I nodded at the server. “We’ll take the bottle.”

As soon as she left us alone again, Emily turned to me, panic breaking through the haze of desire.

“Luke…” she whispered urgently, “I’m married. This is—this is wrong. I can’t do this. I can’t keep doing this.”

I leaned in, slow and deliberate, until my lips hovered just at her ear.

“You’re already doing it,” I murmured. “Your hand has been on my cock for ten minutes.”

She squeezed her eyes shut in mortified arousal. “I shouldn’t. I really, really shouldn’t.”

“Maybe not,” I agreed softly, brushing my fingers up her arm. “But tell me something, sweetheart…”

I turned her chin toward me with two fingers, forcing her eyes back to mine.

“Do you feel guilty right now?”

She swallowed hard. “Yes.”

I smiled.

“Do you feel turned on?”

Her breath stopped in her throat.

Then, slowly, painfully honest—

“…yes.”

“Good,” I whispered, letting my thumb stroke her lower lip. “Because you can’t have one without the other tonight. You feel guilty because you want me. You feel guilty because you like touching me. You feel guilty because your body is begging for this.”

A shudder ran visibly through her.

“I—Luke—I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“Yes,” I murmured, my voice a warm, dark thread in her ear, “you do. Your hand hasn’t moved.”

Her fingers twitched around me.

I tightened my hand over hers.

“Leave it there,” I reminded her softly. “Unless you want me to take it and show you exactly how to stroke me under this table.”

She inhaled sharply, eyes widening with fear and need.

“I won’t make you do anything,” I said gently, drawing her closer by her chin, “that you don’t want.”

Her breath hitched.

“Then… then why can’t I stop?” she whispered, shaking.

I kissed the corner of her mouth—not quite a kiss, just the threat of one.

“Because you’ve wanted this for longer than you’ll admit.”

Her lips parted. She didn’t deny it.

“And because,” I added, voice sinking low, “your husband isn’t here. I am.”

Her heartbeat fluttered out of control.

“And you’re going to keep your hand right where it is,” I murmured, pressing her palm just a little firmer over me, “until I tell you otherwise.”

She whimpered.

Not a protest.

Not even close.


Chapter 5

Dinner blurred into one long, drawn-out act of seduction.

The whole time, I fed her little bites off my fork, watched her lips close around the food while my fingers stroked slow circles up her thigh under the table. Every wobble of her breath, every time she tried to speak and couldn’t, every little tremor that went through her when the server walked by and she remembered her hand was still on my cock—

I savored all of it.

By the time dessert arrived, she was glassy-eyed, flushed, weak in her seat.

I didn’t wait for the server to leave.

I tugged her chair closer with one hand, then caught her hips and pulled her fully into my lap—one smooth, controlled motion that stole her breath.

“Luke—!” she gasped, hands landing on my shoulders for balance.

“It’s dessert,” I murmured into her neck, my voice low and warm. “And I want my wife close.”

She froze.

Completely.

The word hit her like a soft, dirty slap.

“Lu…ke…” she whispered, shaking. “You can’t call me that.”

I kissed the spot right beneath her ear, slow and claiming.

“I can,” I murmured. “And I will.”

Her breath stuttered.

I slipped one arm around her waist, keeping her firmly seated on my lap, the satin of her dress riding up over her thighs. She wriggled slightly—not to get away, but because she could feel exactly how hard I was beneath her.

“Happy Valentine’s Day,” I whispered, brushing my lips down her throat.

She shivered violently. “I—I shouldn’t be sitting here—”

“You should,” I corrected. “My wife sits wherever I want her.”

She whimpered, hips melting against me.

I reached for the dessert—molten chocolate cake with a scoop of vanilla ice cream—and dipped the spoon into the warm center. Then I brought it to her lips.

“Taste.”

She obeyed.

Her lips closed around the spoon, eyes fluttering shut, a little sound escaping her throat. The heat of the chocolate, the cold of the ice cream, the pressure of my thighs beneath her—

She was coming apart.

I slid my free hand up her bare thigh, under her dress, fingertips brushing lace.

“You’ve been so good,” I murmured against her jaw, “sitting here all dinner long, letting me touch you. Letting everyone think you’re mine.”

“I’m not,” she whispered, desperate, breath breaking.

“Tonight,” I said, my fingers slipping higher to stroke the soft heat between her legs, “you are.”

She sucked in a sharp breath.

My mouth found her neck again, kissing her softly, slowly, while my hand worked deeper under the lace, teasing the slick warmth I’d put there hours ago.

“You’re trembling so much,” I whispered. “My beautiful wife… sitting on my lap like she belongs here.”

Her head fell back against my shoulder, a soft gasp escaping her.

“Luke… people can see—”

“No,” I murmured. “No one can see your dress riding up. No one can see my hand between your legs.”

I kissed the corner of her mouth, slow and devastating.

“All they see,” I whispered, “is a husband spoiling his wife on Valentine’s Day.”

Her thighs squeezed around my hand.

“Happy Valentine’s Day, sweetheart,” I murmured, slipping a finger under her panties and finding her wet—soaked—“now let me finish dessert with you.”

Her moan was barely audible, lost against my throat.

And I held her tighter, letting her feel exactly what she did to me.

Emily melted against me, her breath shaky, her thighs already parted just enough from the way she was sitting on my lap. The restaurant around us buzzed softly with quiet conversation—too dim, too intimate, too easy for me to do exactly what I wanted.

And I wanted her.

I slid my hand higher, fingertips stroking the silky inside of her thigh. She tensed, her hips pressing deeper into my lap in a way she couldn’t control.

“Relax,” I whispered into the curve of her neck. “Just let me touch you.”

Her breath shuddered.

“I—I can’t… Luke, someone will—”

“No one’s looking,” I murmured, guiding her closer, locking her against me with my arm around her waist. “Everyone thinks you’re sitting on your husband’s lap having dessert.”

Her lips parted with a tiny, helpless sound.

My fingers found the lace.

Warm.

Wet.

Soaked.

I exhaled a quiet, satisfied laugh against her skin.

“You’re drenched,” I whispered. “You’ve been this wet all night, haven’t you?”

She whimpered softly. “Please don’t—don’t say that here—”

I brushed my fingers over the heat beneath her panties.

She jerked in my lap, clutching my shoulders.

“Shh…” I soothed, kissing below her ear. “Just stay quiet and let me take care of you.”

I pushed the lace aside with slow, deliberate pressure until my fingertips were touching bare, slick skin—soft and yielding around me.

She gasped—too loud.

I covered her mouth gently with my free hand.

“Be good,” I murmured. “No sounds.”

Then I slipped one finger inside her.

Her entire body arched against me, her breath breaking into my palm. I held her firmly, keeping her pressed down on my lap so every subtle movement dragged her heat against the hardness she’d been gripping earlier.

“That’s it,” I whispered, lips brushing her jaw as I pumped my finger slowly, deeply inside her. “Take it. You feel so tight around me.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, tears gathering at the corners as she tried to stay quiet, to behave, to not fall apart in the middle of a crowded restaurant.

“Luke… oh god—”

“You’re doing so well,” I murmured, adding a second finger, stretching her gently. “My wife takes me beautifully.”

She trembled violently at the word.

Every part of her pulsed around my fingers.

I angled them, stroking deliberately upward—finding exactly where she needed me.

Her body seized—silent, desperate, thighs clamping around my hand.

“There it is,” I whispered. “I’ve got you.”

I kissed her neck—slow, soft, a cruel contrast to how deep I was inside her—while my thumb pressed lightly against her clit.

Her entire body nearly shook.

“Keep breathing,” I reminded her softly, “or everyone here will notice you coming undone on my lap.”

Her nails dug into my shoulder.

Her breathing turned ragged, her hips rocking instinctively against my hand—tiny, helpless movements she couldn’t stop even if she tried.

“You’re close,” I murmured, thrusting my fingers deeper. “I can feel you—tightening, begging, trying to hold it in.”

