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Submission in the Library


Chapter 1

This is the confession of how my body truly woke up between shelves of books and enforced silence. I know how that sounds. Absurd. Almost laughable. But stay with me—I promise you’ll understand why a library became the place where restraint and desire collided hard enough to change me.

You probably picture libraries as mausoleums for yellowed textbooks and dog‑eared romances meant for lonely retirees. That’s what I thought too. I was wrong. Libraries are temples of suppression—places where rules press in from every direction. No food. No drinks. No noise. Barely a breath. Every shuffle of a chair feels amplified, every glance potentially noticed. You’re watched without being watched. Controlled. Behave, or be exposed. It’s a closed system with its own quiet tyranny, and there’s something about that kind of restriction that sharpens everything else. Desire included.

I didn’t always see it that way. For most of my life, the library was nothing more than an obligation. A place I rushed into only when an assignment forced me there, and even then I counted the minutes until I could escape. But life has a way of cornering you, of stripping away options until you seek shelter in unlikely places. A run of small, humiliating disappointments pushed me there that summer—and once inside, I didn’t come out the same.

I was twenty. Home from college for the break, back under my parents’ roof, back under their expectations. They wanted responsibility, a summer job, something to justify my existence beyond their grocery bills. I nodded and smiled and ignored them. I had my own plans. My bedroom. My laptop. Endless hours of privacy. I intended to spend my days the way I thought any red‑blooded young man would if given the chance: horizontal, alone, chasing release.

I’ve always been wired hot. Still am. Back then, it was relentless. I’d stay up until dawn, screen glowing in the dark, one video bleeding into the next, my hand wrapped tight around myself until my cock felt bruised, overused, almost numb. I’d stumble through the next day in a haze, drag myself to campus, sleep through lectures, then lock myself in a bathroom stall at lunch and do it all over again—replaying the night before in my head, chasing the echo of that first rush.

At first, the basics were enough. Straightforward fucking, eager mouths, bodies colliding. Then familiarity dulled the edge. I needed more—variation, intensity. Threesomes. Women together. Anal. When that too stopped hitting the way it once had, I kept going, burrowing deeper into the archive of excess. Restraints. Degradation. Fluids. Spectacle. Even men. By the end, the category didn’t matter. If it made me hard, I watched. If I watched, I came.

What I really wanted—what I ached for, quietly—was someone real. A girlfriend. A warm body that wasn’t pixels and fantasy. But the idea of actually talking to a woman felt impossible. My throat would close up, my mind go blank. I’d trip over words, over myself. I barely moved my body unless you count the constant friction of my hand, and the softness that crept onto my frame only fed the certainty that no woman would look twice at me.

So there I was: twenty years old, untouched, drowning in porn, trapped in a loop of hunger and shame with no clear exit. A virgin with an overworked cock and nowhere to put all that wanting. It was that combination—loneliness and compulsion—that nudged me toward the library, though I didn’t know it then. I only knew I needed somewhere to hide. Somewhere quiet. Somewhere I thought nothing would happen.

I was wrong.

Of course my parents knew I got myself off. What parent doesn’t, really? But there’s a vast, yawning chasm between knowing your grown son masturbates and understanding just how far gone he is. Living back under their roof meant my mother did the laundry again—sheets, boxers, everything—and there’s no way she didn’t notice the evidence. I imagine they chalked it up to hormones, to a single young man with too much time and too little discipline. Ordinary. Manageable.

I was neither.

The truth detonated one night in a way that left no room for denial.

It was my mother who walked in first. She didn’t knock. She never did. One moment I was lost in my own filthy, private universe, the next the door flew open and she stood there with a basket of clean clothes balanced on her hip. Under different circumstances it would have been mortifying enough—caught red‑handed, hard and slick, eyes glued to my screen—but I wasn’t exactly engaging in anything that could be brushed off as normal. My body was arranged in a way that screamed excess, the room thick with heat and desperation, props and fantasies tangled together in proof of how badly I’d lost control.

I didn’t hear her gasp. I didn’t hear her scream.

My headphones sealed me inside the porn, the sound of a woman’s strained moans flooding my ears as she dominated the man on-screen. I was right on the edge, brain melted, body humming, when movement flickered in my peripheral vision. I turned my head just enough to see my father stepping in behind her, his face already contorting with shock and fury.

That was the moment my body betrayed me completely.

I came hard, helpless, spilling over myself in a blinding rush that left me shaking, breathless, exposed. The room exploded immediately after—my mother collapsing into hysterics, my father roaring my name like it was an accusation, a verdict. He spat words at me I’d never heard him use before, his voice thick with disgust, calling me sick, twisted, something other than his son.

They didn’t let me explain. There was nothing I could have said anyway.

By the end of the night my computer was gone, my phone confiscated. The next morning my father canceled the internet entirely, like he could cauterize the problem at the source. New rules were laid down with military severity: no porn, ever again. My bedroom door was to stay open at all times. No isolating myself. No privacy. I was expected to sit with them in the evenings, to be visible, monitored.

My mother took it upon herself to police my body. Each morning she checked my sheets, her mouth set in a tight line as she searched for signs I’d “abused myself,” her phrase, sharp and shaming. I felt stripped down to nothing, desire turned into something dirty and criminal under her gaze.

The bathroom became my only refuge, and even that was rationed—ten minutes, no more. Ten minutes to lock the door, press my back against it, and do whatever I could to take the edge off before the knock came. At twenty, ten minutes was enough to survive, if not to be satisfied.

They thought they’d fixed it. Cut off the images, limited the opportunities, imposed their rules.

What they never understood was that porn wasn’t the disease. Masturbation wasn’t the cause. Those were symptoms. I was aroused constantly, relentlessly, my body demanding more than my circumstances—or my wallet—could provide. The thought of paying for sex crossed my mind more than once, but I was broke, and even then I knew it wouldn’t be enough.

I didn’t just want release.

I wanted something I couldn’t yet name.

So I redirected my appetites somewhere safer, or at least I told myself it was safer. I began haunting the public library. It was the perfect alibi. To my parents, it looked wholesome—exactly the sort of place a reformed son might go in search of purpose, or at least a distraction that didn’t involve locking his bedroom door. To me, it offered other, far more practical benefits. The bathrooms were immaculate, quiet, and tucked away. And the stacks… the stacks held everything. Every subject. Every fantasy. Including the kind of fiction that made my pulse skitter and my cock ache just from a few lines skimmed too quickly.

I developed a rhythm. I’d wander the aisles, trailing my fingers along spines, pulling down a book that promised heat or danger or filth disguised as literature. I’d read standing up, devouring paragraphs like a starving man, my body tightening with each stolen image. Then I’d slip down the hall, lock myself into a stall, and take my time undoing myself. Slow strokes, fast ones, whatever it took. I’d spill, clean up carefully, wash my hands, fix my face—and then go right back out to hunt again. Another book. Another hit. Another release.

I can see it now, how pathetic and greasy that sounds. At the time, I didn’t care. Shame had lost all meaning. I was consumed by a single, relentless need: to come, again and again, however I could.

It was after one of those bathroom interludes—my body still loose, my thoughts still fogged—that I met her.

I stood in one of the quieter aisles, head tipped back as I scanned titles, when a voice drifted toward me. Soft. Intimate. Carefully restrained, the way voices are in places where silence is enforced.

“Hello.”

I lowered my gaze.

She stood at the far end of the row, watching me. A woman well past youth, and unmistakably comfortable there. Slim black frames perched on her nose, emphasizing eyes that were sharp and unsettlingly aware. Her face was long, thoughtful, framed by straight auburn hair that fell over her shoulders in a smooth curtain, threaded with brighter strands that might have been fashion—or might have been hiding silver. She wasn’t conventionally beautiful, not in a glossy way, but something about her held me fast. The way she looked at me made my chest stutter, my heart scrambling as if it had missed a step.

I had the absurd, immediate certainty that she knew. That she could smell what I’d just done, see it written on my skin.

She wore a light summer dress that moved when she breathed, cinched at the waist with a narrow leather belt. Her hips were generous, her breasts full and heavy beneath the fabric, and the afternoon light slanted in just right, outlining her in a way that made her look almost unreal. Heat sparked low in my belly. I felt myself responding, thickening again, impossibly soon.

“Uh—hi,” I said, my voice catching on the word.

She smiled, polite on the surface, curious underneath. “Are you finding everything all right?”

“I think so. Yeah. I mean—yes.”

Her gaze flicked briefly to the books around me, then back to my face. “It’s just that I’ve noticed you,” she said gently. “You take a book, then return it not long after. Over and over. I wondered if you were having trouble locating the right one.” A pause. “I work here. If you need help, I’m very good at finding what people actually want.”

My mouth went dry. Was that invitation real, or was it just my filthy imagination grabbing at shadows?

“I—I’m just doing some advance reading,” I said quickly. “I’ll be back at college soon.”

“How responsible,” she murmured. “What’s your field?”

“History,” I said, too fast.

Her lips curved as she glanced at the shelf beside me, eyes skimming the titles there. Then she looked back at me, something knowing glinting behind the glass.

“Oh,” she said softly. “Not sexual health, then?”

I really needed to get better at lying. “It’s… a broad course,” I offered, the words falling flat even to my own ears.

“I see,” she murmured, that knowing curve still playing on her lips.

She leaned past me then, reaching over my shoulder for a book, and in that brief, devastating moment the soft weight of her breast brushed my arm. It was barely a touch, almost nothing, yet my body reacted as if she’d struck me with live wire. I flinched hard, stumbling back, my pulse skidding wildly.

Unbothered, she drew the book free and flipped through it with slow, deliberate fingers. “Ah,” she said softly. “Here we are. This might be of interest to you.”

She angled the open pages toward me. One page showed a crude, old black‑and‑white illustration: a naked man bound flat to a table, another looming over him in a heavy cloak, forcing a knotted wooden rod into the prone man’s ass. The bound man’s cock jutted stiffly toward the ceiling, obscene and undeniable. On the opposite page, a neat caption read: Medieval woodcut depicting cure for impotence.

My mouth opened. Closed. Opened again. No sound came out.

“I’ve always found medieval medicine fascinating,” she said conversationally. “So… symbolic. Especially considering the Church’s influence at the time. Using a wooden penis to restore vigor to a flesh‑and‑blood one—there’s something beautifully primitive about it, don’t you think?”

“I… I don’t know,” I muttered, every instinct screaming at me to get away, to put distance between my body and hers before I completely lost control.

She snapped the book shut. “Do you need the bathroom?” she asked lightly. “You seem a bit… unsettled.”

“No. No, I’m fine.” My voice sounded thin, unconvincing.

“Well, it’s just over there if you do,” she replied, that smile returning, slow and deliberate. “Though of course—you already know where it is, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I heard myself say.

She knew. There was no doubt left.

“You see,” she continued, lowering her voice, “I’ve been watching you all week. At first I thought perhaps you simply had a nervous bladder. But after a while… I began to wonder.”

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. She stood close now—too close—and her perfume wrapped around me, warm and intimate, making my head swim. Up close I realized she was nearly my height, and when I glanced down I saw the sleek black boots she wore, the heels adding a subtle authority that made my stomach tighten.

My back hit the bookshelf. She stepped into the space I’d surrendered, leaned in just enough that my eyes were drawn helplessly to the generous swell of her cleavage above the neckline of her dress.

“I think,” she whispered, her breath ghosting across my ear, “you’ve been touching yourself.”

“I haven’t,” I whispered back, though even I didn’t believe it.

“Oh, but you have,” she said calmly. “And in about thirty seconds, you’re going to do it again. Only this time…” Her smile deepened. “You’ll be thinking of me.”

She slid the book neatly back into place, turned on her heel, and walked away with unhurried confidence.

I waited until she disappeared from view—then I nearly ran for the bathroom, my eyes darting everywhere, half‑expecting to catch her watching. My cock strained painfully against my jeans, thick and urgent, my whole body flushed and burning, as if she’d lit a fuse inside me and walked away smiling while it hissed toward detonation.

I ducked into a stall and slid the bolt home with shaking fingers. Usually I’d perch on the seat and get it over with quickly, but this time the heat inside me was unbearable, a fever that demanded air, skin, release. I peeled everything off in a rush until I was naked in the cramped cubicle, my breath loud in my ears. Standing over the toilet, I wrapped my hand around myself, the other cupping my balls, already swollen and aching.

My mind betrayed me instantly. I saw her on her knees between my legs, unhurried, knowing. Her mouth closed over the sensitive crown of me, lips firm, tongue ruthless. I didn’t last—couldn’t. The image detonated inside my head and I spilled almost at once, groaning as I imagined it splashing over her face, tangling in her hair, her eyes never leaving mine.

When it was over, I was still hard, still starving. I started again, slower this time, sweat slicking my skin as the fantasy shifted. Now she was bent over, dress pushed up, boots planted, inviting and unapologetic. The pressure built again, tighter, hotter, until I came a second time, longer and harder, sending thick streams down into the bowl below.

Afterward I sank onto the seat, elbows on my knees, head cradled in my hands. There was no pretending anymore. She’d seen straight through me, and whatever anonymity I’d hidden behind in the library was gone. I couldn’t use that place like I had been—I’d need somewhere else, and soon. I dressed quickly and left, my thoughts racing all the way home.

But there was no escaping her. She occupied every corner of my mind. I’d started thinking of her as the library MILF, and the name barely scratched the surface of what she did to me. She was old enough to be my mother, and yet she burned hotter than anyone I’d ever wanted. It wasn’t about perfect beauty. It was the way she spoke when she leaned close, the scent she wore that seemed to cling to my lungs, the effortless authority in her gaze. She had owned that moment, and by extension, me.

That night I was back and forth to the bathroom more times than I could count, emptying myself while imagining her hands, her mouth, everything I wanted to do with her. By the time I finally crawled into bed, resisting the urge to touch myself felt like torture. I ended up lying on my hands, my erection straining against the sheets, sleep coming only in broken pieces.

I told myself I’d stay away from the library. I even believed it—right up until I found myself outside the doors just before nine the next morning, waiting. I scanned through the glass, searching for her and coming up empty. When they finally unlocked the doors, I went straight upstairs, back to the aisle where we’d met. She wasn’t there, and the disappointment surprised me.

Even stranger, I sat down and waited.

I didn’t feel the old urge to hunt for something dirty to read. I only wanted her.

About half an hour later, she appeared, pushing a cart piled high with books. She wore another loose summer dress, the same glossy high-heeled boots, and the sight of her sent a jolt straight through me. She didn’t look surprised to see me at all, and I wondered if she’d known exactly where I’d be.

She stopped beside me and began lifting books from the cart, sliding them into place with unhurried precision.

“I knew you’d come back today,” she said.

“You did?” My mouth was suddenly desert-dry.

“Of course.” She dipped her chin and let her voice fall into something intimate, meant only for me. “Did I cross your mind when you touched yourself?”

I nodded, the motion small, almost ashamed—and yet my body reacted instantly.

“Good.” That smile again, knowing and slow. “How many times?”

“Twice. And then five more when I got home.” The words spilled out before I could stop them. I had no idea why I was confessing so freely, only that lying felt impossible with her eyes on me.

“Seven?” Her brows lifted, impressed. “Even I didn’t expect that.” She slid the last book into place, then turned back to the cart for another armful, completely at ease with the effect she was having on me.

“And how did you picture me?” she asked, casual as if she were inquiring about the weather.

I dragged my tongue over my lips, my pulse thudding in my ears. I wanted to soften it, make it sound prettier—but the truth pushed through. “On your knees. Taking me into your mouth. And then… I was making love to you.”

She gave a low, amused laugh. “Making love? No.” Her gaze sharpened. “Say it properly.”

“I was fucking you.”

“Where?”

“In your ass. And your pussy.”

Her eyes darkened. “Did it make you hard?”

“You have no idea,” I breathed. “I don’t think I’ve ever come that much in my life.”

She looked pleased by that—deeply, indulgently so. Then she paused, head tipping to the side as if considering a private calculation. “I have an idea,” she said at last. “If you can manage not to touch yourself for twenty‑four hours, I’ll let you finish all over my breasts. Consider it a reward.”

As if the promise weren’t enough, she leaned forward deliberately, the neckline of her dress falling open so I could see the generous swell of her cleavage, soft skin framed by lace. My cock throbbed painfully in my jeans.

“But,” she added lightly, straightening just enough, “if you spill even a single drop before then, I’ll punish you instead.”

“How?” I stammered. My mind raced through images I’d seen online—some thrilling, some genuinely terrifying.

She smiled, slow and secretive. “Be a good boy,” she said, “and you won’t need to find out.”

“I’ll try,” I whispered, my voice barely there.

“Good.” She rose fully, already turning away. “Remember—every bit. I want all of it saved for me.”

She pushed the cart down the aisle, her hips swaying with unhurried confidence. I stood there, aching, so hard it bordered on pain. Without thinking, my feet carried me toward the bathrooms. It wasn’t until I nearly collided with a man behind me that I stopped short, earning an irritated grunt.

Get control of yourself.

An older, devastatingly sexy woman had just propositioned me, and for the first time I felt certain—absolutely certain—that I was on the verge of losing my virginity. She sounded experienced, dominant, unapologetic. And I wanted her to teach me everything.

The rest of the day stretched into pure torment. I walked for miles along the beach, let the sea air cool me down. I lost myself in video games at home, hands clenched tight around the controller. My parents noticed I was off, but as long as I stayed in the room with them and kept my hands well away from my crotch, they let it slide.

That night I lay in bed, hands tucked firmly beneath my thighs, repeating the same trick as before. Sleep came in fits and starts. My dreams were vivid and cruel—her mouth on me, her thighs opening, her fingers guiding me where she wanted me.

I woke just before dawn to a warm, sticky realization. Despite my resolve, despite never touching myself, my body had betrayed me. I’d spilled in my sleep.

I was furious with myself—heat and shame tangling in my chest as I stripped the bed in a panic. I turned a pair of socks inside out and attacked the damp spot on the sheets, scrubbing like I could erase the evidence of my own weakness. When I was done, I flipped the socks back the right way, shoved them deep into the laundry bin, and prayed my mother wouldn’t look too closely. 

In the bathroom I stood under the shower until my skin tingled, scouring myself raw, as if I could wash away the betrayal that had slicked my groin while I slept. I shaved the faint, uneven fuzz from my chin, brushed my teeth until my gums ached, and barely glanced at my reflection—wide-eyed, keyed up, desperate. I bolted from the house without breakfast, my stomach hollow but buzzing, and jogged the entire way to the library, lungs burning, cock heavy with dread and want.

I arrived far too early. The building loomed quiet and closed, and I paced outside like a caged animal until the doors finally opened. Inside, I searched instinctively, my eyes skimming familiar shapes and shelves, but she wasn’t there. The absence made my nerves scream. The moment I could, I took the stairs two at a time to the only place I knew to wait. 

I sat in the same chair as before, empty-handed, pretending to be invisible. If anyone noticed the way I sat there without a book, without moving, they didn’t comment. I waited. And waited. Time stretched thin, each minute dragging over my skin.

She appeared around lunchtime, as if summoned by my hunger. Another flowing summer dress clung and shifted around her—this one patterned in green, soft and alive against her body.

“Hello again,” she said, smiling like she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

“Hi,” I managed, then swallowed. “I… I don’t even know what to call you.”

“I’m Autumn,” she replied, her voice gentle, almost affectionate.

“I’m Tim,” I said, offering it up like a confession.

“Yes, Tim. I know.” 

I didn’t ask how. By then, it felt natural—inevitable—that she knew things about me I’d never said out loud.

“Follow me.” 

She turned and walked away without checking if I obeyed. Of course I did. I trailed her through the aisles, past rows of silent witnesses, until she stopped at a door. From a small bunch of keys she chose one, unlocked it, and ushered me inside. The office beyond was compact and windowless, containing only a desk and a single chair. She stepped in after me and locked the door with a final, decisive click.

My body betrayed me in a new way—I shook, head to toe. For once my cock was subdued, and the fear that followed was sharp and immediate. What if I couldn’t respond? What if I failed her now?

Autumn sat in the chair and extended her legs, letting them stretch long and languid before her. 

“I’ve been on my feet all morning,” she said. “Be a sweetheart and take my boots off.”

I dropped to my knees. My fingers closed around the first boot, the leather slick and warm beneath my palms. It hugged her calf all the way to the knee, glossy and intimate, like a second skin. I slid it off slowly, then the other, setting them carefully beside the desk. Beneath them, her legs were sheathed in dark stockings, softer and somehow even more provocative. The scent of heated leather and faint sweat drifted up, making my mouth go dry.

I stayed there, kneeling between her feet, and looked up. She lounged comfortably, legs parted just enough beneath her dress, toes flexing lazily as if she were testing my attention.

And then, finally, blessedly—I felt it. My cock stirred, swelling back to life, relief flooding me as desire surged up again, hot and undeniable.

She slid one stockinged foot onto my thigh, the weight of it deliberate, intimate. “My feet are killing me,” she murmured. “Rub them.”

For a second I froze. I had no idea how to do that. I’d never held anyone’s foot before—never mind a woman like her, never mind like this. My hands hovered, clumsy and unsure, before I finally wrapped my fingers around her arch and began to stroke along the sides. Her skin was warm, almost fevered, with the faintest trace of moisture trapped beneath the stocking. The scent of her—leather, heat, something undeniably feminine—rose up around me, and I couldn’t help wondering if it would cling to my hands long after she sent me away.

“Don’t neglect the toes,” she said calmly. “Then work your way to the ankle.”

I obeyed, kneading and tugging each toe gently, my pulse thudding harder with every small movement. The idea that she was watching me, that soon I might be allowed to touch myself with her so close, her face right there, made my cock throb impatiently.

“Now the other one,” she went on. “And be firmer. Small circles with your fingers.”

I switched feet, trying to do exactly as she instructed, my hands already beginning to ache. As I worked, she shifted, her free foot drifting until it pressed squarely against my crotch. The contact was unmistakable. My erection was hard, urgent, trapped beneath her sole. She couldn’t possibly miss it—and yet she said nothing, didn’t even look down. She simply let her foot rest there, applying just enough pressure to make me suck in a breath, while I continued massaging, pulling gently at her toes.

After a while the strain in my hands became impossible to ignore. I glanced up, ready to ask if I could stop—and that was when I saw her other hand had slipped beneath her dress. Her fingers pressed into herself, slow and subtle.

My stomach flipped. Fuck. Was I doing this to her? Was she getting turned on by me kneeling here, by my hands on her feet, by my cock straining under her sole? Hope flared, sharp and reckless. Maybe she wanted more. Maybe this was the moment.

I released her foot and leaned forward, my hands drifting toward her legs.

Instantly, she pushed down harder with the foot on my cock, a warning and a promise all at once, while the other lifted and planted on my shoulder, forcing me back onto my heels.

“Stay,” she said, her voice suddenly hard.

I did. I couldn’t have moved if I’d wanted to.

Her foot rested against my shoulder, inches from my face. The smell of her—exotic, intimate—filled my head. Down below, the other foot maintained its steady, punishing pressure on my erection, making my hips twitch helplessly. From this angle I could see far up beneath her skirt. The dark line of her stockings gave way to pale, creamy thighs that disappeared into shadow. If she spread her legs just a little more…

Was she wearing panties? The question sent a sharp pulse through my cock, my stomach fluttering with nervous excitement.

She met my gaze then, really looked at me, and I was struck by her eyes—green, impossibly deep, like they could swallow me whole.

“Tell me,” she said softly, “did you complete my little task?”

“Yes, miss—Autumn,” I stammered.

Her expression didn’t change. “I know when you’re lying.”

“I’m not,” I rushed out. “I didn’t touch myself. I saved it for you.”

Her foot ground down more firmly. “You didn’t spill a drop?”

I hesitated, panic freezing my tongue.

“Tell me the truth,” she said. “It will go easier for you.” The pressure increased again, her gaze pinning me in place.

“I—I came in my sleep,” I confessed. “I couldn’t help it.”

For a heartbeat she was perfectly still. Then she tipped her head back and laughed, rich and unrestrained.

“A wet dream?” she asked, amused.

“Yes.”

“I hope,” she murmured, voice still bright with amusement, “that I was the one haunting your dreams.”

“I was dreaming about you,” I admitted, my cheeks burning.

“Good.” She dabbed at the corner of her eye, laughter lingering as if she’d truly been delighted. Then it vanished. Her expression hardened so fast I didn’t even have time to inhale. Her foot snapped back and struck me—sharp, precise. Her toe caught me squarely, a brutal jolt that drove the breath from my body and sent white-hot agony tearing up my spine. I folded instantly, clutching myself, nausea surging as tears spilled without permission.

Her laughter floated down to me, unbothered, amused. A moment later, the sole of her foot pressed against my cheek, cool and commanding.

“Kiss it,” she said calmly. “And tell me how sorry you are for letting me down.”

“I’m sorry, Autumn,” I choked, lips brushing her skin in frantic apology.

“Miss Autumn.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Autumn,” I sobbed, kissing her again, slower now, desperate to please.

Her other foot joined the first, framing my face. I kissed that one too, clumsy and fervent, my humiliation mixing with a confusing, heady heat.

“Say it,” she instructed softly. “Tell me what you are.”

“I’m… I’m pathetic. I can’t control myself.”

“Again,” she snapped, grinding her foot into my mouth. “And use my name properly.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Autumn,” I whispered through the ache. “I’m a pathetic boy, and I can’t control my feeble penis.”

My vision blurred as I blinked away tears. From the floor, my angle was mercilessly revealing. Her skirt had ridden up, offering an unobstructed view of her bare thighs—and higher still. She wore nothing beneath. Her hand had disappeared under the fabric, fingers moving with unhurried confidence over herself while I knelt there, mouth devoted to her feet.

She caught me staring.

“Do you like what you see?” she asked, voice thick now.

I nodded. The sight of her—open, unashamed, using herself while I kissed her skin—set me ablaze, even as the dull throb between my legs kept my arousal trapped, aching and useless.

“Then take my toes,” she said. “Put them in your mouth.”

I obeyed, sliding her toes past my lips, tasting her as my eyes stayed fixed on her hand. She stroked herself steadily, rhythm unbroken, in no hurry at all. I sucked and licked, my jaw beginning to protest, muscles trembling. When I faltered for half a second, she struck my face lightly with her foot—a reminder.

She shifted in the chair, sliding lower, pressing more of her weight into me. Her movements grew faster, more urgent. Her breath changed. Then her body betrayed her control—hips rolling, head falling back as pleasure overtook her. I felt it before I fully understood it: the tension snapping, the release rippling through her.

As she came, my cock twitched painfully, stirring despite everything. Her orgasm lingered, drawn-out and indulgent, before she softened again, fingers slowing as she toyed with herself in the aftermath.

Her legs fell open completely. From where I knelt, I could see her clearly now—the dark curl of hair framing her, her lips swollen and slick. Being this close to her pleasure, feeling it echo through the room, through me, was overwhelming. It was nothing like a screen, nothing like fantasy.

It was real.

She withdrew her hand from between her thighs and straightened in the chair, slow and deliberate, as if she wanted me to watch every inch of the movement. Her fingers shone, slick and dark with her arousal. Before I could even breathe, she leaned forward, close enough that her warmth wrapped around me, and brushed those wet fingertips beneath my nose. The scent hit me first—intimate, unmistakable—making my head spin.

Then she pressed them to my lips and slid them into my mouth.

I moaned without meaning to. I closed my lips around her fingers and sucked, reverent and hungry, drawing in everything she offered. It was my first taste of a woman, and it overwhelmed me—salty, musky, alive. It felt like swallowing heat and desire all at once, like drinking the essence of her. I worked my tongue, desperate not to miss a single trace, until she pulled her hand free.

“Something to remember me by,” she said softly, smiling down at me. There was a glow to her face now, loose and radiant in the aftermath of pleasure. “Don’t you dare wipe it off until you shower tonight.”

I nodded, dazed, my whole body buzzing. My cock throbbed painfully against the zipper of my jeans, aching for release, and without thinking my hand drifted down.

Her foot snapped out and knocked my hand away.

“Don’t touch that thing,” she snapped, the softness gone in an instant. “I’m giving you a second chance.” She held my gaze, making sure every word landed. “You don’t spill a single drop in the next twenty-four hours, and I might let you come on my breasts.”

My breath caught. I nodded again, harder this time, the promise burning in my chest.

“But if you fail me,” she continued coolly, “this is over. Completely. You go back to being a pathetic little masturbating nobody, and you never see me again.”

“I won’t fail you,” I said hoarsely.

Her eyes narrowed.

“Miss Autumn,” I corrected myself quickly.

A satisfied curve touched her lips. “Good. Now kiss my feet and thank them for keeping you under control. Then put my boots back on.”

I obeyed, kissing each foot with care, murmuring my thanks just as she’d instructed, my mouth lingering as long as I dared. Then I guided her feet into her boots, my hands careful and obedient. I tried to steal one last look between her legs as I pulled the leather up, but she had already smoothed her dress down over her knees, shutting me out.

“I suggest a long, cold shower tonight,” she said with a knowing smirk. “Just in case.”

“Yes, Miss Autumn,” I replied, my voice small and reverent.

I left the cramped office in a fog, my body humming, my head full. At home I avoided my parents and slipped outside, sitting in the garden and staring up at the darkening sky. All I could smell was her—her sex still on my lips, in my nose—and it kept my arousal wound tight and aching. My cock stayed thick against my thigh all evening, demanding attention, but I refused to touch it. I wouldn’t break my promise.

It felt like exquisite torture. Every time I closed my eyes I saw her hand moving between her legs, felt the power of her pleasure, and imagined it replaced by my own—my fingers, my mouth, my tongue bringing her undone. I stayed outside until late, then finally took the cold shower she’d suggested, hoping it would dull the ache.

It didn’t.

Night should have brought relief. Instead, it turned into another test.

The simple act of getting into bed felt like navigating a minefield. Every brush of fabric, every careless shift of my hips threatened to undo me, and the fear of it made my pulse hammer harder. My cock was still rigid, painfully aware, as if it had its own will and resented being denied. I moved slowly, deliberately, terrified that a single wrong motion would push me past the edge.

Closing my bedroom door wasn’t an option. Knowing it had to stay open made everything worse. The thought of lying flat on my back, exposed, my arousal obvious to anyone who might pass by, filled me with a hot mix of shame and excitement. I couldn’t risk that—not when she had been so clear about the consequences of failure.

After too much pacing and muttered frustration, I found a solution that felt suitably penitent. I turned onto my side, angling my body just so, and dragged a chair up beside the bed to prop the covers away from me. It looked ridiculous, but it worked—no pressure, no friction, no accidental stimulation. My body was rigid with restraint, every muscle taut as if holding me in place.

Still, it didn’t feel like enough.

The need to obey her—to prove myself worthy of another chance—was louder than the ache between my legs. I reached for an old exercise band and looped it around my wrists, twisting until my hands were secured behind my back. The stretch of it bit lightly into my skin, a constant reminder that I was not to touch, not to soothe, not to give myself even the smallest mercy.

Lying there in the dark, bound and throbbing, her name echoed through my thoughts. Pleasing Miss Autumn wasn’t just a goal; it was everything. I breathed through the hunger, through the tension, holding on to the promise she’d given me and the hope that I would earn it—no matter how long the night lasted.


Chapter 2

I took my place in the same chair as before, hands folded, pulse already unsteady. The library hummed with a hushed emptiness, the second floor abandoned as if it had been cleared just for us. Sunlight filtered through tall windows, dust motes drifting like they had all the time in the world. I didn’t.

Around midday—almost on cue—I felt her before I saw her. I lifted my gaze and there she was, approaching me from nowhere I could quite pinpoint, as if she’d simply stepped out of my thoughts and into the aisle. She wore boots that rose sleek and confident beneath a long, fluid dress that swayed with every step. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail this time, loose strands brushing her cheeks, softening the control in her posture. Gold earrings caught the light—round, radiant discs that framed her face like miniature suns. Somehow she looked even more arresting than she had the day before, which felt unfair and inevitable all at once.

I smiled up at her, unable to stop myself. She paused in front of me, close enough that her presence felt physical, and met my gaze with those sharp green eyes. Her answering smile was slow, knowing. She stood there, letting the moment stretch, and my mind spiraled. What did she see when she looked at me? Did she sense how deeply she’d already gotten under my skin, how the idea of her had threaded itself through my thoughts? Or did she assume I was just another man enjoying the game, waiting for the inevitable payoff?

A part of me hoped for that simpler version—that she thought I was just passing time until we ended up tangled together, that it would all resolve into something sweet and uncomplicated. A summer heat, a few stolen kisses, then goodbye. The other possibility—that she knew exactly how obsessed I was becoming and intended to cultivate it—sent a shiver of fear and excitement through me. I wasn’t sure I’d survive that kind of unraveling intact.

“Well?” she prompted softly.

I swallowed. My tongue felt thick, my mouth already dry. “I did it, Miss Autumn.”

Her brow lifted just slightly. “Did what, Tim?”

I glanced around again, though I already knew we were alone. Silence pressed in from every shelf.

“I didn’t touch myself,” I said, forcing the words out. “I didn’t… finish. Not once since I saw you yesterday.”

She watched me closely, letting the seconds tick by. Then she nodded, a small, decisive motion. “I believe you.”

Without another word she turned away, heading toward the narrow office tucked at the back—the same one we’d used before. As she walked, the fabric of her dress whispered around her legs, lifting just enough with each step to torment me. The sight hit me low and hard, my body responding before my mind could catch up. For a dizzy moment, the image in my head wasn’t visual at all but tactile: the imagined weight of her boot against my cheek, firm and deliberate.

I followed her, quiet as a shadow, and waited while she unlocked the door. We stepped inside together. She closed it behind us and turned the key, the click sounding far too final. She moved to the single chair behind the desk and sat, crossing her legs with deliberate ease.

I remained standing where I was, feeling exposed under her slow appraisal as her eyes traveled over me, taking their time.

At last, she spoke.

“Take your clothes off.”

So it was the second path, then. The polite ritual, the testing of boundaries—it had all been foreplay. My pulse hammered with a crude, boyish confidence. Twenty minutes, maybe less, and I’d have her laid out, my release splashed across her perfect breasts. That was the story I told myself as I stripped, fast and eager, tearing my shirt over my head, shoving my trousers and boxers down in one impatient motion.

I wasn’t sculpted like the men in the videos I watched late at night. I carried softness at my waist and thighs, evidence of too many hours sitting, too much living in my head. But my cock was hard and heavy, proud in its insistence, standing out from me with a thickness that had always felt like my one undeniable credential. It swayed as I stepped free of my clothes, a clear drop already gathering at the tip. I swiped it away quickly, heat crawling up my neck—proof, not of restraint, but of how badly I wanted her.

She didn’t comment. Didn’t look impressed or amused or even curious. Her calm unnerved me far more than any smile might have.

“Turn around,” she said.

I did, trying to keep it playful, tightening my ass for her like some ridiculous invitation. The fantasy cracked instantly. I heard the soft whisper of fabric, then her fingers closed around my wrist, firm, unyielding. She twisted my arm behind me, caught the other just as efficiently, and before I could form a thought, leather slid around my bound wrists. Her belt. Snug. Secure.

The air shifted. So did something inside me.

“Just a precaution,” she murmured. “I’d hate for you to touch what doesn’t belong to you.”

She returned to the chair, unhurried, while I stood there exposed and restrained, my skin burning with awareness. Embarrassment should have softened me. Instead, my cock throbbed harder, aching, leaking again as if my body were betraying every sensible instinct I had.

“Look at me.”

I did. My chest was flushed, my breath shallow. I felt enormous and small all at once—too naked, too seen.

“On your knees,” she said, pointing to the space between her boots.

I dropped there without thinking, the movement clumsy, reverent.

“Take them off,” she continued. “And kiss my feet.”

“How?” I asked, lifting my useless hands.

Her mouth curved, just slightly. “Figure it out. And if you drip on them,” she added lightly, “you’ll clean them with your tongue.”

Something desperate and electric surged through me. I bent forward, teeth finding the zipper, fumbling, tugging, my face so close I could feel the warmth of her legs. When the leather finally loosened and slid free, the scent hit me—deep, worn, intimate. Not the sterile smell of new leather, but something darker, lived-in. It wrapped around me, filled my mouth and nose, sank into my skin. Earthy. Oily. Alive.

I pressed my lips to her stockinged foot, then the other, kissing slowly, deliberately. Her sigh was soft but unmistakable, her body settling back into the chair as if she were allowing herself to enjoy this. One of her hands drifted down, resting at her center, possessive and unashamed.

My earlier fantasy dissolved completely.

This wasn’t the easy option. Not even close.

I lavished her feet and slim ankles with my mouth, kissing, licking, drawing each toe between my lips until my jaw burned and my tongue felt thick and useless. I sucked until I was dizzy with it, until the world narrowed to skin and heat and the faint salt of her. She must have felt the moment my enthusiasm began to wane, because her legs shifted and her feet slid away, settling back onto the floor.

My body went tight with reflexive fear. I couldn’t stop my mind from flashing to yesterday, to that sharp, vicious pain that had dropped me to my knees.

“Come here, Tim,” she murmured, her voice low and calm, almost kind. Her knees drifted apart in a slow, deliberate invitation. “It’s time to start.”

I swallowed and shuffled forward, bound hands useless behind me, until I was kneeling between her legs, my cock pulsing hard and needy in the open air.

She took her time. Inch by exquisite inch, she lifted the hem of her dress. First the smooth stretch of stocking, then more and more of her legs, pale and generous, strong and undeniably feminine. My breath hitched when I caught my first glimpse of her sex—shadowed, secret, impossibly compelling. She didn’t stop until the fabric was bunched at her waist, leaving her fully exposed to me, as if she wanted nothing hidden, nothing softened.

I had no idea what she intended. That uncertainty only made my pulse roar louder in my ears.

Her pussy was framed by short, dark curls, neat and intentional, the edges clean and bare. Between them, her lips peeked out, plush and darkened, textured and alive. Tiny beads of moisture clung there, catching the light. When she used her fingers to part herself, my chest tightened painfully. The inner folds were soft and flushed, like petals bruised by touch, and everything glistened with her arousal. I knew the names of every part, had memorized diagrams and watched endless bodies on screens, but none of that prepared me for the reality of her—so close I could almost feel the heat rolling off her skin.

I leaned forward instinctively, certain this was my cue, my moment to finally taste her.

Her thighs snapped shut around my head.

Before I could even gasp, fabric dropped over my face. Her dress smothered my vision, plunging me into a warm, scented darkness. The air beneath it was thick and close, heavy with her arousal. It wrapped around me, filled my lungs, erased everything else. I’d gone to bed the night before with the memory of her smell haunting me; this was that memory made unbearable, multiplied until it felt like it was soaking into my skin.

I strained uselessly, desperate for a taste I wasn’t allowed.

Then I heard it—a soft, wet rhythm, unmistakable. My breath stuttered as I realized what she was doing. One of her hands was under the dress, moving against herself, fingers sliding and pressing, coaxing those sounds from her body. I couldn’t see a thing. Her thighs held me firmly in place, stronger than I expected, a living trap.

All I could do was listen. Listen and breathe her in.

Deep in my groin, something pulsed in a slow, relentless rhythm, each beat answered by a slick leak from the tip of my cock. I stood there blind and bound, drowning in her scent, undone by nothing more than the sound of her pleasure and the knowledge that it was happening inches from my mouth.

She took her time with herself, luxuriating in it. I could tell by the subtle shifts of her hips and the changing rhythm against my ears that her fingers weren’t staying in one place for long. Sometimes they drove deep, filling her, the sound thick and wet, unmistakable. Then the motion would change—lighter, sharper—and I guessed she’d moved higher, circling that sensitive point she’d shown me moments earlier. Her breathing threaded through it all, soft at first, then rougher, little pants she didn’t quite bother to hide. The slick, obscene music of her hand working between her thighs filled the darkness under her dress.

