
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1: First Impressions and Late Night Boundaries

The doorbell's chime cut through the cacophony of animated explosions and high-pitched voice acting bleeding from the living room television. Marcus Brennan glanced at the vintage Rolex on his wrist—a gift from better days, back when his marriage had still felt salvageable—and noted the time with a small grunt of approval. Seven forty-seven. Right on time, which already put this candidate ahead of the previous two disasters the agency had sent over.

Monday's applicant, a severe woman in her fifties named Patricia, had taken one look at his seven-year-old daughter Sage mid-tantrum and literally backed out the door with mumbled excuses about "prior commitments." Wednesday's interview with a bubbly college student named Brittany had devolved into an uncomfortable hour of her asking increasingly invasive questions about his divorce, his ex-wife's whereabouts, and whether he was "seeing anyone" with a tone that made his skin crawl.

So yeah. The bar was low.

Marcus pushed himself up from the leather sectional—Italian, purchased during the brief window when money had felt infinite and arguments had felt finite—and crossed the open-concept living space toward the front door. The house was one of those renovated colonials that dotted the North Shore suburbs, the kind with "good bones" that real estate agents creamed themselves over. Four bedrooms, three and a half baths, a kitchen with marble countertops and appliances that cost more than most people's cars, all of it bathed in that carefully curated neutral palette that screamed "recently divorced man trying to erase evidence of his failed marriage."

The October evening had brought an early chill, and through the sidelights flanking the mahogany door he could see the silhouette of someone standing under the porch light. Rain had been threatening all day—that peculiar Chicago autumn weather where the sky couldn't decide between Indian summer and full autumn assault—and the air smelled like wet leaves and approaching cold, mixed with the last gasps of summer's humid decay.

He opened the door and every coherent thought evaporated like steam off asphalt.

The woman standing on his porch wasn't what he'd expected. Not even close.

She couldn't have been more than twenty-three, maybe twenty-four at the absolute outside. Her hair fell in thick waves past her shoulders, the kind of auburn that seemed to shift colors depending on how the light hit it—dark copper at the roots, bleeding into shades of burnt sienna and caramel honey at the ends where the porch light caught it. Natural, clearly, with those subtle variations that only genetics could produce. It looked soft, the kind of hair that would slip through fingers like silk, and he caught himself wondering if it smelled like it looked before violently shutting that thought down.

Her face was heart-shaped, with high cheekbones that created shadows in the hollows beneath them, making her look slightly feline. Delicate bone structure—a straight nose that turned up just barely at the tip, giving her an almost aristocratic air that was immediately contradicted by the fullness of her mouth. Jesus fuck, that mouth. Naturally pink lips, the bottom one noticeably fuller than the top, the kind of asymmetry that made you stare. No lipstick, no gloss, just... her. A small beauty mark sat just above the left corner of her upper lip.

Her eyes were large and slightly tilted, a shade of green that reminded him of sea glass—that pale jade color with hints of gray and blue depending on the light. Thick lashes, no visible mascara. Minimal makeup overall, maybe some light foundation and a touch of something on her cheeks that could have been blush or could have been the cold.

And her body. Christ.

She wore a cream-colored cable-knit sweater that hugged every curve like it had been tailored specifically to make men stupid. The neckline was modest—just a hint of collarbone—but the way the fabric clung to her chest made modesty a fucking joke. Full breasts, probably a C-cup, maybe even a D, straining slightly against the knit in a way that created subtle shadows and made him acutely aware that he absolutely should not be noticing this level of detail about a woman interviewing to watch his daughter.

The sweater ended at her hips, fitted enough to showcase a defined waist that flared into hips that would have made Renaissance painters weep. She wore dark jeans—not the painted-on kind, but fitted enough that he could see the curve of thick thighs and an ass that... fuck. He literally had to force his gaze away when she shifted her weight and turned slightly to adjust the leather messenger bag hanging from her shoulder.

Black ankle boots with a modest two-inch heel. A delicate gold chain around her neck with a small circular pendant resting in the hollow of her throat—he couldn't make out what it was from this distance. Small gold hoops in her ears. Her nails were trimmed short, painted a dark burgundy that was almost black.

And the smell. Jesus. Even from the doorway he caught it—vanilla and jasmine, sweet but not cloying, mixed with something fresh and clean like rain-soaked cotton. Underneath it all was something warm and slightly musky that was probably just her, just her skin and hair and the natural chemistry of her body, and he felt his cock twitch in his jeans like a goddamn teenager.

"Mr. Brennan?" Her voice was lower than he'd anticipated, slightly husky, with a smoothness that made him think of dark honey and expensive whiskey. "I'm Catalina Reeves. From the agency?"

She extended her hand and he realized he'd been standing there like a complete fucking idiot, just staring at her like she'd materialized out of thin air.

"Right. Yes. Sorry." He reached out and shook her hand—small, soft, warm, her grip surprisingly firm—and caught another wave of that scent. His brain was actively short-circuiting. "Come in. Please."

Get it together, Marcus. She's here to interview for a childcare position, not to star in whatever pathetic divorced-dad porn fantasy your sexually frustrated brain is trying to construct.

But as she stepped past him into the foyer, he couldn't help but notice the way those jeans fit her ass, the gentle sway of her hips, the way that sweater shifted across her back and revealed just a hint of the curve of her spine.

He closed the door with more force than necessary, as if that would somehow shut out the inappropriate thoughts crowding his skull.

The foyer opened into the main living space—those open-concept floor plans that his ex-wife had insisted on during the renovation. To the left, the living room where Sage was currently sprawled on the sectional, iPad in hand, cartoon playing on the massive TV mounted above the electric fireplace. To the right, the dining area flowing into the kitchen, all of it bathed in warm light from the pendant fixtures and recessed lighting.

"This is a beautiful home," Catalina said, her gaze traveling across the space with what seemed like genuine appreciation rather than the calculating assessment he'd gotten used to from his ex-wife's friends.

"Thanks. Recent divorce, recent renovation. Felt like I needed to burn the old place down and start fresh, metaphorically speaking." He winced internally. Why the fuck had he led with that? Hi, nice to meet you, here's my emotional baggage.

But she just smiled—a small, knowing curve of those ridiculous lips—and something in her eyes softened. "Fresh starts can be good. Hard, but good."

Before he could parse whether there was subtext there or if he was just projecting, a small voice piped up from the living room.

"Daddy, who's at the door?"

Sage had paused her cartoon and was peering over the back of the sectional, her dark curls—so much like her mother's—bouncing as she craned her neck to see. At seven years old, she had that particular brand of child energy that oscillated wildly between angel and demon depending on factors Marcus had yet to successfully identify.

"Come here, sweetheart. I want you to meet someone."

Sage bounded over with the unselfconscious enthusiasm of childhood, bare feet slapping against the hardwood. She wore her favorite purple pajamas—the ones with the unicorns that her mother had bought her last Christmas, back when holidays had still involved pretending everything was fine—and had already managed to get what looked like chocolate on the front.

"This is Miss Catalina," Marcus said, placing a hand on his daughter's shoulder. "She might be coming to hang out with you when Daddy's at work."

Catalina immediately dropped into a crouch, bringing herself to Sage's eye level in a way that felt instinctive rather than calculated. "Hi, Sage. Your dad showed me your picture when we talked on the phone, but you're even prettier in person. I love your pajamas."

Sage, who could be shy with strangers, seemed to immediately warm to this approach. "They have unicorns. Unicorns are my favorite. Do you like unicorns?"

"I think they're pretty cool. Though I've always been partial to dragons myself."

"Dragons are okay," Sage conceded with the seriousness of a child making an important philosophical distinction. "But unicorns are better because they're nice and dragons are mean."

"Some dragons are mean," Catalina agreed. "But some dragons are just misunderstood. Like in How to Train Your Dragon. Have you seen that movie?"

And just like that, they were off, Sage chattering about Toothless and Night Furies while Catalina listened with what appeared to be genuine interest, asking follow-up questions that showed she actually knew the material. Marcus watched this interaction with a mixture of relief and something else he didn't want to examine too closely.

She was good with kids. Natural. Not in that over-the-top way some people had, where they talked to children like they were idiots or performed their enthusiasm like a children's show host. Just... easy. Comfortable.

After a few minutes, Marcus gently extracted Sage and sent her back to her cartoon with promises that Miss Catalina would be back to talk to her more later. Then he gestured toward the dining table.

"Can I get you something to drink? Coffee, water, wine?" He added the last one as a joke but immediately regretted it when he saw her eyebrow quirk.

"Water would be great, actually. It's chilly out there."

He moved into the kitchen, hyperaware of her gaze following him as he grabbed a glass from the cabinet and filled it from the filtered dispenser in the fridge. The kitchen still smelled like the pasta he'd made for dinner—garlic, olive oil, basil—mixed with the lingering scent of the vanilla candle burning on the island.

When he returned and set the glass in front of her, she was pulling a folder from her messenger bag. Her nails clicked softly against the table as she spread out papers—resume, references, certifications.

"So," he began, settling into the chair across from her and trying to focus on the documents rather than the way her sweater dipped slightly when she leaned forward, revealing the barest hint of cleavage. "The agency mentioned you have experience with kids in this age range?"

"Yes." She tapped a manicured nail on the resume. "I worked as a full-time nanny for a family in Lincoln Park for two years—twin boys, ages five to seven during my time with them. Before that, I did after-school care and summer camp counseling all through college."

Her voice had that professional tone now, confident but not arrogant. He scanned the resume: Bachelor's degree in Early Childhood Education from Northwestern, CPR and First Aid certified, references from three previous families.

"And you're looking for full-time work?" He glanced up and caught her watching him, those sea-glass eyes steady and calm.

"Yes. The family I was with moved to San Francisco last month for the father's job. I could have gone with them, but..." She trailed off, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "I like Chicago. My whole life is here. Made more sense to stay and find a new position."

"The hours can be demanding," he continued, slipping into the mental script he'd developed over the past week of interviews. "I work in finance—private equity. Most days I'm out by seven AM, usually not back until six or seven PM. Sometimes later if there's a deal closing. I'd need someone who can handle morning routines, school drop-off and pick-up, afternoon activities, dinner prep. Essentially full days, Monday through Friday, with occasional evening or weekend coverage if something comes up."

She nodded, unfazed. "That's similar to my previous arrangement. I'm comfortable with that schedule."

They went through the standard questions—her approach to discipline, how she'd handle various scenarios, her comfort level with meal prep and light housekeeping. With each answer, he found himself impressed not just by her qualifications but by the thoughtfulness of her responses. She didn't give him scripted bullshit; she spoke like someone who'd actually spent time thinking about child development and care.

But underneath the professional conversation, there was this current of... something. The way her gaze would linger just a fraction too long when he spoke. The way she'd tuck a strand of hair behind her ear, drawing his attention to the elegant line of her neck. The way she'd shift in her chair and he'd catch another wave of that vanilla-jasmine scent.

He was acutely aware of how close they were sitting, of the fact that they were alone except for Sage in the other room, of how the warm lighting made her skin look gold and smooth.

Stop it. Stop. She's twenty-three years old and interviewing for a job. You're being a fucking creep.

But his body wasn't listening to his brain. He could feel the heat building low in his gut, could feel himself getting half-hard in his jeans just from sitting across from her having a completely normal conversation.

"So," Catalina said, breaking him out of his spiraling thoughts, "tell me about Sage. What's she like? The agency gave me basic info, but I'd love to hear from you."

He leaned back, grateful for the shift in focus, and launched into the complicated answer to that question. Sage was brilliant and stubborn and emotional and creative, prone to wild mood swings and intense attachments. The divorce had been hard on her—how could it not be?—and she was still processing her mother's decision to move to LA with her new boyfriend, leaving Sage here with him.

As he talked, Catalina listened with that same focused attention she'd given his daughter, occasionally asking questions that revealed she was actually absorbing what he said rather than just waiting for her turn to speak.

"It sounds like she needs stability and routine," Catalina observed, "but also someone who can roll with the emotional ups and downs without taking it personally."

"Exactly." He felt something in his chest loosen. "The last nanny we had... she was fine technically, but she got flustered every time Sage had a meltdown. Made things worse instead of better."

"Kids that age, they're still learning emotional regulation. It's not personal, even when it feels like it is." She paused, seeming to choose her words carefully. "After a divorce, especially when one parent leaves... that's a lot for a seven-year-old to process. She's probably going to test boundaries, see if you'll leave too."

The perceptiveness of this statement caught him off guard. "Yeah. Her therapist said something similar."

"I grew up with divorced parents," Catalina said quietly. "My dad left when I was six. It took me years to stop being angry about it, and my mom and the people who stuck around... they had to deal with a lot of my shit." She met his gaze directly. "I know what it looks like when a kid is acting out because they're scared. And I know how to not take it personally while still setting appropriate boundaries."

There was a beat of silence, charged with something that felt too intimate for an interview. Marcus became aware of the rain that had started outside, a soft patter against the windows that seemed to emphasize the warmth of the interior, the cocoon-like feeling of being in this space with her.

He cleared his throat. "Your references—do you mind if I call them over the next day or two?"

"Of course not. They're expecting to hear from you." She slid a separate sheet across the table with contact information neatly printed. "The Hendersons—the family in Lincoln Park—they told me to have you call any time."

"Great. I'll do that tomorrow." He glanced toward the living room where Sage was now dancing to the cartoon's theme song. "Did you want to spend a little time with her? See how you two interact?"

Catalina's face lit up with genuine pleasure. "I'd love that."

They moved to the living room, and Marcus watched as Catalina seamlessly integrated herself into Sage's play. Within minutes, they were building a fort out of couch cushions, Sage's earlier shyness completely evaporated. Catalina was good at this—finding the balance between letting Sage lead while gently steering things in constructive directions.

Marcus tried to focus on observing their interaction professionally, making mental notes about compatibility and communication style. But he kept getting distracted by the curve of Catalina's ass when she bent to pick up a cushion, by the way her sweater rode up slightly and revealed a strip of lower back, by the musical quality of her laugh when Sage said something funny.

At one point, Catalina ended up on her hands and knees, helping Sage retrieve a toy that had rolled under the couch, and the view down her sweater was so perfect—the curves of her breasts, the shadow of cleavage, the lace edge of what looked like a black bra—that Marcus had to physically turn away and pretend to check his phone.

Jesus fucking Christ, get a grip. You're a thirty-eight-year-old man, not a teenager who's never seen tits before.

But it had been a long time since his divorce, longer still since his sex life with his ex-wife had been anything other than perfunctory and rare. And Catalina was... fuck, she was gorgeous. The kind of gorgeous that made you stupid, that bypassed all rational thought and went straight to the lizard brain.

Eventually, Sage's bedtime approached. Catalina took her cue beautifully, helping gather up the fort pieces and transitioning Sage toward her nighttime routine without any of the pushback Marcus usually got.

"It was really nice to meet you, Sage," Catalina said, giving his daughter a warm hug that Sage enthusiastically returned. "I hope I get to see you again soon."

"Me too! Daddy, can she come back tomorrow?"

Marcus laughed. "We'll see, sweetheart. Go brush your teeth. I'll be up in a few minutes to tuck you in."

After Sage thundered up the stairs, he walked Catalina back to the foyer. The rain had picked up, drumming steadily against the roof and windows. Through the sidelights, he could see her car in the driveway—a sensible Honda Civic, maybe six or seven years old but well-maintained.

"I don't want to make you drive in this," he found himself saying. "It's really coming down. I can call you a rideshare if you want to wait a bit."

She glanced toward the window, considering, then shook her head with a small smile. "I'll be fine. I grew up driving in worse than this."

They stood there in the foyer, facing each other, and suddenly the professional veneer felt paper-thin. She was close enough that he could see the faint freckles scattered across her nose and cheeks, could count her eyelashes, could smell that intoxicating mix of vanilla and jasmine and something uniquely her.

"Thank you for coming," he said, and his voice came out lower than intended. "I'll call your references tomorrow and get back to you by end of day. But between us... you're the front-runner by a wide margin."

Her smile widened, and something sparked in those green eyes. "I'm glad. I really liked meeting both of you. Sage is special."

"She is." He was staring at her mouth again, at that full bottom lip, and he forced his gaze back up to her eyes. "Drive safe, okay? Text me when you get home so I know you made it."

The words were out before he could stop them, too familiar, crossing some line from employer to something else. But she didn't seem bothered.

"I will." She pulled her phone from her bag and handed it to him. "Put your number in."

His fingers brushed hers as he took the phone, and he felt that contact like an electric shock. He typed in his number, saved the contact, and handed it back. Their fingers brushed again.

"Good night, Mr. Brennan."

"Marcus. Please. Mr. Brennan makes me feel old."

Her smile turned slightly wicked. "Good night, Marcus."

She slipped out into the rain, and he watched through the sidelight as she hurried to her car, that perfect ass swaying in those jeans, her hair getting wet and darkening to a deeper red. She turned and waved before getting in, and he lifted his hand in return.

Then she was gone, taillights disappearing down the street, and he was left standing in his foyer with a semi-hard cock and the distinct feeling that he'd just made his life infinitely more complicated.

His phone buzzed twenty minutes later while he was tucking Sage in.

Unknown Number: Made it home safe. Thanks for a lovely evening. - Catalina

He saved her contact, then stared at the message for probably too long before typing back:

Marcus: Glad you made it. I'll be in touch tomorrow.

Professional. Appropriate. Giving away absolutely nothing of the fact that he was already imagining what she'd look like spread out in his bed, that sweater pushed up, those jeans on his floor.

That night, after Sage was asleep and the house was quiet except for the rain, Marcus stood in the shower with his hand wrapped around his cock, water cascading over him, and let himself think about all the things he absolutely should not be thinking about.

The curve of her ass in those jeans. The fullness of her breasts straining against that sweater. The way she'd looked at him in the foyer, like she knew exactly what he was thinking and didn't mind. Her mouth, that fucking perfect mouth, and what it would feel like wrapped around his cock.

He came hard, one hand braced against the tile, her name a whisper he barely stopped himself from saying out loud.

And as he dried off and fell into bed, alone in the king-size mattress that still felt too big even a year after the divorce, he knew he was going to hire her. Knew it was probably a terrible idea. Knew he should be professional and appropriate and keep his distance.

But he also knew that he was going to hire her anyway.



Marcus spent the next morning making calls.

The Hendersons—the Lincoln Park family—couldn't say enough good things about Catalina. "She was like family," Mrs. Henderson gushed over the phone, her voice warm with genuine affection. "The boys still ask about her. We honestly would have begged her to come with us if we thought there was any chance she'd say yes. But her whole life is in Chicago—her friends, her mom, her boyfriend at the time, though I think they broke up recently..."

Marcus's hand tightened on his phone. Boyfriend. Ex-boyfriend now, apparently. Not that it mattered. Not that he should care.

"She's responsible, creative, handles discipline with a perfect balance of firmness and empathy. And the boys loved her. Like, genuinely loved her, not just tolerated her." Mrs. Henderson paused. "If you're considering her, hire her. You won't regret it."

The other two references were similarly glowing. By noon, Marcus had more than enough information to make his decision.

He should probably wait. Follow standard hiring practices, take at least a day or two to consider all the information, be professional about it.

Instead, he found himself pulling up her number and hitting dial before he could talk himself out of it.

She answered on the second ring. "Hello?"

"Catalina, hi. It's Marcus. Brennan. From last night."

"I know." He could hear the smile in her voice, could picture that quirk of her lips. "I saved your number, remember?"

"Right. Of course." He felt like an idiot. "So, I called your references this morning."

"And?"

"And they had nothing but incredible things to say about you. Mrs. Henderson said she'd have kidnapped you if she thought you'd go willingly."

Catalina laughed, that warm, husky sound that did things to him. "They were a great family. I miss those kids."

"Well, if you're still interested, I'd like to offer you the position."

There was a pause, just long enough that he wondered if he'd read everything wrong, if she'd decided overnight that this wasn't the right fit.

Then: "I'm definitely interested. When would you want me to start?"

"Monday? That gives you the weekend to wrap up anything you need to, and it would be good for Sage to have the transition happen at the start of the week."

"Monday works. Should I come by Sunday to go over routines and logistics?"

"That would be perfect. Around two?"

"I'll be there."

They talked details for a few more minutes—salary, schedule, household rules. All completely professional and appropriate, except for the fact that Marcus's mind kept wandering to very unprofessional places.

When he hung up, he sat back in his office chair and ran a hand through his hair.

He'd just hired a woman he was violently attracted to as his daughter's full-time nanny. She'd be in his house five days a week, sometimes more. Close quarters. Domestic intimacy.

This was either going to be fine, or it was going to be a spectacular disaster.

Marcus suspected he knew which way it would go.

But he didn't change his decision.



Catalina arrived exactly on time, carrying a leather tote bag and wearing yoga pants that should have been illegal and an oversized hoodie that somehow managed to be both casual and devastatingly attractive.

The yoga pants were black, high-waisted, and painted on. They hugged every curve—the swell of her ass, the thickness of her thighs, the slight gap between her legs at the top. Marcus tried not to stare as she walked into the kitchen but failed completely.

The hoodie was forest green, unzipped just enough to show the white tank top underneath and a hint of that same lace-edged black bra he'd glimpsed before. Her hair was up in a messy bun with strands escaping around her face. Minimal makeup again. Small gold hoops in her ears.

She smelled like coffee and some kind of citrus—grapefruit maybe—layered under the vanilla-jasmine scent he was starting to recognize as uniquely hers.

"Hey," she said, setting her bag on the kitchen island. "Hope I'm not too early."

"Right on time." He was hyperaware of how close they were standing, of the fact that Sage was upstairs in her room playing and they were essentially alone. "Coffee?"

"Please."

He poured them both cups from the pot he'd made fresh twenty minutes ago, adding cream to hers when she requested it. Their fingers brushed when he handed her the mug, and he felt that same electric jolt from Friday night.

They spent the next hour going through the mundane details of the job. Sage's schedule, her food preferences and restrictions, contact numbers for her school and doctor, where everything was kept in the house. Catalina took notes in a small leather-bound notebook, her handwriting neat and precise.

But underneath the professional conversation, there was that current again, stronger this time. The way her gaze would drift to his mouth when he spoke. The way she'd lean in just slightly when he pointed something out on the shared calendar on his phone. The way her tongue would dart out to wet her lips when she was thinking.

At one point, she stood to put her mug in the sink, and as she passed behind him, he felt the brush of her body against his back—just the slightest contact, maybe accidental, maybe not.

He turned, and suddenly they were very close, her body angled toward his, barely a foot of space between them.

"Is there anything else you need to know?" His voice came out rougher than intended.

She looked up at him—she was maybe five-foot-six to his six-foot-one, so she had to tilt her head back—and something shifted in her expression. Those green eyes darkened slightly, her pupils dilating.