Her head fell back on my shoulder, lips parted in a silent cry.

“Luke,” she whispered, breathless, “please… please… please—”

I kissed the corner of her mouth.

“Good girl,” I whispered.

“Come for me quietly.”

And I stroked her exactly where she needed—slow, deep, precise—

Her whole body locked.

Her mouth pressed into my shoulder to smother the sound.

She came.

A trembling, silent, desperate release around my fingers, clutching and pulsing, soaking my hand as she tried not to collapse against me.

I held her through every wave.

“That’s it,” I murmured, kissing her temple. “Happy Valentine’s Day, sweetheart.”

Emily was still shaking in my lap, her breath coming in soft, broken pulls against my throat. Her body was warm and limp from the orgasm I’d pulled out of her—silent, desperate, perfect.

My fingers were still inside her.

Slow.

Deep.

Keeping her open.

Keeping her mine.

Her nails dug into my shoulder as she tried to pull herself together.

“Luke… please… I need a minute…”

“You’ll take what I give you,” I murmured into her hair, pressing my lips to the crown of her head. “Nothing more. Nothing less.”

She shivered, her hips twitching helplessly.

And then—

A soft voice behind us:

“Hi! Just checking in—would you like the check now, or are you still enjoying dessert?”

Emily’s whole body jumped, panic ripping through her.

Her hand flew to my wrist under the table as if she could hide the fact that my fingers were still buried inside her—and moving, slow and subtle.

She tried to speak.

Nothing came out.

I rubbed her hip in a soothing circle with my free hand and turned calmly to the server—smiling like nothing in the world was out of the ordinary.

“We’re still enjoying,” I said smoothly, gently pulling Emily tighter onto my lap to keep her from squirming away. “We’ll take our time.”

Emily made a tiny, choked noise.

The server smiled brightly. “Of course! Take as long as you need, Mr. and Mrs. Hart.”

Mrs. Hart.

Emily whimpered quietly into my shoulder.

As the server walked away, Emily tried to sit up—tried to lift herself off my hand—but I held her down with a firm arm around her waist.

“Don’t.”

My voice was low, a quiet command in her ear.

“Sit right on my hand like a good wife.”

“Luke… she—she almost saw—”

“She didn’t,” I murmured. “But even if she had…”

My fingers curled inside her, making her gasp.

“…she would’ve just thought I’m taking very good care of you.”

Her head dropped, breath shuddering.

I slowly—very slowly—began to withdraw my fingers.

She whimpered at the loss.

I didn’t let her legs close.

Didn’t let her hide.

I lifted my hand to her face.

Her eyes widened, understanding hitting her like heat.

“Luke—”

“Open,” I ordered softly.

She froze.

Her lips parted—barely.

“That’s it,” I murmured, brushing my slick fingers across her lower lip. “Taste what you do to me.”

She hesitated for one trembling heartbeat.

Then she obeyed.

I slid my fingers into her mouth—slow, deep enough to make her lips stretch and her eyes flutter. She closed around them with a soft, broken moan, her tongue trembling against my skin, tasting herself while sitting in my lap in a crowded restaurant.

“Good girl,” I whispered, my thumb stroking her cheek. “My perfect Valentine.”

Heat rushed through her; I felt it in the way her thighs squeezed around my leg, the way her breath shivered against my fingers as she sucked them clean.

When I slid my fingers out, a thin strand of saliva connected her lips to me.

Her eyes were glassy, ruined, desperate.

“Luke…” she whispered, voice wrecked, “what are you doing to me?”

“Everything,” I murmured, kissing her temple.

“And I’m not done.”


Chapter 6

The drive back to her house was quiet—too quiet.

Emily sat with her hands in her lap, thighs pressed together, her breath soft and uneven. She kept trying to steady herself, trying to pretend she hadn’t come on my fingers in a crowded restaurant, trying to pretend she wasn’t trembling from anticipation and guilt and something much darker.

I parked in her driveway.

She unbuckled quickly, almost nervously.

“Th–thank you, Luke. For dinner. You didn’t have to drive me back—”

I opened my door without letting her finish.

By the time she got out, I was already beside her at the walkway.

“Luke,” she said, hesitant, voice tight, “you don’t have to walk me in.”

I didn’t answer.

I just took her hand.

She inhaled sharply—but she didn’t pull away as I led her to the door. Her keys rattled in her shaking fingers as she unlocked it.

The moment the door clicked open—

I stepped inside with her.

She froze.

Completely.

“Luke…”

Her voice cracked.

“I—I thought you were just dropping me off.”

I closed the door behind us with a soft, final thud.

Then I stepped into her space, forcing her to tilt her head up to keep eye contact.

“No,” I said quietly, fingers brushing the strap of her dress.

“I said I was taking you home.”

I slid my hand down her waist, warm and claiming.

“Home doesn’t end at the driveway.”

Her breath stuttered.

“Luke… we shouldn’t—Tom might—”

“Tom is working,” I said calmly, already walking her backward into the dim light of her entryway.

“And you’re coming apart from wanting me.”

Her back hit the hallway wall.

She gasped.

I leaned in, my body pinning hers gently, my hands coming up to rest on her hips.

“You think I’m dropping you off,” I murmured, lowering my mouth to her ear, “after you sat on my lap and came on my fingers?”

Her knees nearly buckled.

“I—I didn’t mean to—”

“Yes you did,” I whispered, sliding my hands slowly up the sides of her dress. “And we’re going to finish what we started.”

Her breath trembled, lips parted, her whole body softening into mine like she couldn’t help it.

I hooked my thumbs under the straps of her dress.

“Luke…”

A whisper.

A plea.

A warning.

I lowered my voice to a warm, commanding murmur.

“Lift your arms.”

She hesitated.

I tilted her chin up with my fingers.

“Emily,” I said softly, “lift them.”

Her breath caught—then she raised her arms above her head.

Good girl.

I slid the straps off her shoulders, watching the satin slip down her arms… her ribs… her waist… then fall in a soft puddle around her heels.

She stood there in the entryway in nothing but the lingerie I’d chosen for her—breathing like she’d been caught doing something forbidden, eyes wide and ruined and wanting.

I stepped back half a foot just to look at her.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

Possessively.

“You wore this for me,” I murmured. “Now I get to take it off.”

Her thighs trembled.

“Luke… what are you going to do?”

I stepped into her again, my hands finding her waist as I lowered my mouth to her neck.

“Everything,” I whispered.

Then I kissed her—slow and deep and claiming—while my hands slid behind her to unhook her bra.

I slid the straps slowly down her arms, lowering the lace inch by inch. She held her breath through all of it, her chest rising and falling faster, her nipples hardening in the cool air.

The bra hit the floor.

I stepped back just enough to see her clearly.

Bare.

Beautiful.

Trembling.

Her hands hovered awkwardly at her sides as if she didn’t know where to put them—shy, conflicted, soaked, standing half-naked with her back to the wall while her husband worked the night shift.

I placed my hands lightly on her hips.

“Emily,” I murmured, “look at me.”

She looked.

God, she looked wrecked.

I lifted her easily—hands under her thighs, palms full of warm, soft skin—and her breath hitched as her heels left the floor. She instinctively wrapped her legs around my waist; I pressed her back to the wall to steady her.

Her panties shifted against me—lace damp, barely clinging to her.

She gasped when my body fit between her thighs.

“Luke—oh god—”

“Quiet,” I murmured, kissing her jaw. “Let me enjoy you.”

I lowered my mouth to her neck and kissed her there—slow, lingering, claiming. She moaned softly, her fingers sliding into my hair as her body arched into mine.

I kissed lower.

Down her throat.

To her collarbone.

Then a little further.

When my mouth reached her left breast, she shuddered, legs tightening around my waist.

“Luke—wait—I don’t—”

“You do,” I corrected softly, licking a slow circle around her nipple. “You’ve wanted this.”

Her head fell back against the wall.

I wrapped my lips around her nipple and sucked gently at first. Her entire body jerked. Her hands tightened in my hair to steady herself.