The heat became dizzying. Her scent wrapped around me until it felt like it was soaking into my skin, my lungs, my bloodstream. I wasn’t just breathing her in—I was being claimed by it. With every second my want for her grew heavier, more insistent, winding tighter inside me like a spring or the ticking of some ancient clock counting down to something inevitable. My cock throbbed in slow, helpless pulses, slick with its own need.

When she finally tipped over the edge, it was violent. Her legs clamped down hard, crushing my shoulders as her entire body jerked upward from the chair. The sudden pressure stole my breath. A strangled sound burst from her—cut off almost immediately—and I imagined her fist shoved into her mouth to keep herself quiet. She bucked and writhed, fingers pumping furiously into her cunt, and I was tossed and jostled beneath her like a trapped animal. I couldn’t escape it even if I’d wanted to. All I could do was endure it… and want it.

Then it was over. She let the dress fly back up, and cool air rushed over my face like a shock. My hair was plastered to my scalp with sweat. When my vision cleared, I saw the insides of her thighs, slick and shining, smeared with moisture that could only have been some mingling of her release and my own heat. She fanned herself lazily and exhaled, long and slow, as her pulse settled. I was still caged between her legs, shaking slightly.

Right in front of me, her pussy was a beautiful mess—dark curls damp and clinging, her lips glossy and swollen. Thick, creamy traces of her climax seeped out of her, evidence of exactly what she’d done while I was buried beneath her.

“Jesus,” she murmured once she could speak properly again. “That was… unreal.” A crooked smile touched her mouth. “Having you trapped there like that—I didn’t want it to stop. I dragged it out for as long as I possibly could.”

She ran her fingers through her folds, slow and possessive, then lifted her hand to examine the shine coating them. Instead of offering them to me, she wiped them carelessly along the inside of her dress. The disappointment hit me hard. I wanted those fingers in my mouth, wanted to taste her, to clean her with my tongue. I stared openly at her sex and licked my lips without thinking.

She noticed. Of course she did. Her laugh was low and knowing.

“No,” she said lightly. “You haven’t earned that yet, Tim.”

The question burned through me immediately—what would it take? I was so aroused, so undone, that I knew with terrifying certainty I would have agreed to anything she asked in that moment. She had me completely. There was something about her—her confidence, her ease with my hunger—that reduced me to nothing. She was more than twice my age, the kind of woman I would have dismissed in a video with a careless click, and yet here I was: naked, restrained, aching, and desperate for the privilege of tasting her.

“Stay where you are,” she said, finally loosening her hold. I retreated onto my heels, trying to find some semblance of comfort. She remained open, relaxed, absently touching herself as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Then she looked down at me, eyes sharp with curiosity and amusement.

“Tell me something,” she said. “Why do you masturbate in a library?” She lingered on the word, savoring it. “Most men keep that sort of thing to their bedrooms.”

“I used to,” I said, my voice rougher than I meant it to be, “but I can’t anymore, Miss Autumn. Not at home.” 

Her brows lifted slightly, inviting more. 

“My parents walked in on me. Ever since then they’ve been… unbearable about it.”

“Caught you watching porn?” she asked, a smile already tugging at her mouth.

“Yeah. Really caught me.” Heat crept up my neck. “And it wasn’t exactly vanilla. The kind of stuff I was into back then.”

“Oh?” She drew the word out, curiosity glinting in her eyes.

I felt ridiculous suddenly—kneeling there naked, painfully hard, confessing my secrets to a woman who’d wrapped me around her finger in less than forty-eight hours. “It was some bondage site. Watersports too. There was a guy getting taken apart by a woman with a strap-on, and I was… trying to copy what I saw.”

Her laughter spilled out, rich and unrestrained. “I would pay good money to see your parents’ faces in that moment.”

“My mum lost her mind,” I muttered. “I don’t think she even knew things like that existed.”

That knowing smile returned, slower this time. “And that sort of thing excites you?”

“It did,” I admitted. “Maybe it still does. Honestly, I haven’t thought about it since I met you.”

“Good,” she said smoothly. “Because I promise you, I can do far more for you than some badly acted fetish clip ever could.”

“You already are, Miss,” I said without thinking.

Her gaze dropped to my cock, swollen and aching, and she extended her foot, giving it a light, teasing nudge. Not hard enough to hurt—just enough to make me suck in a breath and tense, hoping she wouldn’t test how far she could push it.

“Yes,” she murmured. “I can see that.”

“Miss Autumn,” I said quickly, need pulsing through every word.

“Yes, Tim?”

“When do I get my reward?” The question slipped out, needy and unguarded. “I did what you asked. You said there would be a reward.”

“In time,” she replied calmly. “We’re not in any hurry. Unless,” she tilted her head, “you can think of something else you’d rather be doing.”

“No, Miss Autumn.” The truth rang through me. There was nothing else. Nothing beyond this room, her body, her attention.

“That makes me very happy,” she said. “Tell me—do you like pleasing me?”

“Yes, Miss Autumn.”

“I think you do.” Her voice softened, almost intimate. “And I’ll give you many chances to prove it. But for now, I want you close again.”

She rested her hands on her thighs, palms open toward me. I crawled forward obediently. She cupped my face, her fingers firm and cool against my overheated skin, tipping my chin up until I had no choice but to look at her.

Then she bent down and kissed me. Not rushed, not chaste—just a lingering press of her mouth against mine that made my thoughts scatter. When she pulled back, I was breathless.

“My sweet boy,” she whispered, “you’ll show me your devotion again now. I’m going to restrain you once more. The temptation will be too much otherwise, and you’re not ready to be trusted yet.”

Her legs closed around my shoulders, strong and certain, locking me in place. The hem of her dress slid down over my head, plunging me back into her heat and scent, wrapped once more in that intimate darkness where every breath, every sensation, belonged entirely to her.

This time she drew me in closer, so close that my breath brushed the soft heat of her sex. When her hand slid down to cover herself, the tips of her fingers grazed my mouth. I pressed a reverent kiss to the back of her hand, lips lingering, and felt the subtle shift as she slipped her fingers inside herself. The knowledge of it sent a jolt through me. I could have surged forward, taken what I wanted, buried my face against her and tasted her without permission—but I didn’t. The risk of disappointing Miss Autumn was unbearable. I wanted the reward she’d promised to be richer, heavier, earned.

She began to touch herself with slow, deliberate strokes, and every now and then a warm droplet escaped her and landed on my cheek or mouth. I stayed perfectly still, absorbing her—her scent, the wet sounds of her fingers moving, the way her breath changed. Time blurred. Then her hips shifted, and I knew she’d found that tight, aching circle. She started circling and tugging at her clit, and her thighs tightened around my shoulders, holding me there as her rhythm quickened. The air around my face grew thick with her arousal, a deep, intoxicating heat, like being pressed too close to a fire.

Her muttered curses floated down to me, half-lost, half-prayer, until they broke into a thin, trembling cry as she tipped over the edge. She came hard, her body tensing, her legs clamping down as she rode it out. Even then she didn’t stop, fingers still working herself, drawing the orgasm out until it left her breathless and undone.

When it finally passed, she stayed like that, my head still trapped between her thighs. Sweat slicked my skin; my lungs burned slightly from the lack of air. I knew without looking that my cock had been weeping the entire time, and a knot of anxious embarrassment twisted in my stomach at the thought of the mess I’d made below.

At last she lifted her dress, freeing me. I looked up at her and saw her flushed face, her ponytail loosened and slipping, her expression soft and dazed in the aftermath. She was devastating like this—real, glowing, satisfied. Nothing staged, nothing fake. Being so close to her in that moment filled me with a sudden, fierce urge to gather her up, to soothe her, to belong to her.

“I’m very pleased with you, Tim,” she said, her voice calm again, assured. “You managed to restrain those selfish impulses of yours. Never forget—your pleasure comes after mine.”

“Thank you, Miss Autumn,” I said, pride blooming warm in my chest. “I won’t forget.”

She smiled, slow and knowing. “I’m pleased enough that I think you’ve earned what I promised. Stand up for me.”

With my hands bound behind me, I fumbled awkwardly to my feet and straightened. My cock jutted out obscenely, betraying me, and my stomach dropped when I saw the slick sheen of precum clinging to the tip. Mortified, I shuffled back a step, terrified I’d drip on her dress and ruin everything.

“I really should have thought to put you in a condom,” she said coolly, gesturing to the sticky pool on the carpet. “Look at the mess you’ve made.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Autumn,” I blurted. “I’ll clean it up. I promise.”

She regarded me for a long moment. “This is what happens when you lack control. I’m in a generous mood today, so I won’t make you clean it with your tongue.” Her eyes gleamed. “Don’t expect that kindness every time.”

“Thank you, Miss Autumn,” I whispered, my voice shaking with relief and anticipation.

She leaned toward the desk and slid open a drawer, rummaging briefly before emerging with a wad of tissues. She crouched and pressed them down over the slick evidence on the carpet, blotting without ceremony, then straightened and leaned back in her chair. A slow breath lifted her chest as she combed her fingers through her hair, taming the loose strands, re-gathering her composure with deliberate care. She twisted her hair back into its ponytail, neat again, controlled again.

When she reached behind herself and eased the zipper of her dress down a few inches, my throat went tight. The fabric loosened, slipping from her shoulders, baring the elegant column of her neck and the soft swell of her upper chest. She slid her arms free and shifted until she was perfectly arranged—open, inviting, devastating. Her cleavage was deep and unashamed, her breasts pale and full, real in a way that made my mouth ache. A dusting of freckles trailed down the center of her sternum, disappearing between those white curves like a secret meant only for me.

“Come here,” she said softly, curling one finger. A tissue waited in her other hand.

I stepped forward, every nerve humming. She took hold of my cock with none of the reverence I craved, swiping the tissue over the sensitive tip with brisk efficiency. It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t meant to be. She tossed the damp scrap onto the floor with the others as if I were an afterthought.

“You may take your reward now,” she said, smiling slowly. “Come for me.”

I stood there, trembling, waiting for her to do something—anything—but she only watched me, her gaze steady, expectant.

“Aren’t you going to… touch me?” I asked, panic creeping in. “My hands—”

“I’m not touching it,” she replied, calm and immovable.

My breath stuttered. “Then how?”

Her lips curved, that familiar knowing smirk. “Use your imagination.”

Something inside me cracked. The pressure, the need, the fear of failing her—it all surged at once, overwhelming. My chest hitched and before I could stop myself, tears spilled down my face.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she murmured, rising. She dabbed gently at my eyes with another tissue, her touch suddenly tender. “You have to learn the control I expect from you. When I tell you to come, you must be able to obey.”

“I don’t know how,” I choked, shame burning hot.

She studied me for a moment, then nodded, as if deciding something. “Then perhaps you need assistance.”

She turned back to the desk, searched briefly, and drew out a plastic ruler. She bent it between her hands, testing its flexibility, the faint snap of it straightening again echoing in the room.

I retreated a step, instinctively.

“Stay.” The word landed heavy and absolute. My body responded before my mind could argue, carrying me back to her. My cock hovered obscenely close to her exposed chest, still hard, aching, desperate.

She slid the ruler beneath me, lifting each of my balls one at a time, gauging their weight with clinical curiosity. They felt swollen, overfull, the pressure almost painful. The ruler bowed slightly, and she smiled at that.

Then she traced the length of me with it, following the thick vein along the underside until the head rested against the edge. The sensation sent a jolt through me, sharp and exquisite, and hope flared—bright, foolish.

She shattered it with a light tap. Then another, harder. Pain bloomed, sharp enough to make me gasp. I tried to jerk away, but her eyes locked on mine and I froze, caught by her will. She struck the side of my cock with the flat of the ruler, the sting radiating through me, pain and need tangling into something unbearable.

“Come for me,” she said again, her voice low, unyielding.

I strained, trying to will my body to obey her, clenching everything inside me, chasing that familiar tipping point—but nothing came. My cock throbbed uselessly, swollen and desperate, caught between fear and want. Then she lifted the ruler again.

The first strike landed light, almost playful, along the length of me. Then another. And another. She didn’t hit hard enough to truly injure me, not at first, but the rhythm built, each sharp kiss stacking on the last until the sensation blurred into something hot and relentless. The skin along my shaft began to burn, as if every nerve had been stripped bare. Soon even the faintest tap sent sparks of pain flaring through me, and my breath hitched. Tears spilled down my cheeks before I could stop them.

“Cum for me,” she said again, her voice calm, unyielding.

She didn’t stop. Tiny, precise slaps traced everywhere—along the sensitive underside, the swollen head, the tender skin near my balls. There was no escape, no pause long enough for relief. And then something inside me… shifted. The world tilted. The pain twisted in on itself, rewired, until the moments between the strikes hurt more than the impact itself. When the ruler connected, there was a sick, delicious rush that made my hips twitch.

Pressure swelled deep in my belly, thick and insistent. My balls drew tight against my body, heavy and aching, as if gathering themselves for something inevitable. She worked with focused intensity now, her mouth set, eyes narrowed, driving me forward with merciless patience. She never let the sensation fade, never let me come down, keeping me suspended in that unbearable, intoxicating edge.

I knew then—knew with absolute certainty—that I was going to come. More than that, I wanted to. I wanted to give it to her, to prove I could do exactly what she asked.

“Cum for me,” she said one last time.

My body shattered. Pleasure tore through me with violent force, ripping a cry from my throat as thick, pulsing jets spilled out, splashing across her bare chest. She laughed softly, delighted, using the ruler to guide me away from her dress as I pumped helplessly, every spasm wringing me out until there was nothing left. I was still crying, but the tears were different now—raw, overwhelmed, stunned by the fact that I’d done it. I’d obeyed.

“Oh, my darling,” she murmured when the final throb faded. “You were perfect. I knew you could be.” Her smile softened. “It’s always sweeter when you hold it until you’re told.”

My release glazed her breasts, sliding slowly down into the deep valley between them. She dabbed at herself with tissues, unhurried, cleaning her skin while I stumbled backward and sank to my knees. My limbs trembled. I felt hollowed out, wrecked, my cock still tingling and burning as if it remembered every strike. I couldn’t quite wrap my mind around what had happened—how pain had turned so completely into pleasure that it dragged me over the edge. The absurd thought crossed my mind that there had to be a manual somewhere explaining it, and a weak laugh escaped me.

She glanced at me, curious, then leaned forward to loosen the belt binding my wrists. Freedom flooded back into my hands in a rush of pins and needles. She tossed me a handful of tissues, and I wiped myself off, rubbing at my sore wrists. They ached from being held in place for what felt like hours, a dull reminder of everything she’d taken from me—and everything I’d given.

By the time I caught my breath, she was fully clothed again, smoothing fabric into place, the ritual of it calm and deliberate. She threaded the slim leather belt through the loops at her waist, and as she pulled it snug I noticed the extra holes punched along its length—precise, intentional. Holes small enough to cinch tight around wrists like mine.

The realization settled over me slowly, heavy and intimate. None of this had been accidental. Not the binding beneath her skirt, not the measured confinement, not even the sting of the ruler that had rewritten my body from the inside out. What had felt improvised in the moment revealed itself as carefully composed, each step anticipated, each reaction accounted for. She had guided me without hesitation, shaping every second I’d spent at her mercy.

Instead of frightening me, the knowledge wrapped around my chest like warmth. There was something profoundly comforting—almost tender—in knowing someone had thought about me with such attention, had planned so meticulously to strip me down and build me back up again. The pain, the restraint, even the demand for control over myself… it all felt like a strange, intimate form of care.

She came to me then, gentle hands helping me back into my clothes, fingers lingering as if to reassure me I was still real. When she drew me into her arms, the heels of her boots brought us nearly eye to eye. I leaned into her, my forehead resting against her shoulder, breathing her in. She was soft and warm, carrying a faint scent that reminded me of sunlight and open air, of summer afternoons that stretch on forever.

“Tim,” she murmured, her lips close to my ear, her voice low and sure, “I’m so happy you’ve taken these first steps.”

Her words slid through me, settling deep. 

“You’ve spent your life chasing pleasure for yourself,” she continued quietly. “Letting it lead you, letting it hollow you out piece by piece. If you stay lost in that pursuit, you’ll keep reaching for something that can never satisfy you. You’ll never truly love anything real—only the idea of it.” She paused, just long enough for the truth of it to sting. “I can help you. I can become that fantasy made flesh. Your goddess.”

My pulse hammered as she spoke, every word tightening the invisible thread between us.

“I’m offering you a love that is complete,” she said, her tone unwavering. “Unconditional. But it must be returned with absolute devotion.”

She shifted me gently until I stood in front of her, lifting my chin so she could see my face. Her gaze held mine, sharp and searching.

“I can teach you,” she said. “But understand this—your training will not be gentle. It will awaken feelings so powerful, so erotically charged, that they’ll threaten to consume you. You must learn to experience them without being ruled by them. As a submissive, your thoughts must always begin and end with the goddess you serve. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Miss Autumn,” I answered softly. The word submissive echoed in my mind, sending a thrill through me. Was it just a role… or was it a truth I’d been circling all my life?

Her expression didn’t soften. “Do you truly understand? This is not play.”

“I do,” I said, surprising myself with the certainty in my voice. “I want this. I want it more than anything I’ve ever wanted.”

She studied me for a long moment, as if weighing my soul. Whatever she found there seemed to please her. She leaned in and pressed her mouth to mine, the kiss unhurried and deep, claiming rather than asking. When she pulled back, her palm cradled my cheek, grounding me.

“Good,” she said quietly. “We’ll continue tomorrow. Then you’ll have the opportunity to prove your devotion properly.”

She stepped away, folding her arms, watching me with that same composed intensity—already in control, already looking ahead.

“All right,” she said softly, authority wrapped in velvet. “This is how we begin. I’m going to set you a discipline to practice tonight.” Her gaze held mine, steady and knowing. “You’re allowed to touch yourself as often as you like. Take yourself right to the edge if you want. But the instant you feel yourself tipping toward release, you must stop. Completely. And while that need is roaring through you, you will whisper, My orgasm belongs to you, Miss Autumn, until the urge fades.” 

She paused, letting the weight of it sink into me. “Once it passes, you don’t resume. You redirect—stand up, wash your hands, do something ordinary. If it helps in the beginning, you may grip yourself hard enough to halt the climax, but that’s a crutch. In time, your control must come from your mind alone. Do you remember what you’re to say?” 

“My orgasm belongs to you, Miss Autumn,” I repeated. The words trembled out of me. Just imagining that moment—hovering on the brink and forcing myself to step back—sent shivers through my legs and up my spine. The denial already ached, a sweet, almost unbearable ache. 

Her expression sharpened. “And as before, if even a single drop spills between now and tomorrow, there will be consequences.” Her voice lowered, possessive and absolute. “From this moment on, your orgasm, your release, your body—all of it is mine. Don’t disrespect what belongs to me.” 

“Miss Autumn,” I said, my throat tight, “I’ll do what you ask. I know it’s going to be hard, but I’ll try. I really will.” 

“Good.” She stepped forward and pulled me into one last embrace, firm and lingering. “I’ll know if you fail.” Then she drew back, glanced around the room. “Clean this up.” 

I gathered the tissues from the desk, my face burning. Before I could react, she plucked one from my hand and deliberately wiped it across my mouth. The sharp, salty taste bloomed on my lips. 

“Don’t lick,” she ordered, amused cruelty in her smile. “Something visceral to mark the moment. And perhaps avoid kissing your mother tonight.” 

She laughed softly, unlocked the door, and ushered me out. The lock clicked shut again behind her as she turned away, her boots carrying her down the stairs until she disappeared deeper into the library. 

My lips felt damp, exposed. I had no idea how much she’d smeared there, or whether anyone would notice on the walk home. The faint scent clung to me, intimate and maddening, stirring heat low in my belly. For a moment I considered ducking into the bathroom to obey her instructions immediately. I stopped myself. This, too, was part of the lesson. 

At home, luck was on my side—only my mother was there, busy outside in the garden. I slipped in unnoticed and went straight to the bathroom, finally wiping my mouth clean. 

Then I closed the door and stood there, breathing hard, preparing myself. I’d only come once in two days if you didn’t count the wet dream, and my body was hungry for it. Wrapping my hand around myself felt strange, charged with a new awareness. I knew I wasn’t allowed to finish, and that knowledge made every nerve sharper. 

I decided to draw it out. I spat into my palm and began to stroke slowly, savoring the slick heat, the familiar pleasure turned unfamiliar by restraint. I let my mind drift over the day—her voice, her touch, the way she’d looked at me. And then the memory of being trapped between her thighs flashed through me, so close to her sex I could almost smell her, and the sensation slammed into me all at once. I was already teetering, breath caught, right on the edge.

It took everything I had not to chase the pleasure rushing up my spine. My hand froze mid-stroke, then slid down to the root of my cock, fingers clamping tight as if I could physically cage the orgasm before it broke free. My thighs trembled, my breath coming in ragged pulls.

“My orgasm belongs to you, Miss Autumn,” I whispered, then again, louder, the words scraped out through clenched teeth. “My orgasm belongs to you, Miss Autumn.” 

The pressure was almost unbearable, a hot, aching throb that felt like it might split me open from the inside. It actually hurt—sharp, insistent—but I held on, riding it down inch by inch until the peak dulled and the urgency ebbed. When it finally passed, a rush of something dangerously close to triumph flooded me. Pride. Relief. Desire, twisted into something deeper.

“Holy shit,” I breathed, staring down at myself as if I’d just performed some impossible feat.

I knew better than to linger. If I hesitated for even a second, I’d be right back where I started. I bolted for the shower, yanked the handle, and stepped under a brutal blast of icy water. The shock stole the air from my lungs, chased every lingering spark of arousal straight out of me. My body recoiled, skin tightening, cock shrinking back as the cold did its merciless work.

I’d been standing there barely a minute when a knock rapped against the bathroom door.

“Tim? Are you in there?” my mother called. “I didn’t realize you were home. Don’t take forever—come down and help me with dinner when you’re done.”

“Okay, Mum,” I called back, my voice sounding steadier than I felt.

Don’t take too long. Her unspoken translation was clear as day. Stop messing about in there. I almost laughed. The frigid water had already ensured there was nothing left to mess with. When I couldn’t take the cold any longer, I shut it off, dried myself quickly, and pulled on clean clothes.

Downstairs, the ordinary rhythm of chopping and stirring was a welcome anchor. My hands stayed busy, my mind occupied—mostly. Somewhere between peeling vegetables and setting pans on the stove, it struck me how strange this all was. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt the itch to disappear into porn. The idea of it now felt thin, pointless, almost embarrassing.

What filled my thoughts instead was her. Her voice. Her expectations. The quiet, intoxicating idea of standing in front of Miss Autumn tomorrow and knowing—really knowing—that I’d done exactly what she asked.


Chapter 3

I barely slept. The night burned hot and restless, my body wound tight, aching with want. I’d tried Miss Autumn’s little exercise in restraint once—once was all it took to know better. The second my hand touched my skin, I would have shattered whatever fragile control she’d demanded of me. So I didn’t touch. I lay there instead, staring into the dark, replaying the memory of her presence until my sheets felt charged with it.

The way her sexuality had pressed in around me, dense and intoxicating, lingered like a scent I couldn’t escape. Being trapped between her thighs while she took herself apart had rattled me in ways I still didn’t understand. I hadn’t been the one touching her; I hadn’t been allowed to do anything at all. And yet I’d been right there—used, maybe, or simply included in a way that felt both thrilling and vaguely shaming. I didn’t know how I felt about being reduced to a prop in her pleasure, an accessory instead of a participant. What unsettled me most was that the humiliation hadn’t dulled the excitement. If anything, it sharpened it. I’d been harder than I’d ever been in my life, not because of what I was doing, but because of how badly she wanted it. I’d turned her on without lifting a finger. That realization alone had kept me awake for hours.

Morning came far too soon. My parents never allowed sleeping in, so by seven I dragged myself upright, heavy-eyed and slow, my body buzzing with exhaustion and leftover heat. They were already seated at the kitchen table when I shuffled downstairs. I collapsed into a chair, resting my head against my arm like it weighed too much to hold up.

“What’s wrong, Tim?” my mother asked, worry softening her voice.

My father glanced at me over his bowl, his expression tight with disapproval, but he said nothing.

“Just tired,” I muttered. “Didn’t get much sleep.”

Her gaze lingered on me. “What kept you awake? What were you doing?”

I could practically hear the question she didn’t ask—the one about whether I’d broken their rules, whether I’d been touching myself under their roof. That interrogation usually belonged to my father, delivered bluntly and without mercy.

“Nothing,” I said, too quickly. “Just… a lot on my mind lately.”

“At the library?”

“Yeah.” The word sounded ridiculous the second it left my mouth. I scrambled to patch it up. “I mean, I’ve kind of taken on a special summer project. It’s all pretty new to me. Confusing. I stayed up late trying to make sense of it.”

She brightened at that. “I’m glad you’ve found something productive to focus on. Did you figure it out?”

“Not really,” I admitted. “I think I need to spend more time there. Really immerse myself.”

“That’s the spirit,” she said warmly. “If your father or I can help—”

“No,” I interrupted, a little too sharply. “I’m fine. Really.”

She studied me for a beat, then nodded. “All right.”

The moment passed. She went back to her breakfast. My father returned to pretending I didn’t exist.

I poured coffee down my throat like medicine, forced myself through a piece of toast, and escaped the house at the first opportunity. The air outside felt lighter, as if I could finally breathe. Despite the early hour, I headed straight for the library. Just beyond it, perched higher on the hill, lay a small park—carefully shaped flower beds, winding paths that rose and dipped with the land. Sunlight spilled through the trees, a mild breeze stirring the leaves while lazy clouds drifted overhead. It was the kind of morning that promised something—clarity, maybe, or temptation. Either way, it felt like the day was opening itself to me, and I wasn’t sure I was ready for what I’d find inside it.

On impulse, I veered off the main path and slipped down one that curved behind the library. It led me to a quiet pocket of greenery where the shrubs thinned just enough to offer a clear line of sight to the staff car park. I told myself I was only curious, but the truth hummed hotter under my skin: I needed to know more about Miss Autumn. If I saw her arrive, I’d know which car was hers. And then… what? Follow her? Linger outside her house like some shadow? The thought made my stomach knot. There was a fine line between curiosity and something uglier, and I was toeing it.

“Hello, Tim.”

Fuck.

I spun around, my pulse crashing in my ears. She stood there as if she’d stepped out of my imagination—Miss Autumn, watching me with that knowing, unreadable smile. Her dark eyes sparkled with amusement, as though she’d caught me exactly where she’d expected to. The breeze toyed with the hem of her long, fluid dress, teasing glimpses of her calves as the fabric caressed her legs.

I glanced back toward the car park, then returned my gaze to her. There was no graceful way out of this. I’d been caught skulking through bushes like an idiot.

“H-hello, Miss Autumn,” I said, already feeling the weight of my embarrassment settle low and heavy in my gut.

“It’s a beautiful morning for a stroll, don’t you think?” she said lightly.

I nodded, painfully aware that I hadn’t been strolling so much as creeping.

“I like to come here before work,” she continued. “It’s wonderfully calm before the day fills up with noise.”

She stopped speaking, and the quiet deepened, stretching until it felt deliberate. My heartbeat thudded out the seconds. Then birdsong fluttered back into the air, breaking the spell. She tipped her head, studying me with open curiosity.

“Did you complete the exercises I gave you?”

“Yes, Miss Autumn,” I said quickly. “Well… one of them.”

Her brow lifted a fraction. “Only one? Why is that?”

“Not because I failed,” I rushed to add. “I just— I didn’t trust myself.”

“In what way?”

My throat tightened. I darted a glance around the park, suddenly hyperaware of how exposed I felt.

“In case I… finished,” I murmured, lowering my voice. “Miss Autumn.”

She didn’t look away. Her gaze pinned me in place, calm and unwavering.

“I’m disappointed, Tim,” she said softly. “I gave you something to practice. Avoiding it doesn’t help you gain control.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, meaning it far more deeply than the words suggested.

“Tonight, you will do it properly,” she replied. “Three times.”

“Yes, Miss Autumn,” I said, heat pooling low in my body. “I’ll try.”

“If you fail even once,” she added, already turning away, “I’ll decide on an appropriate punishment.”

She took a step as if to leave, and panic flared.

“Miss Autumn?”

She looked back over her shoulder, lips curved in a tight, satisfied smile. She loved this—loved the way I unraveled under her attention.

“Yes, Tim?”

“Will I… will I see you today?”

She checked her watch, considering. “My morning is very full,” she said. “But I can make time later.”

She reached into her handbag, fingers moving with unhurried confidence, and withdrew a key. When she placed it in my palm, her touch was brief but electric.

“I expect you to be ready for me at one o’clock.”

I closed my fingers around the key, my pulse racing. “I’ll be ready, Miss Autumn.”

She didn’t linger. Without another glance she turned and walked away, her dress swaying lazily as she headed for the park gates, leaving me rooted to the spot. For a few seconds I felt untethered, like the ground had shifted beneath me and I hadn’t quite caught up yet. The quiet corner I’d chosen began to fill with life—footsteps, laughter, the distant bark of a dog—and with the returning awareness of my own body.

My jeans were tented obscenely, my arousal hard and undeniable, pulsing with the echo of her voice and that promise tucked into her parting words. Heat crawled up my neck. I dropped onto a nearby bench, spreading my thighs just enough to ease the pressure, forcing myself to breathe until the worst of it ebbed. I stared at the gravel path, at my shoes, at anything except the image of Miss Autumn’s knowing smile. It didn’t help. She was already there, lodged deep in my thoughts, a presence that refused to loosen its grip.

Eventually I stood and started toward the beach, thinking the open air might clear my head. Halfway there I veered off, my feet carrying me instead toward the bustle of the shopping district. The decision came fully formed, urgent and undeniable: I needed something for her. A token. A gesture. Proof that she occupied more than my body.

The morning slipped by as I drifted from shop to shop, acutely aware of how unprepared I was. I’d never chosen a gift for a woman like her—or any woman, really, beyond obligatory birthdays for my mother. Clothes felt too intimate, too presumptuous. Cosmetics were a mystery I didn’t dare attempt. I was close to giving up when I ducked into a narrow antique jewellery shop tucked away on a quiet side street.

That was where I saw it. A fine silver chain, almost weightless, with a small leaf pendant that caught the light softly, understated and elegant. It felt right in my hand, delicate but deliberate, like her. The price made me swallow hard, but I paid it without hesitation, a reckless dip into my savings that left me giddy with both fear and satisfaction. I left the shop clutching the small box and hurried back toward the library, my pulse ticking louder with every step.

Just before one o’clock, I slid the key into the familiar lock and slipped inside the small office. Nothing had changed. The room was still a cramped, airless cube—desk, chair, blank walls—holding the residue of everything we’d done there before. Her words echoed in my head: be prepared. There was only one way to interpret that.

I undressed quickly but carefully, folding each item with reverence and setting them aside. Then I lowered myself to my knees, facing the door, spine straight, hands tucked behind my back. My cock was already hard again, thick with anticipation. In one clenched fist I held the necklace, the box biting into my palm as if to anchor me.

The door wasn’t locked yet, and when voices drifted down the corridor my body reacted instantly. Fear spiked sharp and cold, my balls drawing tight beneath my erection as the possibility of discovery flashed through me. I held my breath. The voices passed, fading into nothing, and relief washed through me so powerfully it left me trembling.

Time stretched. My knees began to ache against the floor, the discomfort grounding me, while the cool air from the vent raised goosebumps along my skin and tightened my nipples. I welcomed every sensation, every reminder of my position. Then I heard it—the unmistakable click of a hand on the handle.

The door opened.

Miss Autumn stepped inside, and the room seemed to brighten with her presence. Her eyes swept over me and her lips curved, genuine pleasure lighting her face at the sight of me kneeling there, offered and waiting. She closed the door with deliberate care and turned the lock, the sound final and intimate.

Her gaze traveled slowly, appraising, unhurried.

“Very good,” she said, approval warming her voice.

My throat tightened as I spoke, the words steady only because I’d rehearsed them again and again while waiting. “Miss Autumn, I am ready for my next lesson.” I lifted my chin, devotion thrumming through me. “Please teach me how I may show my true devotion to you.”

I caught a flicker of something in her eyes—surprise, perhaps—but if it unsettled her she never allowed it to settle on her face. She stepped closer until the toes of her boots were directly in my line of sight, solid and immovable, a quiet assertion of control.

“You may begin,” she said calmly, “by honoring my boots.”

“As you wish, Miss Autumn,” I replied, the words sliding from my mouth with practiced reverence.

I bent forward, drawn by instinct as much as instruction, and pressed my lips to the polished black leather. The surface was cool and unyielding, gleaming where the light caught it. As I breathed her in, the scent rose up to meet me—leather, earth, and something uniquely hers. It dragged me back to the day before, to the memory of my mouth working those same boots free from her feet, to the ache of wanting that had lodged itself deep in my body since then. I wanted to taste them fully, to trace them with my tongue, but I restrained myself, lavishing them instead with slow kisses, brushing my cheeks against them, letting my devotion speak through restraint as much as touch.

Eventually her voice cut through the haze. “Enough.”

She turned away from me and lowered herself into the chair with composed elegance. Before she could settle, I found my voice.

“Miss Autumn… may I offer you a gift?”

I extended my hands, palms up, the delicate necklace stretched across them. This time she didn’t mask her reaction. Her breath caught, and her fingers rose instinctively to her lips as she stared down at it.

“Oh, my precious Tim,” she murmured softly. “You don’t have to do this. You’ve already given me more than you realize.”

“I want to,” I said earnestly. “I don’t know how to say what you mean to me. I hoped this might speak for me.”

Her expression softened, something warm and almost tender settling into her gaze. “Thank you,” she said quietly. “That truly moves me. Stand up. You may put it on me.”

I rose, my legs unsteady with emotion and anticipation. She turned her back to me, lifting her hair away from the pale column of her neck. My hands shook as I unclasped the chain, my fingers brushing her skin as I fastened it into place. When she faced me again, the silver leaf rested perfectly against her dress, nestled just above the gentle curve where her breasts met. She lifted it, examining it with a small, private smile.

“It’s perfect,” she said. “Thank you.”

Pride and joy flooded me, so intense it almost hurt. Pleasing her felt like purpose itself.

Then her tone shifted, sharpening just enough to remind me where we stood. “Now,” she said, “we must return to your lesson.”

She turned away once more and slid her thin leather belt free, the soft sound of it leaving the loops sending a nervous thrill straight through me. “Since you’re already standing,” she continued, “you may unzip me and remove my dress.”

My stomach fluttered wildly as I reached for the zipper at the nape of her back and slowly drew it down. The fabric parted, revealing the dark line of her bra strap against flawless white skin. I eased one sleeve from her shoulder, then the other, my movements careful, reverent. When I hesitated, uncertain, she took my hands and guided them to her hips, wordlessly instructing me.

The dress slid down her body with effortless grace. Beneath it she wore dark panties that matched her bra, white suspenders clipped neatly to sheer stockings that hugged her legs. I folded the dress with the same care I’d given my own clothes and placed it aside, my heart pounding as the lesson deepened.

When I turned back to her, the sight of her knocked the breath from my lungs. She was luminous—ivory skin dusted with faint freckles, soft curves flowing into generous hips and a lush backside that made my hands ache to touch. Her bra struggled nobly with the fullness of her breasts, round and heavy-looking, and my mind immediately betrayed me with the question of how they would weigh in my palms. The necklace I’d given her rested exactly where I’d hoped, the delicate leaf hovering just above the valley between her breasts, its point drawing the eye downward in a way that felt wickedly intentional.

She settled into the chair and crossed her legs with languid confidence, one booted foot extending toward me like an invitation and a challenge all at once.

“Kneel,” she said, her voice calm and absolute.

I sank down without hesitation.

“Remove my boots,” she continued, “and show my feet the reverence they deserve.”

My hands closed around her first boot, warm from her body. I slid it slowly down her calf, savoring the unhurried intimacy of the motion, until it came free. The stocking beneath was sheer and dark, revealing the elegant shape of her foot and the faint outline of her toes. Desire sparked hard and fast in my body, my cock giving an unmistakable pulse as I took her in. I uncrossed her legs and lifted her other foot, easing the second boot away, the scent of heated leather blooming in the air as it left her skin.

She offered one foot to my mouth. I pressed my lips to it, a soft, devoted kiss, then another. My thumbs traced slow circles into her sole while my fingers worked along her arch, and I felt the tension melt out of her as I touched her. I followed the line of her foot with my mouth, kissing up toward her ankle before returning to lavish attention on each toe, nibbling and teasing until they curled in response.

Her breath changed, slipping into quiet sighs that spilled from her without restraint, each sound a reward that drove me deeper into my worship. I was lost in the sensation of her feet wrapped in silk, the texture exquisite against my lips, the intimacy intoxicating. I took my time, massaging, kissing, lingering until she finally spoke again, her tone edged with command.

I stopped and waited, kneeling, watching her. I knew I’d pleased her—I could sense it. Even from where I was, her arousal reached me, familiar and irresistible, and my own need mirrored hers, my body slick with anticipation, my cock aching and impatient.

She rose and closed the distance between us until she stood directly before me. Her pale thighs framed my vision, leading up to the dark, enticing triangle of her panties. Through the delicate lace, I caught a glimpse of her neatly trimmed curls and imagined the heat and dampness hidden just beyond.

Her hands came to my face, firm and possessive, and she drew me upward until my lips and nose pressed into her covered sex. The scent that enveloped me was rich and sweet, unmistakably her, and my body reacted before my thoughts could catch up. My tongue slipped out, seeking, and she rewarded me with the taste of her—one intoxicating drop that coated my tongue and made my head swim. It felt inevitable, like a moment I’d been moving toward my entire life, and now that I was there, it was perfection.

She held me there, her palms cradling my face, her fingers threading into my hair, anchoring me. I could do nothing but breathe her in, kiss her through the thin barrier of lace, savor her taste and her presence. It was more than enough. In that moment, there was no other want left in me. My hands found her ass, firm and yielding beneath my grip, and I pulled her closer, pressing myself to her with open devotion.

Somewhere above me a broken sound slipped free—a thin, needy whimper—and it took a heartbeat for me to understand it was hers. Miss Autumn. The realization sent a jolt of pride and hunger through me. Her fingers tightened in my hair as my hands slid beneath the lace, finding the heat of her skin, easing her panties down inch by delicious inch along her thighs.

I tipped my head back to look at her. From where I knelt, she seemed impossibly tall, all curves and power, her stomach rising gently with each breath, her dark breasts heavy and full above me. She watched me without blinking, regal and unashamed, a woman utterly aware of the effect she had. When she opened her legs wider, it felt like an invitation and a command all at once, and I sank closer, pressed into the slick warmth waiting for me.

Her taste flooded my mouth—rich, intimate, intoxicating—and lust roared through my veins. I lapped at her greedily, chasing every drop, drunk on the way her body reacted to me.

“Easy,” she breathed, her voice a velvet murmur edged with control. “You can be hungry later. Kiss me first. Slow. Use your mouth.”

It took effort to obey. I stilled my tongue and focused on her outer lips, pressing soft, reverent kisses to them, then drawing them between my own. I tugged gently, teasing, tracing them with the very tip of my tongue. Her hands guided me, subtle pressure telling me where she wanted me, how she wanted it, until my lips and tongue had mapped every inch of her, learning her.

“Now,” she said, lower, rougher, “I want you inside me. As deep as you can.”

I shifted my body, lowering myself further beneath her, and pushed my tongue into her slick heat. There, at her center, her flavor was stronger, sharper, undeniably her. I worked into her slowly, deliberately, and she answered me by rolling her hips, pulling my face closer, grinding herself against my mouth as her wetness grew.