"I think we covered everything," she said softly.

Neither of them moved.

The air between them felt thick, charged. He could see the pulse in her throat, could see the rise and fall of her chest beneath that tank top. Could smell that intoxicating mix of scents that was driving him slowly insane.

This was the moment. He could either step back, maintain the professional boundary, pretend this wasn't happening.

Or.

His hand moved of its own volition, reaching up to tuck one of those loose strands of hair behind her ear. His fingers grazed her cheek, and he felt her sharp intake of breath, saw her eyes flutter briefly closed.

"Daddy!"

They sprang apart like teenagers caught making out as Sage's voice echoed from upstairs. Marcus stepped back so fast he nearly knocked over his coffee mug.

"Yeah, sweetheart?"

"Can Miss Catalina come see my room?"

He looked at Catalina, whose cheeks were flushed, her breathing slightly elevated. She smiled, a bit shakily, and called out, "I'd love to!"

The moment was broken, but as Catalina headed toward the stairs, she glanced back at him over her shoulder, and the look in her eyes promised that this was far from over.

Marcus stood in his kitchen, half-hard in his jeans again, and wondered what the fuck he'd just done.

But he didn't regret it.

Not even a little.


CHAPTER 2: Wet Clothes and Wandering Eyes

Marcus's alarm screamed at him through the darkness, and he slapped at his phone until the noise died. The bedroom was still mostly dark, just the faintest hints of pre-dawn gray seeping through the blackout curtains. The air smelled like the cedar diffuser on his nightstand mixed with the lingering scent of his own sweat from sleep—he'd been having dreams about Catalina that had left him hard and aching when he woke up twice during the night.

He rolled out of bed, his cock half-hard again just from thinking about the fact that she'd be here in less than an hour. Her first official day. She'd be in his house, in his space, every day now.

The shower did nothing to calm him down. Hot water cascading over his body, steam filling the glass enclosure, and all he could think about was yesterday—that moment in the kitchen when he'd touched her face, when they'd been so close he could have kissed her. Would have kissed her if Sage hadn't interrupted.

His hand wrapped around his cock almost unconsciously, stroking himself as the water beat down on his shoulders. He pictured Catalina in those yoga pants, that perfect ass, those full tits straining against her tank top. Imagined her on her knees in this shower, water streaming over her auburn hair, those green eyes looking up at him as she took his cock in that perfect mouth.

"Fuck," he groaned, bracing himself against the tile as he stroked faster, water and pre-cum making everything slick. He imagined the sounds she'd make—little moans and whimpers around his cock, the wet obscene noises of her sucking him. Imagined fisting his hand in her hair, feeling her throat work around him.

He came hard, thick ropes of cum washing away down the drain, her name a whisper he couldn't quite hold back.

Guilt crashed over him immediately. She was his employee. His daughter's nanny. He was being a fucking creep, jerking off to thoughts of a woman who worked for him, who was probably just being friendly and professional while his lonely, pathetic brain read into every glance and smile.

But even as he thought it, he knew that wasn't entirely true. There had been something in her eyes yesterday. Something that said she felt it too.

By the time he was dressed—charcoal suit, white shirt, no tie yet because he'd put it on in the car—and heading downstairs, the guilt had been compartmentalized into a box he'd deal with later. Or never.

The kitchen smelled like the coffee he'd started brewing on a timer, bitter and dark and exactly what he needed. He poured a mug, drank it black, and was halfway through a second cup when he heard Sage's feet thundering down the stairs.

"Is she here yet? Is Miss Catalina here?"

"Not yet, sweetheart. Soon." He glanced at his watch. Six fifty-eight. She'd said seven.

At exactly seven AM, the doorbell rang.

Sage shrieked with excitement and bolted for the door before Marcus could stop her. He followed, coffee mug still in hand, and opened the door to find Catalina standing on his porch in the early morning light looking like every fantasy he'd ever had.

She wore dark jeans again—not as tight as the yoga pants but still fitted enough to showcase her curves—and a burgundy sweater that hugged her breasts and waist before flaring slightly at her hips. The color made her hair look even more vibrant, all those copper and caramel tones catching the light. Minimal makeup. Small silver hoops in her ears. A black peacoat over the sweater, unbuttoned. Black ankle boots.

And that smell—vanilla, jasmine, something citrusy this morning, coffee on her breath when she leaned in slightly to greet Sage.

"Good morning!" she said brightly, her voice still a bit husky with early-morning roughness that went straight to his cock. "Are you ready for a fun day?"

Sage was already chattering a mile a minute, grabbing Catalina's hand and pulling her inside. Marcus stepped back to let them pass, catching another wave of her scent, watching the way her jeans hugged her ass as she bent down to Sage's level.

First day. She's here for Sage. Be professional. Be appropriate. Do not fuck this up.

But when she straightened and looked at him over Sage's head, her eyes lingering on his suit, traveling down his body in a way that was absolutely not professional, he felt his resolution waver.

"Coffee?" he managed.

"God, yes please."

He poured her a mug—she took it with cream and two sugars, he remembered from yesterday—and handed it to her. Their fingers brushed. Again. He was starting to think these weren't accidents.

"So," he said, trying to focus on the mundane logistics instead of the way her tongue darted out to lick a drop of coffee from her bottom lip, "I usually leave around seven fifteen. Sage needs to be at school by eight thirty. The drive's about twenty minutes, so you'll want to leave here by eight at the latest to account for parking and getting her to her classroom."

"Got it." She pulled out that leather notebook and jotted down notes. Her handwriting was precise, feminine, little loops on the lowercase letters.

He went through the morning routine—what Sage should eat for breakfast, where her lunch box was, the fact that she was notoriously difficult about getting dressed and would try to negotiate for outfits that were completely inappropriate for school.

"I have experience with fashion negotiations," Catalina said with a grin. "The twins I worked with tried to convince me that superhero capes were appropriate classroom attire."

"Did you let them?"

"Once. The teacher sent a very pointed note home that day."

They were standing close again, separated by maybe two feet of kitchen space, both leaning against the island. The morning light streaming through the windows made her skin look warm and golden, made those green eyes almost luminescent.

Sage was in the living room, already engrossed in her morning cartoons and oblivious to the adults in the kitchen.

"I should get going," Marcus said, but he didn't move.

"Okay." She didn't move either.

They stood there, eyes locked, something thick and electric hanging in the air between them. He could see the pulse in her throat, rapid and fluttering. Could see the rise and fall of her breasts beneath that burgundy sweater. Could smell her, that intoxicating mix that was making his head swim.

His phone buzzed—a message from his assistant about the morning meeting—and the spell broke.

"Right. Going." He grabbed his keys and phone from the counter, shrugged into his suit jacket. Sage ran over for a hug and kiss goodbye, and he held her tight for a moment before releasing her back to Catalina.

At the door, he paused and looked back. Catalina was watching him, Sage's hand in hers, and the domesticity of the image hit him like a punch to the chest. This beautiful woman in his kitchen with his daughter, morning light streaming around them, coffee mugs on the counter.

It looked right. It felt right.

And that terrified him more than anything else.

"Have a good day," she called softly.

"You too. Text me if you need anything."

Then he was out the door, in his car, heading toward the office with his thoughts spinning and his cock uncomfortably half-hard in his suit pants.

It was going to be a very long day.



Marcus came home early.

He told himself it was because he wanted to see how Sage's first day with Catalina had gone. Told himself it was responsible parenting to check in, to make sure the transition was smooth.

He was lying to himself, and he knew it.

He wanted to see Catalina. Wanted to be in the same space as her. Wanted to catch that scent and hear that voice and watch the way she moved.

When he walked in through the garage entrance into the kitchen, he heard voices coming from upstairs—Sage's high-pitched excitement and Catalina's lower, steadier responses. They were in Sage's room, probably dealing with homework or playing.

The house smelled different. Not bad, just... different. Like someone else had been here, occupying the space. There was a faint floral scent in the air—Catalina's perfume—mixed with something sweet. He glanced at the counter and saw evidence of baking: flour dusted on the marble, mixing bowls in the sink, a plate of what looked like chocolate chip cookies cooling on a wire rack.

She'd baked with Sage. Something his ex-wife had never had the patience for.

Marcus loosened his tie and hung his jacket over one of the dining chairs, then grabbed a cookie and bit into it. Still warm, slightly gooey in the center, the chocolate dark and rich. Fucking delicious.

"Daddy's home!" Sage's voice came from upstairs, followed by the thundering of her feet. She appeared at the top of the stairs, grinning. "We made cookies! And Miss Catalina helped me with my math homework and we played board games and she's really good at Uno!"

"I can see you had fun," he said, smiling as Sage crashed into his legs for a hug.

Then Catalina appeared at the top of the stairs, and his brain short-circuited.

She'd taken off the sweater at some point during the day. Now she wore just a fitted white t-shirt, thin enough that he could see the outline of her bra beneath it—black, lacy, the same one he'd glimpsed down her shirt that first night. The shirt was tucked into her jeans, emphasizing her waist and the curve of her hips. Her hair was down now, those auburn waves spilling over her shoulders. A smudge of what looked like chocolate on her cheek.

"Hey," she said, coming down the stairs. "Didn't expect you home this early."

"Slow day. Thought I'd check in." His voice sounded rough even to his own ears.

They stood in the foyer, Sage between them but already getting distracted by something on the floor. Catalina smiled, and it was warm and genuine and made something in his chest tighten.

"She was great," Catalina said. "Really great. We had zero meltdowns, homework is done, and as you can see, we did some baking."

"I noticed. They're incredible."

"Thanks." She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear—that gesture he was beginning to recognize as something she did when she was nervous or self-conscious. "There's a smudge of chocolate on your chin, by the way."

He wiped at his chin, but she laughed and stepped closer.

"Other side. Here, let me—"

She reached up, and her thumb brushed the corner of his mouth, wiping away the chocolate. The touch was light, brief, but he felt it like a brand. Her thumb lingered for just a second too long, her eyes locked on his mouth, and he saw her pupils dilate.

They were so close. He could count the faint freckles on her nose, could see the tiny flecks of gold in her green eyes, could smell her so strongly it made him dizzy—vanilla and jasmine and something warm and sweet like cookies and underneath it all that musky scent that was just her, just Catalina.

"Got it," she whispered, but she didn't move away.

Neither did he.

Sage was in the living room now, completely oblivious, turning on the TV.

Marcus's hand moved without conscious thought, reaching up to touch her face the way he had yesterday. His fingers traced her jawline, rough fingertips against soft skin, and he felt her sharp intake of breath, saw her eyes flutter closed for just a second.

"Catalina," he said, and even he could hear the want in his voice, rough and low.

Her eyes opened, and the heat in them nearly brought him to his knees.

"Marcus." His name in her mouth sounded like a prayer and a sin all at once.

He was going to kiss her. Right here in his foyer with his daughter twenty feet away, he was going to pull her against him and taste that mouth he'd been fantasizing about for days.

His phone rang.

The sound shattered the moment like glass. They sprang apart, and he fumbled for his phone in his pocket, seeing his assistant's name on the screen and wanting to throw the device across the room.

"I have to—" he started.

"Of course. Go." She smiled, but it was shaky, and he could see the flush high on her cheekbones, the rapid rise and fall of her chest.

He answered the call and walked toward his home office, but as he glanced back, he saw her watching him, her hand pressed against her sternum like she was trying to calm her racing heart.

Fuck.

This was getting out of control.



Catalina stayed for dinner.

It wasn't planned. She'd been about to leave when Marcus finished his call, but Sage had begged her to stay, and he'd found himself adding his voice to his daughter's pleas before he could think better of it.

"I'm making pasta," he said. "Nothing fancy, but there's plenty. If you don't have plans..."

She'd hesitated, clearly weighing something, then nodded. "Okay. I'd like that."

So now they were in his kitchen—domestic and intimate and absolutely torturous—while Sage set the table with exaggerated care and he worked at the stove.

Marcus had always found cooking meditative. The precise measurements, the controlled heat, the transformation of raw ingredients into something nourishing. Tonight, though, he couldn't focus. He was hyperaware of Catalina's presence, of the way she moved around his kitchen like she belonged there, asking where things were kept, offering to help, her body passing close to his in the limited space.

She'd put her sweater back on, but somehow that made it worse. The burgundy fabric clung to her curves, and every time she reached for something in a cabinet, the hem would ride up slightly and reveal a strip of pale skin at her lower back, the dimples just above her ass.

"Can I help with anything?" she asked, leaning against the counter next to the stove.

"You could pour the wine," he said, gesturing to the bottle of red he'd opened to let breathe. "Glasses are in the cabinet to your left."

She poured two generous glasses, handed him one, and their fingers brushed again. Every touch felt deliberate now, charged with meaning.

The kitchen was filled with the smell of garlic and olive oil, fresh basil, the sharp tang of tomatoes simmering with herbs. He'd added Italian sausage to the sauce—spicy, rich, browning perfectly in the pan before he'd added the tomatoes.

Catalina sipped her wine and watched him cook, and he could feel her gaze like a physical touch, traveling over his hands as he stirred the sauce, his forearms where he'd rolled up his shirtsleeves, his shoulders and back.

"You're good at this," she observed.

"Cooking?"

"Mm-hmm. You look comfortable."

"I had to learn after the divorce. Couldn't survive on takeout forever, and Sage deserves better than that." He tasted the sauce, adjusted the seasoning. "Plus it helps me relax. Work is all spreadsheets and projections and conference calls. This is tactile. Real."

"I get that. Writing was like that for me in college."

"Writing?"

"I was an English major before I switched to Early Childhood Ed. Loved it, but turns out there's not much money in poetry." She smiled, self-deprecating. "Though I still journal. Helps process things."

He wanted to ask what she was processing, what she wrote about in those journals. Wanted to know everything about her—her thoughts, her dreams, her fears, what made her laugh and what made her cry.

Instead, he drained the pasta and started plating, and they carried everything to the dining table where Sage was vibrating with excitement about having Catalina stay for dinner.

The meal was comfortable in a way that surprised him. Sage chattered about her day, Catalina asked questions that showed genuine interest, and Marcus found himself relaxing despite the constant undercurrent of awareness every time Catalina's leg would brush his under the table or her hand would reach for the same serving spoon.

The wine helped. Or maybe it didn't help, depending on how you looked at it. It loosened him up, made the edges softer, made it easier to laugh at Sage's silly stories and meet Catalina's eyes across the table.

By the time dinner was done and Sage had been sent upstairs to get ready for bed, the bottle was empty and he was pouring them both a second glass from a new bottle.

"I should probably go," Catalina said, but she didn't move from where she was standing at the kitchen island, watching him rinse dishes and load them into the dishwasher.

"You should," he agreed, but he didn't want her to.

She moved closer, ostensibly to hand him her wine glass so he could set it in the sink, but when he reached for it, her hand covered his instead.

They stood there, frozen, her hand on his, both of them touching the stem of the wine glass. The kitchen was quiet except for the distant sound of Sage moving around upstairs, getting ready for bed like she'd been told.

"Marcus." His name again in that husky voice, and it took every ounce of self-control not to pull her against him right there.

"We shouldn't," he said, even as his thumb stroked over her knuckles.

"I know."

"You work for me."

"I know."

"This is a terrible idea."

"Probably."

But neither of them moved away.

Her free hand came up to rest against his chest, over his heart, and he wondered if she could feel how hard it was pounding. Could feel the effect she had on him written in his elevated pulse and unsteady breathing.

"I haven't stopped thinking about yesterday," she whispered. "In the foyer. When you almost—"

"I know. Me either."

"Tell me this isn't just me. Tell me you feel it too."

His hand came up to cup her face, tilting her chin up so he could look directly into those sea-glass eyes. "It's not just you. I feel it. I've felt it since you walked through my door last Thursday."

"So what do we do?"

That was the question, wasn't it? The responsible answer was to step back, maintain boundaries, keep things professional for Sage's sake.

But he was so tired of being responsible. Tired of being alone. Tired of denying himself something he wanted this fucking badly.

"Daddy!" Sage's voice floated down from upstairs. "I'm ready!"

They sprang apart like they'd been electrocuted. Catalina's cheeks were flushed, her breathing unsteady. Marcus ran a hand through his hair and tried to get his shit together.

"I'll just—I'll go say goodnight to her," Catalina said, her voice shaky.

"Okay."

She headed upstairs, and he stood in his kitchen, hands braced on the counter, trying to calm his racing heart and will away his half-hard cock.

When she came back down ten minutes later, she had her peacoat on and her bag over her shoulder.

"She's waiting for you," she said softly. "I told her you'd be up in a minute."

"Thank you. For today. For staying for dinner. For..." He trailed off, not sure how to finish that sentence.

She stepped close one more time, rose up on her toes, and pressed a soft kiss to his cheek—just the corner of his mouth, close enough that he felt the warmth of her breath and caught the full force of her scent.

"Goodnight, Marcus," she whispered against his skin.

Then she was gone, the front door closing softly behind her, and he was left standing there with his heart pounding and her lipstick—when had she put on lipstick?—marking his skin.

He touched his cheek, his fingers coming away with a faint burgundy smudge.

Fuck.

He was so far gone for this woman.



The next morning started the same way—Catalina arriving exactly on time, looking devastating in black jeans and a cream-colored sweater that showcased her curves, that same intoxicating scent filling his kitchen as she poured herself coffee and went through the morning routine with Sage.

But there was a new energy between them now. Looks that lingered too long. Touches that were definitely deliberate. An awareness that hummed in the air like electricity.

When he left for work, she walked him to the door like she had every right to, and when she adjusted his tie—straightening it with slender fingers while standing close enough that he could see the flecks of gold in her eyes—it felt natural and domestic and absolutely loaded with meaning.

"Have a good day," she murmured, her hands smoothing down the front of his shirt.

"You too." His voice was rough.

He wanted to kiss her. Right there with Sage watching from the kitchen. Wanted to pull her flush against him and taste that perfect mouth and find out if she made the sounds he'd been imagining.

But he didn't. Not yet.

Instead, he left for work with his body tight and aching, and spent the entire day in a state of distraction, checking his phone every ten minutes for texts from her that were completely innocent—updates about Sage, questions about household things—but felt charged with everything they weren't saying.

Catalina [10:47 AM]: Sage drew you a picture. She says it's a dragon but I think it might be a very angry cloud. Photo attached.

Marcus [10:51 AM]: Definitely a cloud with rage issues. She's her father's daughter.

Catalina [10:52 AM]: I can see the resemblance. 😊

Marcus [2:15 PM]: How's your afternoon going?

Catalina [2:18 PM]: Good. We're at the park. It's beautiful out. Wish you were here to see it.

That last line. Innocent on the surface, but he read the subtext. Wished he was there with her, with them. Wished they could be something other than employer and employee.

Marcus [2:20 PM]: Me too.



He came home earlier again.

This was becoming a pattern, and he knew it. Knew he was bending his work schedule around her presence, finding excuses to leave the office before six, telling himself it was about Sage when really it was about the way Catalina's face lit up when he walked through the door.

Today when he arrived, he heard music coming from the kitchen—something upbeat and poppy that he didn't recognize—and found Catalina and Sage dancing while they made dinner together. Catalina had on a black apron over her jeans and sweater, her hair piled on top of her head in a messy bun, flour on her cheek.

She was teaching Sage how to make homemade pizza, guiding her small hands through kneading dough, laughing when Sage got sauce on her nose. The whole scene was so domestic, so natural, that it physically hurt to watch.

"Daddy!" Sage shrieked when she saw him, abandoning the dough to run over. "We're making pizza! With real dough!"

"I can see that." He scooped her up, hugging her tight, breathing in the scent of tomato sauce and flour and child shampoo.

When he set Sage down and looked up, Catalina was watching him with something soft in her eyes, something tender and warm that made his chest feel too tight.

"You didn't have to do this," he said.

"I wanted to. Sage mentioned she'd never made pizza from scratch. Seemed like a good life skill."

The music shifted to something slower, and without thinking, he crossed to where she stood at the counter and reached up to wipe the flour from her cheek with his thumb.

"You've got..." he murmured, but the excuse died when her eyes met his and he saw the heat there, barely banked.

His thumb lingered on her cheekbone. Her lips parted slightly. They were so close he could feel the warmth radiating from her body.

Sage was right there, oblivious, chattering about pizza toppings and singing along to the music.

"I should finish this," Catalina whispered, but she didn't move away from his touch.

"Yeah."

His hand dropped. She turned back to the dough. But the air between them was thick with everything unspoken.

Dinner was chaotic in the best way—Sage's pizza was a disaster of too much cheese and random toppings, but she was so proud of it that they all ate pieces and proclaimed it delicious. Catalina's pizza was perfect, balanced, the crust crispy and the toppings complementing each other beautifully.

Marcus found himself watching her more than eating—the way she laughed at Sage's jokes, the way she brushed crumbs from the table, the way her tongue darted out to catch a drop of sauce from her bottom lip.

He was painfully hard under the table, and he was starting to wonder if this constant state of arousal was just his life now.

After dinner, Catalina helped clean up, and then it was Sage's bedtime. The routine was becoming familiar—Catalina reading a story while Marcus got Sage into pajamas, then both of them saying goodnight, tucking her in, turning on the nightlight shaped like a unicorn.

When they came back downstairs, the house felt different. Quieter. More intimate.

"I should go," Catalina said for the second night in a row.

"You should," he agreed for the second night in a row.

But this time, when she gathered her things and headed for the door, he followed her all the way to the foyer.

She turned to say goodbye, and suddenly they were chest to chest, barely a breath of space between them.

"Catalina—"

"Marcus, I need you to know—" She stopped, bit her lip, seemed to be gathering courage. "I didn't take this job to—I mean, I'm not—I want to be clear that I'm good at my job. I love working with Sage. This isn't about that."

"I know."

"But I can't stop thinking about you." The words came out in a rush, like she'd been holding them back and couldn't anymore. "And I know that's inappropriate, and I know I should keep things professional, but you keep looking at me like—like you want—"

He couldn't help it anymore. Couldn't stand there and listen to her voice shake with want and uncertainty and not do something about it.

He kissed her.

Cupped her face in both hands and pulled her to him and covered her mouth with his, swallowing her gasp of surprise. For half a second she was still, frozen, and he thought he'd completely misread everything.

Then she melted into him, her hands fisting in his shirt, her mouth opening under his, and it was everything he'd been imagining and more.

She tasted like wine and pizza sauce and something sweet that was just her. Her lips were soft and full and perfect against his, her tongue meeting his when he deepened the kiss, sliding together in a way that made him groan low in his throat.

His hands slid from her face to her waist, pulling her flush against him so she could feel how hard he was, how badly he wanted her. She made a small whimpering sound that went straight to his cock, her fingers digging into his shoulders.