Then I sucked harder.

Her nails dug into my shoulders, a high, helpless sound slipping out of her throat.

“That’s it,” I murmured between kisses. “Let me hear you.”

I kissed across to her other breast—warm skin, soft curve—before taking her other nipple into my mouth. I sucked deep, slow, possessive, until she was panting against my ear.

Her hips rocked instinctively against my stomach.

I pulled back enough to meet her eyes.

“You want more.”

She swallowed.

“Y-yes.”

I smirked and kissed lower—down the center of her stomach, slow as sin, still holding her thighs in my hands as I lowered her just enough for my mouth to follow the line of her body.

Her panties were the only thing left between us.

I kissed just above them.

She whimpered.

I traced the edge of the lace with my tongue.

She gasped, thighs trembling hard enough that I had to tighten my hold on her.

Then I hooked a finger under the waistband.

“Lift.”

She did.

I pulled them down slowly—inch by inch—until the lace slipped over her thighs, her knees, her calves. I let them drop to the floor.

Now she was bare against the wall, legs around me, breathing like she couldn’t get enough air.

I lifted her again, pressing her higher against the wall, her slick heat pressed against my lower stomach.

Her voice was shaking.

“Luke… what are you going to do now?”

I kissed right above her hip.

“Worship you,” I whispered.

She trembled violently, her breath shattering.

“And then,” I added, letting my mouth lower farther between her thighs, “I’m going to eat you until you scream.”

Emily gasped when I lifted her higher, her bare thighs tightening instinctively around my waist. She clutched my shoulders, nails biting into my suit jacket, her breath trembling against my cheek.

“Luke,” she whispered, terrified and desperate, “I—I can’t—”

“You can,” I murmured.

I slid my hands beneath her thighs, guiding them up until her knees nearly touched her chest. The angle opened her completely—soft, slick, trembling—for me.

She let out a helpless sound, half arousal, half shock at how exposed she was.

“Luke… oh god…”

I pressed my forehead to her stomach for one steadying second, breathing her in, feeling the heat radiating off her in waves.

Then I looked up at her.

“Hold onto me,” I said—quiet, firm.

Her fingers slid into my hair, gripping tight.

Good.

Still holding her up against the wall, I lowered my mouth to her—kissing the soft inside of her thigh first, then closer, then closer still. Her breath hitched with every slow, teasing press of my lips.

When I reached her center, she made a strangled little moan, thighs trying to clamp around my head—but I held them apart.

“My wife,” I whispered against her, heat brushing her swollen skin, “is going to come on my tongue.”

Before she could beg—or protest—I pulled her down onto my mouth.

Hard.

She screamed.

Not loud—she bit it off in my hair—but her whole body shook as my tongue pressed deep into her, tasting her completely. Her hips jerked in my hands.

“Luke—oh—oh my god—”

I groaned into her, the vibration making her gasp again, her fingers tangling harder in my hair as she pulled me closer.

I didn’t just lick her.

I devoured her.

Deep strokes of my tongue, slow circles around her clit, sucking gently then harder, lapping at every drop of wetness she gave me.

Her thighs quivered around my cheeks; I tightened my grip and spread her wider.

“Don’t you dare close,” I growled into her, sucking her clit into my mouth. “Let me see all of you.”

“Luke—Luke—oh god—”

I angled her hips slightly, fitting her perfectly against my mouth, and dove in harder—my whole face buried between her legs. She sobbed my name, voice breaking apart.

Her body was a live wire in my hands.

Every movement a plea.

Every gasp a surrender.

She tried to speak.

“Lu—oh—wait—please—I can’t—”

I lifted my mouth just long enough to whisper:

“Yes you can.”

Then I sucked her clit again—slow and deep—while curling my tongue inside her in a rhythm that made her legs convulse around me.

Her head hit the wall with a soft thud, her breath collapsing into ragged moans.

“Luke—I’m—oh god—I’m—!”

I didn’t ease up.

I wanted to feel her break.

She tightened around my tongue, her whole body locking, shaking—

“Come,” I ordered, voice vibrating against her. “Now.”

She shattered.

Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and silent and unstoppable. Her thighs shook around my head, her hips bucking into my mouth as she spilled onto my tongue.

I held her through every wave—her nails clawing my scalp, her breath gone, her entire body spasming in my hands while I kept licking her, drinking her, milking every last aftershock.

When she finally slumped forward, boneless against me, I kissed her gently between her trembling thighs.

“Good girl,” I whispered into her skin.

“My beautiful wife.”

She whimpered, still shaking.

“And I’m not even close to done with you.”


Chapter 7

Emily was still shaking in my arms when I pulled my mouth from between her thighs. Her legs clung to me instinctively, her fingers knotted in my hair as though letting go would drop her straight through the floor.

I moved my lips up her stomach, kissing her softly as I lowered her just enough to hook one arm under her thighs and the other around her back.

She whimpered when I lifted her off the wall.

“Luke… I—I can’t feel my legs…”

“That’s why I’m carrying you,” I said, kissing her temple as I held her against my chest.

I walked her through the hallway, her nude body trembling in my arms. Candlelight from the kitchen flickered softly across her skin as we entered the living room.

I lowered her carefully onto the couch—face down, chest to the cushions, her hips naturally lifting as she tried to steady herself.

She was still catching her breath when I placed my palm on the small of her back.

“Up,” I said gently. “Ass up for me.”

Her breath shuddered.

But she obeyed—slowly rising onto her knees, her back arching, her hips lifting until her ass was perfectly, beautifully presented.

I stepped back to take her in.

Her legs were spread just enough.

Her thighs still glistened from her orgasm.

Her ass… soft, round, trembling, begging for my hands.

She looked over her shoulder at me, cheeks flushed.

“Luke… what—”

Her voice broke as I slid my hands over her hips, spreading her slightly wider.

“What are you going to do?”

I knelt behind her.

My hands cupped her ass—full, warm, so soft my thumbs sank into the curve.

“I’m going to taste you,” I said calmly.

Her breath hitched. “I—I thought you just did—”

“No,” I murmured, spreading her cheeks wider. “I tasted your pussy.”

She gasped, trembling harder.

“But this…”

I leaned in, letting my breath warm the most private part of her.

“…this is what I’m eating now.”

Her whole body shuddered—sweet shock, embarrassment, raw want.

“Luke… oh my god—”

I kept her spread with both hands, lowering my mouth until my lips brushed the tight ring of her ass—warm, smooth, untouched.

Her gasp turned into a whine.

Then I kissed it.

Slow.

Deep.

Deliberate.

Her head dropped to the cushions, a broken sound escaping her.

I licked her—one long, slow stroke from her pussy up to her ass, savoring every inch, then circled her rim with the tip of my tongue, soft and teasing.

Her legs almost gave out.

“Oh—oh god—Luke—”

I pressed my tongue against her tight hole again, firmer this time, feeling her clench and tremble under the pressure.

She moaned into the couch, fingers clawing the cushions.

I held her steady with both hands on her ass, spreading her wider as I began licking her in slow, deliberate circles—soft at first, exploratory, worshipful.

Her thighs quivered.

Her breath shuddered.

Her back arched deeper.

“Luke… I can’t—no one’s ever—oh god—”

“That’s why I’m doing it,” I murmured against her.

“So you’ll never forget this.”

Then I flattened my tongue and pushed in.

She cried out—high, startled, overwhelmed.

Her body bucked forward, but I pulled her back onto my mouth, my grip firm on her hips.

I worked her slowly, tasting her like she was something rare and forbidden—licking, circling, pressing deeper, softening her with my tongue until she loosened under the pressure.

She was shaking so badly I had to hold her hips in place.

“Luke—please—I don’t know if I can—”

“Yes,” I murmured, kissing her again, sucking gently around the tight ring, feeling her melt and open under the attention. “You can. You’re perfect here.”

I spread her wider and devoured her ass—slow, wet, unhurried strokes that made her entire body vibrate.