“Oh… yes. Don’t stop,” she kept whispering, breathless now, the control in her voice beginning to fray.

Just as my jaw began to ache, just as my tongue trembled from the strain, she drew me back. Cool air rushed over my face. I sucked in a lungful of breath, aware that I was drenched, marked by her from chin to brow. I stretched my mouth, panting, dazed by her scent and taste.

“Two fingers,” she instructed softly, firmly. “Then your mouth on my clit. I want to come for you.”

I didn’t hesitate. My first two fingers slid into her with humiliating ease, greeted by heat and slickness that made my head spin. She felt like fire around me, pulsing, soaked. I began to move my fingers in a slow, deliberate rhythm, curling and rotating them inside her, and her response was immediate—a low, broken moan that vibrated straight through me.

Her clit was swollen and flushed, peeking from its hood, impossibly sensitive. I brushed it with my tongue and she shuddered hard, her thighs tightening around my shoulders. Encouraged, I closed my mouth over it, sucking gently, then deeper, letting cool air tease it before sealing my lips again. The sound she made—soft, stunned—told me I’d found exactly what she wanted.

Her hands clamped around my face once more, holding me there as I suckled her, my tongue stroking her rhythmically, confidently. I stayed with her, focused and relentless, determined to give her everything she was asking for—and more.

Everything dissolved into sensation—skin slick with heat, the heady musk of her, the sound of her breath tearing apart as she crushed my face against her sex. She was trembling violently now, thighs quaking around my head, her body no longer obeying her will. The realization hit me like lightning: I was undoing her. The knowledge tightened something deep in my groin, my balls drawing up painfully as her climax ripped through her. Her release spilled freely, soaking my fingers, running in hot, slippery streams over my knuckles and down my wrist.

“Don’t stop,” she choked out, though her hands held me as if escape were impossible anyway.

I didn’t. I couldn’t. I drove my fingers harder, faster, curling them inside her while my mouth worked her swollen clit with ruthless focus. It took less than a minute before she shattered again, this time biting down hard on her fist, her eyes squeezed shut as she fought not to cry out.

The intensity wrecked me.

My hand flew to my cock, stroking once—twice—and that was all it took. I spilled myself in a blinding rush, my orgasm crashing through me in violent, ecstatic waves. Each pulse sent another hot jet spilling free, pleasure so sharp it stole my breath. I was still buried between her legs, breathing her in, dizzy with her scent, while her body continued to shudder in the aftermath of her own release.

Eventually she loosened her grip and sagged back into the chair, exhaling a long, satisfied sigh.

I looked up at her then, drinking in the sight of her—her flushed cheeks, the soft swell of her chest rising and falling. Adoration filled me. But as my gaze drifted lower, my body went rigid with sudden dread.

Thick, unmistakable ropes of my come streaked down her left leg, clinging obscenely to her stocking and pooling around her ankle and foot.

She noticed instantly. The way my expression changed gave me away. Her eyes followed mine, taking in the sticky white mess I’d left on her skin.

The serenity vanished.

Her eyes hardened, her mouth flattening into a sharp line. “What the fuck is that, Tim?”

The harshness of her voice stunned me. I dropped my gaze at once, shrinking under her anger, heat rushing to my face.

“I’m sorry, Miss Autumn. I’ll clean it up.” My eyes darted around the room, searching desperately for the tissues she’d used before, eager to erase the evidence as quickly as possible.

“Why would you ruin my moment like that?” she snapped. “Did I give you permission?”

“No, Miss Autumn.”

“What did I tell you yesterday?”

My mind blanked. “I—uh…”

“Your orgasms belong to me,” she said coldly. “You come when I tell you to. Not before. Not after. Have you forgotten that already?”

“No, Miss Autumn. I’m so sorry. I got carried away. When you came, I just—” My voice shook. “I couldn’t resist touching myself. It won’t happen again.”

Her gaze bored into me. “Say it back to me. I need to know you understand.”

“My orgasms belong to you, Miss Autumn.”

“Yes. You don’t cum unless I allow it.” Her eyes flicked pointedly to her leg. “And look what you’ve done to my stocking. You’re going to clean it.”

“Are the tissues in the drawer, Miss Autumn?”

She laughed softly, a sound with no warmth in it. “With your mouth, Tim. You’re going to clean my stocking with your mouth.”

I stared at the mess clinging to her ankle, my stomach twisting. “But—” Disgust crept into my voice despite myself.

“You came without permission,” she cut in smoothly, lifting her foot and holding it out toward me. “So now you’re going to lick it up. I don’t want a single trace of your mess left on my clothes.”

“I don’t think I can do it, Miss Autumn,” I whispered, even as my body reacted helplessly to her command.

“If you refuse me,” she said quietly, steel threading her voice, “this stops here. You walk out, and you never see me again.”

The promise in her stare froze me. She wasn’t posturing—this was a line, and I was standing right on it. My gaze dropped back to her ankle, to the pale stocking streaked with my cooling release. Shame burned hot in my chest as I weighed the choice for a single, suspended heartbeat. Then I moved.

I lowered myself to my knees, the carpet rough beneath my skin, and leaned in until my lips hovered over the thickest trail. The first touch of my tongue made me flinch. It was the texture that undid me—the tacky resistance, the slow pull as I dragged my mouth upward along her leg. I swallowed hard and kept going. The flavor startled me, not at all what I’d braced for—milder, almost sweet, without the bitterness I’d imagined. An unwanted, dangerous thought flashed through me about warmth and immediacy, and I crushed it down, focusing instead on obedience, on erasing every last trace as quickly and thoroughly as I could.

It smeared across my tongue, coated my mouth. I worked carefully, deliberately, licking and swallowing, letting nothing remain on the fabric. When I was done, I sat back on my heels, breath unsteady, eyes lowered.

“Well done,” she said, cool and composed, as if she’d merely watched me straighten a picture frame. Then her lips curved, not kindly. “Now. Are you ready for your punishment?”

My head snapped up. “Punishment? I thought— I thought that was it.”

She gave a soft, patronizing laugh. “No, my pet. That was housekeeping. You still broke my rules.” She tilted her head, studying the tension written all over me. “Are you ready to accept what comes next?”

My stomach flipped. “What… what is it?” My voice shook despite my effort to steady it.

She rose, unhurried, and reached for the desk. The thin leather belt slid into her hand, folded neatly in half, an unassuming strip that suddenly felt enormous. She held it where I could see it clearly.

“Three strokes,” she said. “Across your backside. Are you ready?”

“Only three?” The words slipped out before I could stop them.

“Yes. Three.” Her smile was faint, unreadable.

My pulse roared in my ears. I’d never been struck in my life, not really—not by a hand, not by leather. The memory of a childhood bruise flared uselessly, nothing like this. This wasn’t violence; it was something else entirely—ritual, consequence, intimacy sharpened to an edge. I drew in a breath, bit down on my lip, then met her eyes.

“I’m ready for my punishment, Miss Autumn.”

She nodded once, satisfied. “Good. Now—pass me my panties.”

I retrieved them and placed the damp silk in her waiting hand.

“Open.”

I did. She pushed them into my mouth, firm and deliberate, pressing the soaked center against my tongue. Her taste bloomed instantly, familiar and intoxicating, and my body betrayed me with a sharp, aching twitch. She noticed, of course.

“That reaction,” she murmured, amused. “So reliable. I like knowing exactly what you are.” Her gaze flicked down, then back up. “You ruined these stockings. Take them off.”

My hands shook as I unfastened the suspenders and eased the stockings down her legs, inch by slow inch, baring smooth skin and then her delicate, perfectly shaped feet. I bowed to each one, pressing a reverent kiss before sliding the fabric free. When I finished, I placed the stockings into her outstretched hand, my heart pounding, my body taut with what I knew was coming next.

“Lower,” she commanded softly. “All the way down. Face to my feet. Hands behind you.”

I obeyed, sinking until my cheek brushed her instep, then pressing my face into her toes. Heat still lingered there from the leather boots she’d worn all morning, yet her skin smelled faintly of soap and something uniquely her—clean, intimate, intoxicating. My pulse thudded in my ears.

“Bring your knees closer,” she added. “I want to see you offered.”

I shifted as told, my hips tilting up, my body instinctively arching. The position left me shamefully open, my backside raised, my balls hanging with no protection at all. I felt her move behind me, then the whisper of fabric sliding against skin as she looped the stockings around my wrists, drawing my hands together. The silk tightened, secure and unyielding. Exposure flooded me—raw, humiliating, electric. I remembered, vividly, how effortlessly she’d hurt me before. This time there would be nowhere to flinch, nowhere to hide.

“You should have been restrained the moment you walked in,” she said, fingers pressing briefly into my back, claiming me. “You still haven’t learned how to deny yourself. I expected more discipline.”

Her palm lifted away.

“Your punishment starts now.”

There was no warning—only the sudden hiss of air, sharp and fast, and then agony detonated across my ass. The impact stole my breath. Pain tore through me so fiercely it felt edged, as if my skin had been split open.

“Fuuuck—” The sound ripped out of me, muffled by the panties stuffed between my lips. My entire body jolted. Fire bloomed where the belt had landed, radiating outward in waves that made my legs tremble.

“That,” she said coldly, “is for spoiling what was mine with your selfish need.”

I could barely process her words before the sound came again. I braced, every muscle locking tight, but anticipation didn’t soften a thing. The second strike landed just above the first, doubling the pain, layering it until my vision blurred. I clenched my jaw, refusing to scream this time, though tears welled hot and unwanted in my eyes.

“That one,” she continued, voice measured, almost calm, “is for forgetting who controls your release. You don’t come unless I decide you do. And after today, you’ll be grateful if I allow it at all.”

The third swish cut the air and slammed into me, completing the set. My backside felt incandescent, as though flames licked along every nerve ending. I whimpered helplessly, rocking slightly, the silk at my wrists biting as my body tried to escape what was already over.

I stayed there, trembling, breath ragged, waiting for more—somehow losing track of the count, needing it, craving the clarity the pain had brought. When nothing followed, a hollow ache opened in my chest. It startled me to recognize it for what it was: disappointment.

Then she was in front of me again.

She knelt and pulled the panties from my mouth, cool air rushing over my lips. Her fingers slid under my chin, lifting my head until my gaze locked with hers. Her cheeks were flushed now, eyes dark, breath uneven. She looked as undone as I felt.

“What do you say?” she asked quietly.

“I’m so sorry, Miss Autumn,” I whispered, voice shaking.

Her thumb pressed lightly into my jaw. “Again,” she said.

“I’m sorry I didn’t put you first,” I rushed out, shame and need tangling on my tongue. “Sorry for spoiling your clothes, for being small and greedy and thinking only of myself. I know I can be better—better for you—if you’ll let me try again.” The words tumbled over each other, breathless and desperate. “I don’t understand it, but you’re all I can think about. Being close to you. Being ready for whatever you want. Please—just give me that chance.” I finally fell silent, lungs burning, heart hammering.

We held each other’s gaze, something unspoken locking into place between us. It felt irreversible, like a door closing softly but forever. She turned and took her seat, then crooked a finger. I crossed the space on my knees, drawn in, until my forehead rested against the smooth warmth of her bare thighs. She brushed a thumb beneath my eye, wiping away the last trace of wetness.

“It’s finished now, my pet,” she murmured, gentler than before. “You’ve paid for your mistakes. You won’t forget the lesson.”

“Have you… done this before?” I asked, voice low.

Her smile was knowing. “Many times. No two are ever the same.”

“Is it… normal,” I hesitated, searching for the truth of myself, “to want it? I hated the pain, but when it stopped, I missed it.”

“Sometimes,” she said easily. “Some men never let themselves feel that. Others discover they need it. A few tell me it wakes them up inside. There’s no single answer.”

I nodded, absorbing it. “I think… maybe I’m like that. Or becoming it.”

She glanced at her watch with a small click of her tongue. “I’m afraid I have somewhere to be.”

“Miss Autumn,” I said, finding a boldness I hadn’t known I possessed. “Let me give you back what I ruined.”

One brow arched. “And how would you do that?”

I didn’t reply. I leaned forward, sliding my face between her knees, and she opened for me without hesitation. Heat and dampness greeted me, her thighs slick with need, her sex glossy and inviting. I traced the insides of her legs with my mouth, following the evidence of her arousal until I reached her. She sighed and shifted forward on the chair, spreading herself wide. Her outer lips were wet and swollen, parting to show the softer pink within, and above them her clit waited, small and sensitive, already awakening.

I took my time, tasting her slowly, dragging my tongue from bottom to top, memorizing her. I circled close to her clit, teasing the air around it, never quite touching. Her fingers floated to my cheeks, barely there, a permission rather than a command. When I felt her tense, I brushed the tip of my tongue over her, then enclosed her clit with my lips, sucking gently. Her legs tightened around my shoulders, then loosened as she breathed out.

I drew back only to change the rhythm, licking firmly now, full strokes that dragged pleasure through her. I counted each one in my head, steady and sure. She came quickly, twelve strokes and then she was pressing me closer, thighs locking me in place as her body shuddered. I stayed with her through it, flattening my tongue against her clit, pulsing softly, prolonging the aftershocks until her grip eased and her breath finally slowed.

When she finally loosened her hold on me, I eased back onto my heels, my face aching from how hard I was smiling. She was wearing the same dazed, satisfied expression, cheeks flushed, eyes bright. She lifted her hands and waved them in front of her face, laughing softly as if she were still catching her breath.

“Well,” she said, voice warm and amused, “you learn quickly.”

Heat spread through my chest at the praise. “I may have… studied a little, Miss Autumn. I was hoping it showed.”

Her gaze lingered on me, slow and assessing, the kind that made my skin feel bare. “It did,” she replied. “Very much so. With more time and repetition, you could become quite skilled.”

I let out a short laugh, half nerves, half pride. “I appreciate that, Miss Autumn. I hope I’ll be allowed to prove it again.”

She glanced at her watch and sighed, the spell of the moment softening but not breaking. “I’m officially late now. Come—help me with my dress.”

She released my wrists, and the simple act felt strangely intimate. I gathered the fabric for her, holding it open while she stepped into it, my fingers careful and reverent. I drew the zipper up her spine, slow, aware of every inch of her body so close to mine. When I finished, she turned, and that was when I noticed the necklace caught between her fingers, the chain glinting faintly.

“Thank you, Tim,” she said, her tone uncharacteristically quiet. “For all of this. It carries more weight than you realize.”

She leaned in and pressed her mouth to mine. The kiss was brief but deliberate, enough to make my pulse jump and my thoughts scatter. I kissed her back, savoring it, and then she was already pulling away, bending to reach for her boots as if she hadn’t just unraveled me.

I dressed in a hurry, smoothing the room back into order, every movement fueled by a restless energy. She waited by the door, composed again, every inch the woman in control.

“I think we’ve taken this place as far as it can go,” she said. “There are limits here. So—on Friday, I want you at my house. You’ll stay the night.”

The words hit me hard, knocking the air from my lungs. She wasn’t teasing. “Yes,” I managed, my voice thick. “I’d love that.”

She lifted a finger, her expression sharpening. “Don’t misunderstand. What we have doesn’t soften—it deepens. While you’re with me, our dynamic stands. You will continue to see me as your Goddess, and I will expect your devotion.”

“Yes, Miss Autumn,” I answered immediately, even as excitement threatened to burst out of me.

“Good. Meet me at the library entrance when it closes on Friday. Until then, you have two days to yourself. Use them. Keep up your exercises.” Her smile turned knowing. “When we’re together again, I’ll test you with the most delicious temptations. I’ll be watching for your discipline, your obedience to my will.”

“Of course, Miss Autumn.”

She opened the door, then caught my arm as I stepped past her, her grip firm enough to make me stop. “I have high expectations for you, Tim,” she said quietly. “Don’t fail me.”

I shook my head, unable to speak, and walked away without glancing back. My hand slipped into my pocket, fingers curling around the soft, damp fabric of her panties, twisting them slowly as I moved. Two days felt impossibly long—but my resolve was ironclad. Whatever she demanded next, I knew one thing with absolute certainty.

I would never disappoint her again.


Chapter 4

She discovered me exactly where she’d instructed—loitering outside the library at half past six, Friday light slanting low and gold across the stone steps. I recognized her before I saw her, the crisp cadence of her heels clicking against granite sending a shiver straight through me. When I turned, she was already there, the late sun igniting her auburn hair like a slow-burning flame.

“Hello, Tim,” she said, her voice warm, intimate, as if she were greeting me somewhere far more private than a public building.

“Hello, Miss Autumn,” I answered, and the words came out softer than I intended. I couldn’t look away. The breeze teased her hair, lifting it just enough that a few strands slipped into her eyes. She brushed them aside with a lazy flick of her fingers, and somehow even that small, careless gesture felt loaded—deliberate, sensual, made for me.

“I’m parked in the staff car park around the back,” she said, already turning toward the narrow path that ran alongside the library. “You know where that is, don’t you?”

The smile she gave me was wickedly knowing. She hadn’t forgotten catching me once, lingering where I shouldn’t have been, hoping for a glimpse of her. My face warmed as I muttered that I did and fell into step behind her, my attention fixed on the sway of her hips as she walked.

There were maybe a dozen cars scattered across the lot. I tried to guess which one belonged to her, my curiosity spiking—until she stopped beside a sleek silver Audi A3 convertible.

“Wow, Miss Autumn,” I said, unable to help myself. “That’s a really nice car.”

She laughed lightly as she unlocked it. “Thank you, Tim. I’m no expert,” she said with easy confidence, “but I’m very good at researching. And when I find something I like, I don’t hesitate.”

As she slid into the driver’s seat, my chest tightened. The necklace I’d given her caught the sunlight, glinting against her skin, and the sight of it there—proof she’d kept it, that she wore it—sent a rush of pride and desire through me. I settled into the passenger seat, pulse racing.

Before starting the engine, she reached for a hair tie looped around the gearstick. She gathered her hair and drew her arm back, fastening it into a neat ponytail. The motion lifted her chest, pushing her breasts forward, accentuated by the stretch of her blouse. She knew exactly what she was doing. She saw me watching.

“I hate it when my hair flies everywhere while I’m driving,” she said calmly, but she lingered in the pose, letting me take her in. Her gaze drifted downward, following the evidence of my arousal, and her mouth curved slightly.

Then she reached across, her hand settling on my thigh. Her fingertips brushed the tense outline beneath my jeans, just enough to make me gasp, just enough to remind me who was in control. She met my eyes, unblinking.

“Did you complete the exercises I assigned you?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Autumn.”

“How often?” Her fingers pressed, then tapped lightly, an unhurried rhythm that made it impossible to think.

“I—I’m not sure. Four times yesterday, maybe twice the day before. It’s hard at home. Everyone’s always around.”

“And does it feel any easier now?” she asked, drumming her fingers against my straining hardness, relentless.

“No,” I said, breathless. “Not at all. It’s torture holding back every time. I hate it.”

She tilted her head, peering at me over the rim of her glasses. “Are you missing something?”

“Huh?” The word slipped out before I realized. Then it hit me. “Oh—Miss Autumn. Sorry, Miss Autumn.”

Her hand stilled, but her gaze sharpened. “Be careful you don’t forget again,” she said softly. “You do remember what happened the last time you ignored my instructions, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Autumn.” 

My body still carried the memory. Even now, if I shifted in the seat, there was a faint, tender reminder—like heat trapped under skin. That night, standing half-naked in front of the bathroom mirror, I’d studied myself with a strange mix of awe and ache. Three clean crimson marks, perfectly parallel, as deliberate as calligraphy. They had burned and throbbed, but I couldn’t stop looking at them. Pain had never felt so intentional… or so intimate.

She brought me back to the moment with a brisk tap to my thigh—sharp enough to command attention, not cruel—and turned the key in the ignition. The engine purred to life. 

We drove for twenty minutes or so, the town thinning out around us, buildings giving way to long stretches of road and pockets of quiet. She asked about my classes, probing with genuine curiosity. History, philosophy, poetry—subjects she spoke about with an easy fluency that both impressed and unsettled me. Her questions weren’t casual; they demanded thought, challenged assumptions. I loved how seriously she took me, how she expected more than surface answers.

Eventually the main road gave way to a narrow turnoff, barely marked, leading into a winding dirt track swallowed by trees. Branches arched overhead, filtering the light. The world seemed to shrink, grow more private with every bump of the tires. Then the trees opened just enough to reveal a small, single-story clapboard house tucked discreetly among them, as if it had chosen secrecy over convenience.

She reached for the door handle.

I stopped her, my hand closing around her arm before I could second-guess myself.

She looked down at my fingers, then up at me, surprise flickering briefly across her face. “What is it, Tim?”

“There’s something I want to say before we go inside, Miss Autumn.”

Her expression softened, attentive. “All right. Say it.”

“Do you remember when I asked you if it was normal… to like being whipped?”

The smallest smile curved her lips, barely there but unmistakable. “I remember.”

“I think—” I swallowed, my pulse loud in my ears. “I think I liked what you did to me. Not the belt itself. I didn’t like the pain. But while it was happening… something else was going on inside me. It felt wrong, like we were crossing a line we weren’t supposed to see, and no one else knew. That made it… electric.” I shook my head, searching for words. “And afterward, when it stopped, I felt empty. Sad. Like something had been taken away too soon.”

“Go on,” she murmured.

“It reminded me of when I was a kid,” I continued, emboldened by her calm. “I used to sneak downstairs after everyone was asleep and steal one spoonful of ice cream. Just one. Enough that no one would notice. I’d eat it fast and run back to bed, heart pounding.” I let out a quiet laugh. “Then one night there was only a single spoon left in the container. I realized if I took it, it would be over. The secret would end. So I didn’t. I left it there. And every night after that, I lay awake thinking about it—how it would taste, knowing it was still there.”

“Surely she noticed,” Miss Autumn said lightly. “Mothers usually do.”

“She did. Eventually. At a family dinner.” I smiled at the memory. “But she blamed my dad. Never even considered it might be me.”

“And how did that make you feel?”

“Guilty,” I said honestly. “But also… thrilled. Because I’d gotten away with it.”

She turned toward me then, placing her hand over mine. Her touch was warm, grounding. “What are you telling me, Tim?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted, my voice unsteady now. “Only that I liked that feeling—the secrecy, the intensity. And when I looked at you afterward, I saw it in your eyes. That you felt it too. Really felt it. And knowing that made me want it to happen again.” I met her gaze, holding it. “Am I right? Did it make you feel good… when you whipped me?”

“Oh, Tim… my sweet pet,” she breathed, her fingers tightening around mine as if she were claiming me all over again. Her voice dropped, velvet-soft and unapologetic. “You already know how good it felt. You know exactly how you affected me—how slick and needy you made me just by standing there and looking at me like that.” Her thumb brushed the back of my hand, a small, intimate stroke. “You and I fit together in a way that’s rare. You ache to kneel, to surrender to something you know you’re not supposed to want. That hunger for the forbidden”—her lips curved slowly—“it lights me up from the inside. Even imagining you at my feet is enough to make my body answer.”

I could only stare at her, stunned, my mouth hanging open as the weight of her words crashed into me. She laughed softly, a sound full of promise.

“Careful,” she teased. “If you keep your mouth open like that, you may find it occupied. I can think of a few things you’d look delicious around—perhaps a pair of panties, still warm and damp.” Her eyes gleamed. “God, you really are a beautiful pet.”

We stepped out of the car, and as we walked toward the house I took in everything around us, trying to anchor myself. The building was low and tucked into the trees, shaped like an L—one wing painted a soft cream, the other a muted green. Lace curtains framed the windows, and flower beds spilled over with color, an untamed mix of blossoms I couldn’t name but couldn’t stop staring at. The air was alive with the quiet rhythm of the woods: birds calling to one another, insects buzzing lazily, leaves whispering as the breeze moved through them. It felt secluded, private… almost unreal in its calm.

Inside, the hallway was dim, the air carrying a faint, smoky warmth that made my chest tighten. She lifted her hand, stopping me with a single, deliberate gesture.

“Tim,” she said, all softness gone now, replaced by something firm and immovable. “Before you take another step, you need to understand how things work here.”

“Alright, Miss Autumn,” I replied quickly. “I thought you might have rules.”

“This is my home,” she said evenly. “No one comes here. No friends, no guests—only me.” Her gaze pinned me in place. “And now, you. That is not something I offer lightly.”

“Thank you, Miss Autumn.”

“While you are under my roof, you will follow my instructions precisely. No hesitation. No excuses. Out in the world I may ignore small lapses, but here?” She shook her head once. “Here, there is no leniency. If you cross a line, you will be corrected. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Autumn.” My voice shook, but I meant every word. “I’ll do whatever you ask. Anything.”

She studied me for a long moment, her face unreadable, then gave a small nod. If my eagerness amused her, she kept it carefully hidden.

“I expect absolute devotion,” she said. “You might think you know what it means to give yourself to someone like me. You don’t. My desires are exacting. Serving me will challenge you, test you, strip you down to things you haven’t yet discovered about yourself.” Her lips softened just slightly. “But when you earn my approval, I am… generous.”

“Miss Autumn,” I said, the words tumbling out of me, “I already belong to you. You’re in my thoughts constantly. I fall asleep thinking about you and wake up craving you. I’ve never felt like this about anyone. These last two days without you have been unbearable.”

“As they should have been,” she replied calmly. “But don’t confuse infatuation with devotion.” Her eyes sharpened, cutting through me. “What I’m talking about goes far beyond stolen thrills and secret touches. It’s deeper than lust in hidden places. If you’re patient—if you prove yourself—you may eventually understand. But only by living it.”

I swallowed hard and nodded, my heart pounding, knowing there was no turning back now.

“Understand this as well,” she continued coolly, her gaze never leaving mine, “I am not, and never will be, your girlfriend.” She let the words settle before adding, almost lazily, “Though I doubt you’ll ever meet a woman willing to give you what I will.” 

Her mouth curved, knowing and dangerous. “We’ll kiss and taste and fuck and use every inch of each other until we’re raw with it—but make no mistake, I will always be the one holding the reins. This is not a partnership. It’s not balanced. It’s mine.”

The sting of it caught in my chest. Hope flared and was extinguished in the same breath, but I forced myself to swallow the ache and dip my head in acceptance.

“Good,” she said after a moment, already moving on. Her eyes swept over me with deliberate appraisal. “Now for logistics.” 

She gestured toward the entryway. “When you cross this threshold, you are bare. Every time. Your clothes go on the table by the door.”

She stopped speaking and simply waited.

The message was unmistakable. My fingers fumbled slightly as I undressed, the air cool against my skin as each layer disappeared. I folded everything carefully, stacking it just as she’d instructed, and then stood before her with nothing to hide behind. I had no idea what to do with my hands, only the certainty that shielding myself would earn disapproval.

“Much better,” she murmured. “One more rule. When you’re in my presence, you kneel—unless I say otherwise.”

I obeyed instantly, knees meeting the floor as I tilted my face up to her.

Her smile was slow, indulgent. “God, Tim… I adore how eager you are. How ready.” She turned and beckoned with a single finger. “Come.”

She led me into what was clearly her bedroom. The space felt like her—warm earth tones, weathered wood, soft rugs scattered over polished floors. It smelled faintly of her perfume and something deeper, more intimate. She sat on the edge of the bed and pointed to the place directly in front of her feet. I moved there without hesitation.

“My boots,” she said. “Off. And take care of my feet—they’re tired.”

I cradled one boot in my hands, pressing a reverent kiss to the worn leather, breathing in its scent before easing it down her calf and free from her foot. I did the same with the other, setting them side by side, perfectly aligned. Black stockings hugged her legs, patterned with delicate roses that drew my attention upward, teasing me with what lay hidden beneath her dress.

I took her foot into my palms and began to work my thumbs into the sole, slow and deliberate, tracing small circles, feeling the heat of her through the fabric.

“That’s nice,” she sighed. “You’re improving.”

“Thank you, Miss Autumn.”

She leaned back on her hands, giving herself over to the sensation. I bent forward, brushing my lips over her toes through the stockings, savoring the texture against my mouth. My hands slid along her arches, up to her ankles, kneading gently as I continued to shower her feet with soft, devoted kisses—my world narrowing to the taste of her, the sound of her breathing, and the quiet approval that felt better than anything I’d ever known.

Before Miss Autumn, lace and silk had meant nothing to me. I’d always been drawn to what lay beneath a woman’s underwear, not the delicate barriers themselves. But after kneeling at her feet so many times, after learning the exact give of her stockings beneath my thumbs, something in me had shifted. Each time my hands closed around her feet, each time my mouth brushed that sheer fabric, desire bloomed sharper and faster. I didn’t yet understand why—only that the sight of those stockings hugging her arches, the faint warmth of her skin trapped inside them, even the subtle, intimate scent they carried, detonated something hot and urgent low in my body.

“Thank you, Tim. That will do for now,” she said at last, her voice indulgent, unhurried. “Though I could easily let you continue much longer.”

She straightened and slid her feet between my knees, deliberately nudging them apart. The movement exposed me completely. My cock, achingly hard, lifted toward her without shame. She noticed immediately, of course. She always did. One stockinged toe tapped against me, a lazy, testing prod.

“You are not to touch yourself unless I say so. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Autumn,” I answered, breath tight in my chest. “I told you I could control myself. I will.”

She studied me, lips curving with skepticism. “I’m not entirely convinced. But you are rather appealing like this—strained and wanting. And it has been a few days.” Her toe traced me once more, just enough to make my muscles jump. “If you’re very good tonight, if all my needs are met, I might allow you your release.”

Gratitude and longing tangled inside me. “I will, Miss Autumn. Thank you.”

“Undress me,” she said simply. “Then we’ll shower.”

I rose to my feet and obeyed, my hands reverent as I slid her dress down her body and eased away her underwear. Her nakedness stole my breath every time—full hips, soft belly, breasts heavy and inviting. I unclasped her leaf necklace and set it carefully on the dresser, as though it were something sacred. Then she turned and guided me through another door into the bathroom adjoining the bedroom.

The space was intimate and warm, dominated by a wide, open shower with a rainhead above and smaller jets lining the walls. We stepped inside together, and soon water poured over us, steaming the air and slicking her skin until it gleamed. I couldn’t stop watching her—the way the spray traced her curves, collected at her waist, ran in rivulets over her hips and thighs.

I soaped her slowly, my palms gliding over her chest, over the generous weight of her breasts. They were smooth and yielding beneath my hands, her nipples dusky and firm against her pale skin. I lingered there, massaging, circling, brushing my thumbs over them again and again, feeling them tighten in response. She closed her eyes, face softening, surrendering herself to the water and my touch without a word.

When I moved lower, lathering her hips and thighs, my hand slid between her legs. I parted her gently and slipped my fingers inside her, finding her already warm and open.

“Oh,” she breathed, the sound melting into the hiss of the water as my fingers began to move. I curved them, slow and deliberate, then reached behind her with my other hand, tracing the damp line between her buttocks before gliding over her there. One hand stroked and teased while the other pressed deeper, working her from both sides of that sensitive divide. When my fingers brushed her clit, seeking it out through the slick heat, she gasped sharply, her body answering me with a helpless, unmistakable shudder.

“Use your mouth,” she murmured, the word pet curling from her lips like a caress as she guided me down. I sank to my knees on the warm tile while the shower thundered over her, water spilling from the lush curves of her breasts and splashing against my cheeks. My hands slid instinctively to her hips, gripping the firm generosity of her ass as I nestled myself between her open thighs.

I parted her with my tongue, searching, reverent. When I found that slick, sensitive point, I traced it gently first, tasting her, learning her. The first deliberate lick drew a sharp breath from her body, a visible shudder running through her as if I’d struck a live wire. Encouraged, I worked my tongue with more purpose, teasing, then pressing, the tip circling and flicking while water streamed down, mingling with her scent. My nose buried into the dark, wet softness of her, breathless, devout.

“Don’t stop, Tim… that’s it,” she urged, her voice thickening. “Harder. Stay right there.”

She braced herself against the shower wall and lifted one leg, resting it over my shoulder, opening herself shamelessly to my hunger. I closed my lips around her clit and sucked gently, then harder, like it was something sweet meant only for me. Her response was immediate—her body tightening, her breath breaking into fractured sounds. Under her breath she kept whispering something rhythmic, foreign, desperate, like a prayer she couldn’t stop repeating.

I slid a finger down, testing her, pressing slowly at the tight heat behind her. When I eased inside her just a little, she bucked forward, grinding herself against my mouth. I kept my tongue moving in steady, maddening circles while my finger teased her with tiny, controlled motions. I could feel it building in her—her muscles clenching, her hips trembling, the air around us charged and sharp.

She cried out then, the words tumbling out of her in a broken gasp, her whole body seizing as the orgasm tore through her. Her head fell back, throat exposed, mouth open in a soundless scream as she shattered against the wall, the force of it rippling through every inch of her. I stayed exactly where I was, kneeling, steady, as she rode it out, her weight heavy against the tiles.

When she finally sagged back, breathing hard, her skin flushed and glowing, she didn’t stop touching herself. Her hands went to her breasts, kneading them firmly, even tugging at them as if the edge of pain kept her anchored. I watched, transfixed, wondering at the intensity of her needs.

When she was ready, I reached for the washcloth and began again, this time with care and ceremony—starting at her feet, washing each arch and toe, then moving slowly upward, making sure no part of her was neglected. She observed me the entire time, eyes sharp, assessing. When I cleaned myself, I was careful, almost exaggerated in my restraint, barely handling my cock at all, making sure she saw I was obeying, that I wasn’t seeking release.

We stepped out of the shower and I dried her first, patting her skin until it was warm and dry beneath the towel, before taking care of myself. I helped her into a plush, impossibly soft robe, and in my foolishness I stepped closer, reaching for her as if I had the right. My erection brushed against her hip, sending a jolt of pleasure straight through me. Without thinking, I pressed in a fraction more, savoring it.

Her reaction was instant. She shoved me back, her expression hardening.

“I was very clear,” she said coolly. “You are not to touch yourself without permission. That includes using my body to do it for you. You should show me more respect than that.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Autumn,” I said quickly, mortified. “I didn’t mean to. It just—happened.”

Her gaze lingered on me, unimpressed. “We’ve hardly begun, and you’ve already earned yourself a punishment. That’s disappointing.” She turned away. “Finish up in here. Then come to the bedroom and receive it.”

My chest ached with the weight of having failed her so soon. I dried myself in silence and followed her, stepping into the bedroom to find her seated at the foot of the bed, waiting.

“Fold a towel over my thighs and drape yourself across my knees,” she instructed, her voice clipped and cool. “I have no desire to be splattered with your filthy excitement.”

I didn’t need imagination to understand what position she was demanding. I’d absorbed enough late‑night fantasies to recognize the posture of discipline. My pulse thudded as I obeyed, nerves and anticipation tangling tight in my gut. How much force would she use? Would it sting like the belt had, or worse? And the thought I didn’t quite dare examine—whether my body would betray me and enjoy it—made my breath hitch. My hips settled against her leg, pressure blooming instantly, humiliatingly obvious.

“This correction is for defying my primary rule,” she said, calm as a judge delivering sentence, “and for treating me as something you can rub yourself against. Twenty strikes. You will learn that I am not here to be used.”

I knew I should object, if only on principle, even as heat curled low in my belly. “It was an accident, Miss Autumn,” I tried, the words sounding thin. “I don’t think I deserve this.”

“You were told not to touch yourself,” she replied, unmoved. “You did. That makes it disobedience.” Her hand settled on my shoulder, firm, anchoring me in place. “After every fifth strike, you will thank me. Miss one, and those five begin again. If you whimper, protest, or try to dodge my hand, I add two more. Is that clear?”

A chill slid down my spine. “Please… don’t, Miss Autumn.” This time the plea was real. The count suddenly felt like it could spiral out of control.

“Stay still,” she warned. “If you squirm, I won’t be gentle.” She tapped the inside of my thigh with a pointed finger. “I could choose this spot instead, and you’d be screaming before long. Head down. Hands on the floor. Knees wider.”

I complied, shifting until my weight rested fully across her lap. The position stripped something out of me—made me feel small, exposed, aching for her attention even as embarrassment burned my face. The fact that she was old enough to have been my mother only sharpened the confusion, the need. I turned my head just enough to watch her, desperate to read her face, to see whether this stirred anything in her at all.

She braced one hand on my hip and leaned forward, her forearm pressing along my back, pinning me with casual authority. Her other hand lifted. She caught my gaze for a brief second. There was no smile, no teasing glint—only focus, resolve. My stomach dropped. This wasn’t a game.

The blow came down hard, square across the center of my ass. Not a flirtatious smack. A full‑handed strike, driven by muscle and intent. Pain exploded—white, sharp, immediate—like my skin had been doused in fuel and set alight.

“Oh—fuck!”

She clicked her tongue. “That makes twenty‑one.”

“I know,” I gasped, eyes watering. “It hurt worse than the belt.”

“And now you’ve earned five more for speaking out of turn.” Her grip tightened slightly. “Twenty‑six remaining.”

“Shit—sorry, Miss Autumn,” I blurted, my voice ragged, the sting still roaring through me as I braced myself for what was coming next.

Her palm lingered, sliding over the heated curves of my ass as if she were assessing the damage, then lifted again. The crack of it stole the breath from my lungs.

“Gah—” I snarled through clenched teeth, jaw tight, every muscle locked.

“Twenty-seven,” she said coolly. “At this pace, pet, we could make a night of it.”

Her hand came down again before the sting had even finished blooming. I swallowed the sound that clawed up my throat, forcing myself into silence while the fire spread, sharp and merciless, like my skin was being seared. Another slap followed, then another, each one landing with ruthless precision. When she paused, just for a heartbeat, I knew exactly what she was doing—waiting to see if I’d remember.

“Thank you for spanking me, Miss Autumn,” I blurted, breathless and desperate.

That earned me no mercy. She found a rhythm then, her palm striking every few seconds, most of the blows spanning both cheeks, though now and then she focused on just one side, making it throb independently. I managed to remember my gratitude twice more, voice shaking, but somewhere along the way the numbers dissolved. The pain became a constant roar, no peaks, no valleys—just a relentless burn she kept stoking, never letting it fade.

“That makes twenty,” she said calmly. “And you forgot to thank me. So we’ll redo the last five. You had six left—now you have eleven.”

“Please, Miss Autumn—” I choked, then corrected myself in a rush. “Thank you, Miss Autumn. Thank you.”

“Complaining,” she replied sweetly. “That makes thirteen. Shall we keep going?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. I surrendered to it, going very still, taking every strike she gave me. I remembered to thank her at five, then again at ten, and once more immediately after the last blow, just in case. By then my ass felt less like flesh and more like a single, blazing wound. My cock, traitor that it was, had finally wilted, all the blood and awareness dragged away to where she’d punished me so thoroughly.

She let her hand rest there, warm and possessive. “So,” she asked, almost conversationally, “have you learned?”

“Yes, Miss Autumn,” I said hoarsely. “I shouldn’t have rubbed myself on you. I’ll respect you. Worship you.”

“Good.” Her tone promised consequences if I didn’t. “Because next time, we’ll start at forty.”

Her fingers smoothed over my abused skin, down the backs of my thighs, unhurried, before slipping forward between my legs. She cupped me there, closing her hand around my balls, squeezing just enough to make me gasp.

“Mmm,” she murmured. “Heavy. Swollen. Exactly how I like them.” She rolled them in her palm, making them bulge helplessly upward. “Tell me—how long has it been since you came?”

“Two days, Miss Autumn.”

“And why is that?”

“Because my orgasms belong to you.”

“Correct.” She gave them one last, deliberate squeeze. “I’m going to enjoy these properly soon. But for now, get off my lap.”

I slid down and knelt in front of her, careful not to let my ruined ass touch my heels, every movement a reminder.