The kiss was hungry, desperate, weeks of tension finally breaking. He backed her against the wall next to the door, his body pinning hers, one hand sliding up to tangle in her hair while the other gripped her hip hard enough to leave marks.

She arched into him, her breasts pressing against his chest, her hips rolling forward in a way that made him see stars. His hand on her hip slid lower, cupping her ass through her jeans, squeezing, pulling her harder against him.

"Fuck," he groaned against her mouth. "Catalina—"

"Don't stop," she gasped. "Please don't stop."

Her hands were everywhere—his chest, his shoulders, sliding down to his waist and pulling him impossibly closer. He kissed along her jaw, down the column of her throat, finding that spot where her pulse hammered and sucking hard enough to mark.

She moaned—actually moaned, breathy and high and so fucking hot—and he felt her nails dig into his back through his shirt.

He was seconds away from losing complete control. From picking her up and carrying her to his bedroom and tearing off every piece of clothing between them. From finding out if she was wet for him, if she'd been aching the way he had.

But somewhere in the back of his lust-fogged brain, a voice reminded him that Sage was upstairs, that they were in his foyer where anyone could see through the sidelights, that this was moving too fast even though it didn't feel fast enough.

He pulled back, breathing hard, resting his forehead against hers.

"We should stop," he said, even though it was the last thing he wanted.

"I know." But her hands were still fisted in his shirt, her body still pressed against his.

"Sage is upstairs."

"I know."

"You work for me."

"I know." She laughed, shaky and breathless. "We already covered all the reasons this is a bad idea."

"And yet—"

"And yet." She pulled back enough to look at him, and her pupils were blown wide, her lips swollen and red from his kisses, a mark blooming on her throat where he'd sucked. She looked thoroughly debauched, and it took every ounce of willpower not to say fuck it and continue.

"Tomorrow," he said, his thumb tracing her bottom lip. "Sage has that sleepover at her friend's house. You mentioned it this morning."

"I remember."

"So tomorrow night..." He let the implication hang between them.

Her eyes darkened. "Tomorrow night."

"If you want—I don't want to pressure—"

She cut him off with another kiss, this one slower but no less heated. "I want," she said against his mouth. "God, Marcus, I want."

They stood there for another moment, just breathing together, trying to get themselves under control. Then she grabbed her coat and bag, and he reluctantly stepped back to let her leave.

At the door, she turned back one more time.

"Goodnight, Marcus."

"Goodnight, Catalina."

He watched her walk to her car, watched her glance back at him before getting in, watched her taillights disappear down the street.

Then he locked the door, checked on Sage—still sleeping peacefully—and went to his bedroom where he stripped off his clothes and stepped into a cold shower that did absolutely nothing to calm the arousal thrumming through his veins.

One more day.

Just one more day, and then—

He didn't let himself finish that thought. Didn't let himself plan or overthink or worry about consequences.

Tomorrow night, he'd find out if this thing between them was as explosive as it felt.

He had a feeling he already knew the answer.


CHAPTER 3: The Master Bedroom Incident

The house felt too quiet without Sage.

Marcus stood in his kitchen, staring at his phone where the last text from his daughter's friend's mother confirmed pickup had gone smoothly. Sage was settled in for her sleepover, excited about movies and popcorn and staying up past bedtime. She wouldn't be home until tomorrow afternoon.

Which meant he had the house to himself for the first time in months.

Except he wouldn't be alone.

His phone buzzed with a new message.

Catalina: Still okay if I come by? I can bring wine.

His fingers hovered over the keyboard. This was the moment. He could make an excuse, keep things professional, pretend that kiss last night hadn't happened. Could protect himself and his daughter and the carefully constructed life he'd built after the divorce.

Or he could be honest about what he wanted.

Marcus: More than okay. I've got wine covered. Just bring yourself.

Catalina: See you in 30.

Thirty minutes.

Marcus moved through the house in a state of controlled chaos, simultaneously trying to make everything perfect while telling himself this wasn't a big deal, that they were just two adults who happened to be attracted to each other, that whatever happened or didn't happen tonight would be fine.

He changed his clothes three times—too formal, too casual, trying too hard—before settling on dark jeans and a black henley that he knew fit well across his shoulders. Brushed his teeth twice. Put on cologne, then worried it was too much and washed some off. Made sure his bedroom was clean even though he told himself they definitely wouldn't end up there, that this would probably just be talking and maybe some kissing, nothing more.

He was lying to himself and he knew it.

The house smelled like the candles he'd lit—sandalwood and something woodsy—mixed with the remnants of the pasta he'd stress-cooked for dinner and barely eaten. He'd opened a bottle of red to let it breathe, set out glasses, changed the playlist on his phone four times before settling on something low and instrumental that wouldn't be distracting.

At exactly seven fifteen, the doorbell rang.

Marcus took a breath, ran his hand through his hair one more time, and opened the door.

Catalina stood on his porch in the evening light, and the sight of her punched all the air from his lungs.

She'd dressed up. Not formal, but definitely intentional. She wore a deep green dress—almost emerald—that hit just above her knees and hugged every curve. The neckline was a modest scoop but showcased her collarbones and the elegant line of her neck. The fabric looked soft, maybe jersey or something similar, fitted at the waist and flaring slightly at the hips. Three-quarter sleeves. Black heels, not too high but enough to elongate her legs and make her calves look incredible.

Her hair was down in those auburn waves he'd been fantasizing about, styled with more care than usual, falling over her shoulders and catching the light in shades of copper and caramel and burnt sienna. More makeup than she usually wore—smoky shadow that made her green eyes look almost feline, her lashes dark and thick, her lips painted a deep rose color that made them look even more full and perfect.

Delicate gold jewelry—small hoops in her ears, that circular pendant on a thin chain resting in the hollow of her throat, a few thin bangles on her wrist that clinked softly when she moved.

And the smell. Jesus Christ. She'd changed her perfume—something deeper and muskier than the vanilla-jasmine combination he was used to. Amber and patchouli maybe, mixed with something floral he couldn't identify. Rich and intoxicating and absolutely devastating.

"Hi," she said, her voice soft and slightly breathless, her eyes traveling over him in a way that made heat pool in his gut.

"Hi." He stepped back to let her in, catching the full force of her scent as she passed. "You look... fuck, Catalina. You look incredible."

She turned to face him as he closed the door, a smile playing at those rose-painted lips. "You don't look so bad yourself."

They stood there in the foyer—where they'd kissed last night, where this had all started to shift from possibility to inevitability—and the air between them was already electric.

"Wine?" he managed.

"Please."

He led her to the kitchen, hyperaware of her presence behind him, the soft click of her heels on the hardwood, the rustle of her dress. When he poured them both glasses and turned to hand her one, he found her closer than expected, close enough that he could see the flecks of gold in her eyes, count the freckles scattered across her nose.

"To..." She paused, seeming to search for the right words. "To terrible ideas?"

He laughed, the sound rough. "To terrible ideas."

Their glasses clinked. They drank. The wine was good—a Cabernet he'd been saving for a special occasion, rich and full-bodied with notes of blackberry and oak.

"The house feels different without Sage," Catalina observed, leaning against the kitchen island. The position made her dress pull slightly tighter across her breasts and hips, and he tried not to stare.

"Quieter. Bigger somehow." He moved to stand next to her, their shoulders almost touching. "I'm not used to having it to myself anymore."

"Do you like it? The quiet?"

"Sometimes. But it can feel lonely." He was acutely aware of how close they were standing, of the heat radiating from her body, of that intoxicating scent filling his lungs. "Not tonight though."

She turned to look at him, and something in her expression softened. "Not tonight."

They finished their first glasses of wine making small talk that felt surreal given the tension humming between them. Work, Sage's sleepover, the weather cooling down into proper autumn. All of it just noise, just filling space while they both wondered who would make the first move.

Marcus refilled their glasses, and they moved to the living room. She kicked off her heels and curled up on one end of the sectional, her legs tucked under her, the dress riding up slightly to reveal more of her thighs. He sat on the other end, far enough to be respectful but close enough that he could reach out and touch her if he wanted.

"So," she said, swirling her wine, "we should probably talk about this."

"This?"

"Us. Whatever's happening here." She met his gaze directly. "Because I need you to know—I don't do this. I don't sleep with people I work for. I've never even been tempted before."

"I believe you."

"But with you..." She trailed off, seeming to gather her thoughts. "From the moment I walked through that door last week, I felt it. This pull. Like gravity or magnetism or something equally impossible to resist."

"I felt it too." He set his glass down, shifted closer. "I tried to tell myself I was imagining it, that it was just because I haven't been with anyone since the divorce and you're beautiful and in my space every day."

"But?"

"But it's more than that." His hand found hers on the cushion between them, fingers intertwining. "I like talking to you. I like watching you with Sage. I like the way you move through my house like you belong there. I like... everything about you."

Her eyes were bright, emotional. "Marcus—"

"And I know all the reasons this is complicated," he continued. "The power dynamic, the fact that you work for me, the potential impact on Sage if things go wrong. I've been running through all of it in my head constantly."

"Me too."

"But I can't stop thinking about you. Can't stop wanting you." He brought her hand to his lips, pressed a kiss to her knuckles. "So tell me what you want. Tell me if I'm reading this wrong. Tell me to back off if that's what you need."

She set her wine glass down with shaking hands, then moved closer, eliminating the space between them on the couch. Her hand came up to cup his face, thumb stroking along his jawline.

"I want this," she whispered. "I want you. I've been thinking about it constantly—about your hands, your mouth, what you'd feel like inside me."

The explicit words in her soft voice sent a jolt of pure lust straight to his cock. He could feel himself getting hard, his jeans suddenly too tight.

"I want to know if you make the same sounds when you come that you made when I kissed your neck," she continued, her thumb moving to trace his bottom lip. "I want to find out if you're as good with your hands as I've been imagining. I want to wake up in your bed tomorrow morning and have you fuck me again before breakfast."

"Jesus, Catalina." His voice was rough, strained. His hand slid to her waist, gripping the soft fabric of her dress. "You can't say things like that unless you mean them."

"I mean them." Her face was inches from his now, her breath warm and wine-sweet. "I want you, Marcus. Right now. Tonight. Tomorrow. However many times you'll have me."

He kissed her.

Pulled her into his lap and crashed his mouth to hers and kissed her like he was drowning and she was air. She made a small sound—half gasp, half moan—and opened for him immediately, her tongue sliding against his, her hands fisting in his hair.

This kiss was different from last night. Less desperate, more certain. They knew where this was going now, knew they had time, could take their time exploring and tasting and learning.

Her dress had ridden up when she straddled him, and his hands found bare thigh, warm and smooth. He slid his palms up slowly, savoring the feel of her skin, the way she shivered and pressed closer. Her ass was perfect in his hands—firm and round, filling his palms as he squeezed and pulled her harder against him.

She could definitely feel how hard he was now, his cock pressing against her through too many layers of clothing. She rolled her hips in a deliberate grind that made him groan into her mouth, the pressure and friction almost too much.

"Bedroom," he growled against her lips. "I need you in my bed."

"Yes." She bit his bottom lip, tugging gently. "God, yes."

He stood, taking her with him, her legs wrapping around his waist. She was heavier than she looked—solid and real and perfect—and he carried her through the house toward his bedroom, her mouth on his neck, sucking and biting marks into his skin that would definitely be visible tomorrow.

His bedroom was at the end of the hall, the door already open. Dim light from the bedside lamps created warm shadows. The bed was massive—California king—with gray sheets and too many pillows, unmade because he'd been too nervous to think about making it perfect.

He set her down next to the bed, and for a moment they just stood there, breathing hard, staring at each other with expressions that were pure want.

"Last chance to change your mind," he said, even though it would kill him if she did.

She answered by reaching behind her back and slowly unzipping her dress. The sound of the zipper was obscenely loud in the quiet room. The dress loosened, slipped down her shoulders, pooled at her feet.

Marcus forgot how to breathe.

She stood before him in black lace lingerie that looked expensive and delicate and absolutely sinful. The bra was a demi-cup that pushed her breasts up and together, creating cleavage that made his mouth water. The panties were a matching thong that showcased her hips and ass and left almost nothing to the imagination.

Her body was even more incredible than he'd imagined—full breasts with pale pink nipples visible through the lace, soft curves at her waist and hips, thick thighs with a small gap at the top, pale skin that looked like cream and probably tasted even better. A small scar on her right hip bone. A tiny tattoo of something—he'd need to get closer to see what—on her left ribs.

She was stunning. Absolutely, devastatingly stunning.

"Your turn," she said, her voice husky.

He pulled his henley over his head and tossed it aside, then worked his belt and jeans, shoving them down along with his boxers until he was completely naked.

Her eyes traveled down his body slowly, appreciatively. He was in good shape—not gym-obsessed but fit from regular workouts and an active lifestyle. Broad shoulders, defined chest and abs, a trail of dark hair leading down from his navel. His cock was fully hard now, thick and flushed dark, jutting up toward his stomach, the head already slick with pre-cum.

"Fuck," she breathed, and the raw appreciation in her voice made his cock twitch. "Marcus..."

He closed the distance between them, one hand sliding into her hair while the other traced down her spine to palm her ass over the lace. "You are so fucking beautiful."

She rose up on her toes to kiss him, and the feel of her barely clothed body against his naked one was almost overwhelming. Soft skin, the lace of her bra scratching deliciously against his chest, her hand wrapping around his cock and stroking in a way that made his knees weak.

He walked her backward until her legs hit the bed, then gently pushed her down. She went willingly, scooting back until she was in the center of the mattress, propped on her elbows, watching him with those green eyes dark with lust.

The smell in the room had shifted—her perfume mixed with his cologne, the faint musk of arousal, clean sheets and the lingering scent of the candles he'd lit earlier. It was intoxicating, made his head swim.

He knelt on the bed between her spread legs and just looked at her for a moment. Auburn hair fanned across his pillows. Flushed cheeks. Swollen lips. The rapid rise and fall of her chest. The wet patch on her panties that told him exactly how turned on she was.

"I've been thinking about this since the moment I met you," he admitted, his hands sliding up her thighs. "About having you here. Seeing you in my bed."

"Me too." Her voice was breathy. "I've touched myself thinking about you, Marcus. About your hands, your mouth, your cock inside me."

The image of her touching herself made him groan. "Show me."

"What?"

"Show me how you touch yourself." He hooked his fingers in her panties and slowly dragged them down her legs, revealing her pussy—already wet and flushed, her lips parted slightly, everything on display. "I want to see."

For a moment she looked shy, uncertain. Then something shifted in her expression, became determined, and her hand slid down her stomach to her pussy.

She ran one finger through her folds, collecting wetness, then circled her clit slowly. Her eyes fluttered closed and she let out a soft moan that went straight to his cock.

"Look at me," he commanded. "Keep your eyes on me."

Her eyes opened, locked on his as she touched herself. One finger became two, circling her clit in practiced motions while her other hand came up to squeeze her breast through the lace of her bra.

"Tell me what you thought about," he said, his own hand wrapping around his cock, stroking slowly while he watched her pleasure herself.

"Your hands," she gasped. "How big they are. How they'd feel on my body, in my pussy. Your mouth—god, your mouth—I thought about you eating me out, making me come on your tongue."

"What else?"

"Your cock." Her fingers moved faster now, her hips lifting off the bed. "I thought about how you'd fill me, how it would feel to have you inside me, fucking me hard."

"Like this?" He moved her hand aside and replaced her fingers with his, two thick digits sliding into her pussy in one smooth thrust.

She cried out—a high, breathy "Ah!"—and her back arched off the bed. She was so wet, so tight around his fingers, her inner walls clenching.

"Fuck, you're soaked," he groaned, pumping his fingers slowly, feeling her slick heat coat his hand. "So wet for me, baby."

"More," she whimpered. "Please, Marcus, more."

He added a third finger, stretching her, his thumb finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, her hands fisting in the sheets.

He wanted to taste her. Needed to know if she tasted as good as she smelled.

He pulled his fingers out—she made a sound of protest—and brought them to his mouth, sucking them clean while maintaining eye contact. She tasted like salt and something slightly sweet and uniquely her, and he couldn't get enough.

Then he dropped down between her legs and put his mouth on her pussy.

She nearly came off the bed, her hands flying to his hair, pulling hard enough to sting. "Oh fuck, oh god, Marcus—"

He licked a long stripe from her entrance to her clit, savoring the taste of her, the way her thighs trembled on either side of his head. Her scent was overwhelming this close—musky and rich and intoxicating, mixed with that perfume and the sharp tang of her arousal.

He ate her out like a man starving, his tongue working over her clit in firm strokes while his fingers found her entrance again, pumping in and out in a rhythm that had her writhing beneath him. She was loud—moaning and gasping and whimpering his name—and every sound went straight to his cock.

"Marcus, fuck, right there, don't stop—" Her words dissolved into incoherent sounds as he sucked her clit into his mouth, his fingers curling inside her to find that spot that made her whole body go taut.

He could feel her getting close, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her thighs starting to shake. He doubled his efforts, determined to make her come, to feel her fall apart on his tongue.

"Oh god, oh fuck, I'm gonna—Marcus—"

She came with a sharp cry, her whole body convulsing, her pussy spasming around his fingers as she gushed wetness. He worked her through it, licking and sucking gently as the waves rolled through her, not stopping until she pushed weakly at his head.

When he looked up, she was sprawled across his bed looking thoroughly debauched—hair wild, face flushed, chest heaving, thighs still trembling. The most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.

"Holy shit," she breathed.

He grinned, crawling up her body to kiss her, letting her taste herself on his tongue. "We're just getting started, baby."

Her hand slid between them to wrap around his cock, stroking firmly. "Then get inside me. I need you."

He reached for the nightstand, fumbling for a condom, grateful his past self had had the foresight to restock. He tore open the packet with shaking hands and rolled it on, then positioned himself at her entrance.

They locked eyes. The moment felt significant somehow, like crossing a threshold they couldn't uncross.

Then he pushed inside, and all thoughts fled.

She was so tight, so wet, so hot around him. Perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect. He groaned as he sank deeper, inch by inch, until he was fully seated inside her.

"Fuck," she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. "You're so big, god, you're stretching me—"

"You okay?" He held still, giving her time to adjust, even though every instinct screamed at him to move.

"More than okay." She rolled her hips experimentally, and they both moaned. "Move, Marcus. Please fucking move."

He pulled back until just the tip remained inside, then thrust back in hard and deep. She cried out, her back arching, her legs wrapping around his waist to pull him deeper.

He set a rhythm—deep, powerful strokes that had the headboard hitting the wall, that had her moaning with every thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, obscene and perfect. The smell was overwhelming now—sex and sweat and their mingled arousal.

"Harder," she gasped. "Fuck me harder."

He complied, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, pounding into her with everything he had. She took it all, meeting him thrust for thrust, her pussy clenching around him in a way that made him see stars.

"Touch yourself," he growled. "Make yourself come on my cock."

Her hand slid between their bodies to her clit, rubbing frantically. He felt her tighten around him immediately, heard her moans pitch higher.

"That's it, baby. Come for me. Let me feel it."

"Oh fuck, oh god, Marcus, I'm—I'm—"

She came with a scream, her whole body seizing, her pussy clamping down on his cock so hard he almost followed her over. He fucked her through it, hard and deep, until she was shaking and pushing at his chest.

"Too much," she whimpered. "Marcus, please, I can't—"

He pulled out, and she made a sound of loss. Before she could protest, he flipped her over onto her stomach, pulled her hips up so her ass was in the air, and slid back inside from behind.

The new angle was devastating. He could go deeper this way, hit spots that made her cry out, made her hands fist in the sheets. And the view—fuck, the view—her back arched, her ass bouncing with every thrust, the place where they joined visible and obscene.

"Jesus Christ, you feel so good," he groaned, one hand sliding up her spine to tangle in her hair, pulling her head back. "So fucking perfect."

"Harder," she demanded, her voice rough. "Don't hold back, Marcus. I want all of you."

He gave it to her, fucking her with abandon now, chasing his own release. She pushed back to meet him, taking everything he gave and demanding more, her moans constant and desperate.

He felt his balls draw up tight, felt the familiar tingle at the base of his spine that meant he was close. "Catalina, I'm gonna—where do you want—"

"Inside," she gasped. "Come inside me, I want to feel it."

That permission, her words, the tight grip of her pussy—it was too much. He came with a roar, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself, waves of pleasure rolling through him so intense they bordered on painful.

When he finally stopped shaking, he pulled out gently and collapsed next to her on the bed. They both lay there breathing hard, covered in sweat, thoroughly spent.

After a moment, Catalina rolled to face him, a lazy, satisfied smile on her face.

"So," she said, her voice hoarse. "That was—"

"Yeah."

She laughed, the sound warm and genuine. "Very articulate."

He pulled her against him, tucking her head under his chin, breathing in the scent of her—now mixed with sex and sweat but still fundamentally her. "Give me a minute to recover and I'll articulate the fuck out of you."

"Is that a promise?"

"Oh, it's definitely a promise." He pressed a kiss to the top of her head. "You said you wanted me to fuck you again before breakfast, remember?"

"I did say that, didn't I?"

"I'm a man of my word, Catalina. I plan to fuck you at least three more times before the sun comes up."

She tilted her head back to look at him, her eyes bright. "Only three?"

He grinned and kissed her, deep and slow and promising. "You're right. Let's make it four."

And as they lay tangled together in his bed, the night stretching out before them full of possibility, Marcus thought that maybe terrible ideas weren't so terrible after all.

They lay tangled together for maybe ten minutes, catching their breath, heartbeats slowly returning to normal. Marcus's hand traced lazy patterns on Catalina's back—the curve of her spine, the dip at her waist, the swell of her hip. Her skin was soft and warm, slightly damp with sweat, and smelled like sex and that perfume that had been driving him crazy all week.

She shifted, throwing one leg over his thigh, her hand splayed across his chest. He could feel her breath against his collarbone, warm and steady.

"That was..." she started.

"Better than I imagined," he finished. "And I've been imagining it a lot."

She propped herself up on one elbow to look at him, her auburn hair falling like a curtain around her face. The dim lamplight caught in those sea-glass eyes, made them almost luminous. "Yeah?"

"Since the moment you walked through my door last Thursday." His hand slid up to cup her face, thumb stroking her cheekbone. "Couldn't stop thinking about what you'd look like just like this—in my bed, fucked out and beautiful."

Her cheeks flushed darker. "I thought about it too. Every time I was here during the day, I'd look at your bedroom door and wonder what was behind it. Wonder what your bed felt like, what you looked like naked, how your hands would feel on me."

"And?" He grinned. "Does reality live up to the fantasy?"