She collapsed forward, forehead to the cushion, voice breathless and ruined.

“Luke—I’m—oh god—oh god—this feels—”

“Good,” I finished for her, my tongue thrusting softly again. “It feels good because it’s supposed to. Because this is where you want my mouth right now.”

Her moan was a trembling, helpless surrender.

I licked deeper, firmer, fucking her ass with my tongue while my fingers gently stroked the slick mess between her legs, pushing her toward another orgasm even as I worked her tightest place open with my mouth.

She shook violently, practically sobbing into the cushion.

“Luke—I’m—I’m gonna—oh god—”

I held her down and kept eating her.

“Come,” I growled into her.

“Come on my tongue, sweetheart.”

And she did.

Her whole body bucking, her ass pushing back against my mouth as she came with a cry muffled in the cushions—clenching, shaking, opening, falling apart on my tongue.

I didn’t stop until the last tremor left her body.

Then I kissed her gently.

Right where she was still sensitive, still pulsing.

“My perfect Valentine,” I murmured.

She collapsed fully into the couch, shaking.

Emily was still collapsing into the cushions—bare, trembling, her breath coming in tiny, broken gasps—when I slid my hands up her hips again.

Her ass was still lifted beautifully.

Still soft.

Still open from my mouth.

Perfect.

I couldn’t resist.

I gave her a sharp, clean smack.

Her cry was immediate—high, shocked, delicious. Her body jolted forward, then melted into the couch again, thighs trembling uncontrollably.

I rubbed the sting out with my palm, squeezing her cheek firmly.

“Good girl,” I murmured, watching her arch into my touch even in her exhaustion. “That’s exactly how I want you.”

She whimpered into the cushion, her voice wrecked.

“Luke… I—I can’t move…”

“I don’t want you to.”

I smoothed my hand over her back, slow and warm.

“You just stay right here.”

She breathed out a soft shiver, turning her head slightly to look at me with dazed, glassy eyes.

“Right here?”

“Yes,” I said softly, brushing her hair back from her cheek. “Ass up, resting. I’ll be right back.”

She swallowed, breath wobbling. “Wh-where are you going?”

I kissed her temple.

“To get something ready.”

Her brows knit with confusion—and a little fear, a little excitement—but she didn’t try to rise. She stayed exactly where I left her: knees soft and shaky, chest to the cushion, hips raised in a perfect offering.

I stood, letting my hand slide down her spine one last time before pulling away.

“Don’t move,” I said gently but firmly.

“I want to come back to you just like this.”

Her breath caught.

She nodded.

Good girl.

I walked down the hall toward the master bedroom. The lights were dim, the house quiet except for her slow, uneven breaths behind me.

When I stepped into the en suite bathroom, I flicked on the soft overhead light, then immediately dimmed it. Too bright. Too harsh. Not the way I wanted to touch her next.

I turned on the hot water in the oversized tub. Steam curled upward, filling the room with warmth.

I found the bottle of bubble solution on the corner ledge—jasmine, something soft and soothing—and poured it generously under the running water. Swirls of white foam blossomed instantly.

I opened the small drawer beside the vanity. Candles.

Of course she had candles.

I lit several—around the tub, on the counter, near the window—each flame casting a soft amber glow that kissed the edges of the room.

Then, from the little Bluetooth speaker on the shelf, I connected to my phone.

A low, sensual instrumental track began to play—soft piano under warm, throbbing bass. Music meant for slow hands and wet skin.

The room transformed completely.

From a bathroom…

to a sanctuary.

From a place to wash…

to a place to worship her properly.

I rolled my sleeves to my elbows, watching the bubbles rise higher, the water turning hot and inviting.

Perfect.

Exactly what she needed after the way I’d taken her.

Exactly what I needed to see her in.

I stepped back, taking in the scene—candlelight, steam, bubbles, soft music humming in the background.

Then I smiled.

She had no idea what was coming next.

I walked back toward the living room, ready to lift her again—ready to lower her into the bath with my hands still on her body.

Ready to make her feel cherished after being thoroughly, deliciously ruined.


Chapter 8

The bath was ready.

The room glowed with candlelight.

The steam curled like it was waiting for her body.

But before I touched her in that tub, before I lowered her into warm water and kissed every inch of her…

I needed her mouth.

I stepped into her bedroom and began unbuttoning my shirt.

One.

Two.

Three.

Each button falling open revealed more heat beneath my skin.

I shrugged the fabric off, letting it drop to the floor. My belt came next—metal clinking softly in the dim room. Then my pants. My boxers.

Clothes hit the floor in a trail behind me.

By the time I reached the hallway again, I was completely bare—my cock hard, heavy, aching from holding back.

I walked back toward the living room where I left her.

She was still there.

Exactly where I told her to stay.

Ass up.

Face turned to the cushion.

Breathing uneven and delicate from the orgasm I’d pulled out of her with my mouth.

God, she looked perfect.

“Emily,” I said quietly.

She turned her head, eyes widening the second she saw me—saw all of me. Her gaze caught on my cock, and her breath hitched, body pressing instinctively deeper into the cushion.

I didn’t give her time to think.

I sank onto the couch behind her, gripped her hair gently but firmly, and pulled her up just enough to guide her mouth to my cock.

Her lips brushed the tip.

She gasped, trembling.

“Open,” I said.

She did.

I slid into her mouth in one smooth, claiming thrust—deep enough that her lips stretched around me, her moan vibrating against the base of my length.

Her eyes fluttered shut, her breath hitching through her nose as I filled her.

“Good girl,” I murmured, my fingers tightening in her hair. “Now be quick.”

Her throat flexed around me, startled.

“Luke—mmph—”

I guided her head in short, firm strokes—no time for softness, no time for hesitation. Her mouth was warm, slick, perfect, and I moved her on my cock exactly how I wanted, watching her struggle to keep up with the rhythm.

“Use your tongue,” I ordered, my voice tightening.

She obeyed, swirling the tip against my underside, moaning around me as she did.

“Just like that,” I growled, breathing harder as her mouth took me deeper, wetter, hotter. “Take what I give you. All of it.”

Her hands came up to my thighs for balance, her nails digging into my skin as I guided her faster.

She gagged softly.

I pulled her back just an inch.

Her eyes watered.

But she didn’t stop.

Didn’t pull away.

Didn’t protest.

She leaned forward again on her own.

“Mmm—good,” I muttered, tightening my grip on her hair. “Hungry little wife.”

She moaned—loud this time—vibrating around me.

My hips jerked involuntarily.

“Faster,” I commanded, helping her move, sliding deeper into her mouth with each stroke. “I said be quick.”

Her lips sealed around me, cheeks hollowing with effort, throat working to take me deeper—

Her mouth was everywhere—warm, soft, tight, obedient.

I could feel myself getting closer far quicker than I meant to.

I pulled her off just long enough for her to gasp for air, spit shining her lips and my cock.

Her eyes were glassy, ruined, wanting.

I pressed the head of my cock against her lips again.

“Finish it,” I told her.

She swallowed—then wrapped her mouth around me again, sucking harder this time, eager and desperate and trembling.

“Yes,” I groaned, my voice breaking. “Just like that.”

Her tongue flicked the underside.

Her mouth tightened.

And I felt the heat coil in my spine.

I thrust deeper into her mouth, holding her in place as my breath shattered—

“Fuck—Emily—”

She moaned around me.

And I came hard down her throat.

Her body jerked as she swallowed instinctively, gripping my thighs with her nails, taking every pulse, every drop, her mouth milking me until I finally loosened my hold on her hair.

She collapsed forward, catching her breath.

I stroked her cheek with my thumb—soft now, reverent.

“Good girl,” I whispered, voice rough with satisfaction. “Now let’s get you into that bath.”

I brushed my thumb over her cheek, wiping a trace of saliva from the corner of her mouth.

“Come here,” I murmured.

She lifted her head slowly, her body swaying with exhaustion from everything I’d taken out of her.