She tossed her red hair over her shoulder, lips curving. “Mmm. You were adorable over my knee. All that squirming…” Her eyes darkened. “You’ve made me very wet.”

She eased her knees apart, unhurried, deliberately generous, and the view she offered stole the air from my lungs. Her sex glistened, swollen and unmistakably ready, her lips dark and wet in a way that made my mouth flood instantly. Hunger hit me sharp and primal. I’d gone down on her in the shower earlier, sure—but the rush of water, the hurry of it, had cheated me. I hadn’t really tasted her. And now that craving had settled deep, insistent, almost painful.

She caught my expression and smiled, slow and knowing. 

“I can tell you’re eager, pet,” she murmured. “But I need wine. And something to eat.” Her voice softened into command. “Go prepare it while I finish dressing. Everything’s ready in the kitchen. Bring it through to the living room, set it on the coffee table, and then wait for me.”

“Yes, Miss Autumn.”

I leaned forward and pressed a reverent kiss to her feet, my lips lingering against her skin before I pulled myself away. I followed the hallway to the door at the far end and stepped into a room so expansive it felt like a private world unto itself.

Glass-paneled doors stretched across the far wall, opening onto a garden thick with flowers, their colors muted in the evening light. Every other wall was consumed by bookshelves, rising from floor to ceiling, heavy with knowledge and stories. Some shelves held perfectly matched sets of old hardbacks, their spines worn but proud; others overflowed with modern paperbacks stacked carelessly, as if she’d abandoned them mid-thought. There were no framed photos, no ornaments, no television—nothing unnecessary. Just books. Just thought. Just her.

At the center sat a square coffee table, surrounded by two black leather couches facing each other, their surfaces softened and crazed with age like fine antique china. A large leather ottoman trunk anchored the space. Lush houseplants filled the corners and edges, their green presence sweetening the air, making the room feel alive and breathing.

I found the kitchen door to my right. On the counter waited two bottles of red wine and a pair of glasses. I carried them into the living room, then returned to the fridge, where two generous plates of food waited—olives glossy with oil, wedges of cheese, sun-dried tomatoes tucked into crusty breads. Simple. Elegant. Intimate.

I realized as I moved through her home, completely naked, that there was no embarrassment at all. No self-consciousness. The house felt secluded, warm, wrapped around me like a secret. This was her sanctuary. And I was acutely aware of the privilege of being allowed inside it.

I was pouring the wine when I felt her presence before I saw her. The shift in the air. The pull of her.

She stood there in a green lace nightdress, sheer enough to leave nothing to imagination and everything to desire. Her body was perfectly outlined beneath it, the fabric drifting down to her ankles, split high along the sides to her waist where it gathered in a loose tie. The neckline plunged, framing her breasts, and there—nestled perfectly between them—was the leaf necklace I’d given her. She’d applied just enough makeup to heighten what was already stunning, but it was her lips that undid me: coral-colored, soft, effortless, like she’d kissed the day into place.

“You look gorgeous, Miss Autumn,” I breathed, unable to keep the awe from my voice.

She smiled, pleased, and extended her hand slightly. “Thank you, pet. My wine?”

I gave her the glass. She lifted it toward me, eyes gleaming. 

“We should toast,” she said. “Perhaps Thoreau tonight.” Her smile curved, wicked and warm all at once. “All good things are wild and free.”

She answered my smile with one of her own, slow and knowing, and we drank together. The wine barely had time to settle before she caught me by the shoulders and drew me into her. Our mouths met with a hungry confidence, lips slick and stained with red, the taste of grapes and desire mingling until it was impossible to tell where one ended and the other began. When she finally pulled back, her eyes were dark and satisfied.

She crossed the room and sank onto the couch facing the garden, the glass doors now reflecting the room like a private stage. With a small tilt of her chin, she indicated the floor at her feet. I obeyed without thinking, settling there as if it were the most natural place in the world.

We ate lazily, drank generously. She spoke and I listened—really listened—absorbing the cadence of her voice, the way her fingers curved around the stem of her glass, the ease with which she inhabited her own skin. Night crept in unnoticed, the windows turning black, the second bottle steadily emptying. Warmth buzzed through me, half wine, half courage, until the question slipped out.

“What were you crying out in the shower,” I asked quietly, “when I was between your thighs?”

Her mouth curved. “La vache?” she said, amused.

“Yes. That.”

She laughed, rich and unguarded. “Literally, it means cow. But really it’s more like—holy cow, this is incredible.”

I smiled. “I’ll remember that, Miss Autumn. Do you speak much French?”

“I do,” she said, eyes glittering. “I’m glad you asked. For instance—lechez ma chatte.”

As if words weren’t enough, she lifted one leg onto the couch, the green lace falling away to reveal her softness. The fabric framed her like a gift she was unwrapping for me alone.

I set my glass aside and placed my hand on her hip, leaning in to kiss the warm curve of her skin. Heat poured off her, intoxicating. I breathed her in, the faint trace of soap and wine and something uniquely hers, and it went straight to my head. My fingers eased her open and she was flushed and wet inside, gleaming. Her little pearl peeked out, swollen and impatient, and slickness spilled from her in shining tracks down her inner thighs.

“Oh, you tease,” she breathed. “You know exactly what I want. I want your mouth on my cunt.”

“It’s just… exquisite,” I murmured. “I could stare at you for hours.”

She gave a sharp laugh and hauled me closer, gasping when I brushed her there. My tongue traced her slowly, reverently, circling and tasting until her hips began to tremble. Wine had nothing on her—this flavor, this heat. I pressed in, my nose nudging her clit as my tongue slid deep inside her. She opened to me, pliant and generous, and I explored, pushing upward, searching. When I found what I was looking for, her reaction told me everything.

Her thighs locked around my head, holding me there as she cried out, every sound pulled straight from her core. I worked her with mouth and hand together, but the closeness, the pressure, stole my breath. She rocked against me, urgent and shameless, until the tension snapped. Her body convulsed, pleasure pouring out of her as she ground herself against my face, feeding me, claiming me. I drank her in, each pulse making my chest ache with something dangerously close to devotion.

Then she released me. Cool air washed over my soaked skin as I drew back, dizzy and grinning.

“La fucking vache,” she panted, breaking into laughter.

I dragged in a shaky breath, dizzy but ravenous, the room still spinning from the way she’d come apart on my mouth. Her slick was everywhere—on my lips, my chin, the air between us—and the sight of it was enough to pull me right back to her without hesitation. I traced her with my tongue, slow and reverent, circling her swollen lips and gathering every trace she’d given me, like it was something sacred I couldn’t bear to waste.

“Oh, my insatiable little pet,” she murmured, her voice thick and pleased. “I don’t think I’ll ever let you go.”

“I don’t want to go,” I breathed against her skin. “Everything I want is right here, Miss Autumn.”

I followed the glossy trail she’d left behind, dipping my tongue into the warm, slick hollow where her body had opened for me, tasting her from a different angle, deeper and darker. She shuddered.

“You make me happy,” she said softly. “So very happy.”

I didn’t answer with words. I slid my tongue up the full length of her, slow and deliberate, before flicking it over her aching little center until she gasped. Two fingers pressed into her, curling just enough to make her catch her breath, while my other hand skimmed over her hips and thighs, barely there, teasing goosebumps out of her skin.

“La vache,” she whispered, her tone melting as her body tightened again, surrendering to another crest of pleasure beneath my mouth.

When it passed, she sank back against the cushions, loose and glowing, while I rose on unsteady legs and poured the last of the wine into our glasses. She watched me over the rim as she drank, assessing, satisfied.

“Other than that brief lapse earlier,” she said lightly, “I’ve been very pleased with how well you’re doing, Tim.”

“Thank you, Miss Autumn.”

“In less than a week, you’ve changed so much. And your restraint…” Her gaze dipped pointedly between my legs, where I was still painfully hard. “It’s rather remarkable how ready you are all the time.”

“I can’t help it,” I admitted. “Being near you—smelling you, tasting you—it makes it unbearable. Sometimes it aches. But I promised I wouldn’t come unless you told me to.”

“Yes,” she said with a knowing smile. “I enjoy keeping you like this. I want you thinking about me. About my body. Constantly.”

“I do,” I said quickly. “Always.”

Her eyes softened, just a fraction. “Then I think you’ve earned a little reward.”

My pulse slammed. Relief and anticipation twisted together low in my belly. The pressure had been building for days—an ache so sharp it bordered on pain—but I’d held on for her. I would always hold on for her.

“Thank you, Miss Autumn,” I said, forcing calm into my voice when all I wanted was to shout.

“Come,” she said simply.

She took my hand and led me to the ottoman. From a drawer she produced four slim leather cuffs, fastening them snugly around my wrists and ankles before guiding me back onto the cool leather surface. Only then did I notice the discreet metal rings along the edge. One by one, she clipped me in place, spreading me open, immobilized and exposed.

“Perfect,” she said, pleased.

She bent and opened another drawer beneath the ottoman, her fingers closing around four long leather straps as she straightened again.

She caught the flinch that rippled through me and laughed, low and amused. “Those aren’t for striking you, pet,” she murmured. “They’re to keep you exactly where I want you. I don’t need you bucking and thrashing when you finally break.”

As she began feeding the first strap through the hardware, I noticed more metal rings embedded along the ottoman’s frame. The leather slid through one ring near the floor, crossed my chest like a deliberate claim, dipped through another on the opposite side, then came back up to lock into its buckle. She cinched it snug, compressing my arms and pinning me flat. The next strap hugged my waist, firm and unyielding. Another pressed my thighs down, stealing even the smallest reflexive twitch, and the last secured my calves. She tested her work with practiced hands, tugging, checking, ensuring there was no give.

There wasn’t. I was held fast, spread and helpless, my body rendered into an offering. I couldn’t lift, twist, or arch. The only part of me still free was the most obvious one—my cock jutting up from my groin, shameless and aching, pointing straight toward the ceiling.

“Perfect,” she said softly, and I caught the uneven edge in her breath, the way her chest rose a little faster than before.

She reached back into the drawer and withdrew one final object. My stomach dropped. Heat drained from my face as my body reacted before my mind could catch up. My balls drew tight as I recognized it—a whip. The handle was long and elegant, polished wood, and from it trailed a leather thong nearly as long, ending in a pale string that swayed with a life of its own.

She settled beside me, her bare ass warm against my thigh, intimate and grounding all at once. Holding the whip between both hands, she bent the handle slightly, testing its balance.

“Easy,” she soothed, resting her palm on my hip. “This sounds much worse than it feels.”

With a flick of her wrist, the whip snapped through the air, twice, sharp and explosive, like gunfire echoing in the room.

“It’s meant for training,” she added calmly. “Dogs. Pets.”

My breaths came shallow and quick. A memory flashed unbidden—wood striking skin in the quiet of the library—and fear washed through me, cold and paralyzing. My erection faltered, wilting under the weight of it.

She noticed immediately. “Oh no,” she said, almost tenderly. “We’re not having that.”

Her left hand wrapped around my penis, firm and knowing, stroking until blood rushed back and I hardened under her touch. She lifted the whip and tapped the tip of my cock with it, a light, teasing contact that made me gasp.

“Please, Miss Autumn,” I begged. “Not that. Anything but that.”

Her eyes met mine, steady and intent. “Trust me,” she said. “You’re going to like this.”

“I do trust you,” I whispered, even as my voice shook. “You just… you still frighten me.”

She reached for another drawer, retrieved a bottle of slick, and poured it generously over me. Her hand spread it slowly, deliberately, coating my shaft, her fingers sliding with sinful ease while her other hand continued to hold the whip. The sensation was overwhelming. One finger traced along the sensitive underside, and my body responded instantly, a sharp spark of pleasure shooting straight to my core. The pressure built too fast, too intense. Pre-cum spilled freely, making a mess of her hand.

“Not yet,” she warned softly. “You wait for my permission. Tell me when you’re close. If you don’t… you’ll feel the whip where you’re most delicate.”

“I will, Miss Autumn,” I panted. “I swear. I’m right there. I’m so close—so close to cumming.”

She went perfectly still, withdrawing her touch and studying me with a predator’s patience, eyes locked on my face as she waited for the wave to ebb. Only when my breathing steadied did she return, sliding her fingertip back beneath the head of my cock, tracing the tender ridge under the frenulum. The slick glide of lube made every nerve light up. Pressure coiled low in my belly again, thicker this time, my shaft swelling hard and insistent. I squeezed my knees together uselessly, trapped and trembling as the familiar heat surged.

“Mm—yes… I’m close again.”

Her finger vanished. She rose in one fluid motion, looming over me while my cock throbbed and twitched, aching to spill. Her wrist snapped.

Crack.

The sound was sharp and shocking, the cord kissing my left thigh. She hadn’t lied—it wasn’t agony—but the sting bloomed fast and hot, a bright slash of sensation that left a vivid red mark behind. Another quick flick, and my other thigh burned to match.

“Well?” she murmured. “Does it feel good?”

I nodded without thinking. It did. God help me, it really did.

The handle of the whip replaced her finger, the smooth tip gliding beneath my cock, lifting it slightly. She teased the same tender spot again, lingering there, watching every twitch of my mouth, every strained breath. I puffed my cheeks, fighting the rush as it crested once more.

“Close, Miss Autumn. So close.”

She answered by snapping the whip again—twice more—painting my thighs with fresh heat. Her breathing had gone rough, unsteady. She slid two fingers between her legs, then lifted them, shining and wet. My gaze locked onto them, hunger plain and shameless.

“You want these, don’t you?” she asked softly.

I nodded and opened my mouth, helpless.

A slow smile curved her lips. “You’re addicted to my cunt. And knowing that?” Her voice dropped. “That makes me even wetter.”

She dragged her slick fingers across my lips, over my nose, marking me with her scent, then drew them back to her mouth and licked them clean. “Mmm. I understand why you crave it.”

I tried to speak. Nothing came—only a soundless plea.

Then she startled me by dropping to her knees between my legs. Just the very tip of my cock disappeared between her lips, warm and impossibly soft. Her eyes never left mine as her tongue teased my opening, slow and deliberate, tormenting that sensitive place. It took seconds—only seconds—for the edge to rip back into me.

“Close,” I gasped. That was all I had left.

She pulled away abruptly, stood, and the whip sang again—four sharp cracks on each thigh. The sound echoed, thrilling and unreal. I floated, detached, as if I were being carried upward, carried by her, by the pain and the pleasure braided together. For a moment there was only dark and heat and her.

Then reality snapped back.

She had climbed onto me, straddling my chest, facing my feet. Her sex hovered just inches from my mouth, glossy and dripping, the scent of her driving me wild. Her hand wrapped my cock and stroked with firm, practiced control. She didn’t ask this time. She didn’t need to. She knew exactly when I was about to break—and she let go at the last possible second, leaving me shaking, trapped, and desperate on the edge.

She leaned back on her heels and guided herself down until her sex pressed against my mouth, warm and swollen, leaving me no choice at all. Instinct took over. I opened my lips and licked her, slow at first, then greedy, drawing her taste onto my tongue as if I’d been starved of it. The crack of the whip bit into my thighs again, sharp and immediate, and the jolt of pain drove me harder into her, made me chase her clit with desperate focus.

I found it and closed my teeth around it, a reckless nip born of need. She cried out, a broken, feral sound, but she didn’t retreat. If anything, she pressed down harder. I soothed the bite with my tongue, lapping and sucking, worshipping her as the whip kissed my skin at unpredictable moments. The sting never quite faded; it hovered, electric and intoxicating, threading pain straight through pleasure until they were impossible to separate.

Her release announced itself suddenly—heat and wetness flooding my mouth, spilling over my lips and chin. She collapsed forward with a breathless groan, and once again her hand found my cock, wrapping around it with knowing confidence. Through the haze I saw her slickness smeared thick and creamy at her entrance, and the hunger it sparked in me was almost unbearable. I wanted it. I wanted everything. But I was held just out of reach.

My senses tangled together. Her scent filled my lungs, her flavor coated my tongue. My body throbbed with an orgasm denied again and again, my thighs burned where the whip had marked me, her weight anchored me to the floor, her heat branded into my skin. Even my own breathing sounded foreign, too loud, too desperate.

And then she decided I’d had enough.

Her grip tightened, precise and merciless, and my body betrayed me. My balls drew up tight and the pressure exploded through my shaft. As I came, she settled fully onto my face, grinding, smearing her release across my mouth while my own spilled hot and unchecked over her hands. I screamed into her, the sound torn from my chest with each pulse of pleasure, each jet that emptied me. Moments later she shattered again, crying out with me as her body shook through another climax.

She finally rolled away, sprawling on the floor beside me, knees fallen open, her pussy still fluttering and slick. We lay there, gasping, slick with sweat and release, the room heavy with the aftermath. After a while I heard her laugh—soft, musical, utterly satisfied. I joined her, floating in the afterglow, my body humming with the echo of the whip and her touch.

She rose and brushed her fingers over my face, tender now, grounding. Then she swung a leg over me and kissed me deeply, unhurried, tasting herself on my lips like she wanted to savor the proof of what she’d done to me.

“I told you you’d enjoy it,” she murmured.

“Yes,” I said, my voice rough as I strained uselessly against the restraints, aching to touch her. “It was incredible, Miss Autumn.”

Her gaze traveled slowly down my body, appraising, thoughtful. Then she smiled. “I’ll be right back.”

She disappeared and returned a few minutes later with a warm, damp cloth. She cleaned me carefully, lovingly, wiping away my spent seed, lingering over my oversensitive, exhausted cock until I twitched at every pass. I felt her reach into a drawer, then the firm snap of something plastic securing itself at the base of me, snug beneath my balls, holding everything in place.

“What are you doing, Miss Autumn?” I asked, breath hitching.

She lifted an object into my line of sight—a clear, spiraled shell of smooth plastic.

“What’s that for?”

“I just need to lubricate it,” she said calmly, already doing so, coating the inside with slow, deliberate strokes of her finger. “Then I’ll show you.”

She positioned it over me and pressed it on, firm and unyielding, compressing me inside its smooth confines. Despite myself, despite the exhaustion still humming through my limbs, I felt my body respond—blood stirring, heat gathering—hardening again under her skilled, relentless hands.

“Need to be fast,” she murmured, more to herself than to me.

A faint click sounded, sharp and final, and then her hands withdrew. My cock was still swelling, responding treacherously to her nearness, and the rigid shell around it gave no mercy. The pressure mounted, tight and unyielding, until discomfort edged into something darker. Understanding crept in, cold and slow.

She lifted her hand into my line of sight. Between her fingers glinted a tiny brass key.

My stomach dropped. She’d locked me in.

“Wait—why?” Panic rushed through me, thick and helpless. “I held out for you, Miss Autumn. I did. I didn’t touch myself. Not once.”

“I know, pet.” Her voice softened, almost kind. “And you did beautifully. But you’re only staying tonight because I leave for a conference tomorrow. I’ll be gone an entire week.” She tilted her head, studying my reaction. “Two days was impressive. A full week?” She smiled slowly. “I’m not convinced you’d survive it without help.”

“A week?” The word tore out of me. “What the fuck, Miss Autumn? You’re really going to leave me like this?”

“I am.” No hesitation. No doubt. “And I think, in the end, you’ll thank me. Imagine how it will feel next weekend.”

“Fuck!” I thrashed uselessly against the restraints, the movement only driving my trapped erection harder into the plastic. The ache sharpened, a constant, screaming reminder of what I couldn’t have.

She dangled the key once more, letting it catch the light. “I’ll keep this somewhere very safe. Losing it would be… unfortunate, wouldn’t it?”

I shook my head, numb, throat tight.

Then she reached up and unclasped the delicate leaf necklace from her neck. With deliberate care, she threaded the key onto the chain and fastened it again, letting both pendants settle together in the hollow at the base of her throat.

“There,” she said softly. “Safe and sound.”

“Please,” I whispered, the word breaking me open. “Let me out. It hurts, Miss Autumn. I swear I won’t touch it while you’re gone. I promise. Please.”

She shook her head once. Final. “No begging. I’ve decided. And I don’t change my mind.”

I stared at her, helpless, my gaze drawn again and again to the key resting against her skin, gleaming like a private cruelty.

“Mmm.” Her smile turned slow and hungry. “You look incredible like this. So beautifully restrained.” Her hand slid down my chest, fingers trailing heat, until she wrapped her palm around the plastic cage. With one finger she teased the very tip of me, where I was crushed against the tiny openings. The sensation was unbearable—too sharp, too intense—and I cried out, hips jerking despite myself. Her other hand was already moving between her thighs.

She leaned down, lips brushing my ear. “I keep thinking about how desperate you’re going to be in seven days.” Her breath was warm, wicked. “If you’re a very good pet… I might let you fuck me.”

A groan ripped from my chest. The image of sinking into her, of finally being full of her, made me swell again, the pain flaring bright and vicious. Pleasure and agony tangled together until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. This—this torment—was clearly going to be my new normal.

“But,” she went on lightly, shifting her weight, “we still have the whole night ahead of us.” She climbed onto my chest, her presence heavy and commanding, the whip resting beside her like a promise. “And I have a feeling you’re starving for my pussy again, aren’t you?”

“Always, Miss Autumn,” I breathed. “Always.”


At Long Last


Chapter 1

Catherine Thomas, real estate agent and reluctant optimist, paused at the edge of the immaculate lawn and adjusted the FOR SALE sign until it stood perfectly straight. She stepped back, hands on her hips, and assessed the sprawling two‑story Colonial with a practiced, critical eye. Four bedrooms, sun‑washed windows, money in every brick. She needed this sale—needed it badly—and she sent up a silent plea that the couple due any minute wouldn’t turn out to be bored weekend browsers with nothing better to do than nibble free coffee and waste her time.

Everything hinged on whether she’d read him correctly.

Jason Rider had sounded earnest on the phone. Focused. The kind of man who knew what he wanted and didn’t dance around it. He’d talked about finding a real home, somewhere solid, somewhere with room to grow. He and his fiancée were planning a family right away, he’d said, and they wanted space—bedrooms, a yard, the whole dream. Catherine’s mouth had curved into a genuine smile as she climbed the wide front steps and crossed the generous porch, already picturing it: children racing through hallways, bikes left in the drive, holidays gathered around the fireplace.

It looked like the perfect place to build a life.

Not unlike the one she’d once had.

The thought tugged harder than she liked to admit. She’d raised three boys in a house much like this, poured herself into scraped knees and school projects and late‑night talks. And then, at forty‑one, her husband had decided she was outdated—past her expiration—and swapped her for someone younger, tighter, shinier. The memory still had teeth.

She exhaled slowly, squared her shoulders, and let herself inside, deciding to leave the door unlocked while she did one last sweep. The couple would be here any moment.

The house greeted her with quiet elegance. She moved from room to room, performing the familiar ritual: lifting framed family photos from shelves and side tables, sliding them discreetly into drawers. No one wanted reminders of someone else’s life while trying to imagine their own. The place was refreshingly neat, and she nodded in approval. This would be an easy showing.

Then she went upstairs.

The gasp slipped out before she could stop it.

The kids’ bathroom looked like a small disaster zone—sodden towels abandoned in a heap on the tile, the bathtub holding several inches of cloudy, cooling water. A bright yellow rubber duck floated near the drain, cheerful and accusing. Catherine winced. The Wilsons had left for the Bahamas early that morning, and clearly they’d rushed their children out of the tub and straight into the car, chaos trailing behind them.

There was no time to call anyone. No time to complain.

With a muttered curse, Catherine dropped to her knees, praying she wouldn’t destroy her red heels—the ones that made her legs look lethal—or soak herself in the process. The cool tile kissed her skin as she leaned over the tub, plucked the duck from the water, and pulled the drain. The gurgle echoed while she grabbed one of the towels and gave the porcelain a quick, ruthless wipe. Good enough.

She shoved the damp mess under the sink, closed the cabinet with her foot, and rose, stretching onto her toes to reach the window latch. Her body lengthened instinctively, skirt tugging, calves flexing, as she cracked the window open and let the heavy, damp air escape.

When she stepped back, the bathroom looked passable. Presentable. Catherine smoothed her hair, straightened her jacket, and checked her reflection—composed, professional, unflappable.

The doorbell could ring any second now.

Spotting a dark smear marring the outside pane, she muttered under her breath and tore off a wad of toilet paper, dampening it at the sink. Balancing awkwardly, she eased herself forward, leaning out the window as far as she dared, stretching to scrub at the glass. The cool air brushed her thighs, the house quiet around her, and she focused on the stubborn stain until it finally faded.

When she tried to draw herself back inside, fate chose that exact moment to laugh at her.

She froze as the fabric at her waist tugged hard, then tighter still. A startled groan slipped out of her throat as she realized the truth—the hem of her dress had snagged on the window’s metal latch, one of those cursed oversized knit loops cinched fast like a noose. The pressure crept up toward her neck, stealing her breath, and she swallowed a curse.

Of course. Of all days.

Why she’d decided on a loose-knit dress—stylish, flattering, and apparently designed to betray her—was beyond her now. The more she shifted, the worse it became. Cool air kissed her backside, far more exposed than she’d intended, and heat flooded her face as she became painfully aware of how little stood between her and complete indecency.

Please, she thought wildly, let no one be here yet.

The black lace she wore beneath suddenly felt scandalously minimal, a private rebellion she’d indulged in ever since her ex had so casually declared her invisible. Sexy underwear had been her quiet refusal to accept that verdict. Now it was very much on display.

She tipped her head back and stared at the ceiling, mortified. Why now? Why like this?

Gripping the fabric, she tried to work the loop free, careful not to choke herself in the process. Her breath came shallow with frustration—and then her stomach dropped.

“Hello?” called a voice from downstairs.

Her heart slammed against her ribs. Oh God. This was a nightmare. Clients waiting politely below while she hung half out a second-story window, dress caught, ass nearly bare. For one frantic second she considered wriggling out of the dress entirely—until she remembered the delicate clasp at the back of her neck. No chance. She was well and truly trapped.

Footsteps sounded behind her, heavier, unhurried. Then a deep male voice, close enough to send a shiver straight through her.

“Oh—hi. Are you… okay?”

She turned her head as far as she could manage, cheeks blazing. “Not exactly,” she admitted, breathless and mortified. “I was trying to clean the window, and I seem to have gotten myself stuck.”

Jason recovered quickly—far more quickly than she did. His gaze dropped, lingered, flared with unmistakable appreciation. The sight in front of him stole his breath: creamy skin, firm curves, and a slim strip of black lace disappearing between perfect, rounded cheeks. A thong. On his real estate agent. Heat pooled low in his gut as he shifted in his jeans, adjusting discreetly, silently thanking whatever impulse had led her to wear it.

Stepping closer, until he was right behind her, his voice dropped, roughened just a touch. “Okay,” he said evenly. “Tell me what I need to do.”

Relief washed through her, mingled with embarrassment sharp enough to make her dizzy. She stopped tugging, hands falling uselessly to the sill. “If you can figure out how to get me loose,” she said, exhaling, “I think one of the loops from my dress is wrapped around the lock. I can’t get it free.”

He dipped his head in agreement and stepped closer—too close. His hips brushed the curve of her backside as he leaned in for a better look, and the contact sent a sharp, unwanted throb through his jeans. Bad idea. Terrible idea. But once he focused, he saw what she meant: one of the loose knitted loops had twisted itself tight around the metal latch, and strands of her long auburn hair had been dragged into the mess as well, caught and pinned.

“Okay,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. He gathered the fabric carefully, then hesitated before adding her hair to his grip. He hated the thought of hurting her, but there didn’t seem to be another option. He gave a firm pull.

She cried out, a sharp little sound that went straight through him, and the knot didn’t give an inch.

He swore under his breath and immediately eased back. “I’m sorry,” he said, genuinely. “It’s really stuck. I think the knit tore, and your hair’s wrapped in there too. It’s wedged behind the lock.”

As if the universe wanted to underline the absurdity of it all, cold drops splattered against Catherine’s cheek. Then another. And another. She squeezed her eyes shut and laughed without humor. Of course. Why not rain, too? She tilted her face up to the gray sky. “Unbelievable,” she muttered. “All I need now is thunder.”

Rain slicked over her skin, dampening the back of her thighs, and she felt her patience snap. “Look,” she said, craning her head just enough to glance back at him, “see if there are scissors in the drawers. Just cut it.”

His eyebrows jumped. “Cut it… as in, cut your dress off?”

“Yes,” she shot back. “And if you have to take a little hair with it, so be it. It’s really coming down now, and I’m getting soaked.”

Something hot and reckless unfurled in his chest. Of all the fantasies he’d entertained and never acted on, this one slid right to the top of the list. He turned quickly toward the vanity, rifling through the drawers until he found a small, utilitarian pair of scissors. Not exactly dramatic, but they’d do.

When he returned, rain was streaking down her shoulders, tracing the line of her spine. “I’ll be careful,” he promised, his voice rougher than before.

She smiled, a knowing curve to her lips despite the situation. “I’m sure,” she said dryly. “Don’t worry about saving it. I just want to get back inside.”

He positioned the scissors near the lock and tried to snip around the snag, but the knit resisted, bunched too tight to maneuver. With a helpless shrug, he followed her lead. He caught the hem at the back and began to cut upward, slow and deliberate. The fabric parted with a soft, yielding sound, opening inch by inch until her bare back was revealed to the cool air—and to him. The sight of her, pale skin glowing against the stormy light, her perfect backside framed by black lace, made his breath catch.

When the cut reached her shoulders, he gently tugged at the neckline, sliding the scissors beneath the catch and slicing cleanly through. The dress loosened and fell away, freeing her at last without claiming more than a few stray hairs.

She wriggled backward, finally able to retreat inside, and he instinctively reached for her. Momentum carried them both off balance. They tumbled together, laughing, and hit the floor in a tangle of limbs—her landing squarely on top of him, breathless and grinning as rain pattered uselessly against the window behind them.

His palms were still cupping her breasts, thumbs brushing the soaked fabric, and the slick heat between her thighs was undeniable. She felt it; he felt it. And his body answered hers with a ferocity he couldn’t hide—thick, rigid, pressed insistently against her hip. As much as every instinct screamed to keep her right where she was, he forced himself to release her and haul her upright, the separation almost painful.

Once they were standing, rain dripping from their hair and lashes, he finally really looked at her. The ruined dress gone left her in a sheer, rain-plastered push‑up bra that lifted her breasts into a mouthwatering display, and a black lace thong that clung to her hips like it had been designed for this exact moment. Wet fabric, flushed skin, curves made even more shameless by the storm—she looked devastating.

Then his mind caught up with his eyes.

He stared. Blinked. Stared again.

No. No way.

Recognition hit him like a punch to the chest. He knew that face. That body—older now, richer somehow, but unmistakable. A rush of memory crashed through him: suburban afternoons, borrowed video games, sneaking glances he’d thought no one noticed.

Holy fucking hell.

She was Kevin’s mom.

Mrs. Thompson. Catherine.

The hottest mother in the neighborhood back then, without question. Every teenage boy had worshipped her from afar, but Jason had claimed her privately, in the dark of his bedroom, hand wrapped tight as he imagined what it would be like to touch her, to have her look at him the way she was looking at him now. And standing here, drenched, nearly naked, curves fuller and confidence etched into every line of her—she was even more intoxicating than the fantasy.

And this time, he wasn’t a kid.

Thank God for that.

Apparently unfazed—or maybe choosing to be—by the fact that her dress was in tatters on the bathroom floor, she extended her hand with polite composure, as if she weren’t half-naked and sparking every nerve in his body. “I suppose introductions are in order,” she said lightly. “I’m Catherine Thomas. And you must be Jason Rider.”

His name on her lips did things to him.

Her gaze flicked past his shoulder, businesslike despite the circumstances. “But… where’s your fiancée?”

He shrugged, the answer stripped of drama. “Cold feet. Wedding’s off.”

“Oh.” Her voice softened. “I’m sorry.”

He had been too—once. Until he admitted the truth to himself: the arguments, the compromises that felt like slow suffocation, the future they wanted pulling in opposite directions. It was better this way. Cleaner. Kinder. Ending it before vows turned into regrets.

“That’s why I kept putting off seeing the place,” he continued. “I figured eventually I’d come alone. And… here I am. Still wanted to see it.”

She nodded, relief flickering before she could fully hide it. A canceled wedding often meant a canceled sale. She worried her lower lip between her teeth, studying him now with new interest. He was striking—broad shoulders, sharp jaw, eyes that lingered. Too young, probably. But temptation didn’t care about numbers.

Then she glanced down at herself and let out a breathy laugh. “Oh my God. I should probably put some clothes on.”

Jason’s mouth curved into a slow, unapologetic grin. He didn’t rush to answer. He let his eyes travel—deliberately—over her body, the rain-darkened lace, the confident way she stood despite it all.

“Not for my sake,” he murmured.

She knew better. Knew she shouldn’t even entertain the spark flaring in her chest. Clients were off-limits. Potential clients even more so. And yet she smiled back, heat dancing in her eyes—desire she hadn’t felt in years waking up hungry and bold.

Then her smile faltered.

Because he reached for the buttons of his pale blue shirt and began to undo them, one by one. The fabric parted, rain sliding over golden skin, revealing a chest carved with muscle and strength, a body that looked like it belonged in fantasies, not standing dripping wet in a half-renovated bathroom.

Her breath caught.

What on earth was he doing?

Was he… undressing?

Was he trying to level the field?

“Here,” he murmured, and the single word loosened something tight in her chest. Relief washed through her as he offered his shirt, lifting it so she could slide her arms into the warm cotton. “There’s no saving that dress. Wear this instead.”

As the fabric settled over her skin, she inhaled without meaning to. His heat was still trapped there, his scent—clean, male, faintly musky—woven into every thread. It wrapped around her like a promise. Her body responded instantly, a slow, liquid ache pooling low between her thighs. If she hadn’t already been slick, she certainly was now. She tipped her chin up to him. “Thank you,” she said softly, holding his striking green gaze a heartbeat longer than was safe.

Jason searched her face, certain she wouldn’t recognize him. A decade was a lifetime. Back then he’d been all angles and nerves, a half-grown kid who watched her from afar before his family moved away. Now he was twenty-seven, broad-shouldered, bearded, fully settled into his height and strength. There was no way she’d connect him to the boy who’d trailed after her sons, shooting hoops and playing street hockey, especially Kevin—only a couple of years younger than Jason, inseparable at the time.

She had been beautiful then. She was something else entirely now. Time had only deepened her allure, polished it into something rich and intoxicating. He thought of old movie sirens, of Sophia Loren at her most devastating—those full, expressive lips, that thick sweep of auburn-brown hair framing a face that knew desire and wasn’t afraid of it. Without thinking, he reached up and smoothed a few damp strands back behind her ear, his fingers lingering. “Better?” he asked quietly.

She nodded as she began fastening the buttons, the shirt swallowing her in a way that somehow only emphasized her curves. “Much. Thank you.”

He answered with a grin that could have undone a lesser woman. “So,” he said lightly, “I guess I should see the house.”

She dragged her eyes away from his bare, sun-bronzed chest, from the hard lines of muscle that made her mouth go dry. “Yes,” she managed, her voice betraying her just a little. “I suppose you should.”

He stepped aside, gesturing her forward. And then she was walking ahead of him, his shirt skimming the backs of her thighs, barely covering that perfect, teasing curve of her ass. Her heels clicked against the floor, lengthening her legs into something obscene and irresistible. Jason followed, his jeans suddenly a prison, his cock straining so hard it bordered on painful as she swayed down the hallway, unaware—or pretending to be.

When she paused in the master bedroom, his gaze snapped to the king-sized bed. The image hit him full-force: her sprawled against the sheets, long legs locked around his hips, those wicked heels still on as he drove into her, slow and deep, until she shattered beneath him. The fantasy was so vivid it stole his breath.

“So?” she asked, turning to him, oblivious to the storm she’d just ignited. “What do you think?”

The words he wanted to say—how impossible she looked right now, wrapped in his shirt like a temptation he hadn’t earned—burned the back of his throat. Instead, he dragged his eyes away from her legs, from the way the hem barely skimmed her thighs, and forced himself to actually see the room.

It struck him then how generous the space was. Open. Airy. A room meant for slow mornings and unhurried nights. He could picture himself here easily—sleeping deep, waking with sunlight spilling across the bed, breathing without walls pressing in on him. He crossed to the window and looked out, taking in the sweep of green beyond the glass. The backyard was lush and wide, the kind of space that begged for summer evenings, maybe even a pool someday.

“It really is nice,” he said at last, his voice steadier than he felt.

She followed his gaze, turning slowly as she took the room in again, as if seeing it through his eyes. “It is, isn’t it?” There was a softness to her smile. “I knew the moment I walked in. I fell for it right away.” The admission felt intimate, like a confession she hadn’t meant to give voice to.

“Yeah,” he agreed quietly. “Me too. When I saw it online, I knew I had to see it in person. It’s a beautiful place. Solid. Feels right.”

She hesitated, clearly weighing professionalism against something more human. “You don’t think it’s… too much house for you?” she asked gently. “Now that you’re on your own?”

Jason shook his head without a second’s doubt. “No. I was always the one who wanted space. Not her.” His mouth curved faintly. “And I still do. I want room to breathe. To live.” He paused, then added, more honestly than he’d planned, “And someday, I’d like someone to share it with.”

Images flickered through his mind—cramped rooms, bunk beds stacked too close, waking every morning with a ceiling inches from his face after his parents split. The suffocating feeling of being boxed in had never left him. This house felt like the opposite of that. Freedom. Permanence. Proof that the life he’d built—his company, the long hours, the risks—had led somewhere real. This was the kind of investment that mattered. Not toys or excess. A future. Maybe even with the right woman.

His gaze drifted back to her before he could stop it, lingering this time on her hands. Bare fingers. No ring. The absence struck him harder than it should have.

“So,” he asked, tilting his head slightly, “are you married, Catherine?”

She lifted one shoulder in a small, almost casual shrug. “Not anymore.” Her expression was calm, but there was something raw beneath it. “I’ve been divorced a few months now. My boys are grown, so…” She smiled faintly. “It’s just me these days.”

The room seemed to hum with that knowledge, thick with possibility neither of them named.

He nearly tripped over his own tongue, the question rising instinctively—how were the guys doing?—before he caught himself just in time. The urge startled him. He wasn’t sure he wanted her connecting the dots, realizing exactly who he was and how long ago their paths had first crossed. He’d felt her eyes on him earlier, in the bathroom, the subtle heat of her attention when he’d peeled off his shirt without thinking. If she suddenly saw him not as the man standing in front of her now, but as someone she’d once known when he was younger, he was certain the current humming between them would snap. She’d pull back. Close a door he didn’t want shut.

They continued through the rest of the house, room by room, and the place only grew on him. It had presence. Weight. A sense of permanence that wrapped around his chest and squeezed in the best way. There were a few details he’d change—his gaze lingered on the overly floral guest bedroom, all soft pastels and busy patterns. He could already envision it stripped down, repainted, transformed into a sleek home office with clean lines and muted tones. His space. Still, the bones of the house were exactly right. Solid. Intentional. Everything he’d imagined for himself without quite believing he’d get.

When they stepped into the kitchen, Catherine reached past him to flick on the lights, brightness spilling over polished counters and stainless steel appliances. She turned with an easy smile and extended her hand in a small, presenting gesture. 

“I don’t know how much you cook,” she said, “but this kitchen is a dream. Honestly, it’s got every bell and whistle you could ask for.”

He nodded, though his thoughts had already drifted somewhere else entirely. He remembered her cooking—vividly. The way her meals tasted like care and confidence, like someone who knew exactly what they were doing and enjoyed it. Dinners at her place had always felt special, even when the menu was simple. Even her meatloaf had ruined him for anyone else’s. But it hadn’t just been the food. Not really. He’d been drawn to her then, too, in a quiet, half-formed way he hadn’t known what to do with at the time. Looking back now, he realized how deeply it had sunk in. Her warmth. Her laugh. That smile.