"Better." She leaned down to kiss him, slow and deep. When she pulled back, there was mischief in her eyes. "Though you did promise me four more times before breakfast. We're barely at one."

His cock, which had been softening, gave an interested twitch at her words. "Give me twenty minutes and I'll make good on that promise."

"Twenty minutes?" She shifted, straddling him, and he could feel the wet heat of her pussy against his lower abdomen. "That's a long time to wait."

"What did you have in mind?"

Instead of answering, she kissed down his chest, her tongue tracing the lines of muscle, teeth grazing his nipples in a way that made him hiss. Lower and lower she went, kisses and licks and little bites that had him hardening again faster than he thought possible.

When she reached his cock—still wearing the condom, streaked with their combined fluids—she looked up at him through her lashes. "Can I?"

"Fuck yes."

She carefully removed the condom, tossing it toward the trash can by the nightstand—she missed, but neither of them cared—and then her mouth was on him.

Hot and wet and perfect, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock, licking away the remnants of their first round. She moaned like she enjoyed the taste, the vibration traveling straight through him.

"Christ," he groaned, his hand fisting in her hair. Not controlling, just holding, feeling. "Your mouth..."

She took him deeper, her lips stretching obscenely around his girth, and he watched, mesmerized, as inch by inch his cock disappeared into her throat. When her nose finally pressed against his pelvis, he felt her swallow, felt her throat work around him, and nearly came right then.

She pulled back slowly, gasping for air, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. Her lipstick was completely smeared now, her eyes watering slightly, and she looked fucking gorgeous.

"You like that?" she asked, her voice rough.

"I love that. I love your mouth. I love watching you choke on my cock."

She grinned wickedly and did it again, taking him deep, holding there until she gagged slightly, then pulling back to breathe. She set up a rhythm—deep throat, pull back, lick and suck around the head, then deep again. Her hand wrapped around the base, stroking what wouldn't fit, and her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

The room filled with obscene wet sounds—slurping and gagging and the occasional moan from her that suggested she was enjoying this as much as he was. The smell was overwhelming—sex and sweat and her arousal, sharp and musky.

Marcus watched, fascinated, as this beautiful woman worked his cock with evident enthusiasm. Her auburn hair spilled across his thighs, her full breasts swayed with her movements, and every time she looked up at him with those green eyes full of lust and mischief, he felt like he might lose his mind.

"Catalina," he groaned when he felt himself getting close. "Baby, I'm gonna come if you keep—"

She doubled her efforts, sucking harder, taking him deeper, her hand working in tandem with her mouth. Making it very clear she wanted exactly that.

"Fuck, fuck—" He came with a shout, his hips bucking up involuntarily as he emptied himself down her throat. She took it all, swallowing around him, milking every drop until he was gasping and oversensitive.

When she finally pulled off, licking her lips and looking incredibly pleased with herself, he could only stare at her in awe.

"You're going to kill me," he said.

"What a way to go though."

He pulled her up for a kiss, tasting himself on her tongue, not caring. When they broke apart, he flipped their positions, pinning her beneath him.

"My turn," he growled.



Marcus took his time now. They had all night, and he intended to learn every inch of her body, find every spot that made her gasp and moan and beg.

He started with her mouth—kissing her deeply, thoroughly, until they were both breathless. Then he moved to her neck, finding that spot just below her ear that made her whimper and arch into him. He sucked a mark there, dark and possessive, marking her as his.

"Marcus," she breathed, her hands in his hair.

"Shh. Let me explore."

Down to her collarbones, kissing along the delicate bone structure, feeling her pulse hammer beneath his lips. Her chest was flushed pink, her nipples hard peaks still trapped in that black lace bra.

He reached behind her and unhooked it with practiced ease—some skills you never forgot—and pulled it away to finally see her breasts properly. They were perfect. Full and soft with pale pink nipples that tightened further in the cool air. He cupped them, testing their weight, thumbs brushing over the peaks.

She arched into his touch with a soft moan. "Please."

"Please what?"

"Your mouth. I need your mouth on me."

He leaned down and took one nipple into his mouth, sucking firmly while his fingers pinched and rolled the other. She cried out, her back bowing off the bed, her hands clutching at his shoulders.

He lavished attention on her breasts, switching between them, sucking and licking and gently biting until she was writhing beneath him, a constant stream of whimpers and moans falling from her lips.

"So sensitive," he murmured against her skin. "I could make you come just from this, couldn't I?"

"Yes," she gasped. "God, Marcus, yes, don't stop—"

But he did stop, pulling back to admire his handiwork. Her nipples were red and swollen, her breasts marked with faint teeth impressions and what would probably be bruises tomorrow. She looked debauched and desperate, and he loved it.

He kissed down her stomach, pausing to examine that tattoo on her ribs—a small bird in flight, delicate lines that looked hand-drawn. He pressed a kiss to it before continuing lower.

The smell of her arousal was intoxicating as he settled between her thighs again. Her pussy was flushed and swollen from earlier, glistening with fresh wetness. He could see her clit, hard and peeking out from its hood, practically begging for attention.

"You're so wet," he observed, running one finger through her folds to emphasize his point. "Is this all for me?"

"All for you," she confirmed breathlessly. "Marcus, please, I need—"

"Tell me what you need."

"Your tongue. Your fingers. Anything. Everything. Just touch me."

He lowered his mouth to her pussy and proceeded to take her apart piece by piece.

This time he went slow, methodical. Long, lazy licks from her entrance to her clit. Circling the sensitive bundle of nerves without quite touching it. Dipping his tongue inside her and tasting her deeply. Every time she got close, he'd back off, switch to something less intense, keep her hovering on the edge.

"Marcus," she whined after the third time he denied her. "Please, I need to come."

"You will. When I'm ready to let you."

He inserted two fingers into her pussy, pumping slowly while his tongue finally—finally—made contact with her clit. She nearly screamed, her thighs clamping around his head, her hands fisting in his hair hard enough to hurt.

He worked her methodically, fingers curling to find that spot inside while his tongue flicked rapid patterns over her clit. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, her hips grinding against his face.

"That's it," he encouraged between licks. "Fuck my face, baby. Take what you need."

She did, rolling her hips shamelessly, chasing her pleasure. He could feel her getting close—her pussy clenching rhythmically around his fingers, her thighs trembling, her moans pitching higher.

"Marcus, fuck, I'm so close, don't stop, please don't stop—"

He didn't. He kept the exact same rhythm, the exact same pressure, feeling her climb higher and higher until—

She came with a wail, her whole body going rigid before convulsing with waves of pleasure. He felt her gush wetness, coating his fingers and chin, tasted the flood of her release. He worked her through it, gentling his touch as she became oversensitive, finally stopping when she pushed weakly at his head.

When he looked up, she was sprawled boneless across his bed, chest heaving, eyes glazed.

"Holy shit," she panted. "That was... fuck."

He crawled up her body, kissing her deeply so she could taste herself. "Two down. Three to go."

Her laugh was breathless. "You're insatiable."

"For you? Absolutely."



They took a break, sharing the bottle of water Marcus kept on his nightstand, talking in low voices about nothing important. The comfortable intimacy of it felt significant somehow—lying naked together, trading kisses between sips of water, her leg thrown over his hip like she belonged there.

"Tell me something about you I don't know," he said, his fingers tracing abstract patterns on her back.

She thought for a moment. "I'm terrible at math. Like, genuinely bad. Had to take remedial calculus twice in college."

"Really? You seem so put together."

"It's all an illusion." She grinned. "I fake competence very well. What about you?"

"I played piano as a kid. Classically trained for ten years. Haven't touched one in over a decade though."

"Why'd you stop?"

"College, then career, then life. Just never found time to get back to it." He paused. "My ex-wife hated that I used to play. Said it was a waste of time when I could be working."

Catalina's expression softened. "That's sad. You should play again. For yourself, not anyone else."

"Maybe I will."

They fell into comfortable silence, just existing together. Marcus found himself thinking about how easy this was—not just the sex, though that was incredible—but this. The quiet moments. The conversation. The way she fit against him like they'd been doing this for years instead of hours.

After a while, he felt her hand start to wander. Down his chest, across his stomach, wrapping around his cock which—impressively—was already half-hard again.

"Round three?" she asked innocently.

"Insatiable," he accused, throwing her earlier word back at her.

"You promised four. I'm just making sure you follow through."

He kissed her, rolling them so she was beneath him again. "How do you want it this time?"

She bit her lip, something shy passing across her face. "Can I... can I be on top?"

"Fuck yes."

He reached for another condom—mentally noting he'd need to buy more tomorrow—and rolled it on. Then he lay back and pulled her to straddle him.

She looked incredible like this—all pale skin and auburn hair and those perfect tits that he couldn't stop staring at. She positioned herself over his cock, teasing him by rubbing her pussy along his length, coating him in her wetness.

"Don't tease," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips.

"But it's so fun." She lifted up and slowly—so fucking slowly—sank down onto him.

They both moaned as he filled her. From this angle he went deeper, hit different spots, and judging by the way her eyes rolled back, she felt it too.

"Fuck," she breathed when she was fully seated, his cock buried to the hilt inside her. "You're so deep like this."

"You feel incredible." His hands slid from her hips to cup her breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples. "Now ride me. Show me what you want."

She started moving—rolling her hips in a slow grind that had him gritting his teeth to maintain control. She found a rhythm, rising up until just the tip remained inside, then sinking back down in one smooth motion. Up and down, up and down, her breasts bouncing with the movement, her hair swaying, her face flushed and beautiful.

Marcus watched, mesmerized. Watched where they joined, his cock disappearing into her pussy over and over. Watched her face—eyes closed, mouth open, lost in pleasure. Watched her hands come up to her own breasts, pinching and rolling her nipples while she rode him.

"That's it, baby," he encouraged. "Use me. Take what you need."

She moved faster, bouncing now, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room along with their moans. He thrust up to meet her, matching her rhythm, going harder and deeper.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "I want to feel you come on my cock."

Her hand slid down to her clit, rubbing frantically, and he felt her pussy immediately start fluttering around him.

"Yes," she gasped. "Oh fuck, yes, Marcus, I'm gonna—"

"Come for me. Let me feel it."

She came with a sharp cry, her whole body shaking, her pussy clenching so hard around him it was almost painful. He fucked her through it, his hands gripping her hips bruisingly tight, prolonging her pleasure.

When she collapsed forward onto his chest, boneless and panting, he wasn't done. He wrapped his arms around her and rolled them so she was beneath him again, her legs automatically wrapping around his waist.

Then he really started fucking her.

Hard and deep and relentless, the bed frame creaking, the headboard slamming against the wall. She clung to him, her nails raking down his back, her moans constant and desperate.

"Too much," she whimpered. "Marcus, I can't—"

"Yes you can. Give me one more."

He reached between them, found her oversensitive clit, and rubbed in tight circles. She screamed—actually screamed—thrashing beneath him as another orgasm crashed through her.

That did it. The feel of her coming apart beneath him, the sound of her screaming his name, the vice-grip of her pussy—he came hard, groaning into her neck as he emptied himself.

They lay there afterward, both trembling and covered in sweat, his cock still inside her, neither willing to move just yet.

"Three down," she finally said, her voice hoarse. "One to go."

He laughed weakly. "You're trying to kill me."

"Little death," she murmured, quoting the French euphemism for orgasm. "Worth it though."

"Absolutely worth it."



They'd dozed off tangled together, both too exhausted to even clean up properly. But when Marcus woke in the early morning hours with Catalina's ass pressed against his groin and her scent filling his lungs, his body responded predictably.

He was hard, his cock trapped between them, and every small movement she made in sleep rubbed against him in the most perfect torture.

He kissed her shoulder, her neck, gentle exploratory touches to see if she was awake.

She stirred, making a small sound. "Mm?"

"Sorry. Didn't mean to wake you."

"You're hard." It wasn't a question. Her hand reached back to touch him, stroking along his length. "Seems a shame to waste it."

"You're insatiable."

"Says the man currently grinding against my ass." She looked back over her shoulder, eyes dark with renewed want. "Fuck me like this. From behind."

He didn't need to be told twice. He grabbed another condom from the rapidly depleting box on the nightstand, rolled it on, and positioned himself at her entrance. She was still wet from earlier, swollen and sensitive, and he slid in easily.

This angle was intimate, their bodies pressed together, his face buried in her hair. He set a slow, deep rhythm, one arm wrapped around her waist, the other hand finding her breast and squeezing.

"Mmm," she moaned, pushing back against him. "Yes, just like that."

They fucked slowly, sleepily, savoring the feeling. No rush this time, just pleasure building gradually. His hand slid down from her breast to her stomach, lower to find her clit, circling gently.

"Marcus," she breathed, her hand covering his, guiding his movements. "Harder. Touch me harder."

He complied, rubbing her clit in firm circles while maintaining that slow, deep thrust. He could feel her getting wetter, could hear the obscene squelch of her pussy with each stroke.

"I love how you feel," he murmured against her ear. "Love being inside you. Love the sounds you make."

"Don't stop," she whimpered. "Please, Marcus, don't stop, I'm so close—"

He kept the exact same rhythm—slow thrusts, firm circles on her clit—and felt her climb higher and higher. When she came, it was quiet this time, just a sharp gasp and a full-body shudder as waves of pleasure rolled through her.

He followed moments later, groaning into her hair as he came for the fourth time that night, his cock pulsing inside her, filling the condom.

They lay there in the pre-dawn darkness, his softening cock still inside her, both of them drifting in that space between sleep and waking.

"Four," she whispered.

"I kept my promise."

"You did." She turned her head to kiss him, soft and sweet. "Thank you."

"For what?"

"For tonight. For this. For making me feel..." She trailed off, seeming to search for words.

"Wanted?" he offered.

"Desired. Cherished. Like I matter."

His chest tightened. He pulled her closer, kissed her temple. "You do matter. You matter to me."

"Even though this is crazy? Even though I work for you and this could complicate everything?"

"Even though. Especially because." He was too tired to overthink it, too content to worry. "We'll figure it out, Catalina. Together."

She made a small, happy sound and snuggled deeper into his embrace. Within minutes, her breathing evened out into sleep.

Marcus lay awake a bit longer, his mind full of her—the smell of her hair, the feel of her body against his, the memory of every sound she'd made tonight. He knew tomorrow would bring complications, conversations they'd need to have, decisions to make about what this meant.

But right now, in the quiet hours before dawn, with this beautiful woman sleeping in his arms, everything felt exactly right.

He pressed one more kiss to her shoulder and let himself drift off, a smile on his face.

They'd figure it out.

Together.


CHAPTER 4: After Hours Negotiations

Marcus woke to the sensation of warm lips trailing down his chest, soft hair tickling his skin, and a small hand wrapping around his morning wood. His eyes fluttered open to find Catalina already awake, propped on one elbow, her green eyes dark with mischief and want as she stroked his cock with lazy confidence.

"Good morning," she purred, her voice still rough with sleep, making it even sexier somehow.

"Christ, you're insatiable," he groaned, but his hips bucked up into her grip, betraying how much he loved it.

"You promised me before breakfast." Her tongue darted out to lick along his neck, teeth grazing his pulse point. "I'm just making sure you follow through."

The morning light filtered through the curtains, painting everything in shades of gold and amber. The room smelled like sex—sweat and cum and her perfume, all mingled together into something intoxicating. The sheets were a disaster, twisted and damp, evidence of their night together.

Marcus's cock was already rock hard in her hand, thick and heavy, the head flushed dark and leaking pre-cum that she spread with her thumb. She stroked him slowly, base to tip, her grip firm and perfect, watching his face as pleasure flickered across his features.

"Catalina," he growled, his hand sliding into her hair, gripping. "You keep that up and this is going to be over embarrassingly fast."

"Mm, can't have that." She released him and straddled his thighs, her pussy hovering just above his cock. She was completely naked, the morning light showcasing every curve—her full breasts with those pink nipples already hard, the soft swell of her stomach, the flare of her hips, the neat triangle of auburn hair between her legs that was already glistening with arousal. "I want you inside me when you come."

She reached between them, positioned his cock at her entrance, and sank down in one smooth motion.

They both groaned—her at the stretch and fullness, him at the tight, wet heat enveloping him. No condom this time; they'd run out around three AM, and in the hazy morning light with her pussy gripping him bare for the first time, he couldn't bring himself to care.

"Fuck," he gasped. "You feel so different without—"

"I know." She rolled her hips experimentally, and they both shuddered. "I'm on the pill. Clean. Been tested recently."

"Me too." His hands gripped her hips, thumbs pressing into the soft flesh. "This is—Jesus, Catalina, you feel incredible."

She did. Hot and slick and so tight around him, her inner walls rippling as she adjusted to his size. He could feel everything—every ridge, every pulse, the way she clenched when he hit certain spots. It was overwhelming, almost too much sensation after being dulled by latex all night.

She started moving, rising up until just the tip remained inside, then sinking back down. Slow at first, finding her rhythm, her breasts bouncing with each movement. Marcus watched, mesmerized, as his cock disappeared into her pussy over and over, bare and glistening with her wetness.

The smell intensified—her arousal sharp and musky, mixing with the morning musk of their bodies, the faint coffee scent still lingering on her breath from yesterday. It was primal and intoxicating, made his head swim with lust.

"That's it," he encouraged, his hands sliding from her hips to cup her ass, squeezing the firm globes, spreading her slightly so he could watch where they joined. "Ride my cock, baby. Use me."

She picked up speed, bouncing now, her hands braced on his chest for leverage. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room along with their moans and the obscene wet squelch of her pussy taking him deep.

He's so big without the condom, she thought, her nails digging into his chest as pleasure built. I can feel every inch, every vein, the way his cock throbs inside me. God, I could get addicted to this. To him.

"Touch yourself," Marcus commanded, his voice rough. "I want to watch you make yourself come on my bare cock."

Her hand slid between them immediately, fingers finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles. She threw her head back, auburn hair cascading down her back, her movements becoming more erratic as pleasure overwhelmed her.

"Marcus," she whimpered. "Oh god, I'm so close already—"

"Come for me then. Let me feel that pussy squeeze my cock."

His crude words pushed her over the edge. She came with a sharp cry, her whole body going taut, her pussy clamping down on him so hard it bordered on painful. He felt her gush wetness, coating his cock and balls, dripping down onto the sheets.

Before she could fully recover, he flipped them over, pinning her beneath him, her legs automatically wrapping around his waist. He started fucking her in earnest now—hard, deep strokes that had the headboard slamming against the wall, that had her crying out with each thrust.

"You feel so fucking good bare," he groaned against her neck. "So wet and tight and perfect. I never want to wear a condom with you again."

"Don't," she gasped, her nails raking down his back. "Never. I want to feel you come inside me, want to feel your cum filling me up."

The image that created—his cum pumping deep into her unprotected pussy, claiming her, marking her as his—sent him hurtling toward orgasm faster than he expected.

"Catalina, fuck, I'm gonna—"

"Do it," she demanded. "Come inside me, Marcus. Fill me up."

He came with a roar, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself deep inside her. She could feel it—the hot spurts of his cum coating her inner walls, the throb of his cock as he pulsed inside her. It triggered another small orgasm from her, her pussy milking him for every drop.

They collapsed together, both gasping for air, his softening cock still inside her, his cum starting to leak out around him.

"Jesus Christ," he panted. "That was—"

"Yeah." She kissed him, slow and deep. "That's definitely going on the highlight reel."

He laughed, the sound rough and sated. "We should probably get up. Clean up. Attempt to be functional human beings."

"Mm, probably." But neither of them moved, content to just lie there tangled together, trading lazy kisses and soft touches.

After a few minutes, Marcus felt his cock starting to harden again inside her, responding to the heat and wetness and the way she kept clenching around him.

"You're kidding," she said, looking down between them where they were still joined.

"You're literally full of my cum and clenching on my cock. What did you expect?"

She grinned wickedly and rolled her hips. "Round six?"

"You're going to kill me."

"What a way to go."



They eventually made it to the shower, though calling it "cleaning up" was generous given what happened next.

The bathroom was massive—one of the renovations his ex-wife had insisted on. White marble everywhere, dual vanities, a separate soaking tub, and a walk-in shower with multiple shower heads and enough space for four people. Steam filled the space quickly once Marcus got the water going, hot enough to turn their skin pink.

Catalina stepped in first, her hair immediately plastering to her back and shoulders as water cascaded over her. Marcus followed, and for a moment they just stood there, letting the heat and water wash away the sweat and cum from their marathon night.

"Turn around," he murmured, reaching for the expensive shampoo his ex had left behind—some salon brand that cost forty dollars a bottle.

She did, and he worked the shampoo into her hair, his fingers massaging her scalp in slow circles. She made a sound of pure contentment, leaning back into his touch.

"That feels amazing," she sighed.

"Good." He took his time, working the lather through every strand, occasionally letting his soapy hands drift down to her shoulders, her neck, the curve of her spine. The scent of the shampoo—something floral and expensive—mixed with the steam and her own natural scent.

When he rinsed her hair, she tilted her head back, water streaming over her face and body. His hands followed the water's path, sliding over her shoulders, down to cup her breasts, thumbs brushing over nipples that were already hard from more than just the temperature.

She leaned back against him, and he felt his cock, already semi-hard, pressing against the small of her back.

"Again?" she asked, but there was no complaint in her voice. If anything, she sounded pleased.

"Can't help it. You're too fucking perfect."

She turned in his arms, her wet body sliding against his, and kissed him deeply. Her hand wrapped around his cock, stroking him to full hardness while the water beat down on them.

"I want you from behind," she said against his mouth. "Want you to fuck me against this wall while I can barely stand."

He didn't need more invitation than that. He spun her around and pressed her palms flat against the marble wall, kicking her feet apart. The water had made everything slippery—her back, his chest, her ass that he gripped and spread so he could see her pussy, still slightly swollen and pink from overuse, his cum from earlier leaking out and mixing with the water.

"Look at you," he growled, running one finger through her folds, feeling how wet she was even beyond the water. "Still dripping with my cum. Such a messy girl."

"Your messy girl," she corrected breathlessly.

He positioned himself at her entrance and pushed in slowly, savoring the way her pussy stretched to accommodate him. Even after everything, she was still tight, still gripping him like a vice.

"Fuck," she gasped, her forehead dropping against the cool marble. "You're so deep like this."

He was. This angle let him hit spots that made her whimper and shake, let him feel her pussy clench and flutter around him with every stroke. He started slow, pulling almost all the way out before sinking back in, establishing a rhythm that had her moaning.

The bathroom filled with sounds—water hitting tile, skin slapping wet skin, their moans and gasps echoing off the marble. The smell was steam and expensive soap and sex, thick and humid enough to make breathing feel like work.