“I can’t walk,” she whispered, voice thready.

“I know.”

I smiled.

“That’s why I’m carrying you.”

Her lips parted—half helpless, half relieved—as I scooped her off the couch in one smooth motion. Her arms looped around my neck, her legs curling instinctively around my waist for balance.

She tucked her cheek against my shoulder, still trembling.

I kissed her temple.

“I’ve got you,” I murmured, tightening my hold on her. “You’re safe.”

Her breath shivered against my skin.

I carried her down the hallway, the candlelit bathroom coming into view—the warm steam curling out of the door, filling the air with soft heat and jasmine.

She lifted her head, eyes widening when she saw the candles, the bubbles, the soft music humming low from the speaker on the shelf.

“Luke…”

A breath, fragile and awed.

“You… did all this?”

I kissed the side of her forehead.

“For you.”

Her body softened against mine in a way that wasn’t sexual—something warm, aching, vulnerable.

I stepped to the edge of the tub. The water shimmered with bubbles, candlelight flickering off the surface in soft gold ripples.

“Arms around my neck,” I whispered.

She clung to me tighter.

I lowered myself first—stepping into the tub with her still in my arms. The water rose around my calves, then my thighs, heat sliding over my skin as I sank down.

When I settled into the water, I shifted her carefully into my lap, keeping one arm around her back and one beneath her thighs.

She gasped softly as the hot water enveloped her.

“Is it too hot?” I whispered.

She shook her head, easing slowly into my chest, her hands resting over my heart.

“No,” she breathed. “It… it feels good.”

I slid one palm up her spine, slow and soothing.

Her breath hitched.

Then she exhaled—a long, trembling sigh—as she relaxed fully against me.

I leaned back against the edge of the tub, my legs stretching beneath her. The water sloshed gently around us, bubbles climbing her waist and breasts, candles flickering warm light across her damp skin.

She looked like something to worship.

I kissed her shoulder—soft, lingering.

“Emily,” I murmured against her damp skin, “I want you to let go tonight.”

Her fingers curled against my chest.

“You’ve given me your body,” I said quietly, stroking a thumb along her hip under the water.

“Now let me take care of you.”

She closed her eyes, letting her forehead rest against my throat.

“Okay,” she whispered.

Barely audible.

Barely brave.

But real.

I wrapped both arms around her, pulling her closer into the hot water, her back against my chest, her thighs draped over my legs.

Her breath softened.

Her body surrendered.

And I held her there—naked, trembling, and completely mine in the flickering candlelight.

Emily settled against my chest, the bathwater steaming around us, bubbles clinging to her skin. She looked dazed, boneless, her breath soft and uneven as she melted into the heat of the tub—and into me.

Perfect.

I wrapped one arm around her waist, my other hand skimming lazily over her stomach just beneath the bubbles.

“Lift your arms,” I murmured.

She obeyed instantly, letting me reach for the sponge at the edge of the tub. I soaked it in hot water, wrung it out just enough, and pressed it gently to her shoulder.

She gasped, then relaxed again as I slid the sponge slowly, sensually down her collarbone.

I kissed the wet path it left.

“You feel incredible,” I murmured, brushing my lips across the slope of her neck. “Warm. Soft. All mine.”

She whimpered quietly.

My hand drifted down her chest, water dripping over her breasts as I cupped them from behind—full, heavy, perfect in my palms.

She arched into my touch.

I grinned against her ear.

“God, sweetheart… these tits…”

She made a broken sound.

I kneaded them slowly, lifting the weight of them, thumb brushing over her nipple under the water.

“They’re so fucking big,” I murmured, squeezing gently. “Do you know how long I’ve thought about these? How many times I imagined fucking them? Kissing them? Biting them?”

Her breath hitched, her thighs tensing around mine under the water.

“I don’t know what drives me crazier,” I continued, sliding my hands down her ribcage, “these perfect tits…”

I squeezed them again, harder, pulling another gasp from her.

“…or this ass.”

I let one hand drift down—lower, lower—until I was cupping her whole ass underwater, fingers sinking into her soft skin.

She jolted with a soft cry.

“Fuck,” I growled, gripping her tighter. “Look at this. Round. Heavy. Made for my hands.”

She whimpered and tried to hide her face in my shoulder.

“Oh no,” I whispered, dragging her hips back just slightly against me. “Don’t go shy now. Not after the way you came on my mouth. Not after you let me eat your ass like dessert.”

She moaned—soft, desperate.

I squeezed her again, both breasts and ass now under my hands, unable to choose where I wanted to touch her more.

“Tits…”

Squeeze, lift, slow circle with my thumb over her nipple.

“…or ass…”

My hand slid between her cheeks underwater, teasing the place I’d worshipped minutes earlier. “Mm. I don’t know, sweetheart. This might be my favorite view of the night.”

She shook, breath trembling.

“Luke… please…”

“Please what?”

I kissed her shoulder, her neck, her cheek.

“Please touch you?”

Another squeeze.

“Please spread you?”

My fingers drifted between her thighs.

“Please use you?”

Her whole body jerked at that.

“Luke—oh god—”

“Tell me what you’re begging for,” I whispered, kissing just beneath her ear as my hands roamed her body like I owned every inch. “Is it my mouth again? My fingers? My cock?”

She couldn’t answer—her breath was too broken, too shaky.

I smiled.

“Fine,” I murmured, letting the sponge drop and using my hands alone now. “I’ll decide.”

I brought both hands back to her breasts first—big, warm, slippery under my palms. I squeezed them together, massaging slow and deep until she moaned openly, her back arching off my chest.

Then my hands drifted down, gliding along the curve of her waist, then lower—

Back to her ass.

I cupped it fully, lifting her slightly in the water, my thumbs brushing dangerously close to where she was still sensitive from my tongue.

She gasped.

Her fingers dug into my thighs.

“Fuck…” I breathed against her neck. “I can’t decide. Tits or ass. Tits—”

I squeezed them again, her nipples pearling hard under my touch.

“Ass—”

I groped her cheeks, spreading her gently under the water.

“Mm… maybe I don’t have to choose.”

She whimpered, losing her ability to speak.

I kissed her temple.

“No decision needed,” I whispered. “I’m going to enjoy every part of you tonight.”

Emily was melting under my hands, her breath trembling, her body softening into the bathwater and into me, her skin warm and slick from the soap and heat. I kissed her shoulder, then her neck, then the corner of her mouth—slow, coaxing, claiming.

“Turn around,” I murmured.

She lifted her head from my chest, eyes hazy and heavy-lidded.

“Luke…?”

“Come here,” I whispered.

I slid my hands under her hips and guided her to pivot in my lap. She moved slowly—water rippling around us—until she was facing me, straddling me, her arms automatically wrapping around my shoulders for balance.

Her breasts pressed to my chest.

Her thighs tightened around my sides.

Her breath caught as her pussy settled dangerously close to my cock.

She gasped at the contact.

“Luke—oh—”

“I know,” I murmured, kissing her cheek, “I feel it too.”

I held her hips, my thumbs brushing the dip of her waist. I didn’t rush. I pressed my forehead to hers and kissed her—slow and deep, tasting jasmine water and her sweet breath on my tongue.

She moaned softly into my mouth.

“Relax,” I whispered against her lips. “Let me take you.”

Her body went pliant, yielding beautifully under my touch.

I slid my cock along her slit under the water—slow, teasing strokes that made her shudder against me. Each pass made her hips jerk just slightly, her breath stuttering in my mouth.

“Luke… please…”

“Please what?” I murmured, kissing her again, slow and intimate.

She swallowed.

“…I want you inside me.”

God.

Hearing her say it like that—soft, trembling, needing—nearly pulled a groan out of me.

I lifted her gently by the hips.

She grabbed my shoulders, nails digging in, breath catching as the head of my cock nudged her opening.

Her forehead dropped to mine.

“Luke—”

“Look at me,” I whispered.

She did.

Eyes wide.

Vulnerable.

Wanting.