He studied her face as she glanced around the kitchen, and when she turned back to him and smiled again, something low and pleasant rolled through his stomach. Yeah. She still had it. Maybe she always would.

“You want to see the basement?” she asked. “It’s finished. There’s an amazing rec room, and a really good workshop if you’re into that kind of thing.”

“Sure,” he said easily, and followed her toward the stairs off the kitchen.

The basement surprised him—in the best way. It opened into a spacious, fully finished room that practically screamed comfort. A massive TV dominated one wall, flanked by rich leather couches arranged like an invitation. It was the kind of space made for sinking into, for long nights and easy weekends. He could instantly picture himself down here, relaxed, at home. If he bought the place, this would be his. And the thought that some of it might come furnished only sweetened the appeal.

They moved on to inspect the furnace, then the workshop, which was impressively stocked and clearly well loved. He was just taking it all in when the lights flickered overhead—once, twice—and then everything went black.

Before he could even react, Catherine was there, pressed against him, her forehead tucked into his chest, her arms wrapped tight around his torso. The sudden intimacy sent a sharp jolt through him.

“Sorry,” she murmured, her voice soft and breathy against his shirt. “I hate the dark. I’ve always been afraid of it.”

The vulnerability in her startled him more than the darkness. Without thinking, he closed his arms around her, holding her close as he reached into his pocket for his phone. The glow of the flashlight cut through the dark, casting them in pale light. She shifted, starting to pull away now that she could see again.

He didn’t let her.

“Probably better to stay close,” he said quietly, his arm firm around her as he angled the light toward the stairs. “At least until we get back upstairs.”

She didn’t argue. And as they stood there, bodies aligned, the house seemed to hold its breath around them.

She tipped her face up to his with a crooked, almost shy smile. “Yeah,” she murmured, voice light but a little breathless, “probably smarter to stick together.”

The words had barely left her mouth when thunder detonated overhead, so close it felt like it split the ceiling. The house shuddered. Catherine made a soft, startled sound and slammed into him again, her body fitting flush to his as if she’d always belonged there. He didn’t hesitate.

“It’s okay,” he whispered, instinctively tightening his arms around her. “I’ve got you.” His palm slid slowly along her back, steady, reassuring—intimate in a way that went far beyond comfort.

And then, as if the moment itself demanded it, he lifted her chin and kissed her.

The world narrowed to that single point of contact. Her lips parted for him without resistance, welcoming, warm, eager—and the realization hit him like another clap of thunder. After all these years, after all that wanting he’d buried and forgotten, he was finally kissing the woman who had once consumed his every teenage fantasy. And she wasn’t pulling away. She was kissing him back with a hunger that made his head spin.

A low, unguarded sound slipped from her throat as she melted into him. Her fingers slid into his beard, stroking, testing, as if grounding herself in the reality of him. She knew she should stop. She knew this was complicated, reckless even—but the way his mouth moved against hers, the way he tasted, made restraint feel impossible. When his tongue brushed hers and his hands curved over her ass, squeezing with unapologetic intent, her pulse went wild. Thought evaporated. There was only sensation—heat, pressure, desire coiling tighter and tighter.

She could feel how hard he was against her, unmistakable and insistent, and that alone should have snapped her back to her senses. Instead, she pressed herself into him, rocking her hips in a slow, needy grind. Consequences could wait. Logic could wait. Right now, she wanted this—wanted him—and she let herself have the wanting without apology.

“Oh God…” The words were swallowed by his mouth as his hand slipped lower, sliding inside her thong, fingers finding her slick, aching heat. She was already so wet for him it made her dizzy. Somewhere, distantly, a voice in her head tried to remind her how far this was going—but it was far too late to turn back, and she didn’t want to. How often did life offer something like this? A younger man, strong and gorgeous, wanting her with this kind of intensity? Maybe never again.

Still kissing her, he lifted her effortlessly, and she looped her arms around his neck, clinging as he carried her into the rec room. The leather couch met the backs of her thighs as he set her down, and she watched him through heavy-lidded eyes as he reached for his jeans. When he pushed them down and stepped free, her breath caught. Her body reacted instantly, a deep, aching throb between her legs that made her squirm.

And when his boxers followed, when his cock sprang free—thick, hard, and unapologetically aroused—she felt her mouth water in a way it never had before. She lifted her gaze to meet his, slow and smoky, licked her lips, and smiled.

Oh yes. She wanted this. She wanted him. Whatever rules this broke, whatever lines it crossed—this was happening.

He eased her back into the cushions, crowding her with his body, the weight of him delicious and inevitable. His fingers hooked into the sides of her thong and tugged it down her legs, inch by inch, while his mouth claimed hers again. Their tongues met, slow and hungry, as his hands traveled back up her thighs, palms skimming bare skin, mapping her like he’d been waiting years for the right to do exactly this. She trembled under his touch, a soft, helpless sound spilling into his mouth, absolutely certain she’d never been this open, this aching, this ready for anyone.

He lowered himself over her, pressing her into the couch, and she whimpered when she felt his fingers deftly undo her bra. The release was immediate—her breasts freed, sensitive to the cool air for half a second before his mouth closed over one nipple. He sucked her in deep, tongue circling, teasing, then flicking just right, and her back arched without permission. The room disappeared. Time disappeared. There was only the heat of his mouth, the sure confidence of his touch, the way he made her feel unmoored, like she might float straight out of her body if he didn’t anchor her there with his hands. God help her, he moved over her like he knew exactly what he was doing—like loving a woman’s body was something he’d been born fluent in.

When he finally let her go, the soft pop of his mouth leaving her skin made her shiver. He met her eyes, smiling, unhurried, as he slid lower. Gently, deliberately, he parted her thighs and dipped his head, his voice a low murmur against the warm curls at her center. “Jesus… your pussy’s beautiful.”

A surprised laugh escaped her, breathless and a little dazed. “No one’s ever said that to me.”

But the moment his mouth touched her—when his lips pressed into her swollen softness and his tongue found her clit, teasing, tasting—she believed every word. He lingered there like he was reverent, like this was something to be savored, not rushed, and when his tongue began to stroke between her folds, she lost herself completely. Her head fell back, eyes fluttering shut, fingers tangling in his hair as she opened to him as wide as she could. Her breathing turned ragged, her hips lifting to chase his mouth, and she’d never felt so shamelessly needy, so exquisitely wanted. Every flick of his tongue told her the same thing—he wanted her like this, right here, and he was going to take his time proving it.

It was unreal. Jason’s mind struggled to keep pace with what his body already knew—the lush heat beneath his mouth, the way her flavor bloomed on his tongue, soft and intoxicating. He was there, really there, between her thighs, tasting her, pleasuring her in a way he’d once only dared to imagine. Years ago, the very thought of this woman would have driven him half-mad, a secret fixation he’d worn thin with fantasy. And now here he was, pressed into her, indulging in the most delicious reality he’d ever known.

This wasn’t just a dream realized—it was something richer, deeper. She wasn’t an untouchable idea anymore. She was flesh and breath and need, a stunning, responsive woman who wanted him just as fiercely as he wanted her. The knowledge sent a thrill straight through him. He pushed his tongue deeper, more confident now, learning her rhythm, coaxing pleasure from her with slow, deliberate strokes that made her body tense and shudder. When her fingers tangled in his hair and tugged, the sharp pull only sharpened his focus, anchoring him in the moment. If this was all they ever had, he intended to memorize every sound she made, every tremor he caused. And now that he’d had his first taste, his mind was already racing with everything else he wanted to do to her—hoping, desperately, that she’d let him.

Catherine was unraveling beneath him. Her breaths came fast and shallow, bordering on frantic, as sensation flooded her body with an intensity she’d almost forgotten was possible. It had been so long since she’d let herself feel like this—so long since pleasure had claimed her without apology—that it felt almost unreal, like stepping into another life entirely. And if this was what she’d been denying herself, she knew she didn’t want restraint anymore. She wanted everything.

Her hips began to move on their own, lifting to meet his mouth, offering herself without shame. She didn’t care how desperate it looked—nothing mattered but the way his mouth made her burn. She’d never been taken like this before, never been savored so completely, and the discovery left her breathless. She would have let him stay there forever.

When his lips closed around her most sensitive place, his tongue teasing with exquisite precision, and his fingers slid inside her, moving in a steady, knowing rhythm, the dam broke. A cry tore from her throat, raw and unrestrained. She arched, head falling back as pleasure detonated through her, fierce and all-consuming. He’d found her—found the exact combination that sent her spiraling.

“Yes,” she gasped, the word breaking apart as her fingers clenched in his hair, holding him there as wave after wave crashed through her. Light burst behind her eyes as the climax swept from her scalp to her toes, leaving her trembling, undone, and gloriously alive.

Her body shuddered beneath him as the last ripples of her orgasm rolled through her, and Jason couldn’t stop the grin that curved against her slick, trembling heat. The sound of her—raw, undone, gasping his name—was burned straight into him. Nothing in his life had ever tasted or sounded this good. Not in his filthiest late‑night fantasies had he ever pictured himself like this, buried between her thighs, his face glazed with her sweetness, dragging a scream out of a woman he’d worshipped from afar for so long. It felt unreal, too perfect, and the ache in his cock was almost painful with how hard it throbbed for her.

As Catherine slowly drifted back into herself, the aftershocks leaving her limbs heavy and weak, a sudden, hollow feeling opened in her chest when she felt his lips brush her oversensitive skin one last time. She watched through hazy eyes as he shifted away, rising from the couch and reaching for his jeans. Panic snapped her fully awake. Her breath caught. Surely he wasn’t about to pull away now—surely he wouldn’t leave her wrecked and open and desperate for more. The thought made her stomach twist. Was he cruel enough to stop here?

Relief flooded her when she saw what he actually pulled free: his wallet, then a small foil packet. Her body sank back into the cushions, warmth spreading through her at how intensely grateful she felt that he wasn’t finished with her yet. Before he could do anything else, she reached out, surprising them both. She plucked the condom from his fingers, never breaking eye contact, and tore it open with her teeth—slow, deliberate, unapologentically bold. Then her hands wrapped around him.

God. He was thick and hard and hot in her grip, heavier than she’d expected, longer too. She rolled the condom down his length with careful strokes, her fingers trembling just slightly as she explored him, marveling at how full her hand felt. She knew, instinctively, that this was no ordinary cock. When she reached the base, she leaned forward and pressed a soft, almost reverent kiss to the tip.

Jason sucked in a sharp breath. Sliding back over her, his body settling between her thighs, he smiled down into her eyes, his voice low and rough as his mouth brushed hers. “No one’s ever done that for me before,” he murmured. “And fuck… watching you touch me like that? That was insanely hot.”

She smiled back, wicked and breathless, catching his lower lip between her teeth before releasing it. Her words ghosted against his mouth, warm and teasing. “First time for me too,” she admitted. “But seeing you like that—I couldn’t help myself.” Her gaze darkened. “And I’ve never slept with a client before. Or come like that.” A soft laugh slipped out. “You seem to bring out a side of me I don’t usually let loose.”

He kissed her then, slow and hungry, his tongue sliding deep as if he wanted to taste her everywhere at once. “I’m really damn glad I do,” he muttered. His hands slid down her legs, lifting and guiding them until they locked around his waist, her body opening for him without hesitation. Gripping himself at the base, he lined up with her slick, swollen entrance, his whole body tight with restraint, blood roaring in his ears.

His voice dropped to a promise as he hovered there, just barely touching her. “Because now,” he said, eyes burning into hers, “I’m going to fuck you until I hear you scream like that all over again.”

She let her lashes drift shut, a low, helpless sound slipping from her throat as her body arched to meet him. She had never been this open, this achingly ready. Not even the nervous thrill of her wedding night—so long ago it felt like another lifetime—came close to the need pulsing through her now. That man had never touched her like this, never seen her, never coaxed pleasure from her with such patience and reverence. Jason was different in every way that mattered, and her body knew it before her mind could catch up.

Her breath hitched as she felt him press against her, the thick, insistent weight of him nudging at her slick, swollen opening. The first slow push made her moan deeper, longer, her fingers curling into his shoulders as if to anchor herself. He filled her inch by delicious inch, stretching her in a way that felt overwhelming and perfect all at once. She smiled against his mouth when he kissed her, tasting him, breathing him in, letting the reality of this sink into her bones. When he finally slid fully home, burying himself inside her heat, a shudder tore through her. It was dizzying how right it felt—wild and tender and utterly consuming.

Jason groaned as she closed around him, her body gripping him with a hungry intensity that made his vision blur. Christ. If he’d ever believed pleasure had a ceiling, she shattered it in that instant. Being inside her felt unreal, like stepping into a fantasy he’d been afraid to want too badly. Every slow roll of his hips sent sparks through his spine, her tight, velvety warmth dragging along his length as if she were made for him alone. Achievements he’d once been proud of—degrees, promotions, accolades—meant nothing compared to this. None of them came close to the raw, staggering triumph of being buried deep inside her, surrounded by her, claimed by her body.

He grasped her ass, firm and taut beneath his palms, guiding her as he began to move in earnest. The sounds she made—broken moans, breathless pleas—went straight to his gut. He ground into her, deliberately, savoring the way she writhed beneath him, how her nails bit into his back as if she couldn’t get enough. Pulling back, he thrust into her again and again, harder now, just to hear the sweet little whimper she made every time he filled her completely. It wrecked him. Lowering his head, he captured her mouth in a fierce kiss, swallowing her cries as he took her with a relentless rhythm, his body claiming hers in a way he’d never experienced before. It felt inevitable, like something the universe had been quietly arranging until this exact moment.

Catherine’s thoughts dissolved into sensation. Her head swam, her body humming with a pleasure so intense it bordered on overwhelming. Sex—this kind of sex—was something entirely new, and she reveled in it, in being held down and filled, in the way he made her feel wanted and alive. Nothing in her past compared to this. Not even close. And even as his movements drove her higher, as her body tightened and begged for release, one crystal-clear truth settled in her mind: this would never be enough. She already wanted him again, deeper, longer—wanted everything he was giving her and more.

Jason lifted himself just enough to really look at her, to drink her in. Her lashes rested against flushed cheeks, her lips parted on soft, broken breaths, her breasts rising and falling like she was still learning how to breathe again. The sight hit him low and hard—she was breathtaking, undone and radiant beneath him. He leaned closer, his voice rough but reverent. “Open your eyes, Catherine,” he whispered. “I want to see you when you fall apart for me.”

When her eyes fluttered open, the moment cracked something wide inside him. She looked at him like she was seeing more than his face—like she was seeing possibility, something vast and terrifying and beautiful all at once. That look spurred him on. He shifted his rhythm, driving deeper, angling his hips so every thrust dragged deliberately against her clit, coaxing, insisting. Her gaze never left his as the pleasure mounted, her pupils blown wide, blue eyes shining with something dangerously close to awe.

Her nails raked down his back, biting in as her body tightened around him, and that was all it took. He pushed harder, faster, chasing the way her mouth fell open on a silent cry before the sound finally tore free of her. The way she came—hard, shaking, helpless—nearly stole his breath. Riding her through it, he followed, the release slamming into him so fiercely his vision blurred. This—this was where he belonged. Right here, buried inside her, watching her unravel around him.

Catherine had never felt so bare, so seen. Holding his gaze as he moved inside her stripped her of every pretense she’d ever worn. This wasn’t just sex. It couldn’t be. It felt intimate in a way that scared her, like something was threading itself through her ribs and settling deep. She pulled him down to her, kissed him with sudden urgency, and when they came together, their moans tangled between their mouths, bodies locked tight, heat and breath and sensation crashing all at once.

As the aftershocks faded, a strange ache bloomed in her chest—not regret, but the sharp awareness that this moment felt impossibly high, almost too perfect to ever be touched again.

Jason finally eased back just enough to look at her, chest heaving, a stunned smile breaking across his face. “Jesus, Catherine,” he breathed. “That was just….”

She smiled back, slow and knowing, nodding because there were no words that could do it justice. Anything she said would only shrink what they’d just shared.

He stayed inside her, unwilling to move, as if separating their bodies might somehow break the spell. He kissed her forehead, her cheek, the corner of her mouth, holding her close while her warmth still wrapped around him. The thought of pulling away felt like loss.

Eventually she pressed a soft kiss to his cheek and murmured into his ear, “Are you hungry?”

He grinned, brushing his lips against hers. “For you? Always.”

She laughed and swatted his shoulder lightly. “Not that. I’ve got cheese and crackers—and wine—upstairs. I was going to set it out before you… arrived.”

Reluctantly, he withdrew, a low groan slipping from him despite himself. Still, he scooped her up without hesitation, carrying her toward the stairs like he couldn’t bear to put her down yet. Somewhere along the way the lights had come back on, but neither of them had noticed—they’d been far too occupied with each other.

In the kitchen, he set her bare bottom on the cool granite island. She yelped at the sudden chill against overheated skin, and he laughed, quickly grabbing a towel to place beneath her. “Can’t have you freezing that gorgeous ass,” he murmured, stealing another kiss because her mouth was impossible to resist.

He padded over to the refrigerator and found exactly what she’d promised—an artfully arranged plate wrapped in plastic, a pale bottle of white wine misted with cold. He gathered everything with an easy confidence, adding two glasses from a cupboard, then returned to her perched on the island like a decadent secret. The cork slid free with a soft pop. He peeled back the film, selected a sliver of cheese, and lifted it to her mouth.

“Try this,” he murmured, voice low and coaxing.

She smiled up at him, eyes warm and inviting, and parted her lips. At the last second he pulled the cheese away and replaced it with himself—his mouth claiming hers, tongue sliding in with a slow, unapologetic kiss that stole her breath. She laughed against him, the sound dissolving into a sigh as he deepened it, tasting her until her toes curled. God, he was wicked in the best way. Dangerous. And even as she melted into the kiss, a knot tightened in her chest. This couldn’t last. It was already slipping into the category of things she’d carry with her—something too vivid, too intoxicating, destined to become a memory she’d revisit when she was alone.

When he finally lifted his head, reality crept back in, bringing a prickle of guilt that dulled the edge of her pleasure. Her gaze drifted around the pristine kitchen. The counter. Her bare skin against it. The homeowners who trusted her with the keys. The client who’d just undone her downstairs. She winced, suddenly self-conscious.

Catching the shift in her expression, he offered her another bite. “Hey,” he said gently. “What’s going on in that beautiful head?”

She caught her lower lip between her teeth. “I was just thinking… we probably shouldn’t be doing this here. It’s not our house.”

He shrugged, utterly unbothered. “Would it help if I said I’ve already decided to buy it? Feels like mine now.”

Her eyes flew wide. “You can’t be serious. Do you even know what this place is listed for?”

“Yeah,” he said, easy as breathing. She couldn’t see the numbers behind his calm, couldn’t know how little it would cost him. Then that grin appeared—the one that promised trouble. “There was something about your presentation I couldn’t say no to.”

She laughed, warmth flooding back in. “So—be honest. Were you sold before, or after what happened in the rec room?”

He considered it, glancing around the sleek space. “I loved it the second I walked in. But after the way I took you down there?” His voice dipped. “I knew I’d never look at that room without wanting it. Or you.”

She lifted her brows, playful. “So you’re saying I should start adding seduction to my tours?”

He arched a brow, a possessive edge flashing in his eyes. “Don’t.”

The spark of jealousy thrilled her. She drew him in by the shirt, brushing her lips over his, whispering against his mouth, “Relax. That was just for you.”

He drew her closer until she was perched at the very edge of the counter, her thighs opening instinctively for him. His erection pressed hot and unashamed against her, a hard promise she couldn’t ignore. He brushed his mouth over hers, smiling into the kiss. “Good to know,” he murmured, low and satisfied.

Then his hand reached past her, fingers closing around the neck of the wine bottle. The look he gave her—pure trouble, sharp and playful—sent a shiver straight through her. “This is really good wine,” he said thoughtfully. “But now I’m curious how it might taste poured all over you.”

Her breath hitched as he lifted the bottle, tilting it above her chest like a threat. She squealed, laughter bubbling out of her, half protest, half anticipation. “You wouldn’t dare.”

His smile turned slow and wicked. “Never challenge me, Catherine. I’ve always had a weakness for dares.” And then he tipped the bottle.

Cool liquid spilled onto her skin, making her gasp as it slid over the swell of one breast, then the other, trickling in lazy rivulets down her stomach. The contrast—chilled wine against skin still warm from him—made her shudder. The last stream followed the curve of her body, slipping between her legs, where she was already aching and wet.

He wrapped an arm behind her back, steady and strong, easing her down until she was lying flat against the counter. Setting the bottle aside, he bent over her, his mouth finding her breast. He sucked a nipple deep, swirling his tongue until she cried out, then moved to the other, lavishing it with the same slow, deliberate attention. His voice brushed over her skin, rough with hunger. “Fuck,” he whispered, “this tastes even better than I imagined.”

Her fingers tangled in his sandy hair, gripping as his mouth traveled lower. He traced her with lips and tongue, lingering over her belly, drawing the moment out until she was writhing, helpless, every nerve ending alive. When his tongue finally touched her, she exhaled a broken sigh and let her eyes fall closed. It felt unreal—too good, too perfect. Heaven, right here on a kitchen counter. And the thought that it couldn’t last made it ache even more.

“Mmm,” he murmured against her, his tongue sliding through her slick heat with slow, knowing strokes. “I can’t tell if it’s the wine or just you, but fuck… you’re sweet.”

She laughed breathlessly, the sound trembling. “Maybe you’ve discovered a new flavor. Pussy-infused wine. You could make a fortune.”

He chuckled, the vibration sending sparks through her as his fingers spread her open, unhurried, unapologetic. He paused just long enough to look at her, at the glossy evidence of how undone she was beneath the kitchen lights. “It would fly off the shelves,” he said, amused and intent. “Men would lose their minds. Women too, now that I think about it.” His gaze lifted to hers, dark and possessive. “But since I’ve got my own private tasting right here, I don’t see myself ever wanting to give it up.”

Her eyes flew open at his words, shock slicing through the haze of pleasure. Had he really just said that? Surely he was teasing her, playing the part of the wicked flirt. He had to be. And yet his mouth told a different story—buried between her thighs, his face pressed into her heat with hungry devotion, tongue working her like he had all the time in the world. That part, at least, was no joke.

Her body betrayed her almost instantly. A slow, electric awareness spread through her, starting low and blooming outward, lighting her nerves on fire. Blood rushed, her pulse thundered, and the thought that crowded out everything else was achingly simple: he was going to make her come again, and he was going to make it devastating. Right now, breathing felt optional. Necessary, but barely manageable.

God, he was obscenely attractive—this man, this boy, this intoxicating contradiction. So gorgeous it made her dizzy to think someone had walked away from him. His ex‑fiancée must have been blind. Because Catherine knew, with a sharp, dangerous certainty, that if he were hers, truly hers, she would never have the strength to let him go.

She hooked her legs around his head, drawing him in tighter, holding him there as if she could anchor the moment by force alone. The intimacy of it—the power and the vulnerability tangled together—made her ache even more. She wanted him close. Wanted him nowhere else.

Then the familiar spark flared behind her eyes, those bright, strobing lights that warned her she was losing control. His fingers slid just right, finding that hidden place inside her with wicked precision, while his tongue toyed with her clit, teasing, retreating, returning. Her breath broke into helpless sounds as her body began to unravel, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter until she was right on the edge.

Before she could shatter, she grabbed him, hauling him up against her with a desperate sound. His mouth replaced the empty air at her lips, and in the same breath, he thrust into her. The stretch of him filled her as she kissed him hard, shamelessly welcoming every inch. The kitchen counter was cold beneath her, but nothing else was—everything between them burned.

She forgot guilt. Forgot consequences. Forgot the careful, controlled woman she usually was. There was only this—his body driving into hers, the way he moved with urgent need, the way their mouths clung as if kissing could keep them from falling apart. Together they tipped over the edge, pleasure crashing through them, leaving them both gasping, clinging, struggling to breathe as the world narrowed to sensation and release.

When Jason finally managed to steady himself, he pulled back, slipping free of her. The playful edge he’d worn so easily vanished, replaced by something quieter, more serious. His voice was low, almost reverent. “I can’t believe what I’ve found in you, Catherine.”

Her chest tightened. She reached up, cupping his face, her thumb brushing over the softness of his beard. She didn’t want to break this fragile, glowing moment—but she knew she had to. The question lodged in her throat, unavoidable.

“How old are you, Jason?”

He flinched, clearly unprepared. Leaning down, he kissed her, lingering, his hands gliding along her sides as if he could distract her body into forgetting what her mind had asked. “Does it really matter?” he murmured.

And the terrifying thing was—right now, it didn’t. Not her career, not the risk she was taking, not the way she was trampling over her own rules. Not when he could make her feel like this, stripped bare and vividly alive.

Then the warmth drained from her veins as a cold realization snapped into place. Her head tilted slightly, dread pooling in her stomach as she prayed she was wrong. When the name finally surfaced, her heart stuttered.

“Wait,” she said slowly. “You’re not the Jason Rider my son Kevin used to hang around with… are you?”

Jason squeezed his eyes shut and gave a small, defeated shake of his head. There was no slipping out of this now. Christ. He could practically feel the door slamming in his face already, hear her telling him to get dressed, get gone, erase himself from her life. After a beat that stretched too long, he nodded once, tight and resigned. 

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “I knew Kevin. I lived on your street back then.”

The sound she made was sharp, wounded, like she’d been struck. She scooted backward along the counter, putting space between them, one arm folding over her bare chest as if she could shield herself from what she’d just learned. Her voice trembled, brittle with disbelief. 

“How could you do this, Jason? What is this—some kind of sick joke? You think it’s funny to corner me like this?”

The sight of her retreating cut straight through him. He reached out, stopping himself from grabbing, settling instead for laying his hand gently against her foot, grounding, pleading. 

“At first I didn’t know it was you,” he said quickly. “I swear. When I used to hang out with your boys, you were just… Mrs. Thompson. I didn’t even know your first name.” 

He swallowed the rest—that even then he’d noticed her, that she’d been the kind of woman a teenage boy never forgot.

Her laugh came out hollow. Bitter. 

“So that’s why you wanted to see the house? To get me into bed?” Her eyes narrowed, old memories surfacing. “My ex used to joke that every boy on the block had a crush on me. Said they even had a name for it.” She froze mid-sentence, realization crashing in. “Oh my God. This wasn’t a dare, was it? You told me yourself you never back down from one. Jesus… I feel like such an idiot.”

His jaw tightened. 

“Jesus, Catherine, what do you think I am?” he snapped, then softened immediately. “I’m not sixteen anymore. And I had no idea I’d ever see you again when I asked about the house.”

She studied him carefully, suspicion warring with the heat that still lingered between them. 

“Then when did you realize it was me?”

He stepped closer, sensing her panic easing just enough to risk it. Taking her hands, warm and familiar, he guided her down from the counter until her feet touched the floor. 

“When I pulled you out the bathroom window and you turned around,” he admitted. “I couldn’t believe it. And… God help me, you’re even more beautiful than you were back then.”

That stole her breath. She stood there, conflicted, raw, feeling foolish and exposed all at once. Part of her wanted to grab his clothes and tell him to leave, forget the house, forget everything that had just happened between them. 

“Then why didn’t you say something?” she asked softly. “Why didn’t you tell me before we… before this?”

He lifted his shoulders in a helpless shrug, a crooked honesty in his eyes. 

“Because I couldn’t resist you,” he said. “And because I knew the second you knew who I was, there was a good chance you’d throw my ass out the door.”

“You’re not exactly wrong,” she admitted quietly. Her gaze lingered on him, searching for traces of the awkward, skinny teenager she remembered—the boy who used to skateboard down the street with her son. What she saw instead was a broad-shouldered man, all confidence and heat, his body carved by time and intention. With a slow nod, she accepted the uncomfortable truth settling in her chest. “I was there too. I didn’t exactly stop anything, did I? So I can’t pin this all on you.” She drew in a breath, steadying herself. “I knew you were younger than me, and I still let it happen. You do realize I’m forty-one. Almost forty-two.”

He shook his head immediately, eyes dark with sincerity. “No way. You don’t look older than thirty. Thirty-two, maybe, if I’m being generous.” A crooked smile tugged at his mouth. “Honestly? If I saw you at a bar, I’d be all over you. No hesitation.”

She laughed despite herself, warmth blooming in her cheeks. “Well, thank you. Flattering.” Then her smile faltered. “But if you’re basically my son’s age, I just don’t see how we could—”

“I’m not a kid,” he cut in gently but firmly. “I’m almost twenty-seven. I run my own company.” His eyes dipped briefly, deliberately, as if reminding her of exactly what he’d just proven. “And I think you’ve already figured out that I’m very much a grown man, Catherine.”

The fact that she was still standing there, naked emotions and all, actually listening to him, felt surreal. Her body was still humming from his touch, her thoughts scattered, her resolve dangerously thin.

He softened then, reaching for her hands again, his fingers threading through hers like they belonged there. “Let’s slow this down,” he suggested, voice low and coaxing. “We don’t have to decide everything right now. Let me take you out. A few dates. No pressure. Just see what happens.” His thumbs brushed over her knuckles, sending sparks straight to her core. “Maybe you’ll realize it’s not about numbers or labels. Just two people who want each other.”

The simple contact made her pulse race all over again. The way he looked at her—intense, hungry, patient—made it hard to remember why this was such a bad idea. She exhaled slowly, surrendering just a little. “All right,” she said at last. “But I’m not promising anything. Now that I know who you are—and how young you are—things could change. You understand that.”

He didn’t hesitate. Stepping closer, he wrapped his arms around her, pulling her against his solid chest. His mouth brushed her ear as he murmured, “I get it. But chemistry doesn’t lie.” His lips traced down to her neck, unhurried, reverent, making her knees go weak. “And what we have?” A flick of his tongue along her skin. “That’s undeniable. Just trust me.”

Her mind screamed questions even as her body melted into him. What was she doing? What was she saying yes to? And yet, as a slow smile curved her lips, one thing was crystal clear—whatever came next with a man this intoxicating was going to be wickedly, deliciously unforgettable.


Chapter 2

Jason glanced at his phone and felt his mouth curve without permission. Catherine’s name glowed on the screen, tugging up the memory of her—heat, breath, that reckless collision of bodies during the house showing that had left him off-balance for days. It had been over a week since then, too long, and now that his offer was officially in play, he knew she couldn’t dodge him forever. He inhaled, schooling his voice into something casual, and answered. 

“Hey, Catherine.” 

The sound of her voice slid into his ear, warm and unmistakably smiling. He could hear it, feel it, even through the line. “Hi, Jason. How are you?” 

He didn’t bother with polite deflection. “Restless,” he admitted. “Eager to get into my new place. And—” He paused just long enough to let it land. “—hoping I might see you again.” 

There was a beat, then she laughed softly, as if she’d expected nothing less. “Well, then you’re in luck. At least where the house is concerned. I’m happy to tell you your offer was accepted. Another month, and it’s officially yours.” 

He leaned forward at his desk, adrenaline humming through him. The good news lit him up, but it was tangled with the image of her—her knowing eyes, the way she’d looked at him like she was daring herself to make a mistake. “That’s incredible,” he said, grinning. “What about the furniture? Did they agree to include it?” 

“For the most part,” she replied. “There’s a short list of exclusions—mostly personal items, a few family pieces. If you’d like, you can stop by my office and I’ll leave the paperwork for you to sign at the front desk. Whenever it’s convenient.” 

He smiled to himself, recognizing the careful distance she was trying to maintain. She was avoiding him, and it only made him want her more. After what they’d sparked together, pretending this was strictly business felt almost insulting. He softened his tone, just enough to sound reasonable. “I’d love to, but work’s been insane lately.” Not a lie—just not the whole truth. “Any chance you could bring them by here tonight? Only if it works for you.” 

On the other end, he could practically picture her reaction: the eye roll, the sigh, the fingers pressing at the bridge of her nose as she weighed common sense against whatever still lingered between them. “You really can’t find ten minutes to come by my office? Not even in the next few days?” 

He enjoyed the push and pull more than he should have. “Afraid not,” he said lightly. “But if you come by my office tonight, we can get everything signed and keep things moving.” 

There was a pause—long enough to taste victory. Then she exhaled. “Fine. Yes. I can do that.” 

“Perfect,” he said, satisfaction curling through him. 

“And Jason?” 

“Yes, Catherine?” 

“I’m coming strictly to sign the paperwork,” she said pointedly. “Nothing else.” 

“Of course,” he replied smoothly, even as a wicked smile tugged at his lips. The thought of being in the same room again, the air thick with everything they weren’t supposed to do, made it impossible to keep his expression innocent. 

“Good,” she said. “As long as we’re clear.” 

“Catherine?” 

“Yes?” 

Lowering his voice, savoring the moment, he murmured, “See you soon.”

After the call ended, Catherine stared at her phone for a long beat, already knowing the truth she didn’t want to admit. If she sent her assistant in her place, Jason would vanish neatly back into the category of men she didn’t see anymore. Safe. Distant. Finished. 

And yet the idea of hiding behind someone else left a sour taste in her mouth. She wasn’t a coward. She’d faced down hostile negotiations, ruthless sellers, and divorcing couples who wanted blood. She could certainly face one dangerously attractive man—no matter how much he unsettled her. 

She told herself he was practically a boy. Only a few years older than her oldest son, which should have made the whole thing absurd. Wrong. Easy to dismiss. 

But her thighs pressed together all the same, muscle tightening on instinct, memory rushing in without permission. The way he’d touched her. The way he’d made her feel—open, undone, incandescent in a way she’d never experienced before. No one had ever taken her body there. No one had ever learned her that quickly, that thoroughly. 

She exhaled, slow and shaky, lifting a hand as if she could physically fan the heat off her skin. Images flashed through her mind—his mouth, his hands, the deliciously filthy creativity they’d unleashed on each other in that empty house. Back when she hadn’t known who he was. Back when she hadn’t known his age. 

This was business, she reminded herself firmly. Paperwork. Signatures. Nothing more. Or at least… that was the plan. 

He wasn’t even twenty-seven. She was nearly forty-two. No matter how intoxicating the chemistry, no matter how instinctively her body responded to the memory of him, she had already decided—he was off-limits. Too young. Too complicated. Too dangerous to her carefully ordered life. 

And still, a full-body shiver betrayed her, slick warmth pooling between her thighs as her mind replayed him again and again, vivid and relentless. She felt absurdly wet, embarrassingly so, and clenched her jaw in frustration. She’d sold dozens of houses. This was no different. She would not let him rattle her, charm her, or coax her into doing anything she didn’t choose. 

The problem—the real problem—was how much she’d loved being with him. How many things they’d already done, and how many more she’d secretly ached to explore before she’d drawn that hard, necessary line and sworn she’d never see him again. 

Her thoughts spinning, Catherine finally shook her head, hard, as if she could dislodge him that way. She stood, grabbed the neatly organized folder containing his contract, and straightened her shoulders, lifting her chin. Enough. She would deliver the paperwork, sign the deal, and close this chapter once and for all. 

Jason’s office sat on the top floor of a sleek high-rise on the edge of the city, not far from the house he was buying—convenient, strategic, very him. The house itself was stunning. She’d fallen for it the moment she’d walked through the door, and she knew he would, too. One day, she hoped, he’d share it with the right woman. Someone closer to his age. Someone who deserved him. 

Because for all her resolve, for all the reasons she told herself no, the truth remained stubborn and undeniable: Jason was exceptional. Wickedly handsome. Sharp and funny. Built like sin, with a body that seemed engineered for pleasure—and God, the things he could do with it. Any woman would be lucky to have him. 

She released a quiet, resigned sigh. 

That woman just couldn’t be her.

The moment she stepped through the glass doors, the security guard recognized her and wordlessly unlocked the private elevator. The doors slid shut with a soft whisper, carrying her upward, her pulse ticking louder with every floor. By the time she reached his level, her palms were damp and her resolve already fraying.

The office suite was quiet, lights dimmed, his receptionist clearly gone for the evening. She moved cautiously down the corridor, peeking into open doorways, telling herself she was all business—until she found him.

Jason stood behind his desk, head bent over a document, utterly absorbed. The sight of him hit her low and hard. A pale blue dress shirt clung to his shoulders, sleeves shoved up to reveal tanned, strong forearms etched with faint veins. His tie hung loose at his throat, the top button undone, as if he’d grown warm thinking too hard. His hair was that same careless, touch-me mess she remembered far too vividly, and the beard—God, that beard—framed his mouth in a way that made her thighs press together without permission.

She froze, savoring the stolen second before he noticed her. No matter how many times she reminded herself of his age, it didn’t dull the impact. He was devastating. Unfairly so.

As if he felt her gaze, he looked up. His eyes locked onto hers, recognition flaring instantly, followed by that slow, wicked smile that had undone her from the very first moment. Her breath caught.

“Hey, Catherine. It’s really good to see you,” he said, already rising from his chair, coming around the desk toward her.

She managed to lift her hand, offering it in what she hoped was a professional gesture. He didn’t even pretend to see it. Instead, he stepped close and wrapped his arms around her, drawing her in against his solid body. His mouth brushed her ear as he murmured, “You don’t have to be formal with me.”

Before she could protest—or think—he tipped her chin up and pressed a brief, gentle kiss to her lips. Soft. Unrushed. Intimate in a way that made her knees go weak. He held her gaze afterward, just long enough to make her forget where she was, then finally released her and took a step back, as if nothing monumental had just happened.

“Please,” he said, gesturing to the guest chair opposite his broad rosewood desk. “Have a seat.”

Easy for him to say. Her legs felt like they belonged to someone else, trembling beneath her as she moved. One small kiss and she was already unraveling. Because there was nothing harmless about Jason—nothing at all. He was far too smooth, far too confident, his presence still echoing with the memory of skin and heat and all the ways he’d made her forget herself in that house. Seeing him again scrambled her thoughts, sent heat rushing through her veins.

He watched her with an easy smile. “I ordered some pizza and a salad. If you’re hungry, you’re welcome to stay and eat with me.”

She shook her head quickly, grateful for the excuse to put up a boundary. “No, sorry. I already have plans.”

Something flickered across his face—brief, but unmistakable. Disappointment. It tugged at her more than it should have. She sighed inwardly and decided honesty was kinder than letting him imagine something else.

“With my son,” she added. “Eric. I’m sure you remember him.”

Relief softened his expression instantly. “Oh. Yeah, of course. How’s he doing?”

“He just graduated,” she said, pride warming her voice despite everything. “Electrical engineering. He landed his first job, so I’m taking him out to celebrate.”

Jason’s smile turned genuine, almost tender. “That’s amazing.” He paused, eyes warm as they held hers. “You know… you were always the nicest mom.”

The words landed softly—and somehow hit harder than the kiss.

Already undone just by standing in the same room with him, she found it impossible to lift her eyes to his. Especially not after comments like that—gentle, affectionate words that dragged her straight back to a time when he’d been a skinny kid running around with her boys. The memory tangled painfully with the present, with the reality of his mouth between her thighs not once, but twice, with the dark, decadent hours they’d spent pressed together in that house, exploring edges she’d told herself she was long past craving. No wonder her nerves felt flayed raw.

She forced herself to breathe, to remember the purpose of this visit, and reached into her bag. The paperwork came out in a neat stack, which she placed carefully on his desk as if the order of the pages might somehow steady her. “Everything’s there,” she said, her voice more brittle than she liked. “You just need to sign.”

Then she could escape. Walk out with her composure barely intact and pretend she wasn’t still humming from his touch.