Marcus's hands roamed her body—sliding up to cup her breasts and pinch her nipples, then back down to grip her hips and pull her back onto his cock with each thrust. Her ass bounced with the impact, perfect and round, and he couldn't resist giving it a sharp smack that made her cry out.

"Yes," she gasped. "Again, do it again—"

He spanked her again, harder this time, watching the handprint bloom pink on her pale skin. Then again on the other cheek, alternating, until her ass was pink and she was writhing against the wall, pushing back to meet his thrusts desperately.

"You like that?" he growled. "Like me marking this perfect ass?"

"Yes, fuck, yes, harder Marcus, fuck me harder—"

He complied, pounding into her with abandon now, one hand tangled in her wet hair to hold her in place, the other still occasionally landing sharp smacks on her ass. The sound was obscene, echoing through the bathroom—slap slap slap of his hips against her ass, the wet squelch of her pussy, her increasingly desperate moans.

I've never been fucked like this, she thought hazily, pleasure overwhelming everything else. Never felt so claimed, so used, so utterly satisfied. I'm going to be ruined for anyone else after this. Not that I want anyone else. Just him. Only him.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "Make yourself come on my cock while I fuck this tight little pussy."

She was so sensitive from multiple orgasms that just a few touches to her clit had her spiraling. Her pussy clenched impossibly tight around him as she came with a wail, her legs actually buckling. Only his hands on her hips kept her upright.

He fucked her through it, chasing his own release, the tight grip of her pussy and her broken moans pushing him over the edge. He came with a groan, his cock pulsing as he filled her with another load of cum, adding to what was already there.

They stood there under the spray for a long moment, both shaking and gasping, his cock still inside her, his cum leaking out around him.

"Okay," she finally panted. "Now we really need to actually clean up because holy fuck."

He laughed, pulling out carefully and turning her to face him. They actually washed then—soaping each other's bodies with surprisingly tender touches given what they'd just done. He was gentle with her pussy when he washed between her legs, knowing she had to be sore.

When they finally turned off the water and stepped out, both pink from heat and thoroughly spent, the mirrors were completely fogged over.

Marcus wrapped her in one of his massive towels—soft and navy blue—and grabbed another for himself. They stood at the dual vanities, and he watched her in the mirror as she finger-combed her wet hair, unselfconscious in her nudity, comfortable in his space.

It felt domestic. Right. Like she belonged here.

Dangerous thought, he told himself. It's only been a week. Don't get ahead of yourself.

But as she caught his eye in the mirror and smiled—warm and genuine and a little shy—he knew it was already too late. He was falling for her. Hard.



They'd barely made it out of the bathroom before hands started wandering again.

Catalina had wrapped herself in one of his dress shirts—white oxford, the sleeves rolled up, the hem hitting her mid-thigh. Nothing underneath. Marcus wore just his boxer briefs, figuring they had until two PM when Sage would be home and actual clothing could wait.

They'd been attempting to make breakfast—or rather, Marcus had been attempting to make eggs while Catalina sat on the kitchen counter, legs swinging, stealing bites of bacon and looking good enough to eat.

"You're a terrible assistant," he said, but there was no heat in it.

"I'm an excellent distraction though." She popped another piece of bacon in her mouth, and he watched her lips close around it, watched her tongue dart out to catch a crumb, and felt his cock stir in his boxers.

"That you are." He moved to stand between her legs, his hands sliding up her bare thighs, pushing the shirt up to reveal she was, indeed, completely naked underneath. "Spread your legs."

She did, leaning back on her hands, giving him full access. Her pussy was pink and swollen from overuse, her inner thighs still slightly sticky with the remnants of his cum that had leaked out despite their shower.

"We should probably let you recover," he said, even as his fingers traced through her folds, finding her clit and circling gently.

"Probably," she agreed, but her hips rolled forward seeking more contact. "But I'm not sure I want to."

"Still insatiable."

"For you? Always."

He slid two fingers inside her, and she was wet—always wet, it seemed, ready for him. Her pussy clenched around his fingers, still tight despite everything they'd done.

"Marcus," she whimpered. "Please—"

"Please what?"

"Fuck me. Right here. I want you to bend me over this counter and fuck me while breakfast burns."

Well. How could he refuse that?

He pulled his fingers out and sucked them clean—she tasted like him and her, salty and rich—then shoved his boxers down. His cock sprang free, hard again because apparently where Catalina was concerned, he had the recovery time of a teenager.

He pulled her to the edge of the counter and pushed inside in one smooth thrust. No preamble, no teasing, just filling her completely with one stroke that had them both groaning.

"Fuck," she gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the counter. "You're so deep—"

He was. The height of the counter was perfect, let him stand and fuck her at an angle that hit her g-spot with every thrust. He gripped her thighs, pulling her onto his cock with each forward motion, the sound of their bodies meeting obscenely loud in the quiet kitchen.

The morning light streamed through the windows, illuminating them—her in his shirt that had ridden up around her waist, him between her spread legs, his cock disappearing into her pussy over and over. If any of his neighbors could see in, they were getting quite a show.

The thought should have bothered him but instead made him harder. The idea of someone seeing him claim her, seeing her take his cock so perfectly, made something primal and possessive surge in his chest.

"Mine," he growled, one hand sliding up under the shirt to grip her breast roughly. "This pussy is mine now. You understand?"

"Yes," she moaned. "Yours, all yours, only yours—"

The kitchen smelled like bacon and eggs and coffee and sex—an intoxicating mix of domestic normalcy and debauchery. His coffee mug sat forgotten on the counter next to where he was fucking her. The eggs were definitely burning in the pan behind him. Neither of them cared.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "I want you to come one more time before Sage gets home."

Her hand flew to her clit, rubbing desperately. She was so sensitive that it only took a minute before she was there, her whole body going taut, her pussy spasming around him as she came with a broken cry of his name.

He followed immediately, unable to hold back, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her for the third time that morning. He leaned forward, bracing his hands on either side of her on the counter, both of them gasping for breath.

"The eggs are definitely ruined," she said after a moment, and they both started laughing.



They'd managed to actually eat eventually—scrambled eggs round two and toast and way too much coffee. Then they'd migrated to the couch, both finally dressed in real clothes, Catalina in her dress from last night and Marcus in jeans and a t-shirt.

They'd been cuddling—her head on his chest, his hand playing with her hair, both of them in that hazy post-sex bliss—when reality crashed back in.

Sage would be home in fifteen minutes.

"We need to talk about this," Marcus said quietly.

Catalina lifted her head to look at him. "I know."

"What happens now? When she comes home? When Monday comes and you're back to being her nanny?"

"I don't know." She bit her lip, uncertainty flickering across her face. "I don't want to confuse her. Don't want her to think I'm trying to replace her mom or that this—us—affects my ability to care for her."

"You could never replace her mom. And this doesn't affect your job—you're incredible with Sage."

"But it's still complicated." She sat up, putting a little distance between them. "We work together. You're technically my boss. If this goes south, if we try this and it doesn't work, what happens then?"

"What if it does work?" he countered.

"Marcus—"

"I'm serious." He took her hands in his. "I know it's fast. I know it's complicated. But I haven't felt like this since... maybe ever. Not even with my ex-wife. This—what we have—it feels different. Important."

Her eyes were bright with emotion. "It does. I feel it too. But that's also terrifying."

"I know." He brought her hands to his lips, kissing her knuckles. "So let's take it slow. Keep it between us for now. You're still Sage's nanny—that doesn't change. But when we're alone..." He trailed off, letting the implication hang.

"When we're alone, we're... what? Dating? Fucking? Both?"

"Both. If you want."

She was quiet for a moment, thinking. He could see the conflict on her face—want warring with caution, hope battling fear.

I should be smart about this, she thought. Should protect myself, keep some distance. But I don't want to. I want him. Want this. Want the possibility of us, even if it's terrifying.

"Okay," she finally said. "We try this. Carefully. Sage comes first—her wellbeing, her stability. We don't tell her anything until we're sure this is real and lasting. And if it ever starts to affect my job or her care, we stop."

"Agreed."

"And you have to promise me something." Her voice was serious now. "If you start having doubts, if you decide this is too complicated or you want to see other people, you tell me immediately. You don't string me along or let me fall deeper while you're checking out."

The vulnerability in her voice broke something in his chest. He cupped her face, making sure she was looking directly at him.

"I won't. I promise, Catalina. I'm all in on this. On you."

She kissed him then, soft and deep and full of emotion that neither of them were quite ready to name yet.

They pulled apart when they heard a car in the driveway.

"That's Sage," Marcus said.

They both stood, smoothing clothes, checking each other for any obvious signs of what they'd been doing all night and morning. His neck had visible hickies that he'd have to cover with a high collar tomorrow. Her lips were still swollen from kisses. Both of them looked thoroughly fucked and exhausted.

"We look like we haven't slept," Catalina observed.

"Because we haven't. Much." He grinned. "But she won't know why."

The doorbell rang, and Marcus opened it to find Sage bouncing with excitement about her sleepover, her friend's mother giving him a friendly wave before heading back to her car.

"Daddy! We watched THREE movies and ate so much popcorn and Ashley has this new game—oh, Miss Catalina! You're here!" Sage ran to give Catalina a hug, which she returned warmly.

"I came by to check on your dad," Catalina said smoothly. "Make sure he survived without us."

"Did you, Daddy? Did you survive?"

Marcus met Catalina's eyes over Sage's head, saw the smile tugging at her lips, the heat still visible in her gaze.

"Barely," he said, fighting his own smile. "It was a very... long night."

Catalina had to turn away to hide her laugh.

As Sage launched into an elaborate story about the sleepover, talking a mile a minute and pulling them both toward the living room to show them something on her iPad, Marcus watched Catalina interact with his daughter. Watched the easy affection between them, the genuine care in Catalina's eyes when she listened to Sage's excited chatter.

This could work. They could make this work.

It wouldn't be easy. There would be complications, tough conversations, moments of doubt.

But looking at them—at Catalina's bright laugh and Sage's joy and the way his house felt less empty with both of them in it—he knew it would be worth it.

Whatever happened next, wherever this thing between them led, it would be worth it.

He was sure of that.


CHAPTER 5: When She Asks For More

The house was quiet again. Sage had gone to bed an hour ago, exhausted from her sleepover and the excitement of the day. Marcus stood at his bedroom window, watching the last traces of sunset bleed into darkness over the suburban Chicago skyline, nursing a glass of bourbon and trying to process everything that had happened in the last twenty-four hours.

His phone buzzed on the nightstand.

Catalina: Can't stop thinking about this morning. About you.

His cock stirred in his jeans just reading those words. It had been almost nine hours since they'd last fucked—the kitchen counter incident before Sage came home—and his body was already aching for her again. He'd never been this insatiable with anyone, not even in the early days with his ex-wife. There was something about Catalina that bypassed all his rational thought and went straight to pure need.

Marcus: Come over. After Sage is asleep, she won't know.

Three dots appeared, disappeared, appeared again.

Catalina: That's risky. What if she wakes up?

Marcus: She sleeps like the dead. Please. I need you.

Catalina: Need me how?

He could practically hear the teasing in her text, could picture that wicked smile on her face.

Marcus: Need to taste you again. Need to feel you wrapped around my cock. Need to make you scream my name so loud you forget yours.

Catalina: Jesus. You can't say things like that.

Marcus: Why not?

Catalina: Because now I'm wet and I'm sitting at my mom's house for dinner trying to act normal and all I can think about is your tongue on my clit.

His cock went from interested to rock hard in seconds. He palmed himself through his jeans, imagining her sitting at some family dinner table, thighs pressed together, pussy soaking her panties while she texted him.

Marcus: What are you wearing?

Catalina: Jeans and a sweater. Why?

Marcus: Are you wet enough that it's soaking through your panties? Can you feel it every time you shift in your seat?

A longer pause this time.

Catalina: Yes. I had to excuse myself to the bathroom because I was squirming too much and my mom kept giving me weird looks.

Marcus: Touch yourself. Right now.

Catalina: I'm in my mom's bathroom!

Marcus: I don't care. Slide your hand into your jeans and tell me how wet you are for me.

Another pause. He could picture it—her in some small bathroom, heart racing, hand sliding into her jeans, fingers finding that slick heat between her legs.

Catalina: Soaked. I'm fucking soaked for you. My panties are ruined.

Marcus: Good. Now taste yourself. Suck your fingers clean and think about how I'm going to spend all night with my face buried in your pussy.

Catalina: Marcus, fuck, I need to get out of here. I'll be there in 30 minutes.

Marcus: Drive safe. And Catalina?

Catalina: Yeah?

Marcus: Don't bother wearing panties.



She arrived at exactly nine fifteen, parking down the street like they'd discussed—no need to advertise her car in his driveway late at night. Marcus opened the door before she could knock, pulling her inside immediately, his mouth crashing down on hers before the door even closed.

She tasted like wine and something sweet—dessert from her family dinner—and she kissed him back with equal desperation, her hands fisting in his shirt, her body pressing against his.

"Missed you," she gasped between kisses.

"It's been nine hours."

"Nine hours too long."

He backed her against the closed door, his thigh pressing between her legs. She ground down on it immediately, and he could feel the heat of her pussy even through both their jeans.

"Did you listen?" he asked, his hand sliding down to cup her through her jeans. "No panties?"

"See for yourself."

He unbuttoned her jeans with fumbling fingers, unzipped them, and slid his hand inside. His fingers met bare, wet heat, her pussy lips slick and swollen. She gasped and rolled her hips, fucking herself against his hand.

"Good girl," he groaned. "So wet already. Did you think about me the whole drive here? About what I'm going to do to you?"

"Yes," she whimpered. "Thought about your cock, your tongue, your hands. Thought about you bending me over and fucking me until I can't remember my own name."

He pulled his hand from her jeans and brought his fingers to his mouth, sucking them clean while maintaining eye contact. She tasted even better than this morning—tangy and slightly sweet, her arousal coating his tongue.

"Upstairs," he commanded. "Now."

They barely made it to his bedroom before they were tearing at each other's clothes. Her sweater hit the floor first—burgundy cashmere that probably cost a fortune—followed by her jeans that she had to peel off because they were so tight. She stood before him in nothing but a black lace bra and the flush of arousal on her skin.

"You're so fucking beautiful," he said, drinking in the sight of her. The lamplight caught in her auburn hair, made her pale skin glow golden. Her nipples were hard peaks visible through the lace, her thighs already slightly damp from her arousal.

"Your turn," she demanded.

He stripped quickly—shirt, jeans, boxers—until he was completely naked, his cock jutting up hard and ready. She licked her lips at the sight, and he felt that look like a physical touch.

"How do you want me?" she asked, reaching behind to unhook her bra. It fell away, revealing those perfect tits he'd been fantasizing about all day. Full and soft with pale pink nipples that he wanted in his mouth immediately.

"On the bed. On your back. Legs spread."

She complied, climbing onto his California king and arranging herself exactly how he'd ordered. Legs spread wide, arms above her head, her pussy on full display—pink and swollen and glistening with wetness. The smell of her arousal filled the room, musky and sweet and absolutely intoxicating.

Marcus stood at the foot of the bed and just looked at her for a moment. Memorizing this image—her sprawled across his sheets, offering herself to him, those green eyes dark with lust and trust.

"I'm going to edge you," he said, crawling onto the bed between her legs. "Going to get you right to the brink over and over until you're begging me to let you come."

Her eyes widened. "That's cruel."

"That's the point." He leaned down and licked a long stripe through her folds, savoring the taste of her. She gasped and her hips bucked up, but he pressed them back down with one hand on her lower stomach. "Stay still. Let me play."

He proceeded to absolutely torment her. Long, slow licks from her entrance to her clit, then circling the sensitive bundle without quite touching it. Dipping his tongue inside her and fucking her shallowly. Sucking her pussy lips into his mouth. Grazing her clit with his teeth just enough to make her whimper.

Every time he felt her getting close—her thighs trembling, her pussy clenching, her moans pitching higher—he'd back off, switch to something less intense. She was writhing beneath him now, hands fisted in the sheets, a constant stream of whimpers and pleas falling from her lips.

"Marcus, please, I need—"

"I know what you need." He slid two fingers inside her, curling them to find that spot that made her see stars. "But you don't get it yet."

"Please," she sobbed. Actual tears were forming in her eyes from frustration. "Please let me come, I can't—"

"Not yet."

He added a third finger, stretching her, his thumb finally—finally—pressing firm circles on her clit. She practically screamed, her back arching off the bed, her whole body going taut.

"That's it," he encouraged. "Right there, baby. Feel how close you are? Feel how badly your pussy wants to come?"

"Yes, fuck, yes, Marcus please—"

He stopped. Pulled his fingers out completely, lifted his mouth from her clit.

She actually whined in frustration, a broken sound that made his cock throb. "No, no, please, I was so close—"

"I know." He kissed her inner thigh, teeth grazing the sensitive skin. "That's the point."

He gave her thirty seconds to come down, watching her chest heave, her pussy clench around nothing, her hands grip the sheets so hard her knuckles were white. Then he started again.

This time he used his tongue, flattening it against her clit and licking in long, firm strokes while his fingers pumped inside her. She was so wet he could hear it—obscene squelching sounds that filled the room along with her increasingly desperate moans.

"Please," she begged. "Please, Marcus, I'll do anything, just let me come—"

"Anything?" He lifted his head, his fingers still working inside her but slower now. "That's a dangerous promise."

"I don't care. Anything. Just please—"

He filed that away for later and doubled his efforts, determined to finally give her what she needed. His tongue worked her clit in rapid flicks while three fingers fucked her hard and fast, curling to hit her g-spot with every thrust.

It only took thirty seconds before she was there again, right on the edge, her whole body trembling.

"Come," he commanded against her clit. "Come for me right now."

She shattered. Her orgasm crashed through her so violently that she actually screamed—a raw, broken sound—her pussy spasming around his fingers so hard it almost hurt. He felt her gush wetness, soaking his hand and the sheets beneath her, tasted the flood of her release.

He worked her through it, gentling his touch as the waves subsided, not stopping until she was pushing weakly at his head.

When he looked up, she was sprawled boneless across the bed, chest heaving, tears streaming down her temples from the intensity.

"Holy fuck," she panted. "That was—I've never—Jesus Christ, Marcus."

He crawled up her body and kissed her deeply, letting her taste herself. "And we're just getting started."



After giving her a few minutes to recover, Marcus had other plans.

"Turn over," he said. "Hands and knees."

She obeyed with shaky limbs, getting into position—ass in the air, back arched, head resting on her folded arms. The position put everything on display—her swollen pussy, still dripping with arousal and the remnants of her orgasm, the tight pucker of her ass, the curve of her spine.

Marcus positioned himself behind her, his cock so hard it was almost painful. He ran his hands over her ass, squeezing and spreading, admiring the view.

"You have the most perfect ass," he said. "I've been fantasizing about this since the moment I met you."

"Yeah?" Her voice was muffled against her arms. "What have you been fantasizing?"

"This." He lined himself up and pushed inside in one smooth thrust, burying himself balls-deep in her pussy.

She cried out—"Fuck!"—her whole body jerking forward from the impact. He gave her a moment to adjust, feeling her inner walls rippling around him, trying to accommodate his size.

"Okay?" he asked, his hands gripping her hips.

"More than okay. Move. Please move."

He started slow, pulling almost all the way out before sinking back in, establishing a rhythm. From this angle he could go deeper, could watch his cock disappear into her pussy over and over, could see her arousal coating his shaft and dripping down her thighs.

The smell in the room was overwhelming—sex and sweat and her musky arousal, thick enough to taste. The sound was even better—skin slapping against skin, her high-pitched moans, the obscene wet squelch of her pussy taking him deep.

"Harder," she demanded, pushing back to meet his thrusts. "Fuck me harder, Marcus."

He complied, picking up speed and force, his hips slamming against her ass with bruising intensity. The headboard started hitting the wall—thunk thunk thunk—and he made a mental note to move the bed away from the shared wall with Sage's room later.

"That's it," she gasped. "Just like that, don't stop—"

His hand came down on her ass in a sharp smack that echoed through the room. She yelped and then moaned, her pussy clenching around him.

"You like that?" He spanked her again, harder this time, watching the handprint bloom pink on her pale skin. "Like me marking this perfect ass while I fuck you?"

"Yes!" She was almost sobbing now with pleasure. "Again, do it again—"

He alternated—hard thrusts and sharp smacks—until her ass was pink and she was a writhing, moaning mess beneath him. His own arousal was building dangerously fast, the tight grip of her pussy and the sight of her taking him so perfectly pushing him toward the edge.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "Make yourself come on my cock."

Her hand slid between her legs immediately, fingers finding her clit. Within seconds her moans pitched higher, her movements becoming erratic.

"Marcus, fuck, I'm gonna—"

"Do it. Come for me."

She came with a wail, her pussy spasming around him, her whole body shaking. The sensation of her inner walls clenching rhythmically around his cock was too much. He followed her over with a groan, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself deep inside her, filling her with his cum.

They collapsed together onto the bed, both gasping for breath. His cock slipped out of her, and he watched fascinated as his cum started to leak out of her well-fucked pussy, dripping down onto the sheets.

"Mine," he said possessively, his finger gathering some of the leaking cum and pushing it back inside her. "This pussy is mine. You're mine."

"Yours," she agreed breathlessly. "All yours."



They'd cleaned up minimally—just enough to not feel disgusting—and were lying tangled together in bed, trading lazy kisses and soft touches. Marcus's hands roamed her body almost unconsciously, mapping every curve and hollow, unable to stop touching her.

"Tell me something," he said, his fingers tracing patterns on her hip. "What's your biggest fantasy? The thing you've always wanted to try but never have?"

She was quiet for a moment, and he could see the conflict on her face—want warring with embarrassment.

"You can tell me," he encouraged. "No judgment. I want to know what gets you off."

"I've always wanted..." She trailed off, biting her lip. "God, this is embarrassing."

"Nothing about sex with you could be embarrassing."

She took a breath. "I've always wanted to be dominated. Completely. Like, hands tied, blindfolded, at someone's mercy. Maybe some light pain—spanking, hair pulling, that kind of thing. Just... giving up complete control and trusting someone enough to take care of me."

His cock, which had been softening, immediately stirred with renewed interest. "That's what you want?"

"I know it's probably weird—"

"It's not weird. It's fucking hot." He rolled on top of her, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand. "I can give you that. Would love to give you that."

Her eyes darkened, pupils dilating. "Yeah?"

"Hell yes. I want to tie you up and blindfold you and make you come so many times you lose count. Want to hear you beg and plead and trust me enough to completely let go."

"Now?" There was hope and nervousness in her voice.

"If you want."

"I want." She paused. "But we'd need a safeword."

"Red for stop completely, yellow for slow down or check in?"