I lowered her slowly onto me—inch by inch, spreading around me, taking me in with a soft, broken cry as her body opened for mine.

“Oh—oh god—Luke—”

I groaned against her mouth.

“Fuck… Emily…”

I kept lowering her, guiding her hips, my cock sinking deeper into her tight, wet heat until she was fully seated on me, her hips flush to mine, her breath gone.

She clung to me, shaking.

“Luke… I can’t… it feels—oh god—”

I kissed her gently.

“You’re okay,” I murmured. “Breathe. You feel perfect.”

I held her still for a moment, letting her adjust, letting her body mold around mine. Then I wrapped my arms around her back and kissed her again—slow, deep, tongues sliding together in warm water.

Her hips began to move first.

Tentatively.

A soft, trembling grind against me.

I met her rhythm, lifting my hips just barely—deep, lazy thrusts that made both of us breathe harder.

She moaned into my mouth.

I swallowed it.

Lotus.

Her thighs spread around my hips.

Her arms around my neck.

Her breasts pressed to my chest.

My cock buried deep inside her.

Her entire body wrapped around mine.

“Emily,” I groaned softly, cupping the back of her head while we kissed, “you feel so fucking good… so tight around me…”

Her hips rocked harder, water sloshing around us.

“Luke—I can feel you everywhere—”

“Good.”

I kissed down her throat.

“Because I’m not letting you go.”

I helped her move—guiding her hips with slow, steady pressure, sliding her up and down my cock in a rhythm that made the water ripple and her breath break in short little gasps.

Our foreheads pressed together again.

Her lips brushed mine as she whispered, voice trembling:

“Happy Valentine’s Day…”

I kissed her slow, deep, breathless.

“Happy Valentine’s Day, sweetheart.”

I thrust up into her—slow, full, deliberate.

She moaned into my mouth.

I kissed her again and again, fucking her slow in the warm bathwater, holding her tight in lotus position like she belonged in my arms.

Because tonight, she did.


Chapter 9

Emily was wrapped around me in the hot water, her breath warm against my mouth, her arms tight around my shoulders as my cock filled her—deep and slow, her body yielding perfectly to mine.

She moaned softly as I lifted her hips, guiding her down again in a long, deliberate glide that made her whole body tremble.

“Luke… oh god… don’t stop…”

“I’m not stopping,” I murmured, kissing her jaw, her cheek, the corner of her lips between thrusts. “I’m not stopping until you fall apart on my cock.”

Her breath broke.

Her hips rolled helplessly.

I held her steady by the waist, fingers digging into her soft curves as I built the rhythm—still slow, still intimate, but deeper now, each movement pressing her down a little harder, each rise of my hips pushing into the deepest part of her.

Water sloshed around us, warm bubbles sliding over her skin.

“Emily,” I whispered against her mouth, “look at me.”

She opened her eyes—barely—and met mine.

“Don’t look away,” I breathed, thrusting deeper, savoring the gasp that escaped her lips. “I want you watching me when you come.”

Her eyes fluttered, but she held them open.

Barely.

Beautifully.

I gripped her hips with both hands and pulled her down harder, rocking up into her with slow, powerful thrusts that made her moan into my open mouth.

Her voice shook.

“Luke—oh—oh god—Luke—”

“That’s it,” I whispered, my forehead pressed to hers. “Ride me. Take all of it.”

Her nails dug into my shoulders.

Her hips stuttered.

Her walls clenched around me—tight, soft, perfect.

I slid one hand up her spine, fingers threading into the damp hair at the back of her head.

“Keep your eyes on me.”

She whimpered, desperate.

I kissed her—deep and slow—even as I kept moving inside her, rocking her against my lap, water spilling over the edge of the tub from the motion.

Her breath was breaking apart.

Her thighs trembled around my hips.

She was close.

I could feel it.

I slid my hands down her back and gripped her ass, lifting her slightly, and bent forward—my mouth closing over her nipple.

She cried out—sharp, breathless.

I sucked gently at first, teasing the sensitive peak while still thrusting into her slow and deep. Then harder—drawing her nipple deeper into my mouth, tongue circling in wet, slow strokes that made her body seize.

“Luke—Luke—oh my god—”

I lifted my head and whispered against her skin:

“Let me hear you fall apart on my cock.”

Her hips bucked wildly.

I tightened my grip on her ass, holding her steady, and fucked her deeper—slow, controlled thrusts that hit the same perfect spot inside her every time.

Her nails dragged down my back.

Her moans grew higher, breath thinner.

“I—I’m—I can’t—Luke—”

“Look at me,” I commanded softly.

She forced her eyes open—wide, ruined, begging.

I slid my mouth to her other nipple, sucking hard, and thrust up into her at the same moment.

She broke.

Her orgasm shattered through her body—violent, shaking, a sob ripped from her throat as she clung to me like she was drowning. Her pussy clenched around my cock in tight, pulsing waves.

I held her tight against me, still thrusting slow, deep, relentless.

“That’s it,” I murmured into her skin, sucking her nipple again while she came. “Take it. Take all of it. Look at me. Let me see you come.”

Her orgasm dragged on and on, her body shaking uncontrollably, water spilling over the edge of the tub as she lost all control in my arms.

She finally collapsed against my chest—breathless, trembling, boneless—her forehead against my shoulder, lips parted.

I kissed the top of her head, stroking her back.

“Good girl,” I whispered, voice low and warm.

“My perfect wife.”

I kissed her temple once, slow and warm.

Then I gripped her hips.

Her eyes widened—barely opening—when she felt me still hard inside her.

“Luke…?”

A whisper.

A plea.

Barely recovered.

I didn’t give her time to finish the question.

I lifted her.

Her breath broke as I slid out of her—slow, wet, the sound of it swallowed by the water. She whimpered, thighs shaking as I turned her body gently in the tub and bent her forward over the smooth porcelain edge.

Her hands braced on the rim.

Her back arched.

Her ass rose perfectly from the water—round, dripping, still trembling from the orgasm I’d pulled out of her.

Water streamed down her hips, down her thighs, collecting in the curves I loved.

I stood behind her, hands spreading her ass as I positioned myself.

She gasped when the head of my cock pressed between her slick folds again.

“Luke… oh god—wait—”

“No.”

My voice was low, hot, vibrating against her spine.

“I’m not done with you.”

I dragged the head of my cock up and down her slit—slow, teasing—feeling how soaked she still was from the bath and from me.

She whined into the edge of the tub, hips rocking back instinctively.

Good.

I tightened my grip on her waist.

“Take it,” I murmured.

Then I pushed inside her in one deep, claiming stroke.

She cried out—loud, breathless, desperate.

“Oh—LUKE—oh god—!”

Her pussy clenched around me immediately, gripping me tight as I filled her to the hilt, water splashing against the sides from the force of the thrust.

I bent over her, chest against her back, my lips brushing the corner of her mouth.

“Feel me,” I growled. “Feel how deep I am.”

Her whimper melted into a moan as I drew back slowly, dragging against every tight, swollen inch of her—

Then slammed into her again.

Water surged over the rim.

She choked on a gasp, collapsing forward, but I caught her hips and held her exactly where I wanted her—bent forward, ass up, taking every inch.

Her voice was a trembling mess.

“Luke—oh god—Luke please—please—”

“You can take it,” I said, thrusting harder. “You’re doing so good for me.”

Her thighs trembled violently, her body shaking from the mixture of pleasure and overstimulation, but she pushed back against me—instinctively—needing more.

I groaned, gripping her hips tighter, pulling her onto me as I drove into her again and again, deeper each time.

“Good girl,” I growled against her shoulder blade. “Ride my cock like that.”

She moaned—high, helpless, broken.

I lifted her slightly by the hips, tilting her just enough to angle deeper.

Her scream fractured into the surface of the water.

“LUKE—!”

“That’s it,” I snarled softly into her skin. “Take all of me.”

I thrust harder now—deep, slow, powerful strokes that made the tub shake, the water crash, her breasts bouncing softly beneath her as she clung to the porcelain for balance.