He glanced down at the document, at the absurd number of bright red markers flagging each signature line. He’d have to be willfully oblivious to miss them—but willful oblivion had its uses. Lifting his gaze, he looked at her with infuriating innocence and asked, “And where exactly do you want me to sign?”

She huffed out a breath, equal parts irritation and nerves, and pushed herself to her feet. Circling the desk, she stopped beside him and leaned in, pointing to the obvious places one by one. “Here. And here. And here,” she said, her finger tapping the paper with unnecessary emphasis.

The moment she was close enough, he shifted, sliding an arm around her waist, drawing her in until her hip brushed his thigh. He inhaled slowly, deliberately, his mouth near her ear. “Jesus,” he murmured, voice rough and low, “you smell incredible, Catherine.”

That was it. The last fragile thread snapped.

She turned her head, their eyes colliding, and she hated herself for the way her body froze—how she couldn’t step back, couldn’t look away, couldn’t stop staring at his mouth. He didn’t hesitate. His hands were suddenly firm and sure, lifting her effortlessly onto his lap, and then his lips were on hers.

The kiss was anything but gentle. His mouth claimed hers with hungry familiarity, tongue sliding in, coaxing, demanding, making her dizzy. She grasped for reasons, for restraint, for the memory of why this was a terrible idea—but her arms betrayed her, looping around his neck as she kissed him back just as fiercely. She met his tongue stroke for stroke, heat blooming low and fast, because he knew exactly how to kiss her. Always had.

When his hand slid beneath her navy skirt and curved over her ass, she should have stopped him. Instead, a soft, helpless sound escaped her, her body arching into his touch. His thumb found her through the thin silk of her thong, circling with unhurried precision, and she groaned against his mouth, every nerve lighting up. By the time he nudged the fabric aside and slipped a finger inside her, she was already moving for him, rocking down onto his hand, surrendering completely.

She felt him then—hard, insistent, pressed against her, and the awareness of it made her ache with want. Grinding back against his lap, breath broken, mind blissfully blank, she knew there was no pretending anymore.

So much for distance.

Insane or not, she couldn’t deny the truth pressing in on her from every nerve ending: no one had ever undone her like this. Her experience was limited, sure, but that only made the contrast sharper. He reached places in her—physically and otherwise—that had always been untouched, waking parts of her she’d assumed were long dormant. Desire slicked her thighs as his free hand traced a slow, possessive path along her throat, slipping beneath the edge of her blouse. When his palm closed over her breast and his fingers rolled her nipple between them, teasing until it hardened painfully, she knew she should have stopped him. The thought barely flickered before dissolving, drowned by the heat blooming low in her belly.

He coaxed her upright with him, bodies fitting together too easily, and she felt the scrape of his belt buckle, the soft curse under his breath as he undid his pants and freed himself. Her mind fixated on one thing only—the aching emptiness inside her and how desperately she needed him to fill it. The promise of that fullness, of that relief, throbbed through her with every beat of her heart.

Then his hands left her, just for a moment, and she almost whimpered. But it was only to shove her skirt up to her waist and peel her thong down her legs. The next instant the world tipped, and she was on her back across his desk, paperwork forgotten, her thighs spread wide. He didn’t hesitate. His mouth was on her, hot and intent, and she cried out as pleasure ripped through her. She needed him to make her come—needed it the way she needed air—just like before, when he’d left her trembling and oversensitive before driving her wild all over again.

Nothing else mattered. Not the history, not the rules she’d broken just by being here. Especially not now, with his fingers thrusting into her, relentless, while his tongue worked her with shameless hunger, licking and sucking as if she were something precious, something he’d been starving for. The sounds she made were unfiltered, her hips rocking helplessly toward his mouth.

When he finally lifted his head, he covered her with his body, heat and weight pinning her deliciously to the desk. His lips brushed her neck, teeth grazing her earlobe in a playful bite that made her shiver. “I’m going to fuck you, Catherine,” he murmured, voice rough with need. “I can’t stop myself with you. I need to be inside you more than I need to breathe.”

She closed her eyes, breath coming in short gasps, and the sharp tear of a condom wrapper sent a fresh wave of anticipation crashing through her. Her entire body trembled as he slid two fingers into her again, testing, stretching her. He groaned softly. “God, you’re soaked for me,” he whispered reverently. “And now all I want is to take you… to make you mine.”

The instant the broad crown of him breached her, Catherine’s resolve evaporated. If she’d had any last scraps of resistance, they fluttered down in surrender as he eased forward and then drove in, claiming her inch by deliberate inch. The world narrowed to the delicious stretch, the fullness that answered something hollow she hadn’t even known how to name. He filled her body, yes—but more than that, he filled the ache she carried with her every day, the quiet loneliness she’d stopped admitting to herself.

He moved with hungry confidence, pulling back only to thrust again, deeper, harder, rocking her against the edge of his desk. The impact made her gasp, made her clutch at his shoulders as if he were the only solid thing left. “I could do this forever,” he breathed, the words rough with need as he snapped his hips forward again, making her jolt. Papers slid and scattered, whispering to the floor, but neither of them spared them a thought. There was only this—his body driving into hers, the reckless, intoxicating perfection of being together like this again.

The harder he took her, the more her body opened to him, welcomed him. Heat and friction built until every nerve felt lit from within. He was thick and unyielding, exactly where she needed him, over and over again, striking something deep inside her that made her toes curl and her breath fracture. She could feel herself unraveling, pleasure spiraling tighter, faster, until it was almost too much to hold.

She clamped her teeth down on her lower lip to keep from crying out, the taste of impending release sharp and electric on her tongue. Her heart hammered wildly, her body trembling, her sex pulsing around him as if it were already spilling over. She was right there—so close it bordered on pain—when a cheerful ding cut through the haze.

The elevator.

Her eyes flew open in horror. Of course. Of all the moments.

They stared at each other, wide-eyed and breathless, then both glanced toward the still-open doorway. Jason swore under his breath. “Under the desk. Now,” he whispered urgently. “I’ll handle it.”

She barely had time to slide off him before she was crouching on the floor, her skirt bunched at her waist, her body still throbbing with unfinished pleasure. Jason fumbled with his pants, clearly losing the battle, and finally just tugged his shirt down in a futile attempt at modesty. He grabbed some cash and stepped out, intercepting the delivery guy before he could wander any farther into the office.

She listened from below as money exchanged hands, as Jason’s voice thanked the man. A moment later the door shut. The bag landed on a chair with a soft thud. Then Jason settled back into his seat, peering down at her with a slow, wicked smile, as if she weren’t half-naked on his floor and he hadn’t just been inside her moments ago.

She shook her head, scowling up at him despite the lingering tremor in her body. “You realize,” she said, voice low and sharp, “that if you’d just come to my office like I asked, none of this would’ve happened.”

He leaned forward and reached for her, grasping her hands and drawing her out from under the desk before she could retreat. In one smooth motion, he pulled her into his lap, arms locking around her as though he had no intention of letting go. He pressed a soft kiss to her cheek, warm and intimate, and murmured, “Exactly. None of this would’ve happened. We’d still be dancing around each other, barely talking.” His lips brushed her skin again as he smiled. “Instead, we’re finally being honest, having an incredible time… and we’ve got pizza.”

Her body relaxed against his despite herself, her pulse still racing, the echo of him lingering deep inside her as she tried—and failed—not to smile.

Watching that spark of mischief flicker in his eyes, she wasn’t even sure when her own laughter slipped free. It just happened—easy and unguarded—like her body had decided it felt safer with him than her mind ever would. She smiled, unable to stop herself, and let her fingers drift over the rough warmth of his beard. “You know you make me completely insane,” she said softly.

He returned her smile, slow and knowing, as if he’d been waiting for her to admit it. “I’m painfully aware,” he replied. “Because you do the exact same thing to me. Before Saturday—before you, in that house—I was a normal, functional man. Now?” He shook his head, his voice dropping. “Now all I think about is you. About having you right here, like this. About how good you feel, how you smell, how you taste. You’ve basically detonated my entire life.”

She traced the curve of his mouth with a single fingernail, lingering there, no longer pretending she didn’t enjoy provoking him. Her gaze held his as her lips curved. “Have I?” she murmured, letting the words drip with promise.

He caught her finger between his teeth in a gentle bite, just enough to make her laugh again, and tipped his head back toward the ceiling as if searching his memory. “So,” he said lightly, “where exactly were we when the pizza guy so rudely interrupted us?”

She lifted a brow, hopeful and teasing. “Signing the sales contract for your new house?”

His hand slid up her thigh in answer, unhurried, deliberate. She sucked in a breath when his fingertips brushed over her bare, achingly sensitive center, her body reacting instantly to his touch. “No,” he said, voice thick with amusement. “Pretty sure that wasn’t it.” His smile turned wicked. “If I remember correctly, you were stretched out on my desk, my cock was out, your panties were gone, and I was pushing into you—thinking about how unbelievably good you always feel wrapped around me.”

She laughed despite herself, shaking her head. “As much as I’d love to continue that particular memory,” she admitted, “those papers really do need to be signed. And I have to leave soon—I’m meeting my son for dinner. You didn’t forget, did you?”

The reality of it clearly disappointed him. He cupped her face, kissed her with lingering heat, then held her chin gently, forcing her to meet his eyes. “But this isn’t the end of today, right?” he asked quietly. “I am seeing you again.”

With a soft, defeated sigh, she slid her hands into his sandy-brown hair, fingers savoring its silkiness. She nodded. “Somehow,” she said, resigned and honest, “you’ve gotten under my skin.”

His grin spread wide at that, satisfied and unmistakably pleased. “I can live with that,” he said. “As long as you don’t start dodging me again, I don’t care how or why you keep coming back. I know there’s something real here—and I know you feel it, too. I just… I love being with you, Catherine. I want more of you.”

This time, she was the one smiling broadly. “I really don’t think there’s much more left to discover,” she said dryly. “Not after the way we ran around that house with absolutely nothing on.”

His palm slid possessively over the curve of her backside, warm and firm beneath his hand, and he gave it a teasing squeeze that made her breath hitch. Leaning close, voice low and unguarded, he said, “You know exactly what I’m saying. I want you, Catherine. All of you. Not just naked and tangled up with me—though God knows I’m not complaining about that part.” A crooked smile tugged at his mouth. “And I’m not exaggerating when I say you’re the best I’ve ever had. So yeah… I’m definitely going to want you again.”

She smiled softly and leaned in, pressing a gentle kiss to his cheek, the contrast between tenderness and heat making her chest ache. “All right,” she said, measured but sincere. “We’ll try this… dating thing. Like you suggested. Maybe start simple—go see a movie or something, see where it leads.”

He brushed his nose against hers, nuzzling her like he couldn’t quite help himself, his hands still roaming as if memorizing her shape. “Funny you should mention that,” he murmured. “I’ve got a big-screen TV at my place. You can pick anything you want—even a full-on chick flick. I swear I won’t complain.” His eyes gleamed. “I’ll order dinner, too. Something good. What do you say?”

She let out a long, resigned sigh and nodded, already picturing how that night would actually unfold. Dinner at his place. A movie they’d barely pay attention to. Maybe twenty minutes of pretending to be civilized before they were tearing each other’s clothes off, fucking with the kind of urgency that made time disappear. And honestly? It sounded infinitely better than a crowded theater, sticky floors, ringing phones, and overpriced popcorn. Her lips curved into a private grin—especially at the part where they never made it through the movie.

Leaning down, she kissed him one last time, slow and lingering, then gently took his hands and peeled them away from her waist. Straightening, she left him seated behind the desk, looking up at her with unmistakable hunger. “Okay,” she said. “You’ve got yourself a deal. But I need to ask you for one thing.”

He nodded immediately, attentive, waiting.

“If you get bored with me,” she continued quietly, “or if the age difference starts to feel like too much… I want you to tell me. We’ll end it clean. Just don’t go behind my back. Don’t make me the last to know. Can you do that?”

He sprang to his feet as if shocked by the very idea, eyes wide and intense. “What? Catherine—no. Why would you even think that?” He shook his head, stepping closer. “I’m the one trying to keep this going. Why the hell would I want anyone else? Especially when you’re standing right here.” His gaze swept over her unapologetically. “You’re the most beautiful, sexiest woman I’ve ever been with. And I like you—everything about you. I don’t give a damn about our ages.”

Her smile softened, but there was a fragile sadness in her eyes as she lifted her hand to his face, her thumb brushing his cheek. “That’s easy for you to say right now,” she said gently. “You’re young. You’re gorgeous. You could have just about anyone you want.” Her voice dipped, honest and raw. “I know what it feels like when a man stops wanting you. I lived it. That’s why my marriage ended. And I’d rather be alone than feel stupid again… especially if this is just fun for you.”

Her hand lingered there, steady but vulnerable, waiting to see if his words would prove stronger than her fear.

He didn’t give her time to retreat into her doubts. One strong arm slid beneath her thighs, the other braced her back, and before she could protest he lifted her, decisive and sure, setting her on the edge of the desk. The move stole her breath—not just from the suddenness, but from the way it brought them eye to eye, chest to chest, no room left for distance or uncertainty. His hands stayed firm at her hips as he leaned in, his voice low, intense, impossible to dismiss.

“Listen to me,” he said, searching her face as if he needed her to truly hear him. “This isn’t a game. I know it’s early, I know that. But I’m already in deep. I want you—only you. I’m not looking anywhere else. I need you to understand that.”

The force of his honesty hit her harder than his touch. She saw it in his eyes, felt it in the tension of his body, heard it in the way his voice roughened around the words. Emotion rose fast and unexpected, thickening her throat. Before she could overthink it, she leaned forward, pressed her mouth to his, and wrapped her arms around his neck, holding him there. When she pulled back just enough to speak, her lips brushed his ear.

“Well,” she murmured softly, “you’re definitely doing wonders for my confidence.” A small, breathy laugh escaped her. “When I’m with you, I forget the numbers, the years… all of it. And right now, I believe we’re good together—so long as we’re careful with each other.”

His response was immediate. He drew her in tightly, crushing her against his chest, eyes closing as if he were sealing a vow. His hands moved slowly up and down her back, grounding, protective. “Nobody’s getting hurt,” he said quietly but firmly. “I won’t let that happen. I promise you.”

She eased back then, studying his face, the seriousness softening as a familiar, playful smile curved her mouth. “Alright,” she said lightly. “In that case… will you sign the contract now?”

He laughed, the tension breaking at last. “Absolutely,” he said, reaching for the papers. Then he looked up at her again, eyes dark with promise. “But tomorrow night—you’re mine.”

“Yes,” she answered without hesitation, the word warm and eager on her tongue. And it surprised her how true it felt: she already couldn’t wait.

Later, as she drove along the parkway toward the city, the memory of his mouth lingered like a brand. Her lips still tingled, her body humming, as if he’d left an imprint under her skin. He’d insisted on walking her down to her car, and by the time he finally let her go, she’d been dizzy from the way he kissed her—slow, thorough, devastating. He’d wound her up so tightly she’d found herself pressing shamelessly against him in the parking lot, breathless and aching when they finally parted. Young or not, he was right about one thing—there was nothing boyish about the way he touched her.

Eric was waiting for her outside Gino’s Ristorante, smiling as soon as he spotted her. He leaned in for a quick hug and kissed her cheek, then stepped back, his brows lifting as he took her in. “Wow,” he said. “Looks like someone had a great day. Sell a house?”

She laughed as she walked past him, his hand holding the door open, her smile still completely out of her control. “What gave me away?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” he teased. “You’re practically glowing.”

So it did show. She’d thought the quiet thrill buzzing through her was hers alone, something private she could keep tucked away. Apparently not. Once they were seated, she admitted it. “You’re right. I did sell a house today.”

He reached across the table and squeezed her hand. “Then we’ve both got something worth celebrating.”

She caught her bottom lip between her teeth, a small, private smile tugging at her mouth. “Yeah,” she said softly, “we do.” 

But she would never, ever be able to tell him what—or who—had lit that spark behind her eyes. So she leaned forward across the table, forcing herself to focus, to shove Jason out of her head where he lingered far too vividly. “So,” she asked, deliberately light, “when do you start the new job?”

She truly did want to hear about it. She was proud of him—of how easily his life seemed to be unfolding, of the way doors opened for him just as he stepped out of school. But listening required effort. Her mind kept betraying her, replaying the memory of stolen kisses and heated touches, the way Jason’s mouth had claimed hers with such confidence it still made her thighs tense. Everything with him burned fast and fierce, and no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t seem to cool it down.

The following evening, Jason was already waiting when she knocked, the door swinging open almost immediately. His smile was slow and knowing as she stepped inside, and before she could say a word, he pulled her against him, his hands firm at her back. The kiss he gave her was unhurried, indulgent, the kind that made her forget how to breathe. When he finally eased away, his lips still brushing hers, he murmured, “I wasn’t sure you’d actually come.”

If she was honest, neither had she. When she was with him, the world narrowed to just the two of them—heat, desire, need. But distance gave her too much room to think, and thinking made her anxious, made her question everything she was risking. More than once she’d almost called it off. Almost. She’d given her word, though, and despite every sensible argument she’d rehearsed, she was here.

Her gaze drifted as she took in his condo—tasteful, understated, all soft beiges and clean lines, warmed by a few bold splashes of color. It felt grown-up, carefully chosen. As he slid an arm around her waist and guided her toward the spacious kitchen, she found herself wondering why a man on his own needed so much room. Freshly single, newly unencumbered—this place seemed almost too big for one person. 

“It’s beautiful,” she said, breathing in deeply. The air was rich with the promise of food, savory and comforting. “And whatever you’re cooking smells incredible.”

He leaned in close, his mouth near her ear, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I figured I’d cover all the bases.” 

When he started setting dishes out, she realized he meant it. The counter filled quickly—chicken swimming in a creamy mushroom sauce, slices of roast beef, a fragrant curry, fluffy rice, roasted potatoes, bright vegetables, fresh salads, shrimp glistening with butter, and a pot of pasta crowned with meatballs. It was indulgent, almost excessive.

Her eyes widened despite herself. “Jason,” she laughed, “are you planning to eat all of this?”

He just shrugged, easy and confident. “Thought we could pick at it. No rush. We’ve got the whole night, and nowhere else we need to be. Right?”

She nodded, warmth spreading through her chest. “It all looks amazing.”

He handed her a plate, his fingers brushing hers just long enough to send a small, electric shiver up her arm. “Then let’s eat,” he said, his smile hinting at all the time still waiting for them.

They kept things easy, settling in on the floor in front of the television, plates balanced on his wide glass coffee table. True to his promise, he handed her the remote with a mock bow. She chose carefully, landing on a light, fast-paced adventure comedy—something she figured they could both enjoy. The last thing she wanted was to subject him to a tear-soaked romance he’d already warned her about with theatrical dread.

It didn’t take long for her to remember exactly why being with him felt so effortless. They ate and joked through the movie, shoulders brushing, laughter spilling out of them like they’d been doing this for years instead of weeks. They shared the same chilled white wine—the same one he’d once playfully dribbled over her skin at her place, licking it away until she’d been breathless and shaking. The memory alone made her thighs press together. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d laughed this much, or felt this relaxed, this alive.

Somehow, miraculously, they actually watched the movie all the way through.

When the credits rolled, he stood and stretched. “Hang on,” he said, disappearing down the hall. He came back a few minutes later carrying dessert, because apparently he was determined to ruin her completely tonight.

She stared at the plate he handed her—golden crust, ruby filling, melting ice cream sliding down the side. “Is that strawberry rhubarb?”

His smile was soft, pleased with himself. “Yeah. I remembered how good yours always was when I had dinner at your place. And that you said it was your favorite.”

When he sat back down beside her, she turned toward him, lifted her hand, and cupped his cheek. Her thumb traced the faint shadow of his jaw. “I can’t believe you remembered that, Jason.”

“There’s a lot I remember about you.” His eyes flicked over her, slow and unapologetic, his mouth curving with mischief as he waggled his eyebrows. “Mostly how incredible you looked in a bikini whenever I came over to swim with your sons. And don’t get mad, but in my head you were always hot Mrs. Thompson. Still are, as far as I’m concerned.”

She laughed, shaking her head as she dug her fork into the pie. “Knowing you now, you’re probably the one who started that nickname.”

He shrugged, unrepentant. “Could be. I definitely fantasized about you enough.”

Her head tipped to the side. “You did?”

“Oh yeah. I barely noticed girls my own age back then. I always thought you were way hotter than any of them.”

She didn’t know whether to feel flattered or slightly unsettled—but the warm, sweet-tart bite of pie melted on her tongue, and the thoughtfulness behind it softened everything. Compared to her ex-husband, who’d spent years proving how cruel he could be, Jason felt… gentle. Open. Almost achingly sincere.

She smiled to herself.

And it didn’t hurt that the evidence of his desire—the thick, undeniable promise straining in his jeans—was very much still impressive.

Once the plates were cleared and set aside, he turned back to her with a teasing grin that sent a shiver straight through her. He brushed her hair away from her face, hands warm and sure, then scooped her up as if she weighed nothing. His mouth hovered over hers as he murmured, low and intimate, “Now I think it’s time for bed.”

Her pulse hammered as she curled instinctively into him, already knowing sleep was the last thing either of them would be doing.

He didn’t break the kiss even once as he carried her down the short hall, her legs instinctively tightening around his waist, her body already warm and pliant against his. The bedroom door barely mattered—he nudged it shut with his foot and lowered her onto the mattress, the bed dipping beneath her weight and his. The air felt heavier in there, charged. He pulled back just long enough to look at her, really look, as his hands went to work. Fabric slid away piece by piece, discarded without ceremony, his gaze devouring every inch revealed, like he’d been starving for this exact sight his entire life.

She didn’t just let him undress her—she met him move for move. Her fingers were suddenly at his waist, confident, unhurried, tracing the hard line straining against his fly. She stroked him through the denim, a deliberate tease that made his head tip back on a groan before she hooked her fingers into the zipper and freed him. The sheer unreality of it hit him full force—her hands on him, her mouth still warm from kissing him, her eyes dark with want as she helped strip him bare. Christ. It felt like stepping straight into a fantasy he’d never quite believed he’d be allowed to live.

He’d been ready to take her then—mouth first, everywhere—but she surprised him by pushing him back onto the bed instead. She claimed his mouth with a kiss that was hungry and unapologetic, her hand wrapping around his erection with practiced ease. One slow stroke, then another, and he was instantly, painfully hard, his breath breaking against her lips.

He smiled into the kiss when her fingers slid lower, cupping him fully, and she felt it. She pulled back just enough to study his face, her expression curious, almost amused. He swallowed, heart pounding, and let the truth tumble out. “I should probably tell you something,” he said, a little breathless. “When I was a kid… I got off thinking about you more times than I can count. And now you’re actually doing this—actually touching me—it’s kind of blowing my mind.”

Her answering smile was slow and devastating. Her voice dropped, rich and smoky. “Then maybe I should give you something even better to think about.”

Before the words could fully land, she shifted, moving over him with a sure grace that stole what little air he had left. Her mouth closed around him, warm and wet, and the world tilted violently off its axis. His gasp turned into a groan as she took him in, lips sliding down until his thighs tensed. No fantasy—no late-night imagining—had ever come close to this. The reality of her, of this woman, doing exactly this, shattered him.

She worked him with undeniable skill, her mouth attentive and generous, tongue teasing as she drew him deeper, until his balls tightened with the ache of it. He could feel how much she knew what she was doing, how deliberately she was undoing him, and the knowledge that it was her—the woman he’d once worshiped from afar—made it unbearable in the best possible way.

She lavished him with slow, reverent attention, sucking and tasting, her mouth a wicked contrast of softness and heat. His eyes slid shut, a low sound tearing from his chest as his fingers threaded into her hair. He couldn’t help it—his hips flexed, pushing carefully, reverently, deeper into her mouth. She didn’t retreat. She took him, met him, lips sealing around him as he sank back again, and the sensation was pure, blinding pleasure.

Nothing had ever felt like this. Nothing ever could. Knowing it was her—her mouth, her willingness, her desire—wrapped around him made it feel less like sex and more like heaven opening beneath his skin.

He knew he was right on the edge. Another second of her mouth and he’d be spilling everywhere, and that wasn’t how he wanted it. Not with her. Not like this. With a groan, he slipped free of her lips, breathing hard as if it physically hurt to stop. He wanted to feel himself buried inside her when he finally lost control.

He guided her onto her back, slow and reverent, like he was laying down something precious. His mouth claimed hers again, lingering, unhurried, a kiss meant to savor rather than consume. Then his lips began to wander, tracing a deliberate path along her jaw, over the warm curve of her throat, across her collarbone. He took his time with her breasts, worshipful, circling each tight nipple with his tongue before drawing them deep into his mouth one at a time, sucking until she gasped and arched beneath him.

Lower still he went, kisses scattered down her ribs, over her stomach, across the soft mound between her thighs. By the time he reached her center, he was moaning himself, hands spreading her open as he dragged his tongue slowly from back to front, tasting everything she offered. She was hot and slick and intoxicating, and he savored her shamelessly, letting the flavor of her linger on his tongue.

He’d been with women before—plenty of them—but this felt different. Deeper. Like this spot, between her thighs, was exactly where he belonged.

His mouth closed over her clit, sucking gently as two fingers slid inside her, and her reaction was instant. She cried out, hips bucking so hard he had to hold her down to keep her from lifting off the mattress. He smiled against her, drunk on how responsive she was, on how easily he could make her come undone.

“Fuck… you’re so sweet,” he murmured, the words brushing against her most sensitive flesh. And it was true. Softer, sweeter than anything he’d ever tasted.

Maybe it was because he’d wanted her for so long—fantasized about her when he was barely old enough to understand what that wanting meant—but whatever the reason, it only made this hotter. His cock throbbed impatiently, aching to be inside her. He reached for a condom, rolled it on with shaking fingers, then positioned himself between her legs.

He lifted her legs and draped them over his shoulders, cupping her ass as he lined himself up. Watching her face, every flicker of anticipation and need, he thrust into her in one smooth, deep stroke. Her mouth fell open on a breathless cry, breasts lifting and falling as she panted, and he nearly lost it right there.

He began to move, hips flexing, each thrust driving deeper, fuller. He’d never seen anything sexier than Catherine spread beneath him like this, eyes glassy, lips parted, completely open to him.

Looking down, the sight of his slick cock sliding in and out of her tight, wet heat only pushed him closer. Sex with her wasn’t just good—it was overwhelming, like nothing he’d ever known. His balls drew tight, a sharp tingle racing down his spine, and he knew he was seconds away.

Determined to take her with him, he reached down and worked her clit with his fingers, teasing and pressing just right, chasing that moment when they’d both fall apart together.

The sound she made—raw, broken, helpless—when he surged deep into the slick, welcoming heat of her body was all it took. It shattered whatever restraint he had left. His head fell back, a harsh groan tearing from his chest as his eyes squeezed shut, pleasure ripping through him in waves. He spent himself inside her, pulse after pulse, his release drawn out by the way her inner muscles clutched him, greedily milking every last drop until his whole body trembled and went weak.

His fingers dug into the soft curves of her ass, holding her tight as his cock gave a few helpless twitches, still buried in her warmth. In that breathless, boneless moment, it hit him with absolute clarity—nothing could ever top this. Not with her. Not like this.

Eventually, reluctantly, he eased out of her and collapsed onto the mattress at her side. He tugged her against him, fitting her body to his, and pressed a tender kiss to her cheek while they both struggled to catch their breath. His heart was still pounding hard, his skin buzzing. Somehow, impossibly, it only ever got better with her. Like she was slowly, trustingly opening herself more and more—and God, he was grateful for every piece she offered him.

Still flushed and breathing hard, Catherine rested her palm over his heart, feeling it thunder beneath her hand. A soft, satisfied smile curved her lips. He was just as wrecked as she was, and that mattered—it meant she hadn’t imagined it, that what they’d shared had hit them both just as deeply. Being with him felt so right it almost scared her. How had she ever existed before this?

Her gaze drifted around his bedroom, catching on the faint glow along the wall. The soft pool of light made the space feel safe, intimate. She looked back at him, brow furrowing slightly. “I never pictured you as the type to have a nightlight.”

He lifted a hand to her face, cupping her cheek, his thumb brushing slowly over her plush lower lip. Shaking his head, he met her eyes. “I’m not. I put it there for you. There’s one in the bathroom and the kitchen, too.” His voice dropped, gentle but sure. “I remembered you telling me how scared you were of the dark when the power went out at the house. I don’t ever want you to be afraid of anything when you’re with me.”

The words hit her straight in the chest. Emotion swelled fast and sharp, her bottom lip trembling despite her trying to hold it together. She buried her face against him, breathing him in, her voice muffled against his skin. “God… you’re so sweet. My ex used to turn off the lights on purpose. Just to scare me.”

Jason’s jaw tightened instantly, anger flashing through him. He’d never liked the man, not really—but hearing that made his blood boil. That kind of cruelty, aimed at someone as gentle as her, was unforgivable. She was so much better off without him. Lifting her chin, Jason pressed a soft kiss to her forehead and wrapped her tighter in his arms. “Hey,” he murmured. “I didn’t mean to make you cry.”

She looked up at him, brushing away a tear with her thumb, her smile small but sincere. “It’s not that. It’s just… you’re so thoughtful. None of the men in my life ever were.” Her voice wavered, honesty spilling out now. “Even my father had a terrible temper. My mom wouldn’t let him hit us, so instead he’d lock my sister and me in a closet when he was angry. I think that’s what did it. We’re both still afraid of the dark—even now.”

Her confession hung between them, fragile and heavy. Jason held her close, understanding settling deep in his chest, knowing with quiet certainty that as long as she was with him, the dark would never touch her again.

The ache in his chest at her confession tightened his arms around her. Jason pressed his lips into her hair, breathing her in, grounding her against him. “Then hear me,” he murmured softly. “Nothing like that will ever touch you again. Not with me. You’re safe. Always.”

She felt the truth of it settle into her bones. With him holding her like this, the number of years between them blurred into nothing. It didn’t matter. Not when he was steady and gentle and everything she’d spent a lifetime craving without ever naming.

A spark of daring lit inside her. She shifted, sliding her body over his with a slow, deliberate smile, the kind that promised trouble. Gratitude unfurled as hunger. Catherine threaded her fingers into his hair and claimed his mouth, kissing him with open intention, no hesitation. As her hips began to move, her wet heat gliding along his length, she felt him respond instantly—hardening, thickening, rising to meet her like he’d been waiting for permission.

His groan vibrated against her lips, and it fed something reckless and glorious in her. She’d never wanted to give herself to anyone like this before. He’d reached places inside her that had been closed tight for years. It wasn’t just how he touched her—though God, he did that beautifully—but who he was when he did. Tender. Attentive. All heart. If he truly wanted her the way he said he did, she was done pretending she didn’t want him just as fiercely.

His hands found her hips, anchoring her as sensation stole his breath. When she lowered herself, inch by delicious inch, the feel of her enveloping him bare and slick, he leaned in and brushed his mouth to hers. “I’m clean,” he whispered, a promise wrapped in heat.

She smiled, a slow, satisfied curve of her lips, and rocked down harder, taking him fully with one decisive roll of her hips. “So am I.” The words were barely out before she sank all the way, seating him deep, owning the stretch, the fullness, the way he filled her so completely it made her gasp.

“Fuck,” he breathed, head falling back as she began to move in earnest. He’d thought he knew pleasure. He’d been wrong. Nothing had ever come close to this—not until her.

She rose up over him, straddling his thighs, hair spilling down her back as she rode him with hungry confidence. Each slide, each roll, drew him deeper under her spell. Her breath came quick and sharp, her body singing with the simple, powerful truth of being alive in this moment. With him. Age didn’t matter. Only this did. Only the way she clenched around him, claiming him as her choice, her decision, her want.

After that, they were inseparable in every stolen moment. For a month they found each other wherever they could—late nights, early mornings, and once, a reckless afternoon escape to a hotel where they touched and tasted and explored until there was nothing left but damp sheets and satisfied smiles. They washed away the evidence together, laughter echoing off tiled walls, and slipped back into their day like nothing had happened—except they couldn’t stop grinning, couldn’t stop texting, hearts buzzing long after.

Jason knew when it happened. Love, clear and unavoidable. It settled in him with absolute certainty. And the next time he had her alone, he was going to tell her—already wondering how she’d look if he slipped a ring onto her finger, already hoping she’d say yes.

So when Jason casually suggested they hole up at his place for the entire weekend—no clothes, no schedules, just two uninterrupted days of skin and heat—Catherine felt the promise of it ripple straight through her. The idea alone sent a tremor up her spine, settling low and warm between her thighs. She didn’t hesitate. She couldn’t. By the time Friday finally crawled around, she was wound so tight with need that her body had already betrayed her before he ever touched her.

He kissed her in the lobby, quick and hungry, and it was enough to make her slick with anticipation. They didn’t even pretend to behave in the elevator. The doors slid shut and she was on him, her leg hooked around his hip, grinding shamelessly as he pressed her back against the wall. His erection was thick and unmissable through his pants, rubbing exactly where she needed it most, and she bit back a moan as her body arched into his. Every floor felt like torture. Every second was too long.

By the time they reached his door, her heart was hammering so hard she was dizzy with it. She watched his hand fumble slightly with the key, and she was already undoing buttons, shrugging out of her blouse like she might combust if she didn’t get naked fast enough. She fully intended to push him down right there in the entryway, to take him the moment the door closed behind them. She needed him inside her again—needed it with an urgency that bordered on desperation.

And somewhere beneath the hunger, she knew it: she was in love with him. Completely, recklessly. She’d tell him, she decided. She just had to find the right moment. A soft one. A quiet one. A moment that belonged only to them.

The door opened.

And the world cracked cleanly in two.

Catherine’s eyes landed on the young blonde stretched out on the couch, naked, legs spread wide, fingers glistening as they worked between her thighs. The woman was facing the door, shamelessly open, giving Jason—and Catherine—a full, explicit view the second he walked in.

Her stomach dropped. Hard.

For a split second, Catherine couldn’t breathe. The room tilted, nausea surging so fast she thought she might actually pass out. Then instinct took over. She turned and ran.

She didn’t think. She barely saw where she was going. She bolted for the stairwell, heels skidding as she flew downward, her pulse roaring in her ears. Each step was a blur, her chest tight with humiliation and heartbreak. A sick part of her noticed—absurdly—that Jason didn’t follow. The realization stung almost as much as the image burned into her mind. She focused on not vomiting, not collapsing, not missing a step and breaking her neck before she made it back to the lobby.

Anger followed close behind the shock—hot and biting. Anger at him, yes, but even more at herself. This was exactly why she’d sworn she wouldn’t do this. Exactly why she’d promised herself she wouldn’t fall for someone so much younger. What had she honestly expected? Sooner or later, he was bound to want someone who matched him in age, someone effortless and young and eager. Someone like the blonde sprawled naked on his couch.

She could picture them together all too easily, and the image twisted the knife deeper. Of course he hadn’t chased her. Why would he, when he already had someone more desirable waiting for him, open and ready?

Upstairs, Jason slammed the door shut, the sound echoing through the apartment. His chest heaved as he stood there, fury and panic colliding inside him. Every instinct screamed to go after Catherine, to explain, to fix this—but the past was sitting naked on his couch, demanding to be dealt with. He couldn’t move forward until he shut that door for good.

Jaw tight, eyes hard, he crossed the room. The blonde hadn’t even stopped, her legs still spread, fingers sliding in and out of her wet, noisy cunt like she was putting on a show just for him.

Ignoring it with visible effort, Jason planted himself in front of her and snapped, “Macy, what the hell are you doing here?”

She only answered him with a lazy, careless lift of her shoulders, her breathing turning rough and uneven as her eyelids drooped heavy. Her hand never slowed, fingers slick and relentless between her thighs as she chased her own pleasure. In a low, breathy murmur, she said, “I want you back. I finally figured out I screwed up.” Her hips rolled subtly against her palm. “I shouldn’t have let you go. I had time to think… really think.” Her gaze sharpened, possessive despite the haze. “So tell me—who was the woman you just walked in with?”

Jason squeezed his eyes shut, jaw tight. “It doesn’t matter.” 

But it did. Christ, it did. Not in the way she meant—only because Catherine mattered, and Macy standing there like this was one more obstacle between him and the woman who had already bolted down the stairs with her heart in pieces. He needed Macy gone before he could even think about fixing what had just shattered.

When he opened his eyes again and truly took her in, the surprise hit him harder than anger ever could. Her legs were still open, her fingers still glistening as they slid in and out of her with practiced ease. Months ago, that sight would’ve had him half-hard in a second. Now? Nothing. Not a flicker. Just an odd sense of distance… and maybe a faint curl of disgust.

“Well,” he said flatly, “you’re too late. We’re finished.”

She rose from the couch in one smooth movement and crossed the space between them, lifting a wet finger and pressing it against his mouth. It slipped past his lips before he could stop her. He tasted her—salt, musk, the unmistakable tang of her arousal—and waited for his body to react.

It didn’t.

All he felt was impatience. A deep, bone-level need for her to put some clothes on and get the hell out.

She was stunning, sure. But standing this close, he saw it clearly now—how empty it all felt. How little there was beneath the surface. He couldn’t even remember what had once hooked him.

“Can’t you taste me?” she whispered, her mouth hovering just shy of his. “Remember how good we were together?” Her smile turned knowing, smug. “You want me, Jason. You always do. You could never stay mad at me.” Her fingers brushed his chest. “So take your clothes off. Let’s have some fun.”

He caught her wrists and held her at arm’s length, creating space where she kept trying to erase it. “No. That’s not happening.” His voice was calm, steady—final. “And believe it or not, I’m not angry. When you walked out, I knew it was over. I accepted it.” His eyes didn’t waver. “I don’t want what we had anymore. I’m sorry if that’s not what you want to hear, but we’re done. So get dressed. And go.”

She recoiled, indignation flashing across her face as she planted her hands on her hips. “Are you fucking serious?” she snapped. “You gave me a ring. You told me you wanted forever. And now you’re standing there telling me you don’t feel anything?”

He shrugged, the gesture almost bored. “No. I don’t.” A beat. “It’s over.” Then, as an afterthought, “And I’ll need my key back.”

“Fuck you,” she spat, spinning away to snatch her clothes from the floor, yanking them on with sharp, angry movements. She shot him one last venomous look. “When you get tired of banging that old woman you came in with, don’t you dare come crawling back to me. I’m done with you now, you fucking asshole.”

He watched her scramble back into herself, into the clothes and attitude she wore like armor, and shook his head slowly. The distance between them felt vast now, as if whatever had once connected them had burned clean away. He honestly couldn’t remember what had ever drawn him to her—only that it was gone.

“Bye,” he said simply, lifting his hand in a small, almost polite wave.

She hissed under her breath as she dragged the tight little dress down over her body, the fabric snagging as she yanked it into place. Fury sharpened every movement. She stomped to the door and flung it open so hard it rattled in its frame, then threw one last glare over her shoulder. “Oh—and don’t forget the key.”

With a dramatic huff, she dug into her purse, fingers clawing through lip gloss and loose change before she found it. She held it up like evidence, then hurled it at him. It hit his chest and clattered to the floor.

“I cannot believe what a complete asshole you turned out to be,” she snapped. “I thought we were taking a break, not that it was actually over, you absolute dickwad. But whatever. Your loss.”

She yanked the door wider, flipped him off with vicious precision, and stalked out, her heels echoing down the hall like punctuation.

Jason stood there for a moment after she was gone, the apartment suddenly too quiet, the air still carrying the faint, unwelcome reminder of her. With a grimace, he headed to the bathroom and splashed cold water over his face, scrubbing his mouth harder than necessary. The thought made his stomach knot—trying to explain to Catherine why his lips tasted like another woman was not a conversation he ever wanted to have.

He texted her. Once. Then again. When nothing came back, dread settled in his chest, heavy and insistent. He grabbed his keys and drove.