"Perfect."

Marcus released her wrists and got up, going to his closet. He pulled out a couple of his dress ties—silk, expensive, perfect for binding. Found a sleep mask shoved in a drawer that would work as a blindfold.

When he returned to the bed, Catalina was sitting up, watching him with a mixture of excitement and nervousness.

"Last chance to change your mind," he said.

"I don't want to change my mind. I want this. Want you."

"Okay. Then lie back down. Arms above your head."

She obeyed, and he proceeded to tie her wrists to the headboard—not too tight, but secure enough that she couldn't easily free herself. He tested the knots, made sure they wouldn't cut off circulation.

"Color?" he asked.

"Green."

He secured the blindfold over her eyes, plunging her into darkness. "Color?"

"Green."

She looked incredible like this—tied up, blindfolded, completely at his mercy. Her chest was already rising and falling rapidly, her nipples hard peaks, a flush spreading across her skin.

"Here's how this is going to work," he said, his hand trailing down her body slowly. "I'm going to touch you however I want. You don't get to see, don't get to control it. All you can do is feel and take whatever I give you. Understand?"

"Yes," she breathed.

"If you need me to stop, what do you say?"

"Red."

"Good girl."

He started with his hands—trailing fingertips over her skin so lightly it was almost not there. Down her arms, across her collarbones, circling her breasts without touching her nipples. She squirmed, trying to arch into the touch, but he kept it light, teasing.

"Please," she whimpered.

"Please what?"

"Touch me more. Touch me properly."

"I am touching you." He continued the maddening light touches, down her stomach, over her hips, along her inner thighs. Everywhere except where she wanted him most.

"Marcus, please—"

"Patience."

He leaned down and took one nipple into his mouth, sucking hard while his fingers pinched and rolled the other. She gasped and arched, her tied hands flexing above her head.

He lavished attention on her breasts until she was writhing and moaning, then moved lower, kissing and licking down her stomach. When he reached her pussy, he could see how wet she was—her inner thighs were already slick, her pussy lips swollen and glistening.

But instead of touching her there, he kissed her inner thighs, sucking marks into the sensitive skin. She was practically sobbing with frustration now.

"Please," she begged. "Please touch my pussy, I need—"

"You need what?"

"Your tongue. Your fingers. Anything. Please, Marcus, I'm dying here—"

He finally—finally—pressed his tongue flat against her clit and licked in one long, firm stroke.

She practically screamed, her hips bucking up off the bed. He had to hold them down with one hand across her lower stomach while he worked her with his tongue, licking and sucking and occasionally grazing her clit with his teeth.

Not being able to see seemed to heighten everything for her. Every touch was a surprise, every sensation amplified. Her moans were constant now, broken pleas for more, for him to let her come.

He slid three fingers inside her and curled them, finding that spot that made her see stars. Combined with his tongue on her clit, it only took a minute before she was there, right on the edge.

"Come," he commanded against her clit.

She did, screaming his name, her whole body convulsing, her bound hands pulling at the ties. He worked her through it, not stopping until she was pushing at his head with her thighs.

When her breathing started to even out, he moved up her body and positioned himself at her entrance.

"Color?" he asked.

"Green," she gasped. "So fucking green."

He pushed inside in one hard thrust, filling her completely. She cried out, her back arching, her tied hands gripping the headboard.

"You look so perfect like this," he groaned, starting to move. "Tied up and blindfolded and taking my cock so well."

He fucked her hard and deep, one hand braced on the headboard above her bound wrists, the other gripping her hip. The blindfold and restraints seemed to free something in her—she was louder than usual, more uninhibited, begging him for more and harder and don't stop.

"Play with your tits," he commanded. "I want to watch you touch yourself while I fuck you."

Her hands were bound above her head, but she could still reach—fingers finding her nipples and pinching, rolling, pulling in ways that made her moan even louder.

"That's it," he encouraged. "Such a good girl, putting on a show for me."

He reached down and found her clit, rubbing in tight circles while maintaining his brutal pace. He could feel her getting close again, her pussy starting to flutter around him.

"You're going to come again," he said. "Going to come on my cock while you're tied up and blindfolded like the perfect little submissive you are."

His words combined with his touch pushed her over. She came hard, screaming, her whole body going rigid before convulsing with waves of pleasure. The sensation of her pussy clenching around him triggered his own orgasm. He groaned and emptied himself inside her, filling her with his cum for the second time that night.

After, he carefully untied her wrists and removed the blindfold. Her wrists were slightly red but not damaged. He kissed each one gently before pulling her into his arms.

"How was that?" he asked softly.

"Perfect." Her voice was hoarse from screaming. "Absolutely perfect. Thank you."

"Did it live up to the fantasy?"

"Exceeded it." She kissed him, deep and slow. "That was... god, Marcus. That was incredible."

They lay together in comfortable silence for a while, his fingers tracing patterns on her back, her head on his chest.

"Can I ask you something?" she finally said.

"Anything."

"What's your fantasy? What do you want to try?"

He thought about it. "Honestly? This. You. Everything we've been doing. I've never felt this free with anyone before. Like I can be completely myself—wants and kinks and all—and you're just... into it."

"I am into it. Into you." She propped herself up to look at him. "But there has to be something specific. Something you've thought about but never done."

He was quiet for a moment, debating whether to say it. "I've always wanted to... fuck someone's ass. But my ex-wife was completely opposed to it, wouldn't even discuss it."

Catalina's expression didn't change, didn't show disgust or judgment. "Have you ever done it before?"

"Once, in college. It was... not great. Too fast, not enough prep, she was in pain. I felt terrible about it and never tried again."

"But you want to? With me?"

"Only if you're interested. If you're not, that's completely fine. I'm not going to push—"

"I'm interested."

His cock twitched. "Yeah?"

"Yeah. I've done it before with my ex-boyfriend. It can be really good if it's done right—lots of prep, patience, communication."

"We don't have to tonight—"

"I know. But maybe sometime soon?" She kissed him. "I trust you. And I want to give you that."

The fact that she trusted him enough for something so intimate made his chest tighten with emotion that he wasn't quite ready to name.

"Sometime soon," he agreed.



They should have gone to sleep. It was late, they both had to be up early, and they'd already fucked multiple times that night.

But neither of them seemed able to stop touching each other.

Marcus's hands roamed her body while they kissed lazily, fingers tracing the curve of her waist, the swell of her hip, the soft skin of her inner thigh. She was doing the same—her touch exploratory, curious, learning what made him gasp and what made him groan.

"I can't get enough of you," she murmured against his mouth. "It's kind of scary actually."

"Why scary?"

"Because I've never felt like this before. Like I could just... exist in bed with you forever and be completely happy."

He understood exactly what she meant. "Is that a bad thing?"

"Not bad. Just intense. Fast."

"We can slow down if you need—"

"I don't want to slow down." She straddled his hips, her wet pussy pressing against his cock which was, impossibly, getting hard again. "I want more. Want everything."

"You're going to kill me."

"Worth it though." She rose up and positioned him at her entrance, then sank down slowly, taking him inch by inch until she was fully seated.

They both groaned at the sensation—her pussy was so swollen and sensitive from being fucked multiple times that night, but she still took him perfectly. She started moving, rolling her hips in a slow grind that had them both gasping.

This was different from their earlier encounters. Slower, more intimate. Face to face, eyes locked, her hands on his chest and his on her hips, just rocking together in the dim light.

"I think I'm falling for you," she whispered, and the vulnerability in her voice made his chest ache.

"I know I'm falling for you," he admitted. "Have been since the moment you walked through my door."

She leaned down and kissed him, slow and deep, while continuing that maddening rolling motion with her hips. It wasn't about chasing orgasm this time—it was about connection, intimacy, being as close as two people could physically be.

But eventually the slow burn built into something more. Her movements became more urgent, her breathing more ragged. His hands gripped her hips tighter, guiding her, helping her ride him faster and harder.

"Touch yourself," he said. "Want to watch you make yourself come while you ride my cock."

Her hand slid between them, fingers finding her swollen clit. She was so sensitive that just a few touches had her gasping and trembling.

"That's it," he encouraged. "Come for me, baby. Let me feel it."

She came with a soft cry, her pussy clenching around him, her movements faltering. He pulled her down flush against his chest and thrust up into her, chasing his own release. It didn't take long—the tight grip of her pussy and the intimacy of the position pushing him over the edge. He came with a groan, his cock pulsing as he filled her with what had to be the fifth or sixth load of the night.

They lay there afterward, still joined, her head on his chest, his arms around her.

"You should probably go soon," he said reluctantly. "Before Sage might wake up."

"I know." But she didn't move. "Five more minutes."

"Five more minutes."

Those five minutes turned into ten, then fifteen. Eventually she forced herself to get up, to clean up in his bathroom, to get dressed in her clothes that were scattered all over his bedroom floor.

At his front door, she turned to face him. Her hair was wild, her lips swollen from kisses, visible marks on her neck that she'd have to cover tomorrow. She looked thoroughly fucked and absolutely beautiful.

"Tonight was..." She seemed to search for words.

"Yeah."

She laughed. "Very articulate."

"Come back tomorrow night," he said. "After Sage goes to bed."

"That's two nights in a row."

"I don't care. I need you."

She kissed him, soft and sweet. "I need you too. Tomorrow night then."

"Tomorrow night."

He watched her walk to her car down the street, waited until she was safely inside and driving away before closing the door.

His bedroom smelled like sex and her perfume—vanilla and jasmine and that musky scent that was uniquely her. The sheets were a disaster, stained with their combined fluids. He should change them, should clean up.

Instead, he fell into bed and buried his face in her pillow, breathing in her scent, already aching for her return.

This was dangerous. Getting this attached this quickly. But he couldn't bring himself to care.

For the first time since his divorce, maybe for the first time ever, he felt like he'd found something real.

Someone who saw him—the good and the messy and the complicated—and wanted him anyway.

Someone who made him feel alive in ways he'd forgotten were possible.

He fell asleep smiling, already counting the hours until he could have her in his arms again.


CHAPTER 6: Complete Surrender

Marcus hadn't slept more than three hours. After Catalina left around midnight, he'd lain awake replaying every moment of their night together—the feel of her tied up and blindfolded beneath him, the sounds she'd made, the way she'd trusted him completely. His cock had been hard again within an hour, and he'd jerked off twice more before finally managing to drift into restless sleep around four AM.

Now, sitting at his desk with his first coffee of the morning, he was hard again just thinking about seeing her in two hours. About having her in his house all day while Sage was at school. About all the things he wanted to do to her.

His phone buzzed.

Catalina: I'm sore. In the best way. Can barely walk without thinking about your cock inside me.

He groaned, his hand automatically moving to palm himself through his sweatpants. It was too early for this level of arousal, but apparently where Catalina was concerned, his body didn't care about reasonable hours.

Marcus: Good. I want you to feel me all day. Want you squirming in your seat remembering how I fucked you.

Catalina: I've been remembering. Woke up at 3 AM touching myself, thinking about you.

Marcus: What were you thinking about specifically?

Catalina: Your tongue. The way you edged me until I was crying. How it felt when you finally let me come.

His cock was fully hard now, tenting his sweatpants obscenely. He reached inside and wrapped his hand around himself, stroking slowly while he texted with his other hand.

Marcus: What are you wearing right now?

Catalina: Just panties. Was about to get in the shower.

Catalina: Pink lace boy shorts. The ones that ride up and show the bottom of my ass.

He stroked himself faster, his thumb spreading the pre-cum leaking from his tip.

Marcus: Are you wet?

Catalina: Soaked. Have been since I woke up.

Marcus: Slide your hand into those panties and tell me what you feel.

A longer pause. He could picture it—her in her bedroom, hand sliding beneath pink lace, fingers finding that slick heat.

Catalina: Wet. So wet it's dripping down my thighs. My clit is swollen and sensitive. Everything is tender from last night but in the best way.

Marcus: Fuck yourself with your fingers. Two of them. Pretend they're my cock.

Catalina: Okay. God. Okay.

Another pause. He stroked himself in time with his imagination—her fingers pushing inside herself, her head falling back, soft moans filling her bedroom.

Catalina: I'm so close already. Been on edge since I woke up.

Marcus: Don't come yet. Not until I say.

Catalina: Marcus please

Marcus: Edge yourself. Get right to the brink and then stop. Do it three times, then you can come.

Catalina: That's cruel

Marcus: That's an order. And when you finally come, I want you to imagine it's my tongue making you come. My mouth on your clit, my fingers inside you.

He didn't get a response for almost five minutes. He stroked himself slowly, keeping himself on edge, imagining her following his orders. Finally, his phone buzzed.

Catalina: Done. Holy fuck. That was intense.

Marcus: Good girl. Now get in the shower. I'll see you at 7.

Catalina: Can't wait.

Marcus stroked himself to completion right there in his office chair, cum spurting across his stomach and chest as he imagined Catalina in her shower, water cascading over her perfect body, his name on her lips as she came.

He cleaned up and headed upstairs to get Sage up for school, already counting down the hours until he'd have Catalina alone in his house again.



Sage had been dropped off at school by eight forty-five. Catalina had texted that she'd be back by nine to "tidy up" even though the house was already clean. They both knew what she was really coming back for.

Marcus heard her key in the lock—he'd given her one yesterday for convenience—and then her footsteps on the stairs. His bedroom door opened, and there she was.

She wore a sundress—soft yellow cotton that contrasted beautifully with her auburn hair and made her skin look golden. It had thin straps, a fitted bodice that showcased her breasts, and a skirt that flared out and ended mid-thigh. White sandals. Her hair was down in loose waves, still slightly damp from her shower. Minimal makeup. Small gold hoops.

The smell of her perfume—vanilla and jasmine—mixed with something clean like soap and shampoo filled the doorway.

"Hi," she said, leaning against the doorframe.

"Hi." He was sitting on the edge of his bed in just jeans, shirtless, and he watched her eyes travel down his chest to the obvious bulge in his pants.

"You started without me?" she asked with a teasing smile.

"Been hard for you since six AM. Couldn't help it."

She pushed off the doorframe and walked toward him with deliberate slowness, her hips swaying. When she reached him, she stood between his spread legs and ran her fingers through his hair.

"Poor baby," she murmured. "Should I take care of that for you?"

"Catalina—"

She sank to her knees in one fluid motion, her hands already reaching for his belt. "I've been thinking about your cock in my mouth all morning. Thinking about making you come down my throat."

His hands fisted in her hair as she worked his belt and zipper, freeing his cock from his jeans. It sprang up, thick and hard, the head already dark and leaking.

"Fuck, you're big," she said, wrapping one hand around the base and stroking slowly. "I don't know if I can take it all."

"You can. You will." His voice was rough with need.

She leaned forward and licked from base to tip in one long, slow stroke, her tongue flat and warm. He groaned, his grip tightening in her hair.

"That's it," he encouraged. "Get it nice and wet for me."

She licked and kissed along his shaft, paying special attention to the sensitive spot just under the head that made him hiss. Then she took him into her mouth, her lips stretching obscenely around his girth.

The heat and wetness of her mouth was overwhelming. She took him deeper, inch by inch, her tongue working against the underside of his cock. When she reached about halfway, she pulled back with a gasp.

"More," he commanded. "Take more."

She tried again, this time relaxing her throat and taking him deeper. He felt the head of his cock hit the back of her throat and groaned at the sensation. She gagged slightly but didn't pull away, just swallowed around him, her throat working.

"Fuck yes," he growled. "Just like that. Choke on my cock, baby."

She pulled back, gasping for air, saliva dripping down her chin. Her eyes were watering but bright with arousal. "Again?"

"Again."

She took him deep again, and this time he held her head in place, keeping her there while she gagged and drooled around him. The sounds were obscene—wet and desperate—and went straight to his balls.

When he finally released her, she pulled off with a wet pop, breathing hard. Her lipstick was completely smeared, her eyes streaming, and she looked fucking gorgeous.

"On the bed," he commanded. "Hands and knees."

She scrambled to obey, climbing onto the bed and getting into position. The sundress had ridden up, giving him a perfect view of her ass barely covered by white lace panties.

He kicked off his jeans completely and moved behind her on the bed, his hands sliding up her thighs to the hem of her dress. He pushed it up to her waist, exposing those white lace panties and the perfect globes of her ass.

"These are pretty," he said, running his fingers along the lace edge. "But they're in my way."

He hooked his fingers in the waistband and pulled them down slowly, watching as they peeled away from her wet pussy. They were soaked, the crotch completely drenched with her arousal.

"Look how wet you are," he said, tossing the ruined panties aside. "Dripping already and I've barely touched you."

Her pussy was swollen and pink, glistening with wetness, her inner thighs already slick. The smell of her arousal—musky and sweet—filled the air and made his mouth water.

He leaned down and licked through her folds, tasting her. She gasped and pushed back against his mouth.

"Please," she whimpered. "Please fuck me, I need you inside me—"

"Not yet." He licked again, this time focusing on her clit, circling it with the tip of his tongue. "I want to taste you properly first."

He proceeded to eat her out thoroughly, his tongue working over every inch of her pussy while his fingers gripped her ass, spreading her wide so he could see everything. She was moaning constantly now, pushing back against his face, trying to get more pressure.

When he slid two fingers inside her, she cried out. Her pussy was so tight and wet, clenching around his fingers immediately.

"Marcus, please, I'm so close—"

"Come then. Come on my tongue."

He sucked her clit into his mouth and curled his fingers, finding that spot inside her that made her see stars. She came with a wail, her whole body shaking, her pussy gushing wetness that he lapped up eagerly.

Before she could fully recover, he positioned himself behind her and pushed inside in one hard thrust.

"Fuck!" she screamed, her back arching. "Oh god, Marcus, you're so deep—"

He was. This angle always let him go deeper, hit spots that made her incoherent. He gripped her hips hard enough to bruise and started fucking her with brutal intensity—hard, deep strokes that had the headboard slamming against the wall and her crying out with each thrust.

"This pussy is mine," he growled. "Mine to fuck whenever I want. Say it."

"Yours," she gasped. "My pussy is yours, only yours—"

"Damn right."

He fucked her relentlessly, one hand sliding up her back to tangle in her hair and pull her head back. The position arched her spine and changed the angle, made him hit her g-spot with every thrust.

"Oh fuck, oh god, right there, don't stop—" Her words dissolved into incoherent moans and cries as another orgasm crashed through her.

He fucked her through it, chasing his own release. When he came, it was with a roar, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself deep inside her, filling her with his cum.

They collapsed onto the bed together, both gasping for breath. His cock was still inside her, softening slowly, his cum starting to leak out around him.

"Jesus Christ," she panted. "That was—"

"We're not done," he interrupted, his cock already starting to harden again inside her. "Not even close."



They'd moved to the bathroom after round one, ostensibly to clean up. But the moment Catalina bent over the counter to wash her face, Marcus was behind her, his cock hard again and pressing against her ass.

"Again?" she asked, but she was already pushing back against him.

"I can't help it. You make me insatiable." His hands slid under her sundress to cup her breasts, finding her nipples hard through the thin fabric. She wasn't wearing a bra. "You're not wearing a bra."

"Thought you'd appreciate that."

"I do." He pinched her nipples, making her gasp. "But now I can't stop thinking about your tits. About getting my cock between them."

"Yeah?" She straightened and turned to face him, a wicked smile on her face. "Want me to give you a titty fuck?"

His cock throbbed. "Fuck yes."

She pushed him back until he was sitting on the closed toilet lid, then knelt between his legs. She pulled her dress down, freeing her breasts. They were perfect—full and soft with those pale pink nipples he loved.

She leaned forward and wrapped her tits around his cock, squeezing them together. The sensation was incredible—soft and warm, completely enveloping him.

"Fuck," he groaned. "That feels amazing."

She started moving, her breasts sliding up and down his shaft. He could see the head of his cock appearing and disappearing between those perfect tits, pre-cum leaking and making everything slick.

"Spit on it," he commanded. "Get it nice and wet."

She leaned down and let a string of saliva drip onto his cock, then used it as lubricant to stroke him faster with her tits. The wet sounds filled the bathroom—obscene and perfect.

"Play with your nipples," he said. "I want to watch you touch yourself while you fuck me with your tits."

She did, her fingers finding her nipples and pinching, rolling, pulling. The combination of sensations and the visual of her pleasuring herself while servicing him was almost too much.

"I'm close," he warned. "Where do you want it?"

"On my tits. I want you to cover me with your cum."

That did it. He came with a groan, thick ropes of cum shooting out and coating her breasts, her neck, even catching her chin. She kept stroking him with her tits until he was completely spent, milking every drop.

When he finally stopped pulsing, she looked down at herself, covered in his cum, and smiled.

"Fuck, that's hot," he said.

"Yeah?" She scooped some of his cum from her breast and brought it to her mouth, sucking her fingers clean. "Mm. You taste good."

His cock, which had just come, gave an interested twitch. "You're going to be the death of me."

"What a way to go though."

They actually cleaned up this time—a quick shower together that stayed mostly innocent, just washing each other's bodies with gentle hands. But the moment they stepped out and dried off, Marcus had her bent over the vanity again, fucking her from behind while they both watched in the mirror.

"Look at yourself," he growled, one hand tangled in her wet hair, pulling her head back so she had to watch. "Look how perfect you look taking my cock."

Her eyes were glazed with pleasure, her mouth open in a constant moan, her breasts bouncing with each thrust. She looked debauched and beautiful, and he couldn't look away.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "Make yourself come while you watch me fuck you."

Her hand flew to her clit, rubbing desperately. Within a minute she was coming, screaming his name, her pussy spasming around his cock. The sight of her falling apart in the mirror pushed him over the edge. He came hard, filling her with another load, his grip on her hips bruising.



They'd finally made it back to the bed, both exhausted and thoroughly satisfied. Catalina was sprawled across his chest, naked, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on his skin.

"We should talk about something," she said quietly.

"Okay."

"Last night you mentioned wanting to... try anal." She paused. "I meant it when I said I'm interested. But if we're going to do it, we need to prepare properly."

His cock, which had finally gone completely soft, stirred with interest. "What do you need?"

"Lube. Lots of it. And we should start with fingers, work up gradually. It's been a while for me, so I'll need time to adjust."

"We don't have to do it today—"

"I want to." She lifted her head to look at him. "I want to give you this. But I need you to be patient, to go slow, to stop if I ask."

"Of course. Always." He cupped her face. "Your comfort and pleasure are more important than any fantasy of mine."

She kissed him softly. "I know. That's why I trust you with this."

"Do you have lube?" he asked.

"In my bag. I brought some just in case."

"Just in case?" He grinned. "Were you planning this?"

"Maybe." She returned his grin. "Or maybe I'm just a very optimistic person."