Her walls fluttered around me—tightening, begging, pulling me deeper.

I felt it hit me—hard and sudden—the heat gathering low, the instinct to claim her rising.

I grabbed her waist with both hands, pulling her tight to me, my voice hot and rough against her ear.

“I’m going to come inside you.”

Her entire body seized.

“Luke—oh—yes—yes—”

That was all it took.

My hips jerked forward, burying myself completely inside her as the climax ripped through me.

I spilled into her hard—pulse after pulse, deep, hot, claiming—my breath breaking against her shoulder while I held her tight to my body.

She moaned at the feeling—at the warmth, the fullness—her hips pushing back to take every drop.

I stayed inside her, chest pressed to her back, breath shaking, water stilling around us as I let every last wave spill into her.

Slowly, I kissed her neck.

“Mine,” I murmured against her skin.

She collapsed forward, utterly undone, filled, trembling in my hands.

And I kept holding her—still inside her—refusing to let her go.


Chapter 10

I stayed inside her for a long moment, letting the last tremor of release shudder through both of us. Her body was soft beneath my hands, trembling, her breath coming in tiny gasps as she tried to recover.

But I wasn’t done watching her fall apart.

Slowly—deliberately—I slipped out of her.

She let out a small, broken sound at the loss.

And then she froze when she felt it.

My cum.

Sliding.

Slow.

Thick.

Warm.

Down her pussy… then down her thighs… mixing with the bathwater, dripping in a white trail along her skin.

I stepped back just enough to watch it happen.

Her legs shook under her as the water carried the milky spill toward her knees, her ass still raised slightly over the edge of the tub.

She looked over her shoulder at me, dazed, flushed, breathing hard.

“Luke…”

A whisper.

Humiliated, needy, overwhelmed.

I cupped her ass with both hands, squeezing the soft, wet flesh and spreading her slightly so I could watch more of my release drip from her.

“God, look at you,” I murmured. “Look how full you were.”

She whimpered and hid her face in her forearm.

I leaned in, kissing her lower back, licking a slow stripe up her spine.

“Don’t hide,” I said softly. “I want to see all of it.”

My cum slid faster now with the motion of the water, running down the inside of her thighs.

I groaned.

“That sight alone,” I breathed, “is almost enough to get me hard again.”

Her gasp proved she heard it—and understood exactly what it meant.

I stood, water cascading off both of us, and slid my hands up her sides.

“Stand up.”

She tried—and immediately wobbled, legs too shaky to hold her weight.

I caught her easily.

“That’s what I thought,” I said, smirking against her ear. “You can’t even stand after what I did to you.”

“Luke… please…”

“Shh.”

I kissed her shoulder.

“I’ve got you.”

I turned her gently, lifting her under the arms and guiding her to stand upright in the tub. Water poured down her body in glistening sheets, over her breasts, her stomach, her thighs—taking the last traces of foam but not the heat of what we’d done.

Her legs trembled violently, her knees knocking together.

I put one hand between her thighs and pressed, spreading them slightly.

More of my cum slid out of her.

Her head fell back on a moan.

“Fuck,” I growled softly, stroking her hip. “I need you in the bed.”

Without another word, I bent and slid one arm under her knees and the other behind her back, lifting her out of the tub.

She gasped as the cool air hit her wet skin, curling instinctively into my chest.

“Luke—I—I’m dripping—”

“Yes,” I said, carrying her through the bathroom doorway, water streaming down her body, dripping onto the floor as we moved. “You’re dripping my cum. And I want you in our bed exactly like that.”

She hid her face in my neck, shaking.

I carried her down the hall, my cock already starting to stiffen again from the sight and the feel of her slick warmth against my arm.

When we reached the bed, I lowered her slowly—reverently—onto the sheets.

Her hair spread like dark silk. Her thighs opened on instinct. My release still marked her inner legs.

I stood over her, watching her chest rise and fall, watching her try to catch her breath, watching my cum glisten on her skin.

“Emily,” I murmured, my voice deepening again as I climbed onto the bed, “I’m not finished with you.”

I climbed over her body slowly, deliberately, my knees sinking into the mattress on either side of her hips. Her eyes widened the second my shadow covered her.

“Luke…?”

I smirked, brushing a thumb over her cheek.

“Put your arms up,” I murmured. “Let me see all of you.”

She obeyed instantly, stretching her arms above her head, her breasts lifting beautifully with the motion.

Big.

Soft.

Full.

Already flushed from my mouth earlier.

I dragged my hands down her sides, spreading her thighs a little wider just to hear her breath catch—then moved them up, cupping her breasts fully.

My thumbs brushed her nipples.

She jolted.

“Oh—Luke—”

I squeezed her tits together, letting the warm weight fill my hands.

“Jesus,” I growled softly, leaning over her, “I think I’m obsessed with these.”

She whimpered.

“I don’t know which part of you drives me crazier… but right now?”

I squeezed harder, bringing her tits together like a perfect, soft channel around my hands.

“I want these wrapped around my cock.”

Her lips parted in shock. “Luke—wait—”

“Open your mouth,” I ordered.

She did—instantly, automatically, wanting to please even when she didn’t know what was coming.

I slid my cock forward and slapped it onto her tongue once—hard enough to make her gasp—before dragging it down between her tits.

Her entire body arched.

“Oh my god—”

“Press them together,” I said, guiding her hands to her own breasts.

She squeezed them inward, enveloping me in heat and softness, forming the perfect tunnel of flesh around my shaft.

I groaned.

“Fuck, sweetheart… just look at that,” I breathed, sliding my cock between her tits, the head appearing and disappearing between them with every thrust. “Your husband doesn’t know what he’s missing.”

Her eyes fluttered.

“Luke—please—”

“Oh, I’m going to,” I murmured. “I’m going to fuck these pretty tits until you’re dripping with my cum again.”

And I did.

I thrust between them hard—sloppy, rough, water and sweat and pre-cum mixing as my cock slid easily in the slick valley of her chest. Her tits bounced with each thrust, warm and perfect around me.

She moaned beneath me, not even trying to hide how much she loved how filthy it was.

“Look at you,” I growled, thrusting faster. “Taking my cock in your tits like you were made for this.”

She whimpered, squeezing her breasts tighter around me.

Her voice trembled.

“Luke… I’ve never—no one’s ever—”

“I know.”

A hard thrust.

“That’s why you’re going to remember this.”

I pressed my cock tighter against her chest, speeding up, using her tits hard enough she gasped every time the head slapped against her chin.

“Touch your nipples,” I said.

She reached up with shaking fingers, squeezing and rubbing them as I fucked her chest.

“Good girl,” I groaned, breath shattering. “God, you look so fucking pretty like this—my cock sliding all over your perfect tits…”

My thrusts grew harder—slapping sounds, wet sounds, filthy and hot as my length pistoned between her breasts.

She whined, helpless and ruined.

“Luke—please—please mark me—”

That did it.

I slammed one final time into her tits and pulled out—stroking myself hard, fast, sloppy as her chest bounced under my hand.

Her eyes locked onto mine.

“Cover me,” she whispered.

“Oh fuck—”

My voice broke.

“Emily—fuck—”

I spilled hard.

Cum shot across her chest—hot ropes splattering her breasts, her collarbone, her throat. She gasped at the sensation, arching into it, letting it mark her skin, letting me claim every inch of her.

I stroked myself through every pulse, groaning deep in my chest as more spilled out, dripping down between her breasts, sliding toward her stomach.

Some hit her cheek.

She shivered—hard.

I smoothed it over her skin with my fingers, spreading it across her tits, letting her feel the heat of it, the possession in it.

“My wife,” I whispered hoarsely, breath ragged. “Mine.”

Her eyes fluttered closed, her voice a trembling whisper.

“Yes…”

I leaned down, kissing the corner of her mouth softly, gently—contrasting the filth coating her body.