By the time he reached her building, his nerves were stretched tight. He took the stairs two at a time and knocked on her door, then again, louder this time. Nothing. He leaned closer, resting his forehead against the narrow gap.

“I know you’re in there, Catherine,” he said quietly. “Please open the door.”

“Go away, Jason,” she finally replied, her voice brittle, cracked straight through the middle.

He exhaled, the sound rough. “I can’t.”

There was a pause, just long enough for hope to hurt. “Why not?” she asked, close enough now that he knew she was right on the other side.

He closed his eyes and decided to stop hedging, stop protecting himself. “Because I’m in love with you.”

On the other side of the door, Catherine blinked, stunned, her hand pressing instinctively to her chest where her heart thudded painfully hard. “Damn,” she whispered.

She hadn’t seen that coming. Not at all. And now—now she had no idea what she was supposed to do with it.


Chapter 3

What a night it was unraveling into. Jason leaned close to the narrow seam of the door, his breath fogging the wood as he knocked again, softer this time but no less urgent. “Catherine. Please. Open the door. It’s me—Jason.”

Inside, Catherine stood rigid, her arms wrapped tightly around her middle as if she could physically hold herself together. Her gaze was locked on the door, heart thudding, resolve trembling but intact. “I know,” she whispered, her voice thick with hurt. “And that’s exactly why I can’t.” She’d finally drawn the line, finally told herself it was finished. Letting him back in—after the way her chest still ached—felt like stepping willingly back into pain.

The elevator chimed down the hall. A young woman stepped out, a sleeping child heavy against her shoulder. She slowed when she spotted Jason hovering at Catherine’s door, her eyes sharpening with instinctive caution. She offered a tight, uncertain nod, suspicion written plainly across her face.

Jason straightened, forcing an easy smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Hey,” he said, nodding back, hoping to look harmless instead of desperate.

The woman hesitated another second, then turned away, disappearing into her apartment with one last assessing glance over her shoulder.

Jason exhaled and dropped his forehead against the door. “Catherine,” he murmured, voice low, meant only for her. “Please just let me in so we can talk. Your neighbors are already starting to stare, and I really don’t want this turning into a scene. Or worse.”

On the other side, Catherine closed her eyes. The tension drained from her shoulders in a long, defeated breath. After a moment that felt like surrender, she crossed the small space, slid the lock free, and opened the door.

Jason didn’t hesitate. He stepped inside like he belonged there, like he always had. “Look,” he said immediately, words tumbling out, “I’m sorry you had to see that. I really am. But there’s nothing going on between us. Whatever that was—it’s over.”

Catherine lifted her gaze to him, searching his face, her voice tight. “But I did see her, Jason.”

“I know.” He winced. “Trust me, not exactly the image I ever wanted burned into your mind.” The thought of his ex—bare, shameless, fingers buried between her legs—still made his stomach twist. It was the last thing he’d ever imagined Catherine walking in on.

“That’s not what I meant,” she said, grimacing. “Though, yes, I could happily go the rest of my life without seeing that again.”

“I get it.” He scrubbed a hand over his jaw. “But you have to understand—Macy’s dramatic. She’s an actress. Shock is kind of her go-to. I think she thought if she went extreme enough, she’d get my attention.”

“Well, she definitely succeeded,” Catherine said dryly. “Just not in the way she probably hoped.”

She wasn’t the only one stunned. If anyone had asked him how the night would unfold—the night he’d planned to finally tell Catherine he loved her—this wouldn’t have even crossed his mind. Not his ex letting herself into his place. Not finding her naked on his couch, fingers moving between her thighs, just as he and Catherine walked in, already keyed up for a night meant only for them.

“I really am sorry,” he said again, softer now. “She and I have been done for months—since before you and I even reconnected. She ended it. I haven’t touched her since. I don’t even know why she’d pull something like this now.”

“I do,” Catherine said quietly.

His brow lifted as he looked at her, waiting, bracing himself for what she might say next.

At last she dragged in a shaky breath, as if bracing herself, and the words came out low and careful. “Because she knows she screwed up. Because she let you go and now she regrets it.” Her mouth curved into a sad, tender smile. “You’re an amazing man, Jason. Being with you has been… incredible. I’ve never felt this alive.” Her gaze fell, lashes dark with unshed tears. “But after seeing her, I just—I can’t do this anymore.”

His eyes widened, disbelief flashing sharp and bright. “What? Why would you put this on me?” His voice tightened. “I told you, it’s over. Completely. I made her give the key back. She’s not coming near us again.”

“But I did see her,” Catherine said softly, the words heavy with everything she wasn’t saying. “And she’s beautiful. And so young.” She hesitated, then looked up. “How old is she, Jason?”

He lifted one shoulder in a helpless shrug. “What difference does it make? She’s gone. I sent her away. You’ll never have to look at her again.”

“But just looking at her,” Catherine went on, her voice barely above a whisper, “I could tell she’s probably half my age.” A bitter little laugh escaped her. “And it hit me that I’ve been lying to myself. Pretending this could really work, when you should be with someone like her.”

A rough, humorless chuckle left him as he shook his head. “That’s exactly the problem, Catherine. Macy isn’t someone like her—she’s still a girl.” He reached for her, gentle but insistent, brushing her damp hair back from her cheek. The sight of her tear-streaked face twisted something deep in his chest. He cradled her face in his hands, thumbs warm and steady as they swept away the last traces of her tears. “You,” he said quietly, intensely, “are a woman. And you’re the woman I’m in love with.” His eyes held hers, unwavering. “I’ve been with girls. Plenty of them. And trust me—ten of them together couldn’t touch what you give me.”

Catherine searched his face, aching to surrender to the sincerity there. God, she wanted to believe him. But how could a woman in her early forties ever truly hold onto a man like this? So young. So devastatingly handsome. He could have anyone he wanted. Maybe not someone as unhinged as the naked woman she’d just seen touching herself on his couch—but he could meet someone perfect tomorrow. And then what would she be left with? Another shattered heart, another long night picking herself back up off the floor.

She exhaled slowly. “I don’t know,” she murmured. “Maybe… maybe we should take a break. Just for a while.”

He shook his head immediately, firm and absolute. “No. That’s not happening. Not over this.” His gaze sharpened, intent. “Just tell me the truth. Before we walked in and saw her—would you have said we’re good together? That I make you happy?”

She couldn’t lie. Not to him. Her mouth softened into a real smile as she met his eyes. “Yes,” she admitted. “Probably happier than I’ve ever been.”

That answer finally cracked something open in him. A slow, relieved smile spread across his mouth, soft and genuine. “Me too,” he murmured. “You make me ridiculously happy.” His forehead dropped to hers as if he needed the contact to steady himself. “So no break. We don’t need distance—we need to let this go. I’m not losing you over something that was never mine to own.”

He pulled her into his chest, arms locking around her with quiet insistence. His mouth brushed hers, barely there, a promise rather than a kiss, and he closed his eyes as if committing the moment to memory. “You matter too much to me,” he said roughly. “More than you realize. Somewhere along the way it hit me—you’re mine. And I’m yours.”

She surrendered then, sliding her arms around his waist, her body melting into the heat of him. A small, reluctant smile tugged at her lips. “What I really want to know,” she said softly, “is how you always manage to wear me down and get exactly what you want.”

He laughed into her hair, breath warm against her scalp. “No idea,” he said with an unapologetic shrug. “But if it works, I’m not about to stop.”

Their laughter tangled together, easing the last of the tension from the room. When it faded, she drew back just enough to look at him, her voice quieter, more exposed. “I think I’ve fallen for you too,” she admitted. “Even though I’m not convinced that’s a smart thing.” Not after tonight. Not when he had the power to break her so completely.

“Damn,” he breathed, the word punched from his chest like a revelation.

Before she could say another word, he scooped her up, her legs instinctively wrapping around his waist as he carried her toward the bedroom with determined strides. He kissed her quickly, decisively. “Then what are we even fighting about?” he said, eyes blazing. “I love you. You love me. And Friday—when I get the key—I want you to move in with me.” His grin turned boyish and fierce all at once. “Now do you believe I’m serious?”

Clinging to him as he all but raced to the bed, she laughed breathlessly against his neck. “Move in with you? I couldn’t possibly do that,” she said. “How would I explain to my sons that I’m living with their friend? They’d have me committed.”

He set her down gently on the mattress, his body following hers, covering her with warmth and intent. He kissed her again—slow this time—then lifted his head, eyes glittering with mischief and resolve. “Okay,” he said lightly. “Then marry me.”

Her breath caught. Staring up at him, stunned, she whispered, “You can’t be serious.”

Without a word, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a small blue velvet box. He flipped it open between them.

The diamond caught the light, brilliant and unapologetic. Her gaze bounced from the ring to his face—and that was when she saw it. The vulnerability. The naked hope. He was waiting, heart in his hands, and the realization hit her hard: she could hurt him too. And she never wanted to.

Still, marriage? The thought made her dizzy.

She lifted her hands to his face, thumbs stroking his jaw. “Jason,” she said softly, “I do love you. But this is… insane. I mean, we could keep seeing each other, of course, but…”

He didn’t even pretend to consider her refusal. Jason shook his head once, slow and determined, his expression set with that infuriating confidence she was already weak for. “Give me your hand,” he said quietly, as if this were already decided.

Her fingers trembled as she lifted them toward him, her pulse loud in her ears. She watched in disbelief as he slid the ring onto her finger—cool metal, perfect weight. The diamond caught the light and scattered it everywhere, bright and unapologetic. It was breathtaking. So much more than anything she’d ever been given before. The first time she’d married, she’d been barely more than a girl, broke and rushing toward something she didn’t understand. No ring. No trip. Just a cheap motel and the hollow certainty that love was supposed to be simpler than this.

Jason brought her hand to his mouth, pressing a slow, reverent kiss to her knuckles. His eyes never left hers. “I’m not asking you to say yes tonight,” he said, voice low and steady. “But I want you to have this. I want you to know you’re mine. Every time you look at that ring, I want you to remember that I love you—and that I’m not going anywhere. When you’re ready, we’ll do this for real.”

Her throat tightened painfully. Emotion swelled so fast it stole her breath, her eyes burning before she could stop it. It wasn’t polished or rehearsed, not the kind of proposal women fantasized about—but it was honest, raw, and devastatingly sincere. Overwhelmed, she grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled him down to her, kissing him hard, like she needed his mouth to ground her. Maybe it was insane. Maybe she should still be running. But somehow, again, he’d slipped past every defense she’d built and settled himself deep in her heart.

When she pulled back, he searched her face, hope naked in his expression. “So,” he asked softly, “is that a yes?”

She smiled, a little shaky, a little dazzled. “It’s a yes to wearing your ring,” she said. “And yes, I’d love to spend time with you in your new house. But for now… let’s just take it one step at a time, okay?”

That was all it took.

Jason’s hands were suddenly on her, warm and possessive, sliding over the curve of her hips, cupping her ass with a firm, appreciative squeeze that made her gasp. The look on his face was pure satisfaction—relief, desire, triumph all tangled together. She was wearing his ring. That mattered. And he was already imagining her in that house with him, already certain she’d see what he did: that they fit, that they belonged.

And if she still had doubts?

His grin turned wicked as he started undressing her, peeling her clothes away without hurry, tossing them aside like they were nothing compared to what he was revealing. He held her gaze the entire time, savoring every inch of skin he exposed, every soft curve, every familiar detail he still couldn’t get enough of. The thought of losing this—of never touching her like this again—was unbearable.

Once they were together in bed, once their bodies found that rhythm only they shared, the rest of the world disappeared. The arguments, the fear, the impossible complications—all of it dissolved the moment he was inside her, the moment she arched beneath him, breathless and undone. Nothing mattered then except the heat, the connection, the way they made each other feel.

He hadn’t planned to propose—not like this, not tonight. But she hadn’t said no.

And for now, that was more than enough.

The moment her hands lifted to him, fingers working deftly at the buttons of his shirt, heat bloomed behind his eyes. He loved this—loved the quiet hunger in the way she undressed him, the accidental brushes of her knuckles against his skin that weren’t accidental at all. Each button undone felt like a promise. He smiled down at her, his chest already bare beneath her touch.

“You have no idea how much I love this look on you,” he murmured. “Right before we come together.”

She wrinkled her nose at him, adorably inquisitive, and his heart gave a stupid, happy thud. With a soft laugh, he brushed his knuckles along her cheek, reverent. “Your skin gets all warm and flushed,” he said, low and intimate. “Your eyes go dark like you’re already lost in it. I can see it—you want me just as badly as I want you. That’s why I never know how to slow down with you.” His thumb traced her jaw. “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

He cradled her face, thumbs stroking gently as if he were memorizing her, then leaned in and kissed her. What started tender deepened quickly, his lips lingering, his mouth opening as his tongue slipped inside to taste her properly. She tasted like warmth and need and something that felt dangerously close to forever, and the thought that she might one day be his wife tightened his chest in the best possible way.

His hands drifted down, unhurried, exploring her curves until his palms were full of her breasts. He groaned softly at the weight of them, at the way her body reacted instantly to him. Bending, he kissed her there—once, then again—his mouth closing around each nipple, already taut and aching for him. He teased them slowly, tongue circling, teeth grazing just enough to make her breath hitch before soothing the sensation away. Her body answered him eagerly, arching, offering herself without hesitation.

He trailed lower, worshipful, pressing kisses across her stomach. When his tongue traced around her navel and dipped inside, she laughed, a breathless, helpless sound, squirming beneath him as pleasure rippled through her.

Then his hand slid down between her thighs, finding her heat, his fingers gliding through her slickness with deliberate care. She was already so ready for him it stole his breath. He looked up at her, needing to see her face, and the sight of Catherine smiling down at him—eyes shining before fluttering closed as a soft moan escaped her—nearly undid him.

She moved beneath his touch, hips rolling instinctively, and his chest ached with the need to give her everything. He wanted her to come undone for him, to feel it so deeply she couldn’t deny it—this pull between them, this certainty. He wanted her to know, in her body and her bones, that this was where she belonged. With him.

He eased her legs apart and disappeared between them, settling himself where her heat called him. His mouth met her open and eager, and he drank her in without restraint. She was already drenched, molten and welcoming, and the first sweep of his tongue drew a sharp breath from her lips. The flavor of her—lush, sweet, unmistakably Catherine—spread over his senses, and it never failed to undo him. Just the heady perfume of her arousal had his body aching, his cock heavy and insistent as he devoted himself to her.

He took his time, tracing slow, deliberate paths with his tongue, learning her again as if she were new. When he circled that sensitive little bundle of nerves, teasing it with maddening precision, her hips lifted on instinct. He caught her there, drawing her clit between his lips, sucking gently, then easing back, listening to the broken, breathless sounds she couldn’t seem to stop making. Every soft cry pushed him closer to the edge himself, made him ache to be inside her—but he refused to rush this.

One finger slid into her slick heat, unhurried, coaxing. He curled it just enough to make her gasp, then slowed again, savoring the way her body pleaded even when her mouth couldn’t. When he added a second finger and felt the sudden tightening, the helpless way she surged against his hand, he knew exactly where to touch her. Her reaction was immediate and glorious—her thighs trembling, her voice dissolving into desperate little prayers as she rocked against his mouth, whispering, “Oh God, yes,” over and over. He smiled against her, the vibration only driving her higher.

Watching Catherine unravel was a vision that stole his breath every time. Her dark auburn hair spilled wildly across the pillow, her lashes resting against flushed cheeks, her lips parted as she panted and moaned. She looked wrecked in the most beautiful way, every inch of her alive and quivering as he worked her closer and closer to the brink. When she began to shake, when her body started to lose its careful control, he didn’t ease up—he pushed her harder, determined to take her all the way apart.

She clutched at his hair, fingers fisting as if he were the only thing anchoring her. Her legs locked around his head, squeezing tight, and still he didn’t stop. He held her there until she shattered, crying out his name as her release tore through her, her body convulsing, her sex fluttering helplessly against his mouth while he greedily drank in every last tremor.

Only when her strength gave out did he finally pull back. He rose over her, breathless and burning, his hand wrapped around himself as he positioned at her entrance. His eyes searched hers, dark and intent. “Look at me, Catherine,” he said roughly. “I want you to remember this. Remember how it feels.”

Then he pressed into her, slow and sure, and she never looked away. She opened for him inch by delicious inch, her body welcoming him home as a soft sound slipped from her throat. When he was fully seated inside her, he covered her with his body, surrounding her in heat and strength, holding her as if she belonged right there.

“Damn, I love you,” he breathed against her mouth, his arms tightening as he kissed her deeply. He moved with measured, intimate strokes, rocking into her, each thrust drawing a low groan from his chest as he sank deeper into that tight, wet embrace. Catherine clung to him, whimpering softly, her lips leaving kisses wherever she could reach—his chest, his neck, his jaw—until she found his mouth again, meeting him there as they moved together, slow and sweet, completely lost in each other.

“Mmm… I love you too,” she breathed, the words dissolving into a sigh as she hooked her legs around his hips. She pulled him closer, urging him deeper, her body tightening around him with deliberate intent, as if she could transmit the swell of emotion and pleasure coursing through her just by clenching him there. She wanted him to feel it all—the fullness, the warmth, the dizzying happiness of being joined like this, with no space left between them.

Jason smiled down at her, his gaze locked with hers, struck by the soft, dazed glow in her eyes. The expression on her face—open, satisfied, utterly undone—was more than he’d dared to imagine. It felt timeless, the way they moved together, slow and unhurried, as if the world beyond the bed had simply ceased to exist.

“You know,” he murmured, his voice low and intimate as he eased back and rolled his hips, then slid into her again, deep and unrestrained, “this could be our life.” He repeated the motion, filling her completely each time, savoring the way her breath hitched and her body answered him. “We could have this—all of it. No leaving, no goodbyes. Just us, exactly where we’re meant to be.”

Her response was a soft, delighted moan, her heels digging into his ass as if she couldn’t get him close enough. “You make it sound so simple,” she whispered, her voice trembling with want.

He dipped his head and brushed a tender kiss against the tip of her nose, a gentle contrast to the powerful way he was moving inside her. “Because it is,” he said quietly. “When you love someone, the rest fades away. You’ve spent your life taking care of everyone else. You’ve earned happiness, Catherine. It’s your turn now.”

The truth of it settled over her like a warm tide. She smiled up at him, slow and knowing, her hands sliding over his back as if she never wanted to let go. Especially when all she wanted—needed—was him. She wrapped herself around him, holding him close as he filled her completely, the sensation so overwhelming it left them both trembling. Their breaths mingled, their mouths parted in unconscious moans, her body beginning to quiver as pleasure built higher and higher, threatening to crest.

No one had ever made her feel like this. Not even close.

And it wasn’t only the sex, though it was devastatingly good, the kind that erased thought and left only sensation. It was him. The way he looked at her. The way he spoke to her. He made her feel seen, valued—like she mattered. It was a feeling she’d gone without for so long she’d almost forgotten it was possible, especially during a marriage that had slowly stripped her of feeling desired, of feeling like a woman at all.

But with Jason—God—she felt cherished. Revered. Wanted in a way that sank straight into her bones. Knowing she was precious to him, that he chose her, that all he wanted was her… it was intoxicating. And the thought that this might be more than just tonight—that it might be forever—sent another shiver of pleasure through her body as she clung to him, riding the wave with his name on her lips and her heart wide open.

The slow, electric buzz low in her body sharpened into something almost unbearable, a molten awareness that gathered and coiled inside her. Catherine felt it bloom in her center, a lush, pulsing heat that spread outward, lighting every nerve she had. Her breath fractured, turning ragged as her body betrayed her, trembling from the inside out. She slid her hand up the back of his neck, fingers digging into his skin, silently demanding more as she drew his mouth down to hers.

Their kiss was hungry and unrestrained, her tongue slipping between his lips, meeting his with a playful confidence that made her smile against him. He answered her eagerly, the connection between them tightening, until the world narrowed to the friction of their bodies and the shared rhythm driving them both to the edge. When it finally broke, it shattered her. She locked her legs around his waist, clinging to him as if she could fuse them together, her entire body convulsing as wave after wave tore through her.

He stayed buried deep, throbbing inside her as she clenched around him with everything she had, unwilling to let him go. The sensation pulled a raw groan from his chest; his head fell back as he thrust once more and then went still, his whole body shaking as fiercely as hers. The heat of his release flooded her, filling her completely, and the intimacy of it made her heart ache in the best possible way. In that moment, wrapped around each other and breathless, it felt flawless—too perfect to ever want to loosen her hold.

As the intensity ebbed and she floated down from that impossible height, her thoughts drifted somewhere darker, drawn by contrast. Her marriage rose up in her mind, stark and joyless by comparison. Those final years had been empty motions masquerading as intimacy—perfunctory, mechanical, stripped of tenderness. He’d take what he wanted, finish quickly, then turn away with a grunt, retreating to his side of the bed as if her presence were an inconvenience. Romance hadn’t just faded; it had never been invited. Eventually, even the idea of sex had become a burden she braced herself for, something to endure rather than crave.

With Jason, she finally understood the difference. This—this was making love. Everything before him had been nothing more than bodies colliding, devoid of connection. What they shared swept her up completely, transforming the act into something rich and consuming. When he touched her like this, when they moved together in that slow, intimate dance, time seemed to fall away. Nothing existed beyond the way they fit, the way they could unravel each other with a look or a breath.

It made her wonder, not for the first time, how she’d tolerated her ex’s betrayals for so long. How she’d shrunk herself, excused his distance, swallowed her own unhappiness. But she’d never known someone like Jason was waiting—someone who would step into her life and turn it gloriously upside down.

Back then, even when suspicion had crept in, she’d turned the blame inward. He’d told her she wasn’t desirable anymore, and she’d believed him. She’d worked harder, tried to become whatever she thought he wanted, never realizing the truth. While she was twisting herself into knots, he was already gone, pouring his attention into a much younger woman, barely more than a girl, and quietly deciding their marriage was finished.

Now, lying in Jason’s arms, Catherine knew the difference with startling clarity. The problem had never been her. And the pleasure humming through her body was proof of that.

She forced the old memories back where they belonged and let herself stay in the moment, her palms gliding over Jason’s beautifully carved torso, memorizing him all over again. A slow, satisfied smile curved her lips as a wicked little thought surfaced—how her ex would choke on his smug certainty if he could see her now, draped over a man so much younger, so hungry for her. Proof, delicious and undeniable, that she was still desirable. More than that—wanted. And not for her bank account, either. She’d walked away from her marriage with next to nothing, and Jason had never cared about that. He wanted her. Just her.

Jason watched her closely, his gaze never leaving her face as her expression shifted. He caught her hand gently, as if grounding her, and lifted it to his mouth, brushing a reverent kiss over her fingers. His voice was low, threaded with concern. “Hey… what’s wrong?”

She looked at him then, really looked—at the warmth in his eyes, the open affection written across his face—and she shook her head softly. What could possibly be wrong now? Not when she was lying here with a man who adored her, who made her feel alive, who had just spoken about a future with her as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Her smile turned tender as she held his gaze. “Nothing,” she murmured. “Nothing’s wrong anymore. Not since I found you.”

Jason exhaled, a long, contented breath, and rolled onto his back beside her. Their bodies relaxed together as the last echoes of their climax faded. He laced his fingers through hers, anchoring them together, and stared up at the ceiling while a deep, unfamiliar peace settled over her. She basked in the soft haze of afterglow, in the warmth of his skin against hers, until a quiet ache bloomed—not need, exactly, but something closer to closeness. She wanted him wrapped around her. Wanted to feel claimed again.

Decision made, she shifted and climbed onto him, her movement slow and deliberate. Hovering over him, she smiled down coyly, then looped her arms around his neck and lowered her mouth to his. The kiss was unhurried, loaded with meaning. She traced his lips with her tongue, teasing, then caught his lower lip gently between her teeth. The sound he made—deep, helpless—sent a thrill straight through her. And when his body responded, hardening unmistakably against her belly, she laughed softly against his mouth. God, she loved how responsive he was. One touch, one kiss, and he was already hers again.

Her eyes grew heavy as she felt his hands slide up her sides, settling over her breasts. He filled his palms with her, kneading her flesh, his thumbs circling before pinching her nipples just hard enough to make her gasp and arch. Heat pooled low in her belly as he worked her, drawing soft cries from her throat, until she couldn’t take the anticipation anymore. Shifting her hips, she guided herself down, the thick, familiar pressure of him filling her inch by inch. She sank onto him with a breathless moan, taking him all the way, her body hugging him tight as she began to move.

Jason’s head fell back, a broken sound tearing from him as she rode him, her slick heat gripping him mercilessly. His hands tightened on her, eyes fluttering as she thrust down and took him deep, the intensity of it stealing his breath. And as she felt him shudder beneath her, completely undone by the feel of her wrapped around him, Catherine knew—this, right here, was everything she’d been missing.

Sex had never touched him like this—nothing in his past even came close. And it wasn’t only the long, aching want he’d carried for her for years, a slow-burn hunger that had lived under his skin long before they finally gave in to it. It was Catherine herself. The way she burned so openly. The way she refused to be shy, refused to hold back even a breath. He loved how she flipped the script, how she claimed him, how she teased him with that knowing smile until he was undone all over again.

He groaned as her mouth traced him—slow, deliberate kisses gliding up his throat, her tongue drawing heat along his skin until she reached his ear. She bit him there, soft but possessive, then drew his earlobe into the warmth of her mouth. His hands tightened on her ass, fingers digging in as if he could anchor himself through sensation alone. Her body surrounded him, held him, claimed him, and when she sank down fully, taking him as deep as she could, the knowledge that it was her—that he was buried inside Catherine—made everything sharper, sweeter, almost unbearable. Wanting her for so long had turned this into something dangerously close to a fantasy come true.

He never broke eye contact as she straightened over him, her rhythm changing, growing more urgent. She bit her lower lip, eyes dark and heavy as she began to ride him in earnest. His hands slid to her waist, holding on as he watched her unravel—head tipping back, breasts lifting and swaying with each movement, lips parted as soft, broken sounds spilled from her. The sight alone nearly destroyed him. The wet, needy slap of her body meeting his again and again told him he was on borrowed time, but God, if he could have frozen the moment—kept her like this forever, wild and unguarded above him—he would have.

Who would’ve thought loving a woman could feel this overwhelming? This complete?

He pulled her down against him when it finally tore through them both, kissing her hard as their bodies shattered together. She trembled in his arms, breath hitching, and he soothed her with slow strokes through her hair, down her spine, his palm warm and possessive against her backside. Pressing his mouth to hers, he murmured, “I hope you feel this too—because I want this. All of it. For the long haul.”

She lifted her head and smiled at him, that soft, knowing look in her eyes. “I do,” she whispered. There was no point pretending otherwise—not when he could make her feel like this.

When Friday finally arrived, Catherine met him after work in the driveway of his new place. She laughed as he scooped her up without hesitation, kissing her like he couldn’t wait another second, carrying her up the steps with her arms locked around his neck. He fumbled with the keys, nearly dropping them, both of them laughing and kissing as they finally made it inside together.

If anyone had seen them, they would’ve thought they were ridiculous.

They were.

Hopelessly, perfectly, crazily in love.

And it struck her then—soft and sudden, like a truth finally settling into place—that for the first time in her life she felt like a bride. Not someday. Not hypothetically. Right now. When he eased her down onto her feet inside the house, his hands warm and sure as they framed her face, he kissed her slowly, unhurried, as if sealing something sacred between them. His forehead rested against hers when he murmured, low and tender, “Welcome home, sweetheart,” and the words undid her completely. She felt herself dissolving, heart going pliant and foolish all over again, because how was it possible that a man this good—this loving, this open—wanted her?

He was extraordinary. And somehow, impossibly, he had chosen her.

They drifted into the kitchen, and her breath caught when she saw them. A massive bouquet of red roses dominated the counter, lush and unapologetic, their scent thick and intoxicating. She smiled at him, questioning, and when he simply nodded for her to go closer, she leaned in, inhaling deeply before spotting the card nestled among the stems. She opened it—and froze.

A key slipped into her palm.

Her vision blurred as she read the words, written in his familiar hand:

This house is ours now. And it’ll be our love nest forever. 

Love you so much. You’re my life, Catherine. 

XXXXX 

Jason

Her chest tightened, emotion rushing up too fast to contain. She didn’t even bother trying to hold it back. Laughing through the sting of tears, she opened her arms—and he was there instantly, lifting her off the floor again as if he couldn’t help himself, his mouth crashing into hers with joy and certainty. He spun her in a slow circle, her laughter spilling into his kiss, her heart pounding with the sheer rightness of it all. God—what a man. And God—how unbelievably lucky she was, to have found herself here, in his arms, in this life.

They wandered through the house together after that, unhurried, retracing their steps room by room, this time lingering. Taking it in. Imagining. Eventually they found themselves back in the kitchen, his arm draped around her shoulders as they stood before the wide floor-to-ceiling windows. Outside, the late light washed over the open space beyond the yard while Jason talked, animated and hopeful, about everything he wanted to do—where the pool would go, how he’d build a change room, how the space would open up once it was all finished.

Catherine listened, smiling, until her gaze drifted past the fence.

Three little boys were playing in a neighboring yard, shouting and laughing as they chased a soccer ball across the grass, all limbs and noise and uncomplicated joy. Something twisted sharply in her stomach. Her breath caught as understanding landed with quiet force. She could almost see it—him picturing himself there, a future unfolding in his mind. Children of his own. A dream she could never give him.

She slipped her arm more tightly around his waist, then lifted her hand, nodding toward the scene. “Look.”

He followed her gaze, smiling softly as he watched them for a moment. “Yeah,” he said, nostalgia threading his voice. “Just like me and the boys used to play back in the day. Back on our old street.”

Her heart squeezed. She turned in his arms, then stepped fully in front of him, forcing him to meet her eyes. “Seeing them… it’s got me thinking,” she said quietly. “When you first wanted to see this house, one of the reasons was because you planned to start a family as soon as you were married. And judging by the size of this place…” She gestured around them. “I always figured you imagined filling it with kids.”

He shrugged, casual on the surface, though she knew him better than that. “Yeah. But that was then.”

She searched his face, eyes shining. “I know. That was before me. Before you decided you wanted to marry a woman who can never give you the children you want.”

He shook his head slowly, as if refusing the very idea she was trying to hand him. His palms came up to cradle her face, thumbs brushing her cheeks with quiet reverence until she had no choice but to meet his gaze. There was nothing playful in his eyes now—only certainty, warm and unyielding. 

“I don’t need children to be happy, Catherine,” he said softly, deliberately. “Not if I have you. You’re enough. You’ve always been enough.”

The words settled into her chest like a caress, tender and intoxicating, and for a moment she wanted to surrender to them completely. God knew how good it felt to hear him say it, to be chosen so plainly. But reality had teeth, and she’d learned long ago not to ignore their bite.

“But what if you’re wrong?” she asked quietly, forcing herself to stay steady. “You’re still so young, Jason. What if we get married and one day you wake up and realize you’ve sacrificed something you can never get back? In a few years… when it really sinks in that you’ll never have the family you once dreamed of. I don’t want you resenting me.”

He dropped his hands, the loss of his touch immediate and sharp, and turned away toward the fridge. The casual shrug of his shoulders didn’t fool her. 

“I won’t,” he muttered, opening the door a little too hard.

She watched his back, unease curling low in her stomach. It was easy to promise forever when everything was new and burning hot between them, when love made you feel invincible. But asking him to bury his deepest hopes—hopes she knew he’d once carried so clearly—felt like asking too much. She loved him far too much to demand that kind of sacrifice.

And yet, fate had its own cruel, astonishing sense of timing.

Less than two weeks later, Catherine stood frozen in the bathroom, staring down at the thin plastic stick in her trembling hand. Her heart thundered in her ears. It couldn’t be real. Not at nearly forty-two. Not after everything she’d done to be careful. Her breath came shallow as disbelief fought with a fragile, rising hope.

But this was the third test. Three quiet confirmations lined up against the bathroom sink, impossible to ignore.

She pressed her free hand to her mouth, emotion crashing through her in waves—fear, shock, wonder, a fierce, guilty joy. She was going to be a mother again. The realization left her dizzy, unmoored. And threaded through it all was one urgent, pulsing thought: Jason.

Would he panic? Hadn’t he already made peace with never having children? At least, she’d believed he had. The uncertainty made her chest ache.

She dropped the test into the wastebasket in their ensuite, letting it land among the others, and forced herself to move. Work couldn’t wait, and neither could reality—not forever. She needed a doctor, confirmation, answers. The conversation with Jason would come later, once she was sure.

At the office, she paused at the reception desk to check her messages—and immediately noticed the silence. The receptionist and two other realtors were staring at her, eyes wide, fixed not on her face but on her left hand.

Her stomach flipped. She bit her lip, suddenly aware of the weight on her finger—the unmistakable flash of the diamond she’d been trying so hard to keep discreet. Normally she hid it without thinking. Today, her mind had been everywhere else.

Unsure how to explain and lacking the energy to try, she simply lifted her chin, offered a small shrug, and said, “Morning,” before hurrying down the hallway to her office.

She almost made it.

“Uh-uh,” came a familiar voice behind her.

Catherine turned to see Jody Summers leaning against her doorway, arms crossed, eyes alight with curiosity and a grin that promised she wouldn’t let this go. 

“So,” Jody said lightly, gaze flicking pointedly to the ring, “who’s the lucky guy, Catherine?”

Heat crept up Catherine’s neck and bloomed across her cheeks as she met Jody’s knowing stare. She lingered in the silence a beat too long, weighing every possible version of the truth. The complication was that there wasn’t a clean answer—not yet. She hadn’t said yes. Not formally. She’d only slipped his ring onto her finger, a promise hovering somewhere between hope and inevitability.

“Well…” she finally said, voice careful, “he’s someone I’ve known for a very long time.”

The words landed heavier than she’d intended. A flicker of discomfort twisted in her stomach because it was true in a way that still made her flinch—she really had known him forever, from scraped knees and summer afternoons on her street, from a time when he’d been all legs and laughter, chasing after her boys like a shadow.

Jody wasted no time. She crossed the room in three quick strides and dropped into the chair opposite Catherine’s desk, leaning forward with naked curiosity. Her eyes went wide. “Oh my God. Don’t tell me you’re back with your ex.”

Catherine’s stomach revolted. She actually had to swallow hard to keep from gagging. “Oh, hell no,” she shot back. “Are you out of your mind? I wouldn’t marry Randy again if he were the last man breathing.”

Relief washed over Jody’s face as she rolled her eyes toward the ceiling. “Thank God. After everything you’ve told me about him, I don’t think I could even fake a congratulations.” Then she looked back at Catherine, eyes narrowing, lips curling into a mischievous grin. “So… who is he?”

Catherine exhaled, the fight leaving her shoulders. There was no dodging it anymore. “His name’s Jason.”

Jody leaned even closer, elbows on the desk now, eyebrows dancing. “And what’s he like?”

Catherine didn’t hesitate. The answer lived in her body, not her head. Warmth pooled low in her belly as his face flashed through her mind—his smile, his hands, the way he looked at her like she was the only woman who had ever existed. “He’s amazing,” she said softly. “Truly amazing. The kindest man I’ve ever known.”

She didn’t say the rest aloud—that he was devastatingly handsome, that his touch unraveled her, that he knew her body better than anyone ever had. That he made her feel wanted, not despite her age, but because of it. Her lips curved as she bit down on them, a private smile tugging free. God. And in bed… incomparable.

Jody’s voice snapped her back. “Well, he’d have to be,” she said. “You swore up and down after your divorce that you’d never marry again.” Her gaze dropped to the diamond, catching the light, unmistakable. “So when’s the wedding?”

Catherine twisted her mouth, giving a half shrug. “We… haven’t set a date.” Because she hadn’t actually said yes. Not yet.

Jody smiled knowingly. “I could tell something big was going on. And if you want my advice?” She nodded toward Catherine’s eyes. “Don’t wait. Not when someone makes you look like that.”

Part of Catherine wanted to agree. Another part—the cautious, scarred part—hesitated. Twenty years with a man who’d slowly turned into a stranger had taught her how fragile promises could be. And she’d only been free a matter of months.

That evening, when she walked into the house, Jason was already home. He stood in the kitchen, solid and familiar, like he belonged there. Smiling, she went to him automatically, arms lifting to circle his waist, lips tipping up for a kiss.

He stepped back instead.

Her smile faltered as he nodded toward the counter. “You want to explain those?”

Her breath caught the instant she saw them—three white sticks laid out with damning precision, each one shouting the same undeniable truth with a bold, unapologetic plus. Her heart thudded hard against her ribs. Caught. She winced, heat crawling up her neck, and lifted her gaze to him. “I was… going to say something once I was absolutely sure.”

Jason arched a brow, disbelief flickering over his face. “After three tests?” His tone wasn’t angry, just incredulous. “What was the plan—keep going until you filled the drawer? Ten? Twenty?”

She worried her lower lip between her teeth, nerves buzzing, then finally met his eyes. “I didn’t know how you’d take it,” she admitted softly. “You told me once you didn’t really care either way about having kids anymore. I didn’t want to spring something on you that you didn’t want.”

He moved closer, closing the space between them until she could feel his warmth. Two fingers slipped beneath her chin, lifting her face so she had no choice but to look at him. His expression softened, intensity giving way to something deeper. “There’s only one thing that matters to me right now,” he said quietly. “Are you happy?”

She nodded slowly, emotion thickening her throat. A small, honest smile curved her mouth. “I was terrified at first,” she confessed. “I mean—my age, the idea of starting over, diapers and sleepless nights all over again. It scared me more than I wanted to admit.” Her eyes shone as she continued, voice warming. “But now? I’m excited. Genuinely excited. Especially because it’s with you.”

The change in him was instant. Joy exploded across his face, raw and unfiltered. With a laugh that burst straight from his chest, he scooped her up, spinning her in a dizzying circle. He kissed her everywhere he could reach—her cheek, her temple, the corner of her mouth—laughing like he couldn’t contain it. When he finally set her down, he held her at arm’s length, eyes blazing. “You realize what this means, right?”

She shook her head, smiling so hard her cheeks ached. “No. What?”

He leaned in, brushing his nose against hers, voice low and playful and impossibly tender. “It means I don’t get to let you stay just my fiancée anymore. I’m going to have to make an honest woman out of you—especially now that you’re carrying my baby.”

She laughed, wrapping her arms around his neck and holding on. “Let’s just make sure everything’s official first,” she said gently. “Doctor’s appointment. Confirmation. All that.”

He kissed her then—slow, sure, full of promise. “And I’ll be there,” he murmured against her lips. “Every appointment. Every step. I’m not going anywhere.”

Her eyes slid closed as she clung to him, believing him with a certainty that made her chest ache. This wasn’t like before. Not like her first marriage, where she’d navigated swollen ankles and relentless nausea alone, her ex detached until there was a baby to show off. Jason was different—present, attentive, already involved in a way she could feel down to her bones.

Eventually he eased back, hands lingering as he looked down at her still-flat stomach. His palm settled there with reverent gentleness, as if he already sensed the life beneath. He glanced up, mischief dancing in his eyes. “So… does this mean we’re still allowed to fool around?”

She laughed, warmth blooming low in her belly. “Yes,” she said without hesitation. “Absolutely.”

He released a long breath, grinning like a man who’d just won the lottery. “Good. Because I’m about to be a dad, and I still get to make love to my wife.” He shook his head in awe. “That’s a pretty incredible deal.”

She tipped her head, smiling up at him. “Your wife, huh?”

“Oh, yeah—we’re doing this,” he said with a soft, awed laugh. “We’re getting married. I want this baby to grow up knowing it was wanted, knowing we chose this because we love each other—not because we were pushed into it. And because I’m crazy in love with its mother.”