She got up and retrieved her bag from where she'd dropped it by the door, pulling out a bottle of expensive-looking lubricant. The bottle was nearly full, the label promising long-lasting, silky smooth, anal-safe pleasure.

When she climbed back onto the bed, Marcus could see the mixture of excitement and nervousness on her face.

"We'll take it slow," he promised. "If you want to stop at any point, we stop. No questions, no pressure."

"I know." She took a breath. "How do you want me?"

"On your stomach. Pillow under your hips."

She arranged herself as directed, and Marcus took a moment to just look at her. Pale skin, the curve of her spine, the perfect globes of her ass, her pussy still slightly swollen and wet from earlier. She was stunning.

He positioned himself between her legs, his hands running over her ass, squeezing and spreading gently. "You're so beautiful."

"Stop stalling and touch me," she said, but there was no heat in it. Just nervous anticipation.

He started with his tongue, licking through her pussy first to get her relaxed and aroused again. She moaned and pushed back against his mouth, her earlier nervousness fading as pleasure took over.

When she was writhing and whimpering, he moved higher, his tongue circling her asshole in light, teasing licks.

She gasped. "Oh fuck."

"Feel good?"

"Yes. God yes."

He continued the exploration with his tongue, occasionally dipping lower to lick through her pussy, keeping her aroused and relaxed. When she was completely pliant beneath him, he reached for the lube.

"I'm going to use my fingers now," he warned. "Just one to start."

He coated his index finger liberally with lube and pressed gently against her asshole, just circling, letting her get used to the sensation. She was tight—impossibly tight—but gradually she started to relax.

"Breathe," he encouraged. "Push out a little as I press in."

She did, and his finger slipped inside to the first knuckle. She made a small sound—not quite pain, not quite pleasure.

"Color?" he asked.

"Green. It's just... different. Keep going."

He worked his finger in slowly, pausing frequently to add more lube and let her adjust. When he was fully inside, he held still, letting her get used to the intrusion.

"How does it feel?"

"Full. Intense. Not bad though."

He started moving his finger slowly, in and out, gradually loosening her. After a few minutes, he added more lube and pressed a second finger against her entrance.

"This might be uncomfortable at first," he warned.

"I can take it."

He pressed in slowly, watching her face in profile for any signs of pain. She gritted her teeth as the second finger breached her, her hands fisting in the pillow.

"Breathe," he reminded her.

She took a shaky breath, and he felt her relax slightly. He worked both fingers inside carefully, scissoring gently to stretch her. When he crooked his fingers and found a spot that made her gasp, he knew he'd found her internal pleasure point.

"Oh fuck," she moaned. "Do that again."

He did, massaging that spot while his other hand reached under her to find her clit. The combination of sensations—his fingers in her ass, his other hand on her clit—had her moaning and pushing back against him.

"I think you're ready," he said after several minutes of prep. "But we can stop here if you want. There's no rush."

"Don't you dare stop," she said firmly. "I want your cock in my ass, Marcus. Want to feel you claim me completely."

His cock, which had been hard and aching throughout the prep, throbbed at her words. He withdrew his fingers carefully and coated his cock liberally with lube, making sure every inch was slick.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her well-prepared hole.

"Ready?" he asked.

"Yes. Go slow."

He pressed forward gradually, watching as the head of his cock breached her tight ring. She gasped, her whole body tensing.

"Breathe, baby. Relax for me."

She took a shaky breath and he felt her force herself to relax. He sank in another inch, the tight heat of her ass gripping him almost painfully.

"Fuck," he groaned. "You're so tight."

"Keep going. I can take it."

He continued pressing in slowly, pausing frequently to let her adjust, adding more lube when needed. It took several minutes, but eventually he was fully seated inside her, his hips flush against her ass, buried completely in her tight heat.

"Color?" he asked through gritted teeth, fighting the urge to move.

"Green. So fucking green. You're so deep, Marcus. I can feel you everywhere."

"Can I move?"

"Yes. Please move."

He started with shallow, careful thrusts, watching her face for any signs of discomfort. But she was moaning, pushing back to meet him, clearly enjoying it.

"Harder," she demanded. "I can take it harder."

He picked up the pace, his strokes going deeper. The sensation was incredible—tighter than her pussy, more intense, the taboo nature of it adding to the arousal. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with each thrust.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "I want you to come with my cock in your ass."

Her hand flew to her clit, rubbing frantically. The sounds she was making were desperate, needy, a constant stream of moans and gasps and his name.

"Marcus, fuck, I'm so close—"

"Come for me. Come with my cock buried in your ass."

She did, screaming into the pillow as her orgasm crashed through her. He felt her whole body spasm, felt her ass clench rhythmically around his cock. The sensation was too much. He came hard, groaning as he emptied himself deep in her ass, filling her with his cum.

They collapsed together onto the bed, both shaking and gasping. He withdrew carefully, and she made a small sound of loss.

"How do you feel?" he asked, pulling her into his arms.

"Sore. Used. Satisfied." She looked up at him with glowing eyes. "That was incredible. Thank you for being so patient and careful."

"Thank you for trusting me." He kissed her softly. "You're amazing, you know that?"

"You make me feel amazing."

They lay together in comfortable silence, both too wrung out to move. Outside the windows, the late morning sun streamed in, painting everything in shades of gold.

"We should probably get up," Catalina said eventually. "Sage will be home in a few hours."

"Five more minutes."

"You said that last night."

"And I'll say it again." He pulled her closer. "I never want to let you go."

She kissed his chest, right over his heart. "Then don't."



They'd eventually gotten up, showered again, and gotten dressed. Catalina had changed into jeans and a t-shirt she'd brought, looking fresh and put-together despite the marathon sex session. Marcus wore a polo and khakis, casual Friday attire.

Sage was due home any minute, and they were both trying to act normal despite the lingering sexual tension between them. Every time their eyes met, every accidental touch, sent sparks through them both.

Catalina was making a snack for Sage—apple slices with peanut butter—when Marcus moved behind her and pressed a kiss to her neck.

"You're going to get us caught," she murmured, but she didn't move away.

"Can't help it. You smell too good."

The smell of the kitchen—apples and peanut butter—mixed with her vanilla-jasmine scent and the lingering musk of sex that clung to both of them despite showering twice.

"Marcus—" She was interrupted by the sound of the front door opening.

They sprang apart, and Sage came bounding in, backpack bouncing, full of energy and stories about her day at school.

"Miss Catalina! Daddy! Guess what happened at recess!"

As Sage launched into an elaborate story involving a playground incident and a friend's lost shoe, Marcus caught Catalina's eye over his daughter's head. She smiled—warm and genuine and full of affection that made his chest tight.

This was what he wanted. This feeling of rightness, of completion. His daughter happy and cared for, a woman who made him feel alive, the possibility of something real and lasting.

He knew it was fast. Knew it was complicated. But watching Catalina listen to Sage with genuine interest, seeing how naturally she fit into their lives, he couldn't bring himself to care about the complications.

This was worth fighting for.

She was worth fighting for.



Catalina had stayed for dinner again—becoming a pattern that neither of them wanted to break. After Sage went to bed, they'd migrated to his bedroom under the pretense of watching a movie.

They were tangled together on his bed, clothes still on but growing increasingly inconvenient. His hand was under her shirt, palming her breast, while she ground against his thigh, both of them trading lazy kisses.

"I can't get enough of you," he murmured against her mouth. "It's actually concerning."

"Same. I've never felt like this before." She pulled back to look at him. "Is that weird? That it's this intense this fast?"

"If it's weird, then we're both weird." He rolled them so he was on top, settling between her legs. "But I don't think it's weird. I think we just... fit."

"Yeah." She cupped his face. "We do."

He was about to kiss her again when his phone buzzed on the nightstand. He ignored it, but it buzzed again. And again.

"You should check that," Catalina said.

Sighing, he reached over and grabbed his phone. Three texts from an unknown number.

Unknown: Hey Marcus, it's Jennifer. Got your number from the PTA directory.

Unknown: I know this is random, but I was wondering if you wanted to grab coffee sometime?

Unknown: As a date, I mean. If you're interested.

Marcus stared at the messages, then showed them to Catalina. "Jennifer is another parent from Sage's school. She's been... friendly."

Catalina's expression was carefully neutral. "Are you interested?"

"In her? Fuck no." He tossed his phone aside and pulled Catalina closer. "I'm interested in you. Only you."

"You should probably tell her that."

"I will. Tomorrow. Right now, I have more important things to focus on." He kissed down her neck, his hands working on the button of her jeans. "Like getting you naked and making you scream my name."

She laughed, the sound turning into a moan as his hand slipped into her panties. "Sage is asleep down the hall."

"Then you'll have to be quiet."

He proceeded to torment her—slow, teasing touches that had her writhing and biting her lip to keep quiet. When he finally slid two fingers inside her, she buried her face in his shoulder to muffle her moans.

"So wet already," he murmured in her ear. "You love this, don't you? Having to be quiet while I finger fuck you with my daughter sleeping nearby?"

She nodded frantically, unable to speak, her hips rolling against his hand.

"Come for me," he commanded. "But don't make a sound."

She came hard, her pussy spasming around his fingers, her teeth sinking into his shoulder to keep from crying out. He worked her through it, only stopping when she pushed weakly at his hand.

"Your turn," she whispered, already reaching for his belt.

They fucked slowly and quietly that night—a contrast to their usual intensity. Missionary position, face to face, swallowing each other's moans with deep kisses. It was intimate and intense in a different way, less about raw lust and more about connection.

When they both came—him buried deep inside her, her legs wrapped around his waist—it felt significant. Like something had shifted between them, deepened.

Afterward, they lay together in the dark, her head on his chest, his fingers playing with her hair.

"I should go," she said without moving.

"Stay."

"Marcus—"

"Just until morning. Sage won't come in here, and you can slip out before she wakes up."

"That's risky."

"I know. But I don't want you to leave. Want to fall asleep with you and wake up with you."

She was quiet for a moment, considering. "Okay. Until morning."

They fell asleep tangled together, and for the first time since his divorce, Marcus felt completely at peace.

This was right.

She was right.

Whatever came next, they'd figure it out together.


CHAPTER 7: The New Normal

Marcus woke to the unfamiliar sensation of warmth beside him—soft skin, auburn hair spread across his pillow, the steady rhythm of breathing that wasn't his own. For a disoriented moment he couldn't place what was different, then memory flooded back and his chest tightened with something that felt dangerously close to contentment.

Catalina had stayed the night.

She was curled against him, her back pressed to his chest, his arm draped over her waist. They were both naked under the sheets—at some point in the night they'd kicked off what little clothing they'd been wearing. The room smelled like sex and her perfume, vanilla and jasmine mixed with the musk of their bodies, and the early morning light filtering through the curtains painted everything in shades of gray and gold.

His cock was hard, pressing against the curve of her ass—morning wood made more insistent by her proximity. He shifted slightly, trying not to wake her, but the movement made her stir.

"Mm," she hummed sleepily, pushing back against him. "You're hard."

"Sorry. Can't help it."

"Don't apologize." Her hand reached back to wrap around his cock, stroking lazily. "I like it."

He groaned, his hips rolling forward into her grip. "We should get up. Sage usually wakes around seven on weekends."

"That's almost an hour." She guided his cock between her thighs, not inside her but sliding through the slick wetness of her pussy. "Plenty of time."

"Catalina—"

"Shh. Just this. Nice and slow and quiet."

He didn't need more encouragement. He adjusted the angle slightly and pushed inside her from behind, both of them sighing at the familiar sensation of connection. She was wet already—maybe from arousal, maybe just from the residual cum from last night—and he slid in easily until he was fully seated.

They moved together slowly, his arm still wrapped around her waist, her hand covering his. It was intimate and unhurried, less about chasing orgasm and more about closeness, about starting the day wrapped up in each other.

The room was quiet except for their breathing and the soft, wet sounds of him moving inside her. Outside, birds were starting their morning songs, and somewhere down the street a dog barked. Normal suburban sounds that contrasted sharply with what they were doing.

"I could get used to this," she whispered. "Waking up with you."

"Me too." His lips found the back of her neck, kissing softly. "I want this. Every morning."

"That's a big statement."

"I know." His hand slid down from her waist to between her legs, fingers finding her clit and circling gently. "But I mean it."

She made a soft sound—half pleasure, half emotion—and pushed back against him harder. "Marcus—"

"I'm falling in love with you," he said against her neck, the words tumbling out before he could stop them. "Maybe already have fallen. I know it's fast and probably crazy, but—"

"I love you too," she interrupted, turning her head to kiss him. "I've been terrified to say it but I do. I love you."

Something in his chest cracked open at those words. He made love to her slowly and thoroughly, bringing them both to quiet, shuddering orgasms that felt more significant than all the wild, desperate fucking they'd done over the past few days.

After, they lay tangled together, both catching their breath.

"We should really get up now," Catalina said reluctantly.

"Five more minutes."

She laughed. "You always say that."

"Because I always mean it."

But they did get up, both of them slipping into bathrobes—his massive on her frame—and heading to the kitchen to make coffee before Sage woke up. They moved around each other easily, comfortable in the domestic intimacy, stealing kisses between pouring coffee and starting breakfast.

Marcus was scrambling eggs when he heard Sage's door open upstairs.

"Daddy?" Her small voice drifted down.

"In the kitchen, sweetheart!"

The sound of her feet on the stairs, then she appeared in the doorway—pajamas rumpled, dark curls a mess, rubbing sleep from her eyes. She stopped short when she saw Catalina at the kitchen island in Marcus's robe.

"Miss Catalina? You're here really early."

There was a beat of silence where Marcus and Catalina exchanged looks.

"I, um—" Catalina started.

"I came over early to help your dad make a special breakfast," Catalina finished smoothly. "Thought we could make pancakes. The fun ones with chocolate chips shaped like Mickey Mouse."

Sage's eyes lit up. "Really?"

"Really. Want to help?"

Crisis averted. Sage bounded over to help, seemingly accepting the explanation without question. But as she chatted excitedly about pancake shapes, Marcus caught Catalina's eye over his daughter's head.

They were going to have to tell her eventually. This sneaking around, these close calls—it wasn't sustainable. But how did you explain to a seven-year-old that her nanny was also Daddy's girlfriend? That the woman who took care of her was sleeping with him?

Later, Catalina's expression seemed to say. We'll figure it out later.



After pancakes and cartoons and a morning at the park with Sage, Marcus had retreated to his home office to catch up on work emails. Sage was in her room playing, and Catalina was supposedly tidying up downstairs.

He'd been working for maybe twenty minutes when his office door opened and Catalina slipped inside, closing it behind her with a soft click.

"Hi," she said, leaning against the door.

"Hi." He pushed back from his desk. "Everything okay?"

"Everything's fine. Sage is absorbed in some elaborate doll scenario." She walked toward him with deliberate slowness. "And I've been thinking about you. About your cock. About how it's been hours since you fucked me."

His dick went from zero to interested in seconds. "Catalina, Sage is upstairs—"

"I know. We'll be quiet." She dropped to her knees in front of his desk chair, her hands already reaching for his belt. "I just need to taste you. Been craving it all morning."

"Fuck," he groaned as she freed his cock from his jeans, already half-hard and getting harder under her attention.

She didn't waste time, just wrapped her lips around him and took him deep, her tongue working magic against the underside of his shaft. The wet heat of her mouth was incredible, and he had to grip the arms of his chair to keep from thrusting up into her throat.

The smell of her—vanilla and jasmine—mixed with his own musk as she worked him with enthusiasm. The sounds were obscene but quiet, just wet sucking noises and his stifled groans.

"God, your mouth," he panted, one hand fisting in her hair. "So fucking perfect."

She hummed around him, the vibration traveling straight through his cock, and took him deeper until he felt the back of her throat. She gagged slightly but didn't pull away, just swallowed around him and held there.

"Catalina, baby, I'm gonna—"

She pulled off just long enough to say, "Come in my mouth. Want to taste you."

That was all it took. He came with a muffled groan, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself down her throat. She swallowed every drop, then licked him clean with slow, deliberate strokes of her tongue.

When she finally released him and looked up with a satisfied smile, he could only stare at her in awe.

"Better?" she asked innocently.

"You're incredible."

"I know." She stood and kissed him, letting him taste himself on her tongue. "Now get back to work. I'll go check on Sage."

She left him there, dazed and satisfied, wondering how he'd gotten this lucky.



Sage was in bed—exhausted from a full day—and Marcus and Catalina were finally alone again. They'd ordered Thai food and were eating at the kitchen island, both of them relaxed and comfortable in a way that felt significant.

"We need to talk about telling Sage," Marcus said, pushing pad thai around on his plate.

Catalina set down her fork. "I know."

"She's going to figure it out eventually if she hasn't already. This morning was close."

"I know," Catalina repeated. "But how do we do it? What do we even say?"

Marcus thought about it. "The truth, mostly. That we've developed feelings for each other, that we're dating, that it doesn't change how much I love her or how well you'll take care of her."

"What if she freaks out? What if she thinks I'm trying to replace her mom?"

"Her mom abandoned her," Marcus said bluntly. "Moved across the country for a man she'd known three months and barely calls. You're more of a mother figure to Sage than her actual mother has been in the past year."

Catalina's eyes were bright with emotion. "That's... a lot of responsibility."

"I know. And I'm not asking you to be her mom—that's not what this is about. But you're important to both of us now, and she deserves to know the truth about our relationship."

"Okay." Catalina took a breath. "When?"

"Tomorrow? We could sit her down after breakfast, explain things gently."

"Okay. Tomorrow."

They finished eating in contemplative silence, both nervous about the conversation ahead. After they'd cleaned up, Catalina moved to leave—she still had her own apartment, still maintained the pretense of separation—but Marcus stopped her at the door.

"Stay," he said. "Sleep in my bed. Wake up with me again. We're telling her tomorrow anyway, so what does one more night matter?"

She hesitated, then nodded. "Okay. Let me just grab some clothes from my car."

While she was gone, Marcus went upstairs and checked on Sage—sound asleep, stuffed unicorn clutched to her chest, completely oblivious to the adult complications happening around her. He pressed a kiss to her forehead and whispered, "I hope you understand, sweetheart. I hope you see that this is good for all of us."

When he returned downstairs, Catalina was back with an overnight bag. They went up to his bedroom together, and for the first time, there was no urgency, no desperate need to fuck immediately. They just got ready for bed like a normal couple—brushing teeth side by side at his dual vanities, changing into sleepwear (her in one of his t-shirts, him in boxer briefs), climbing into bed together.

They lay facing each other, trading soft kisses and softer words.

"I'm scared," she admitted. "About tomorrow. About what Sage will say."

"Me too. But whatever happens, we'll handle it together."

"Together," she echoed, like she was testing the word. "I like the sound of that."

"Get used to it." He pulled her close. "Because I'm not letting you go, Catalina. Whatever obstacles we face, whatever complications arise—I'm in this. All the way."

"Even if Sage hates it? Even if it makes things difficult?"

"Even then. But I don't think she will. I think she'll be happy. She adores you."

"I adore her too." Catalina buried her face in his chest. "I love you both so much it terrifies me."

"I know the feeling."

They fell asleep like that, wrapped up in each other, gathering strength for the conversation ahead.



Marcus woke to Catalina's mouth wrapped around his cock.

He surfaced from sleep slowly, awareness creeping in—the wet heat, the suction, the incredible sensation of her tongue working his shaft. His eyes flew open to find her between his legs, barely visible in the darkness, her head bobbing up and down.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hand automatically going to her hair. "What are you—"

She pulled off just long enough to whisper, "Couldn't sleep. Kept thinking about your cock. Needed to taste you again."

Then she took him back in her mouth, deeper this time, until he hit the back of her throat. He was fully hard now, aching and throbbing, pre-cum leaking that she lapped up eagerly.

"God, Catalina—"

She worked him expertly, one hand wrapped around the base stroking in rhythm with her mouth, the other cupping his balls and rolling them gently. The sounds were obscene in the quiet room—wet sucking, his stifled groans, her occasional hums of satisfaction.

He was close embarrassingly fast—between the surprise wake-up and her skilled mouth, he didn't stand a chance.

"Baby, I'm gonna—"

She took him deeper, swallowing around him, and that was it. He came hard, his hips bucking up involuntarily as he emptied himself down her throat. She took it all, swallowing and sucking until he was completely spent and oversensitive.

When she finally released him and crawled back up his body, he could only stare at her in the darkness.

"Best alarm clock ever," he managed.

She laughed softly. "Thought you might like it."

"Like it? I loved it." He pulled her in for a deep kiss, tasting himself on her tongue. "But now I feel like I should return the favor."

"You don't have to—"

"I want to." He rolled them over so she was beneath him, his hand already sliding between her legs to find her wet and ready. "Fuck, you're soaked. Did sucking my cock get you this wet?"

"Yes," she gasped as his fingers pushed inside her. "Always does."

He proceeded to eat her out slowly and thoroughly, taking his time despite the early hour, making her come twice on his tongue before she was pushing at his head and whimpering about oversensitivity.

After, they dozed together for another hour before the alarm went off for real. Time to face the day. Time to tell Sage the truth.



Breakfast had been a quiet affair—pancakes again at Sage's request, with all three of them making small talk and pretending everything was normal. But now the dishes were done and Sage was settled on the couch, and Marcus and Catalina exchanged a look that said now or never.

They sat down on either side of Sage, and Marcus cleared his throat.

"Hey sweetheart, Miss Catalina and I need to talk to you about something."

Sage looked up from her iPad, immediately sensing the serious tone. "Am I in trouble?"

"No, baby, you're not in trouble at all," Catalina assured her. "We just need to tell you something important."

Marcus took a breath. "You know how much I care about Miss Catalina, right? And how much she cares about you?"

Sage nodded slowly.

"Well, we've discovered that we care about each other too. In a grown-up way." He was trying to find the right words. "We're... dating. Like boyfriend and girlfriend."

There was a long silence. Sage looked between them, her expression unreadable.

"So... Miss Catalina is your girlfriend?" she finally asked.

"Yes."

"Does that mean she's going to be my new mom?"

Marcus and Catalina exchanged quick glances. "No, honey," Catalina said gently. "You already have a mom, even if she's far away. I'm not trying to replace her. But I do love you very much, and I love your dad, and we're going to be spending a lot of time together."

"Like a family?" Sage asked.

"Kind of like a family, yes."

Sage was quiet again, processing. Then: "Does this mean you'll be here for breakfast every day now? Instead of just sometimes?"

Marcus laughed, relief flooding through him. "Probably, yeah."

"Cool." Sage went back to her iPad like the conversation was over.

"Wait—that's it?" Marcus asked. "You're okay with this?"

Sage looked up, confused. "Why wouldn't I be? I like Miss Catalina. And you're always happier when she's here. I'm not dumb, Daddy."