Her chest was still heaving beneath me, her breasts streaked with my cum like the filthiest kind of Valentine’s gift. She was flushed, open, ruined—and I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

I grabbed her thighs and dragged her down the bed in one rough pull, positioning her exactly where I wanted her.

“Luke—” she gasped, breathless, “wait—I’m still—”

I didn’t wait.

I lined myself up and slammed into her pussy with one brutal, claiming thrust.

Her scream cracked the air.

“LUKE—!”

“Oh fuck, yes…” I groaned, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. “That’s it. Take it. Take all of me.”

Her back arched off the bed as I drove into her, raw and relentless, her pussy clenching around me like she couldn’t hold back even if she wanted to.

Wet.

Tight.

Mine.

I pulled out halfway and slammed back in—a sharp, filthy slap of skin and slick.

“God, listen to yourself,” I growled, thrusting hard. “Listen to how wet you still are from me.”

She whimpered, eyes rolling.

“Luke—I—I can’t—oh my god—”

“Yes you can,” I snarled, pounding into her again, harder. “You know what I’m thinking about right now?”

She shook her head, barely able to breathe.

I leaned over her, my lips at her ear, my cock driving her into the mattress with every word.

“I’m thinking about your husband,” I murmured, voice low and wicked, “and what he’d say if he knew you were taking my cock like this.”

She let out a strangled moan—high, guilty, aroused beyond belief.

“Luke—don’t—”

“Oh, I will.”

Another brutal thrust.

“And you fucking love it.”

Her breathing went wild, her hands gripping the sheets so hard her knuckles whitened.

“Tom left you alone on Valentine’s Day,” I growled, fucking her harder, “and here you are—getting fucked raw by the man he encouraged you to go out with.”

Her pussy clenched violently around me.

“There it is,” I hissed. “That little squeeze you give when you hear the truth.”

She sobbed through a moan, her legs flying up around my waist.

“Luke—oh god—please—”

“What would he say,” I continued, thrusting faster, deeper, “if he saw the way you spread your legs for me? The way you begged for me?”

Her voice trembled. “Stop—no—Luke—please—”

“You want filth?” I growled, hips snapping into hers. “I’ll give you filth.”

I pinned her wrists above her head with one hand and fucked her harder—my cock driving into her over and over, water-slick skin slapping loud and obscene.

“And your son,” I whispered.

She convulsed beneath me.

“What would he say if he knew his best friend was balls-deep in his mother? That she was moaning for him? Coming for him?”

She cried out—pure pleasure and helpless shock.

“Luke—please—oh god—please—”

“Oh, sweetheart,” I murmured, kissing her throat roughly, “they both pushed you toward me. They put you right in my hands. They had no idea what I’d do to you.”

I released her wrists and gripped her hips, lifting her slightly and slamming into her harder—deep, wet, punishing strokes that made the bed shake.

“But you knew,” I growled. “Didn’t you?”

Her head fell back.

“I—yes—yes—oh god yes—”

“You knew what would happen,” I whispered sharply. “You knew the second you let me zip that dress, you were becoming mine.”

She convulsed again—pussy tightening, body shaking, breath collapsing into a desperate whine.

“You’re mine,” I snarled, pounding into her. “Say it.”

“I—I’m—oh god—”

“Say it,” I ordered, thrusting so deep her whole body shook.

“I’m yours!” she cried out, breaking. “Luke—I’m yours—I’m yours—”

A growl tore out of me.

I grabbed her face with one hand and kissed her hard—sloppy, claiming—while my hips hammered into her with brutal, possessive urgency.

“That’s right,” I panted against her mouth. “My wife now. Not his. Mine.”

Her pussy squeezed around me so tight I almost lost control.

“I’m gonna come inside you again,” I warned, voice breaking. “And you’re gonna take every drop.”

“Yes—yes—Luke—inside—please—inside—”

I slammed into her once—twice—three times—

And spilled deep.

Hard.

Hot.

Pulse after pulse, filling her until she arched and screamed and came again around me—tightening, milking me, her nails digging into my shoulders.

I stayed buried inside her, panting, grinding out the last throbs of release as she collapsed beneath me, shaking uncontrollably.

“Mine,” I murmured into her neck, breath ragged.

“My Valentine. My woman. My fucking wife.”

She trembled.

She didn’t deny a single word.


Epilogue

The morning light was soft and golden when I woke.

Emily was sprawled across my chest—one leg thrown over mine, her hair messy, her lips parted in sleep. Her breath was slow and warm against my throat. The sheets were tangled around us, her body still slick with sweat from the night before.

And my cock was still inside her.

Soft now, but still buried deep.

Still plugging her.

Still leaking.

A slow drip of cum slid out of her around me, warming my groin.

Perfect.

She shifted slightly, making a soft, sleepy noise that clenched her around me. I groaned quietly into her hair.

God, she was beautiful like this—fucked-out, unconscious, claimed.

I smoothed my hand down her bare back, squeezing the curve of her ass, feeling how warm and soft she still was under my grip.

I didn’t want to move.

And then—

I heard the door downstairs.

A key in the lock.

A quiet thud of shoes stepping inside.

Emily didn’t stir. She was exhausted—completely wrung out. I’d fucked her through the night, kept her full, kept her moaning, kept her begging. She was half-dead with pleasure.

The sound of the door clicking shut echoed up the stairwell.

I exhaled slowly.

Of course.

Tom was home.

Right on schedule.

I didn’t tense.

Didn’t pull out.

Didn’t move Emily off of me.

I simply tightened my hand on her ass and let my other hand drift up to cup her breast, holding her exactly as she slept—my cock still wet inside her.

Footsteps moved through the downstairs hallway.

Then a pause.

I smirked.

He saw her dress.

Her heels.

Her bra thrown over the banister.

Her panties on the stairs.

My jacket on the floor.

Her moans still echoing in the walls.

His footsteps resumed.

Slower.

Up the stairs.

One step at a time.

Emily slept on, blissfully unaware, her body warm and heavy over mine.

Tom reached the landing.

He saw the trail to the bedroom.

Then—

He appeared at the doorway.

His eyes went wide.

There we were:

Me lying naked in his bed.

Emily sprawled naked on top of me.

My cock still deep inside her.

My hands gripping her ass and tits.

Both of us marked with dried cum.

I didn’t move.

I didn’t cover either of us.

I looked him dead in the eye.

“Morning,” I said calmly.

He swallowed—hard—stunned silent.

Emily shifted in her sleep, tightening around me. I groaned softly, my hand sliding over her hip to steady her.

A sick realization washed over him as his eyes traveled up her bare body—my cum drying on her thighs, bruises on her hips where my hands had been.

He opened his mouth.

I cut him off.

“She’s mine now.”

His face flickered—hurt, shock, confusion.

I kept going.

“You can take the guest room.”

His jaw worked uselessly for a moment.

Finally he managed, voice faint:

“W–what… what do you mean she’s—”

I tightened my grip on her ass, pulling her closer, making her body shift on my cock. She murmured in her sleep and sighed, nestling deeper against me.

I smirked.

“I mean she chose me,” I said. “Last night. Every hour of it.”

He stared, horrified, confused, frozen.

“She begged for it,” I added quietly. “Over and over.”

His knees almost buckled.

I brushed Emily’s hair back and kissed her temple.

“She’s sleeping,” I said, tone dipping gentle. “She’s sore. She needs rest.”

I met his eyes again—cold, steady, unmoving.

“She’s not getting up.”

He swallowed again.

Then I said the final nail:

“You should have taken her out for Valentine’s Day.”

Emily made another soft sound in her sleep, pressing her hips down unconsciously, taking me deeper.

Tom flinched.

I didn’t smile.

I simply held her, possessive and calm, my cock still inside his wife.

“Guest room’s down the hall,” I murmured.

And he understood.

There was nothing left to argue.

He stepped back slowly.

Quiet.

Shaken.

Defeated.

I watched him go.

Then I tightened my arms around Emily and closed my eyes.

She was still mine.

And she wasn’t going anywhere.
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