Out of the mouths of babes.

"How long have you known?" Catalina asked, amused.

"Since like, Friday maybe? You guys are really obvious." Sage rolled her eyes with all the dramatic flair of a child who thought she was very sophisticated. "You kept making kissy faces at each other."

Marcus and Catalina both started laughing, the tension breaking completely.

"You're right, we weren't very subtle," Marcus admitted.

"Can I go back to my game now?" Sage asked. "Or do you need to tell me more grown-up stuff?"

"No, that's... that's it. Go ahead."

As Sage bounced off to her room with her iPad, Marcus pulled Catalina into his arms, both of them weak with relief.

"That went better than expected," he said.

"She's an amazing kid."

"She is." He kissed her softly. "So what now?"

"Now?" Catalina grinned. "Now we don't have to sneak around anymore. Now I can kiss you whenever I want without worrying about her seeing."

"Best outcome ever."

She pulled him down for a deeper kiss, and for the first time, they didn't have to worry about being caught. They could just be together, openly, honestly.

It felt like freedom.



With Sage engrossed in a movie downstairs, Marcus and Catalina had retreated to his bedroom for some "alone time"—which Sage had rolled her eyes at with a knowing "gross, grown-up stuff" that had them both laughing.

Now they were on his bed, clothes already scattered across the floor, Catalina straddling his lap and sinking down onto his cock with a satisfied moan.

"God, I love not having to be quiet," she gasped as she started moving, rolling her hips in that way that drove him crazy.

"Then don't be." His hands gripped her waist, guiding her movements. "Let me hear how good my cock feels inside you."

She did, her moans loud and unrestrained as she rode him. The afternoon sun streamed through the windows, illuminating her pale skin and making her hair look like burnished copper. She was stunning—head thrown back, breasts bouncing, completely lost in pleasure.

Marcus watched, mesmerized, committing every detail to memory. The flush spreading across her chest, the way her pussy gripped him with each downward stroke, the sheen of sweat on her skin, the pure bliss on her face.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "Make yourself come on my cock."

Her hand flew to her clit, rubbing frantically, and within seconds she was there—crying out his name as her orgasm crashed through her, her pussy spasming around him.

He flipped them over, pinning her beneath him, and fucked her hard through her aftershocks. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, her nails raking down his back.

"Yes," she gasped. "Harder, Marcus, fuck me harder—"

He complied, pounding into her with bruising force, the headboard slamming against the wall. Neither of them cared if Sage could hear. They were past the point of restraint.

"I'm close," he groaned. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside. Always inside." Her hands cupped his face, pulling him down for a kiss. "Want to feel you fill me up."

He came with a roar, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself deep inside her. She came again just from the sensation of his cock pulsing and his cum flooding her pussy, both of them crying out together.

After, they lay tangled together, both panting and covered in sweat.

"I'm never getting tired of that," she said.

"Good. Because I plan on fucking you at least once a day for the foreseeable future."

"Only once?"

He laughed. "Fine. Multiple times a day."

"Much better."

They cleaned up and got dressed, both glowing with satisfaction, and headed downstairs to find Sage. The movie was almost over, and she looked up as they entered.

"Are you done with your gross grown-up stuff?" she asked matter-of-factly.

"For now," Marcus said, fighting a smile.

"Good. I'm hungry."

They made lunch together—all three of them in the kitchen, Sage chattering about her movie while Marcus and Catalina moved around each other with easy familiarity. It felt natural, comfortable, right.

This was what family looked like now.



They'd just finished dinner when the doorbell rang. Marcus answered to find a woman in her early forties standing on his porch—Jennifer, the one who'd texted him Friday night asking him on a date.

"Jennifer. Hi." He was caught off guard.

"Hi Marcus. Sorry to drop by unannounced. I was in the neighborhood and thought I'd..." She trailed off, her eyes moving past him to where Catalina was visible in the kitchen. "Oh. You have company."

"This is Catalina," Marcus said, stepping aside. Catalina had come to the door, sliding naturally under his arm. "My girlfriend."

He felt Catalina tense slightly at the word—the first time he'd said it out loud to someone else—then relax and lean into him.

"Oh!" Jennifer looked genuinely surprised. "I didn't realize you were seeing anyone. The PTA gossip mill is usually so on top of these things."

"It's fairly recent," Catalina said with a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. Marcus could tell she was assessing the situation, the other woman.

"Well, congratulations," Jennifer said, recovering quickly. "I actually just stopped by to drop off some information about the school fundraiser next month. I'll just..." She handed Marcus a flyer. "I should get going. Nice to meet you, Catalina."

"You too."

After Jennifer left, Catalina turned to Marcus with raised eyebrows. "That was the woman who asked you out?"

"Yeah. I was going to text her back but honestly forgot with everything else happening."

"She's pretty. And age-appropriate." There was something in Catalina's voice—not quite jealousy but adjacent to it.

"Hey." He pulled her close. "I don't care about age-appropriate or what the PTA gossip mill thinks. I care about you. Only you."

"I know. It's just..." She bit her lip. "People are going to talk. About us. About the age difference, about me being Sage's nanny, about how fast this all happened."

"Let them talk. I don't care."

"I care. I don't want Sage to deal with judgment because of us."

"Sage will be fine. She's tougher than she looks." He kissed her softly. "And anyone who has a problem with us can fuck off."

She laughed despite herself. "Very mature."

"I'm serious. You make me happy. You make Sage happy. That's all that matters."

"Okay." She took a breath, visibly centering herself. "Okay. You're right."

"Of course I am. I'm always right."

She swatted his arm, and they headed back inside together, but Marcus knew this was just the beginning. There would be more Jennifers, more judgment, more complications.

But they'd face it all together.



The first morning of their new normal started like the previous ones—Catalina arriving at seven to help with the morning routine—except this time there was no pretense, no hiding. She walked in and kissed Marcus good morning right in front of Sage, who made a gagging noise but was clearly not actually bothered.

They moved through the routine with practiced ease—breakfast, getting Sage dressed and ready for school, packing lunch. Catalina drove Sage to school while Marcus headed to the office, and he found himself smiling through his entire commute thinking about coming home to both of them tonight.

At work, he got pulled into back-to-back meetings, but during a break around eleven he checked his phone to find several texts from Catalina.

Catalina: Just dropped Sage off. Coming back to your place to clean up. Might take a long shower. Alone. In your master bathroom.

Catalina: Correction: I'm in your shower now. It's very big and lonely. Wish you were here.

Catalina: [Photo attached]

He opened the photo and nearly dropped his phone. It was a mirror selfie from his bathroom—Catalina completely naked, water streaming over her body, one hand cupping her breast, the other held out with the phone. The glass was fogged but he could see enough—her wet hair, her flushed skin, the curves of her body.

His cock went hard immediately.

Marcus: You're killing me. I'm at work.

Catalina: I know. That's what makes it fun. I'm touching myself thinking about you.

Marcus: What are you thinking about?

Catalina: This morning. How your cock felt inside me. How you filled me with your cum. I can still feel it leaking out.

Marcus: Fuck. I'm so hard right now.

Catalina: Good. I want you thinking about me all day. Thinking about my wet pussy, how tight I am around you, how much I love taking your cock.

Marcus: When I get home tonight, I'm going to fuck you in every room of that house.

Catalina: Promise?

Marcus: Promise.

He spent the rest of his work day in a state of semi-arousal, checking his phone constantly for more texts from her. She sent them periodically—teasing messages about what she was wearing (nothing under her dress), what she was doing (thinking about him), what she wanted him to do to her later (everything).

By the time he left work at five thirty, he was practically vibrating with need.



Marcus walked in to find Catalina cooking dinner while Sage did homework at the kitchen table. The scene was so domestic, so normal, that it made his chest tight.

"Daddy!" Sage jumped up to hug him.

"Hey sweetheart. How was school?"

While Sage launched into a story about recess, Marcus moved behind Catalina at the stove, his hands settling on her hips, his lips finding her neck.

"Hi," he murmured against her skin.

"Hi yourself." She leaned back into him. "Miss me?"

"You have no idea."

His hand started to slide lower, but Sage was right there, and Catalina caught his wrist with a laugh.

"Later," she whispered. "After dinner. After Sage is in bed."

"I'm holding you to that promise about every room."

"I'm counting on it."

Dinner was chaotic in the best way—Sage talking nonstop, Catalina and Marcus trading looks across the table that promised everything would happen later. After they cleaned up, they did the bedtime routine together—bath time, story time, tucking Sage in.

When they finally closed Sage's bedroom door and returned downstairs, Marcus didn't waste time. He pulled Catalina into the living room and kissed her deeply, his hands already working on the buttons of her dress.

"Living room first," he growled against her mouth. "Then kitchen, then dining room, then my office, then upstairs."

"That's a lot of rooms."

"That's the idea."

He stripped her dress off and found she'd been telling the truth—no underwear. Nothing between him and her bare skin. He groaned and dropped to his knees, pulling her legs over his shoulders and burying his face in her pussy.

She gasped and gripped his hair, her head falling back as his tongue worked over her clit. She tasted like want and arousal, slightly salty and addictively sweet, and he couldn't get enough.

"Marcus," she whimpered. "Oh god, your tongue—"

He ate her out roughly, no finesse, just need. Sucking her clit, fucking her with his tongue, making her ride his face while she moaned and gasped. When she came, she flooded his mouth with wetness and he lapped it up greedily.

Before she could recover, he stood and freed his cock from his pants, then lifted her and impaled her on him in one hard thrust. She screamed—actually screamed—her legs wrapping around his waist as he fucked her standing up in his living room.

"This is what you've been teasing me about all day," he growled, slamming into her. "Had me hard and aching, thinking about your tight pussy."

"Yes," she gasped. "Wanted you desperate for me—"

"Mission accomplished."

He carried her to the couch and bent her over the arm, fucking her from behind with bruising force. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room along with her cries and his grunts. When she came again, her pussy clenching around him, he followed immediately, emptying himself inside her with a roar.

"One room down," he panted. "Four to go."

She laughed breathlessly. "You're actually serious about this."

"Dead serious."

They moved to the kitchen next—her bent over the island where they'd eaten breakfast that morning, his cock driving into her while she gripped the marble and moaned. Then the dining room—her spread out on the table, legs over his shoulders while he pounded into her. Then his office—her on her knees sucking his cock until he came down her throat.

By the time they made it upstairs to his bedroom for the final round, they were both exhausted and covered in sweat and thoroughly satisfied.

"I don't think I can come again," she admitted as they collapsed onto his bed.

"Me neither." He pulled her close. "But that was fucking incredible."

"It was." She kissed him softly. "I love you."

"I love you too."

They fell asleep tangled together, completely spent, completely content.



"Higher, Daddy! Push me higher!"

Marcus obliged, giving Sage's swing another push that sent her soaring upward with delighted shrieks. The October afternoon was perfect—cool but sunny, the leaves on the trees just starting to turn brilliant shades of red and gold. Fall in Chicago at its finest.

Catalina was setting up a picnic on the patio table—sandwiches and fruit and cookies they'd baked together that morning. She'd moved most of her stuff into his place over the past two weeks, her apartment sitting mostly empty except for a few pieces of furniture. They hadn't officially discussed her moving in; it had just happened organically, her belongings migrating to his house until there was no point in maintaining two places.

"Food's ready!" Catalina called.

Sage jumped off the swing mid-arc—giving Marcus a heart attack—and landed with a roll before bouncing up completely fine. Seven-year-olds were apparently made of rubber.

They settled at the patio table, Sage chattering between bites about her friend's birthday party next weekend. Marcus caught Catalina's eye across the table and smiled. This was his life now. This was his family.

"Can Miss Catalina come to the party with us?" Sage asked.

"Of course she can," Marcus said. "Though you should probably start calling her Catalina. Just Catalina. Not Miss."

"Why?"

"Because she's not just your nanny anymore. She's..." He looked at Catalina. "She's family."

Sage considered this. "Like my stepmom?"

"Do you want her to be?" Marcus asked carefully.

Sage looked at Catalina. "Would you want to be my stepmom?"

Catalina's eyes were bright with emotion. "I would love that. If you'd want me to be."

"Okay. But I'm not calling you Mom. You're Catalina."

"Deal."

They finished lunch and Marcus cleaned up while Catalina and Sage started an elaborate game involving her dolls and what appeared to be a dragon attack. He watched them from the kitchen window—his daughter and the woman he loved—and felt something settle deep in his chest.

This was right. This was home.

His phone buzzed with a call. His ex-wife. He stepped inside to answer.

"Hello, Danielle."

"Marcus. How is everything?" Her voice was carefully neutral, the tone she used when she was about to ask for something.

"Everything's good. Sage is doing great."

"Good. That's... that's good." A pause. "I heard through the grapevine that you're seeing someone. The nanny?"

Ah. So the gossip had reached LA. "Her name is Catalina. And yes, we're together."

"That was fast."

"Rich coming from you," he said dryly. "You moved in with your boyfriend after six weeks."

"That's different—"

"How? How is it different?"

Silence.

"Look," Marcus continued, "I'm not interested in your judgment. Catalina is amazing with Sage, and we're happy. If you have a problem with that, I don't really care."

"I don't have a problem," Danielle said, and she sounded almost... resigned. "I'm glad you're happy. Really. I know I fucked things up with us, and I'm sorry for that. If you've found someone who's good to you and good to our daughter, then... good."

Marcus was taken aback by the genuine emotion in her voice. "Thank you."

"Take care of yourself, Marcus. And her. Both of them."

After they hung up, he went back outside to find Catalina and Sage building a fort out of fallen leaves. Catalina looked up as he approached, a question in her eyes.

"Everything okay?"

"Everything's perfect," he said, and meant it.



After Sage was asleep, Marcus and Catalina had retreated to the bedroom for what had become their nightly ritual—making love slowly and thoroughly, reconnecting after the day.

Tonight was different though. Slower, more intimate than usual. Marcus took his time worshipping her body, kissing every inch of skin, making her come on his tongue before finally sliding inside her.

They moved together unhurriedly, face to face, eyes locked, breathing each other's air.

"I want to marry you," Marcus said, the words tumbling out before he could overthink them.

Catalina's eyes went wide. "What?"

"Not now. Not tomorrow. But someday. I want you to be my wife. Want to make this official. Want to wake up with you every morning for the rest of my life."

"Marcus—"

"You don't have to answer now. I just needed you to know. That this isn't temporary for me. That I'm planning a future with you in it."

Her eyes filled with tears. "I want that too. All of it. Marriage, forever, everything."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." She kissed him deeply. "I love you so much."

"I love you too."

They made love with renewed intensity, both of them crying and laughing and completely overwhelmed with emotion. When they came together, it felt like a promise, a commitment that went deeper than words.

After, they lay tangled together in the darkness, both basking in contentment.

"We should probably wait at least a year before we actually get engaged," Catalina said practically. "For Sage's sake. Let her get used to this new normal."

"Agreed. But I'm still going to think of you as my future wife."

"And I'll think of you as my future husband." She paused. "God, that sounds so official."

"It is official. In all the ways that matter."

She snuggled closer. "I can't believe how much my life has changed in a month. A month ago, I was just interviewing for a nanny position. Now I'm living with you, in love with you, planning a future with you and Sage."

"Do you regret it? The speed of it all?"

"Not for a second." She kissed his chest. "You're the best thing that's ever happened to me, Marcus. You and Sage both."

"The feeling is extremely mutual."

They drifted off to sleep wrapped around each other, both of them smiling, both of them exactly where they belonged.



"She said yes!" Sage came running down the stairs, waving a piece of paper. "Miss—I mean, Catalina said yes!"

Marcus looked up from his laptop where he'd been pretending to work. "Said yes to what?"

"I asked if she wanted to adopt me! Like legally be my mom! And she said we should ask you and that it's a big decision but that she'd love to!" The words tumbled out in one excited rush.

Marcus's heart clenched. He looked at Catalina, who'd appeared in the doorway looking slightly panicked.

"She asked me," Catalina said quietly. "Out of nowhere. I said we'd have to talk about it as a family but that I'd be honored."

"Can we, Daddy? Please?" Sage's eyes were huge and hopeful.

Marcus stood and pulled both of them into a hug. "Of course we can. If Catalina wants to officially adopt you, and if you want that, then absolutely."

"Yes!" Sage hugged them both tighter. "This is the best day ever!"

After Sage ran back upstairs to call her friend with the news, Marcus turned to Catalina.

"Are you sure?" he asked. "That's a big step."

"I'm sure." Her eyes were bright. "I love her like she's mine anyway. Might as well make it official."

"You know this means you're really stuck with us now."

"Good. That's exactly where I want to be."

He kissed her softly. "Have I mentioned lately that I love you?"

"Once or twice. But I never get tired of hearing it."

"I love you. And not just for this, though this is incredible. I love you for every single thing you are."

"I love you too." She grinned. "Future husband."

"Future wife."

They kissed again, deeper this time, until Sage's voice echoed from upstairs.

"No kissing! That's gross!"

They broke apart laughing.

"Think she'll ever stop saying that?" Catalina asked.

"Not a chance. But that's okay. We have the rest of our lives to kiss when she's not looking."

"The rest of our lives," Catalina repeated softly. "I really like the sound of that."

"Me too."

And as they stood there in his living room—their living room now—with Sage's excited chatter filtering down from upstairs and the evening light streaming through the windows, Marcus felt a peace settle over him that he'd never experienced before.

This was it. This was everything. His daughter, his future wife, his home, his family.

Complete and whole and exactly right.



Marcus stood at the edge of the dance floor, watching his wife—his wife—twirl Sage around to some upbeat song the DJ was playing. They were both laughing, Sage in a pale pink flower girl dress and Catalina in her wedding gown—simple ivory lace that showcased every curve he loved.

The backyard had been transformed for the ceremony and reception—string lights and flowers everywhere, tables full of food and champagne, their closest friends and family celebrating with them. It had been a small wedding, intimate, just the people who mattered most.

Sage had walked Catalina down the aisle earlier that afternoon, both of them crying happy tears. The adoption had gone through six months ago, and legally Catalina was now Sage's mother in addition to being Marcus's wife. His ex-wife had signed away her parental rights without protest, relieved to be free of the responsibility she'd never wanted.

"You look happy."

Marcus turned to find his best friend Daniel standing beside him, beer in hand.

"I am happy. Happier than I've ever been."

"She's good for you. I haven't seen you smile this much in... ever, actually."

"She's everything. Her and Sage. They're my whole world."

"Sap," Daniel said affectionately. "But seriously, I'm happy for you, man. You deserve this."

The song changed to something slower, and Catalina caught Marcus's eye across the dance floor, beckoning him over. He excused himself and crossed to her, taking her in his arms as Sage ran off to dance with her friends.

"Hi, husband," she said, smiling up at him.

"Hi, wife." He still wasn't tired of saying it. Wasn't sure he ever would be.

They swayed together to the music, ignoring everyone else, lost in their own world.

"Remember our first night together?" she murmured. "When you promised me four times before breakfast?"

"I remember keeping that promise."

"You kept a lot of promises." She rested her head on his chest. "You promised we'd figure everything out together. That we'd make it work despite the complications. You kept all of those promises."

"Because you're worth keeping promises for. Both of you."

"I love you, Marcus Brennan."

"I love you too, Catalina Brennan." The name still sent a thrill through him. She'd taken his name without hesitation, wanting the three of them to be unified as a family.

They danced through several songs, occasionally joined by Sage or friends, but always coming back together. When the reception finally wound down and the last guests departed, they stood in the backyard surrounded by the aftermath of the celebration—empty champagne glasses and scattered flower petals and the string lights still glowing in the darkness.

"Best day of my life," Catalina said.

"Mine too." He pulled her close. "Ready to go upstairs and start our wedding night properly?"

"Sage is spending the night at her friend's house..."

"I know. Which means I have you all to myself. All night. No interruptions."

"What did you have in mind?"

He leaned down and whispered in her ear exactly what he planned to do to her, in explicit detail that made her shiver and press closer.

"Let's go," she said breathlessly.

They practically ran inside and up to their bedroom, leaving a trail of wedding attire in their wake. When they finally tumbled into bed together—husband and wife, partners in everything—it felt like coming home.

Like everything in their lives had been leading to this moment.

And as Marcus made love to his wife slowly and thoroughly, bringing her to orgasm after orgasm, he thought about the journey that had brought them here. From that first awkward interview to stolen moments to coming clean to Sage to building a life together to this—their wedding night, their forever beginning.

It had been fast. It had been complicated. It had been absolutely worth it.

"I love you," he whispered against her skin as she came undone beneath him. "I love you so fucking much."

"I love you too," she gasped. "Always. Forever."

"Forever," he agreed.

And he meant it with every fiber of his being.

This was his forever. This woman, this family, this life they'd built together.

Nothing had ever been more right.



EPILOGUE

Marcus walked through the door to controlled chaos.

Sage—now twelve and somehow simultaneously mature and ridiculous—was at the kitchen table doing homework while arguing with someone on FaceTime about a school project. In the living room, three-year-old Liam was building an elaborate tower out of blocks while providing his own sound effects. And one-year-old Emma was in her high chair, covered in what appeared to be an entire container of yogurt, giggling maniacally.

Catalina stood at the stove, cooking dinner with one hand while rocking a fussy baby carrier with her foot. She looked up as he entered, and despite the chaos and the yogurt and the noise, she was smiling.

"You're home early," she said.

"Couldn't stand being away any longer." He kissed her, then moved to clean up Emma while Catalina checked on whatever was in the oven.

This was his life now. Three kids, a house in constant chaos, his wife who still made his heart race even after years together. It was messy and loud and absolutely perfect.

Later, after dinner and baths and story time and finally getting all three kids asleep, they collapsed together on the couch.

"Three kids," Marcus said wonderingly. "Remember when it was just us sneaking around?"

"Seems like a lifetime ago." She snuggled closer. "Do you ever regret it? How fast everything moved?"

"Not for a second." He kissed the top of her head. "You're still the best decision I ever made."

"Even when I'm covered in yogurt and haven't slept more than four hours straight in a year?"

"Even then. Especially then."

"Sap."

"Your sap."

She looked up at him, and despite the exhaustion and the chaos and the yogurt dried in her hair, she was still the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen.

"I love you," she said.

"I love you too. Forever."

"Forever," she agreed.

And outside their window, the Chicago suburbs carried on with their usual evening routine—neighbors walking dogs, cars pulling into driveways, the normal rhythm of suburban life.

But inside this house, something extraordinary had happened. Something that had started with an interview and a spark of attraction and had grown into this—a family, a home, a forever.

It hadn't been easy. It hadn't been simple. But it had been real, and true, and absolutely worth every complication.

This was their new normal. This was their happily ever after.

And it was perfect.
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