Her chest tightened until it almost hurt. She didn’t think it was possible to love him more than she already did, yet somehow the feeling kept stretching, deepening. Rising onto her toes, she brushed her mouth against his, her voice barely more than breath. “Then I’d love to marry you, Jason.”

His reaction was instant and unguarded. His brows flew up, his smile breaking wide and stunned, like he’d just been handed everything he’d ever wanted. “Jesus,” he said, voice rough with emotion. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to hear that. This—this is the best day of my life. You said yes. We’re having a baby. I honestly don’t know how it gets better than this.”

She tucked herself against him, resting her cheek over his heart as his arms closed around her, strong and sure. The steady thump beneath her ear felt like a promise. She smiled, savoring the moment—until reality nudged at the edges of her happiness. Her sons. They had no idea what her life had become over the past few months. No idea how deeply, irrevocably, things had changed. She sighed softly, knowing that conversation was coming sooner rather than later.

That night, the world narrowed to the quiet intimacy of their bedroom. After Jason had worshiped her with his mouth until she was loose and trembling beneath him, she returned the favor, taking him into her hands and then between her lips, lingering over the familiar weight and heat of him. His breath stuttered, his fingers threading through her hair as she looked up at him, smiling around him.

“I’ll never get used to this,” he murmured, awe and hunger thick in his voice. “The way you look going down on me, Catherine.”

She knew she’d been the object of his fantasies long before she’d ever touched him. Feeling him harden even more in her mouth, hearing the way he struggled to hold back, made her pulse throb with satisfaction. It never took long when she did this—being buried deep between her lips undid him faster than anything.

When his thighs began to tense beneath her palms and his groans grew rougher, he gently tugged her up, guiding her back until she lay beneath him. With one smooth movement, he slid into her, filling her completely, stretching her in that slow, perfect way that made her gasp.

Their eyes locked. His mouth curved into a wicked grin as he began to move. “I still can’t believe I got hot Mrs. Thompson pregnant.”

She laughed breathlessly, a teasing spark in her eyes even as he drove deeper, pulling a helpless sound from her throat. “Soon to be hot Mrs. Rider,” she corrected, her voice breaking as pleasure rolled through her.

He bent to kiss her, lingering and tender. “That’s my favorite part,” he murmured against her lips. “You’re mine. We’re building something together. You, me… and our little one. We’re a family.”

Emotion swelled in her chest, sweet and overwhelming. She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his hips, holding him close as if she never wanted to let go. “Make love to me, Jason,” she whispered.

“Mmm, always,” he groaned, thrusting deeper, savoring the way her body responded to him. He loved watching her—her eyes falling shut, her mouth parting as he moved inside her. God, this life. The woman he’d always wanted was finally his, carrying his child, loving him as fiercely as he loved her. And nothing had ever felt more right.

The pressure built low and heavy inside him, that unmistakable hum winding tighter with every roll of his hips. Jason shifted his rhythm, slow and deliberate, angling himself just right so each downward stroke brushed her exactly where he knew she’d unravel. Catherine responded instantly—fingers digging into his shoulders, nails scoring his skin as her breath fractured into broken cries. When her body finally shattered against his, trembling and slick in his arms, he followed her over the edge, spilling himself deep inside her with a groan that felt torn straight from his chest.

The release wasn’t just physical. It was everything—relief, awe, devotion—crashing through him all at once. Holding her, filling her, knowing she was the woman he’d loved longer than he’d ever admitted to himself, the only one he’d ever truly wanted… and now it was forever. That knowledge made the pleasure richer, heavier, almost overwhelming. Nothing in his life had ever come close to this.

Pregnancy had done something deliciously dangerous to Catherine. Ever since the doctor had confirmed what they’d somehow managed despite precautions, her appetite for him had sharpened into something constant and unapologetic. She wanted him relentlessly—morning, night, and every stolen moment in between. Jason barely had time to catch his breath before she was touching him again.

Like now.

He was halfway through loading the dishwasher, mind on nothing more erotic than plates and silverware, when her hand slid down his abdomen and she deftly undid his fly. Her fingers wrapped around him, slow and teasing, and he laughed under his breath, shaking his head as his body betrayed him instantly. 

“Jesus,” he muttered, smirking down at her. “If I’d known knocking you up would turn you into this, I would’ve tried a hell of a lot sooner.”

She didn’t answer—just smiled that knowing, wicked smile as he scooped her up and set her on the counter. In seconds her top was gone, then her bra, white lace discarded without ceremony. Jason didn’t waste a heartbeat before lowering his mouth to her breasts. He worshipped them—kissed, licked, sucked—drawing her swollen nipples deep into his mouth, savoring how sensitive she’d become. Catherine tangled her fingers in his hair, gasping and arching as he lavished attention on her, switching from one breast to the other until her hips were rocking helplessly.

When he finally pulled back, saliva glistening on her skin, he admired her for a beat—flushed, undone, beautiful—before hiking up her skirt. He dragged his teeth teasingly over her sex through the thin lace, just enough to make her cry out. He chuckled, shaking his head. 

“Good thing I can’t get enough of you either,” he said. “Otherwise you’d ruin me.”

He slid her panties down her legs and sank to his knees without another word, pressing his face into her heat like he’d been starving. Her taste was intoxicating—sweet, slick, familiar—and he groaned into her as he lapped at her, watching her head fall back, eyes fluttering shut as pleasure washed over her. When he slipped a finger inside her, feeling how ready she was, he was struck all over again by the reality of it: he’d done this. He’d made her like this. By loving her, by fucking her, by filling her until her body had claimed his and made something new from it.

If the next nine months were even half this intense, Jason wasn’t sure how he’d survive it. But as he buried himself deeper between her thighs, grinning against her skin, he knew one thing for certain—there had never been a luckier bastard alive.

Only after he was certain she’d shattered beneath his mouth did he draw her closer to the edge of the counter, guiding her there with firm, steady hands. Jason laced his fingers through hers, coaxed her upright, and then paused—holding her still, making her feel it. Making her see it.

“Look at us,” he said softly, reverently, his gaze dropping to where his body pressed insistently against hers.

As he rolled his hips forward, the blunt heat of him easing into her, Catherine sucked in a broken breath. He slid deeper, inch by delicious inch, until her slick warmth swallowed him, until she was filled and stretched and trembling. Her eyes stayed locked on the sight below—the way his thick length disappeared into her, shiny with her arousal as he withdrew just enough to tease before pushing back inside again.

The visual alone was almost too much. She reached for his shoulders, fingers digging in, needing the anchor because her knees felt weak, her core pulsing so fiercely she could barely remain upright. She’d never imagined herself like this—open, exposed, watching herself being taken on a kitchen counter like something deliciously obscene. And yet the hunger curling through her belly told her the truth: she wanted this again. She wanted all of it. Him. Over and over, until she was sated—if that was even possible anymore.

Jason caught the rapt focus on her face and leaned in, his mouth brushing her ear as his movements slowed just enough to drive her mad. “Do you know what it does to me,” he murmured, voice rough, “being inside you like this?”

She shook her head, dazed, eyes lifting to meet his.

He kissed the corner of her mouth, then whispered, “Feeling you take me… watching your body wrap around me like you need it—like you need me—it’s the hottest damn thing I’ve ever known.”

Her response was a helpless nod, her breasts rising and falling sharply as he reached down, gripping her ass with possessive hands. He pulled her closer and began to move with intent, thrusting harder, faster, the counter creaking faintly beneath them. Their sounds tangled together—his low groans, her breathless cries—as he drove into her again and again, each stroke sending sparks racing through her nerves.

The heat built fast, too fast. Her body tightened, that familiar, electrifying tingle blooming deep inside her and spilling outward, flooding her limbs. When the climax hit, it tore through her with stunning force. She bit into his shoulder to keep from screaming, her body quaking so violently she nearly slid from the counter—but he was there, solid and unyielding, holding her up, holding her together.

Jason followed her over the edge with a guttural groan, burying himself deep as release tore through him. He spilled into her, shaking, breath stuttering as he wrapped his arms around her and held on while the aftershocks rolled through his body. Every time with her felt impossible—stronger, hotter, more consuming than the last—and he couldn’t fathom how she kept undoing him like this.

When they finally stilled, he lifted her chin gently, a soft smile breaking across his face before he kissed her slow and deep. The thought hit him again—months ahead filled with this kind of passion, with this woman, soon to be his wife—and the sheer luck of it left him almost dizzy.

It was only natural that slipping her down onto her knees beneath the hot spray of the shower and guiding himself into her waiting mouth had turned into a deliciously regular ritual. Steam, slick skin, her hands braced on his hips while she took him deep, slow and reverent—it became something they both craved. And he, in turn, was forever peeling her panties from her hips, lifting her, bending her, taking her whenever the urge struck… which was often. Even out on the deck one late, breathless night, the stars scattered overhead like witnesses, her body bare and warm against his. He’d held her there, moving inside her unhurriedly, luxuriating in every glide, every soft sound she made, kissing her mouth, her cheeks, her eyelids, as if he couldn’t quite get close enough. It felt unreal sometimes—how completely she wanted him, how endlessly. And he never once questioned it. Why would he? Not when it felt this obscene and perfect every single time.

Eventually, one night, after a truly decadent round of sixty‑nine that left them both wrecked and boneless—orgasms crashing through them like they might never catch their breath again—they collapsed side by side in the dark. Sweat cooled on their skin, lungs burning, hearts still racing. He found her hand and laced his fingers through hers, flashing her a grin that held both heat and certainty.

“So,” he said lightly, eyes locked on hers, “I’ve been thinking we should probably set a date.”

She blinked, turning her head on the pillow. “A date for what?”

“Our wedding,” he replied, as if there were no other possible answer.

A soft sound slipped from her lips. She hummed, thoughtful, biting gently at her lower lip while she nodded. “Mmm. Maybe. But before we do that…” Her voice dipped, edged with nerves. “I think I owe it to my family—and yours—to tell them about us first. Don’t you?”

He rolled onto his side, propping himself up on one elbow, his free hand already exploring her, tracing the lush curve of her breast with slow appreciation. “Yeah,” he murmured, lowering his head to taste her skin, “I’ve been thinking the same thing.” His lips lingered, teasing. “How about we invite your boys over for dinner and tell them together?”

She stared up at the ceiling, fingers threading through his hair as he lavished her breast with lazy, distracting attention. She nodded, agreeing in theory, even as her stomach tightened. Her sons. Grown men now, but still her boys. She could already imagine the looks on their faces when they learned the truth—that their mother had fallen for their old friend, was living with him, planning to marry him… carrying his child. It was a lot. So much to ask them to process all at once.

She swallowed, her chest tightening with the fear she didn’t quite voice. They’d always been close, fiercely so. The thought of losing that—of them feeling pushed aside for her happiness—hurt more than she could say. As blissfully happy as she was with Jason, she couldn’t bear the idea of choosing between the man she loved, the baby growing inside her, and the sons who had been her world for so long. It wouldn’t be right. Not for any of them.

Morning crept in softly, all pale light and quiet warmth. Jason leaned down and brushed his mouth over Catherine’s lips, lingering there for a second, savoring the way she breathed, the way sleep still clung to her. She looked impossibly lovely like that—relaxed, bare, her hair spilling across the pillow. When her lashes finally fluttered open, she frowned in mild confusion, then squinted.

He was already dressed. Slacks. A pale blue button-down that made his eyes look darker. And he was sitting on the edge of the bed like he belonged there, like this was already a shared ritual, a life. In his hands was a tray, carefully arranged.

Her expression softened immediately.

The scent reached her first—gentle, herbal, unmistakable. Camomile. She smiled before she could stop herself, especially when she noticed the bowl beside the mug. Oatmeal, still steaming, topped with sliced apples and a dusting of cinnamon. Exactly what she’d been craving lately, ever since coffee had turned sharp and unpleasant on her tongue.

Her heart did a slow, quiet flip.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her voice husky with sleep as she reached for his hand and squeezed. The simple fact of him being so thoughtful, so present, still felt new enough to catch her off guard. He wasn’t just saying the right things—he was showing up. Every day. And she was still learning how to let herself believe in that.

He shifted closer, easing pillows behind her back until she was comfortably propped up, fussing over her with a care that felt intimate in a way that had nothing to do with sex. Then he perched on the mattress again and looked at her with that familiar, wickedly affectionate smile.

“So,” he said lightly, “do you know where we’re going today?”

She wrapped her fingers around the warm mug, shook her head, and took a careful sip.

“We’re going shopping,” he continued. “Maternity clothes. You mentioned some things are already feeling snug, and I want you comfortable.”

She shot him a look over the rim of her mug. “Are you saying I’m getting fat?”

He laughed immediately, warm and unbothered, and reached out to tuck a loose strand of hair behind her ear. His fingers lingered against her cheek. “No. Not even close. I’m saying you’re filling out in all the right ways. A little softer. A little fuller. More of you. Which I happen to love.”

She narrowed her eyes at him in mock suspicion as she took her first spoonful of oatmeal. It was perfect—sweet, spiced, soothing. She glanced up at him. “You always know exactly what to say, don’t you?”

He bent and pressed a kiss to the crown of her head, slow and reverent. “I just know this,” he murmured. “You’ve never been more beautiful than you are right now. Pregnant with my baby.”

That did it.

Her throat tightened, emotion surging fast and unexpected. Her eyes burned, and she blamed it instantly on hormones—had to be the hormones—because the alternative was admitting how deeply this man had gotten under her skin. How loved he made her feel. How fiercely she loved him in return.

She sniffed, rolling her eyes at herself. God, she was turning into a mess. A happy, ridiculous mess. She swiped at the corner of her eye quickly, before he could notice, and huffed out a breath.

If she wasn’t careful, she really was going to melt into a big, sappy puddle right there in bed.

Definitely the hormones.

…Probably.

They’d barely slid into a parking space when they laced their fingers together and started down one of the city’s glossy, boutique-lined streets, the kind where windows gleamed and everything felt a little too curated. Catherine was mid-sentence, warm and relaxed, when she glanced up—and her stomach dropped.

Randy.

Tall, broad-shouldered, dark-haired Randy, striding straight toward them like a bad memory given legs. A low groan slipped out of her before she could stop it. Of course. And because the universe apparently enjoyed a sense of humor, he wasn’t alone. Clinging to his arm was his newest acquisition, all pout and posture, and the second his gaze landed on Catherine—with Jason at her side—his expression soured, twisting into something sharp and ugly.

Naturally, he didn’t keep walking.

He veered directly into their path, eyes flicking over Jason with open hostility. “Hey, Catherine. What the hell is this?” His voice was low, accusatory, his glare unmistakably territorial.

She bit back a laugh at the sheer absurdity of it all. The irony was almost delicious—Randy posturing like a wounded husband while a grown woman clung to him like an overindulged child. Calling the kettle black didn’t even begin to cover it.

“Hi, Randy,” she said lightly, summoning the politest smile she could manage. She refused to let him derail the day. She wasn’t giving him that satisfaction.

“I asked you who this guy is,” he snapped, eyes narrowing into something dangerous as they fixed on Jason.

Jason didn’t flinch. If anything, his grip on her hand tightened, calm and steady, his stare cool and unapologetic as he met Randy’s head-on. Catherine felt a flicker of reassurance warm her chest. God, she’d almost forgotten how abrasive Randy could be—how easily he defaulted to intimidation when he didn’t get his way.

She didn’t owe him a damn thing, and they both knew it. Still, she lifted her chin, a slow, smug smile curving her lips. “This is Jason,” she said smoothly. “My fiancé.”

She didn’t bother with formalities. Jason knew exactly who Randy was—knew his history, his ego, his habits. And while she wasn’t trying to provoke him, not really, she couldn’t deny the quiet thrill of standing beside Jason now, solid and sure, while Randy paraded around with his glossy little trophy.

Before Randy could respond, the girl on his arm let out an impatient whine that sliced through the tension.

“Randy,” she complained, stamping her foot like a petulant child, bottom lip jutting out in an exaggerated pout. “You said we were getting ice cream. We literally just walked past the place. What the hell?”

Catherine’s eyebrows arched despite herself.

Randy shifted, patting the girl’s hand in what was meant to be soothing. “Relax, Tiffany,” he murmured. “We’ll get you some in a minute, okay?”

Tiffany huffed, clearly unconvinced, pulled a sparkly pink phone from her pocket, and immediately began tapping at it, pointedly disengaging from everyone around her.

Randy rolled his eyes and turned back to Catherine, his tone changing, sharpening again. “So. This all happened pretty fast, didn’t it?”

Catherine glanced up at Jason, catching the playful glint in his eyes—the quiet confidence there—and smiled. “No,” she said easily. “Not really.”

She let the words hang for a beat, savoring the way Randy clearly didn’t know what to do with them. Then she gave a small, dismissive shrug.

“Well, we should get going,” she added. “Jason and I have shopping to do. And it sounds like you’d better take care of that ice cream situation.”

Without waiting for a reply, she turned, her hand still firmly in Jason’s, and walked on—lighter, steadier, utterly uninterested in whatever Randy thought now.

The words hovered on her tongue—to tell him exactly what they were shopping for, to watch his face tighten with that particular brand of wounded pride—but Catherine decided against it. Let him keep his ignorance. Let him be stuck with the petulant girl-child he’d chosen. It felt like poetic justice, and she didn’t owe him a single, satisfying detail of her happiness.

As they turned away, Jason’s arm slid around her waist with easy possessiveness, drawing her into his side like she belonged there—because she did. He dipped his head, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, warm and intimate. “You okay?” he murmured, his voice low, meant only for her.

She looked up at him, really looked at him—at the strength in his jaw, the concern softening his eyes—and smiled. Not the polite kind. The real one. “I’m more than okay,” she said honestly. “I’m… better than I’ve been in years. Because I have you.” And God, it was true. Standing next to Jason, remembering the man she’d once been married to, she couldn’t fathom how she’d survived so long with so little.

Jason let out a quiet breath, shaking his head as their fingers laced together again. He’d almost forgotten how cruel and small her ex could be, how he used bluster to feel powerful. The contrast only made him hold her hand tighter. She was his now—brilliant, sensual, carrying their child—and that truth filled him with a fierce, private satisfaction.

Inside the upscale maternity boutique he’d found, Catherine’s eyes widened as she took in the soft lighting, the elegant displays, the whisper of luxury in every fabric. Jason stayed close, one hand firm at her back, the other intercepting her wrist every time her gaze drifted downward toward a price tag. “Don’t,” he warned gently, already smiling.

The moment she stepped out of the fitting room in something new, if her lips curved even slightly and she said she liked it, Jason took it from her without hesitation. “We’ll take it,” he told the saleswoman smoothly, leaving Catherine sputtering behind him. Again and again. By the time the woman walked off, clearly amused and shaking her head, Catherine stepped into Jason’s space, lowering her voice.

“Jason,” she whispered, pressing her palm lightly to his chest, feeling his heartbeat under her hand. “We really don’t need everything in the store. I’ll only be wearing these for a few more months.”

He answered by wrapping his arms around her, pulling her close until her belly fit perfectly against him. He kissed the tip of her nose, soft and sweet. “No,” he said simply. “I want you comfortable. I want you to feel beautiful. So we’re getting whatever you need.” His mouth tilted into a grin, wicked now. “And I happened to notice the lingerie aisle. There are some very sexy panties over there. Absolutely lethal.” His gaze darkened as it swept over her. “I can already see you in them. Just for me.”

His hand slid down her side, lingering, then cupped her ass with deliberate pressure, his thumb digging in like a promise.

She narrowed her eyes at him, heat flaring low in her belly. “Careful,” she warned, her voice dropping. “If you keep teasing me like that, I’ll drag you into a fitting room and show you exactly what happens when you get me this hot and bothered.”

Jason tipped his head back and stared at the ceiling for a second, half-amused, half-undone. Somewhere along the way, the woman at his side had turned absolutely ravenous, and just imagining dragging her into one of the fitting rooms for a fast, reckless fuck had his cock thickening in his jeans. The fantasy was vivid—too vivid. The problem was, she’d gotten loud lately. Beautifully, uncontrollably loud. Every time she came, she shattered into sound, and the idea of her crying out his name, hands slapping against thin dressing-room walls while a store full of pregnant women listened in… yeah. As tempting as it was, that wasn’t happening.

He leaned in instead, mouth brushing her ear, his voice a low promise meant only for her. “Be patient. When I get you home, I’ll remind you exactly how hot I can make you.”

Catherine swallowed, her breath hitching. She nodded quickly, then reached for the dresses she’d just decided against and slid them back onto the rack, her cheeks flushed. “Then we really should leave,” she murmured. “Because my panties are so soaked right now, I might need to buy new ones just to survive the drive.”

His laugh was quiet and dark. He lifted her chin with one finger and kissed her, slow and lingering, his words brushing her lips as much as his mouth. “As long as I get to choose them,” he said softly, “and take my time peeling them off you later.”

They were almost free of the place when she paused again, drawn to another rack. This time it was a short black dress, subtle sparkles catching the light. His first thought was how good she’d look wearing it somewhere elegant, his arm around her waist. Then his gaze slid lower, taking in the generous curve of her ass beneath her maternity pants, and his cock gave a sharp, needy pulse.

Fuck.

He stepped in close behind her, his chest brushing her back, his mouth hovering at her ear. “That one,” he said quietly. “That looks good. Why don’t you try it on?”

She glanced back at him, lifting the dress slightly. “It is pretty. I just… I don’t really need another—”

“Catherine.” His tone changed, dropping into something firmer, more commanding. “I want you to try it on.”

She turned fully then, curiosity flickering across her face—until she caught the look in his eyes. Dark. Heated. Hungry. Her lips parted, and she unconsciously ran her tongue over them before nodding.

Moments later, she slipped into the fitting room, the door clicking shut behind her. She’d barely stripped down to her bra and panties when a soft knock sounded. Her heart jumped, and she bit her lip.

“Who is it?” she whispered.

His chuckle came through the door, rich and unmistakable. “Open it,” he said. “And find out.”

The instant the latch turned, he slipped inside and snapped the door shut with his heel, the sound sharp and final. Jason filled the tiny space, all heat and intent, his gaze so dark it stole the breath from her lungs. The hunger in his eyes made her pulse jump, made anticipation rush straight between her thighs.

He didn’t give her time to think. In one smooth motion he turned her, pressing her back to the door, his body caging her in. Her wrists were lifted and held above her head, his grip firm, possessive, and the slick warmth already soaking her panties told her exactly how badly she wanted him. Her breasts rose and fell too fast, her body reacting before her mind could catch up, every nerve humming under the weight of his stare.

His mouth claimed hers, not gentle, not patient—deep and demanding. His tongue slid between her lips, stealing her breath, and she answered with a soft, needy sound she couldn’t stop. Her leg hooked around his hip on instinct, drawing him closer, and he groaned as he ground himself against her, his hard length pressing exactly where she ached most.

“Fuck,” he murmured against her mouth, his voice rough with want. “Do you have any idea what you do to me?” His hips rolled again, slow and deliberate. “You look like this and expect me to wait until we’re home?”

The answer dissolved as quickly as it formed. His hands were everywhere—urgent, practiced—his fly already open, her panties pushed down and forgotten at her feet. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him flush, her fingers digging into his shoulders as his hands cupped her ass, lifting her just enough.

They moaned together when he pushed inside her, the kiss breaking on a shared gasp. He filled her inch by inch, then pulled back just enough to drive deeper, again and again, each thrust stealing another fractured sound from her throat. His face buried in her hair as he breathed her in, the scent of her making him shudder.

“Oh God,” she whispered, arms sliding tight around his neck, her eyes fluttering closed. It was unreal—how every time felt more intense, more consuming than the last. The fullness of him inside her, the way her body seemed to open just for him, was pure, dizzying pleasure. His lips traced along her throat, teeth grazing, tongue soothing, stoking the heat until it felt almost unbearable.

Then reality crashed back in. Her eyes flew open. The walls were thin. The store was full. She clutched him tighter and gasped into his ear, “Jason… what if someone hears us?”

He pulled back just enough to grin at her, wicked and reassuring all at once, before his hand came up to gently cover her mouth. “Then we’ll have to make sure you don’t scream,” he murmured.

And then he really started moving—strong, sure strokes that had her body arching into his, her legs tightening around him. They groaned together, his forehead pressed to hers, his eyes locked on hers as he took her hard, exactly the way he knew unraveled her. It was insane, reckless, necessary. He needed this—needed her to feel it—to know that she was his, completely, that nothing had shifted between them.

She was still the most beautiful, desirable woman he’d ever known. Maybe even more so now. And as he drove into her, holding her steady, he made sure she felt every unspoken truth in the way he touched her, the way he refused to let her doubt for even a second how much he wanted her.

Both of them froze when the door shuddered again, the thin panel rattling beneath the force of his thrusts, loud enough to feel obscene. Her eyes flew wide, panic slicing through the haze of pleasure. She slapped weakly at his shoulder, twisting her face out from under his palm just long enough to hiss, breathless and frantic, “Jason—everyone can hear that. They’re going to know exactly what we’re doing.”

He only grinned at her, wicked and unapologetic, pupils blown wide with want. He didn’t pull back an inch. Instead, his arms cinched around her, tight and possessive, and he guided them sideways in short, urgent steps until her back met the cool, solid wall. His mouth hovered at her ear as he murmured, low and amused, “Then I guess I’ll just have to take you right here instead, won’t I?”

Her anxiety melted into something warm and giddy. She smiled up at him, eyes shining, wrapping herself around him as tightly as she could. In a whisper meant only for him, she breathed, “God, I love you.”

His hands clenched hard around her ass, pulling her flush as he sank deep again, stealing her breath. His forehead brushed hers, his voice rough with emotion as he whispered back, “And I love you. So damn much.”

One hand slid between their bodies, fingers finding her without hesitation, circling that sensitive spot he knew so well. The risk of it—the cramped space, the knowledge that anyone could hear—only made it more intoxicating. He thrust into her with controlled urgency, every sensation amplified, her soft, broken sounds pushing him closer to the edge. When she started to tremble, right on the brink, he kissed her hard, swallowing her whimpers—not just to keep her quiet, but because the intensity of what he felt for her demanded an outlet. Desire, love, awe—all of it tangled together until he could hardly breathe.

The release tore through him moments later, sudden and overwhelming. He groaned into her mouth as pleasure detonated, knees nearly buckling as he emptied himself inside her, his body shuddering with every pulse. The way she clenched around him, tight and perfect, sent another wave through his chest, his heart hammering wildly as he held her there, boneless and breathless. In that moment, with her wrapped around him like she belonged there, he was sure of one thing—she was everything. Beautiful, irresistible, his.

By the time they reached the cash register, Catherine felt like her face was on fire. Every woman in the shop turned, curiosity written plainly across their expressions, and she knew they’d been heard. Mortified, she glanced up at Jason—only to catch his teasing wink. It broke the spell instantly, laughter bubbling out of her before she could stop it, embarrassment dissolving into warmth.

Then she noticed the sales associate stacking bag after bag onto the counter in front of him. Her brows knit together as she leaned closer and said, incredulous, “Wait… we didn’t buy that much, did we?”

Jason accepted the bags with a polite nod, then leaned close as if he were just guiding her toward the door. His mouth brushed the shell of her ear, his voice low and wickedly intimate. “I told you,” he murmured, “I don’t just want you to look incredible. I want you to feel it—everywhere. We bought everything you need for that.” His hand pressed lightly at her back as he added, slower, darker, “And when we get home, I’m going to remind you exactly how good I can make you feel.”

Her breath caught. Heat unfurled between her thighs, instant and undeniable, her body reacting before her mind could catch up. She shot him a warning look that was anything but convincing and hissed under her breath, “Then we need to leave right now, before I combust. Seriously—when did you turn into such a tease?”

Instead of answering, he tugged her gently but decisively in another direction. The lingerie aisle. Catherine let out a soft, helpless sound as he scooped up lace and silk with shameless confidence—delicate bras, barely-there panties, colors that made her skin prickle just imagining them against her. He glanced at her, eyes dark and hungry. “Guess it happened the moment my lady got pregnant,” he said simply. “Something about you lately… I can’t get enough. You’re driving me fucking crazy.”

She smiled up at him, warmth blooming in her chest that had nothing to do with sex—though that was certainly part of it. He always knew exactly what to say, how to make her feel cherished and wanted all at once. As he paid, she found herself thinking, with a quiet sense of awe, that this—this ease, this laughter, this hunger—might actually make the whole pregnancy feel perfect. How on earth had she ended up this lucky?

In the car, the door had barely closed before her phone chimed. Catherine winced when she saw Eric’s name on the screen. Middle son. Perfect timing. She answered, schooling her voice into something neutral.

“Hey, Mom,” Eric said. “Haven’t heard from you in a bit, so I figured I’d check in. Everything okay?”

She glanced at Jason as he pulled into traffic, his hand resting casually on her thigh. The smile that spread across her face was effortless. “Yeah,” she said softly. “Never better.”

And it was true. Her life hadn’t just improved—it had ignited. It felt fuller, hotter, more alive than she could ever remember.

“Well, I was thinking of stopping by,” Eric continued. “You going to be home tonight?”

She bit her lip, nerves fluttering as she looked back at Jason, who clearly caught every word. “Um… actually, Eric, I moved. I was meaning to call and tell you.”

“You moved? By yourself?” he asked, surprised. “Why didn’t you call us? You know we’d have helped.”

“I didn’t have much,” she said gently. “And I know how busy you boys are. I didn’t want to make a fuss.”

There was a pause. “Still,” he said, “we’d have made time. So… where are you now?”

Her stomach flipped. “Well,” she hesitated, eyes darting to Jason again, “I moved into a house.”

“A house?” Eric laughed. “Nice, Mom. All to yourself, huh? Guess I’ll have to come see it.”

Her eyes flew wide. She quickly covered the phone and leaned toward Jason, whispering urgently, “Did you hear that? He wants to come over. What do I say?”

Jason just shrugged, calm and unbothered, a small smile playing at his lips. “Tell him to come,” he said quietly. “Tell him to bring his brothers. We’ll throw some steaks on the grill.” His thumb stroked her knee, grounding her. “They’re going to find out about us eventually. Might as well do it over a barbecue.”

She felt her head dip in a slow, reluctant nod. He wasn’t wrong—damn him for always being so steady when her insides were tying themselves into knots. Her gaze drifted down to her stomach, still smooth, still only faintly rounded if you knew to look for it. At least there was that. No obvious curve yet. No visible proof of the secret growing inside her.

Drawing in a deep, bracing breath, she gave Eric the address and told him to come by around six. The words felt heavy leaving her mouth, like she’d just set something irreversible into motion. When she hung up, she didn’t let herself hesitate. She immediately called her other two boys, her heart thudding harder with each ring, inviting them over as well. If she was going to do this, she was doing it all at once. One night. One conversation. She didn’t have it in her to keep reopening the wound, to relive the shock and questions and judgment three separate times.

As she ended the last call, her fingers trembled slightly. Now there was nothing left but waiting—and hoping. Hoping they’d see how happy she was. Hoping they wouldn’t look at her like she was a stranger. But with everything she had to tell them—the move, the relationship, the baby—she couldn’t imagine any version of this that didn’t knock the wind out of them. The best she could wish for was that their surprise didn’t curdle into anger. Especially not anger aimed at Jason.

God. This was going to be brutal.

Her mouth twisted as another thought struck her. They’d all been friends once. Jason hadn’t just appeared out of nowhere—he’d been part of their past, part of those sunburned, scraped-knee summers when the boys ruled the street. The idea of bringing that up now, of forcing them to reconcile those memories with the reality of him sharing her bed and putting a baby inside her, made her cringe. Maybe some history was better left buried.

Jason must have seen the storm crossing her face, because he reached for her hand, grounding her. He turned it over gently and pressed his mouth into her palm, warm and sure, the simple intimacy of it sending a quiet shiver up her arm.

“Nothing changes tonight, Catherine,” he said softly, but there was steel beneath the tenderness. “We love each other. We’re getting married. We’re having this baby. And your sons—they’re grown men now. They’ll have to accept that you have a life, just like they do.”

She knew he was right. She always did. But knowing didn’t stop the fear from clawing at her chest. What if one of them walked out? What if one of them lost his temper and went after Jason? The thought of raised voices, of things turning sharp and ugly, made her stomach knot.

More than anything, she was terrified of losing what she’d found. This joy. This heat. This sense of finally being awake in her own skin. She’d never felt so alive, so desired, so unapologetically herself—and it was all because she’d let herself fall into him, because she’d stopped caring about numbers and expectations and listened instead to how right it felt.

But she didn’t want to choose. Not between her sons and the man she loved. The very idea tore at her.

This night was coming whether she was ready or not. One they’d all remember forever.

She just prayed—quietly, desperately—that it wouldn’t tear them apart in the process.


Chapter 4

Jason leaned across the narrow space of the car and caught her hand before she could knot it in her lap again. His fingers were warm, sure, grounding. He lifted her knuckles and brushed his mouth over them with slow intention, as if sealing a promise there.

“Catherine,” he murmured, his voice low and steady, “I can practically hear you thinking from here. Stop torturing yourself. It’s going to be fine. You’re their mother. If they love you at all, they’ll be happy—really happy—to see you finally living the life you deserve.”

She let out a long breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding, forcing her lips into a small smile. She did know he was right. Being with Jason had shifted everything inside her, settled her in a way she’d never known before. For the first time in her life, she wasn’t just surviving—she was content, cherished, certain. Her hand drifted down to her softly rounded belly, her palm resting there with instinctive tenderness. This was her reality now. All she had to do was help her sons understand that what she shared with Jason wasn’t a mistake or a phase—it was everything she’d ever wanted. That loving him didn’t mean loving them any less, even if she was marrying the man who’d once been their childhood friend… even if she was carrying his child.

They stopped at the supermarket for dinner supplies, the ordinary errand grounding her nerves only a little. The moment they were back home, Jason turned practical and gently authoritative, insisting she go lie down and put her feet up while he handled the barbecue. She didn’t argue. She rarely did with him anymore.

She hadn’t meant to fall asleep. It snuck up on her, the weight of the day and the swirl of anxiety pulling her under. The sharp ring of the doorbell jolted her awake, heart slamming against her ribs. Oh god. Her sons. The realization sent her flying upright. She threw off the blanket, slipped into her shoes, spared herself only the briefest glance in the mirror—brushed through her shoulder-length auburn hair, smoothed her top—and hurried downstairs.

She reached the foyer just in time to see Eric, her middle son, grinning broadly as he shook Jason’s hand.

Maybe… maybe Jason had been right after all.

Eric looked up, his smile widening when he spotted her. “Hey, Mom. Wow—I can’t believe you invited Jason.” He laughed, easy and genuine. “What a nice surprise. I don’t think I’ve seen him since we were kids running around the old neighborhood.”

Her stomach tightened. She winced despite herself.

So much for easy.

Jason glanced at her, offering a helpless little shrug that said he felt it too. The questions piled up in her mind all at once. Where did she even start? That this was Jason’s house? That they lived here together? That they were engaged, planning a wedding? Or that next year, if everything went right, there’d be a new baby in the family?

Her thoughts tangled—until Jason caught her eye again and flashed that smile, the one that always softened her from the inside out. He even winked, quick and private, and somehow it loosened the knot in her chest. She breathed out slowly as he let her take the lead, guiding them toward the kitchen, clinging to the fragile hope that love would be enough—that her sons would see it, feel it, and understand.

Jason, utterly at ease, clapped Eric lightly on the shoulder. “Really good to see you, man. What can I get you to drink?”

Eric nodded toward the fridge. “Just a beer, thanks.”

While Jason disappeared toward the refrigerator to grab drinks, Eric wandered a few steps farther into the space, taking it all in. His low whistle cut through the room. “Wow, Mom. Nice digs.”

Catherine followed his gaze, suddenly seeing the house through unfamiliar eyes. Sunlight spilled across clean lines and warm textures, soft neutrals layered with just enough luxury to feel indulgent without being cold. It still startled her sometimes—this life, this place. That she’d said yes not only to moving in with Jason, but to weaving herself into his world completely. To marrying him. To calling this house home. She offered a vague nod, her thoughts too tangled to form a clever reply.

The doorbell rang again before she could gather herself, and everything began anew.

Kevin and Michael filed in with the same wide-eyed appreciation, the same comments about how unexpected it was to see Jason after all these years, how beautiful the house was, how fortunate their mother was to have landed somewhere so nice. Catherine smiled, thanked them, kept her hands folded together as if that might steady her pulse.

What she couldn’t miss, though, were the looks—quick, questioning glances her sons exchanged as they watched Jason move with easy familiarity. He knew where everything was. He passed out beers, set bowls of snacks on the counter, nudged a chair into place, then sat with them at the kitchen table as though he belonged there.

Because he did.

“So,” Kevin said at last, his tone carefully casual but his eyes sharp, “where are you living these days, Jason?”

Jason’s gaze flicked to Catherine, giving her that brief, silent check-in they’d perfected. He opened his mouth to answer, but the words tumbled out of her before she could stop them.

“Actually,” she said, her voice too bright, “this is Jason’s house.”

Three heads turned. Three identical expressions of confusion.

Michael blinked. “Wow,” he said slowly, “that’s… really nice of him to let you live here then, Mom.”

Eric let out a quiet groan, rubbing a hand over his face. “I think,” he muttered, “she means they’re living here together, Michael.”

“Together?” Michael echoed, looking back at her. “Like… together together? You and Jason are shacking up?”

Catherine felt heat creep up her neck but forced herself not to flinch. She nodded once. “Yes. We live together, and…” She glanced at Jason, warmth blooming in her chest despite the tension. “We’re also engaged. We’re getting married.”

The silence that followed was absolute. Her sons stared from her to Jason and back again, as if trying to reconcile the man they’d known as a boy with the one sitting at their table now—confident, composed, very much entwined with their mother’s life.

At last, Kevin leaned back slightly, studying Jason with open scrutiny. “So,” he said, his voice edged with challenge, “how long have you been seeing our mother?”

Jason didn’t hesitate. He smiled—calm, respectful—and answered honestly. “We reconnected when she sold me this place. She was my realtor.”

“Reconnected,” Eric repeated under his breath. “That’s one way to put it.”

Catherine cleared her throat, refusing to let the moment sour. “We didn’t start dating right away,” she said evenly. “But when we did, it felt right. We make each other happy.”

Jason’s eyes met hers, softening in a way that made her breath hitch despite herself. He’d known it from the instant he’d seen her again—that she was it. That she always had been. And sitting there under the weight of her sons’ scrutiny, that quiet certainty steadied her more than anything else possibly could.

Kevin pushed back from the table so abruptly his chair scraped the floor. He shook his head, disbelief written across his face, and muttered, “I need some air.” A second later, his brothers were on their feet too, trailing after him toward the back deck.

Catherine watched them go, the door closing behind them with a soft, final click. Her vision blurred. She blinked fast, willing the tears away, but her chest felt tight, like she couldn’t quite get a full breath.

Her hands twisted together in her lap, fingers knotting as she whispered, barely audible, “Oh God… what was I thinking, inviting them here like this?”

Jason didn’t hesitate. He reached for her, his hand warm and steady as it covered hers, grounding her. “Hey,” he said gently. “This is a lot to take in for them. Anyone would need a minute. Once they calm down and we actually talk, it’ll be better. I promise.”

Her voice wavered despite her effort to keep it steady. “What if it’s not?” she asked, eyes shining. “What if they can’t accept us, Jason? I don’t know what I’ll do if I lose them over this.”

He lifted her chin with his fingers, forcing her to meet his gaze. His eyes were calm, certain—anchoring. “You won’t lose them,” he said quietly. “They’re your sons. That doesn’t change because you’re in love. You’ve been an incredible mother to them their whole lives. Nothing about us erases that.” His thumb brushed her cheek, tender. “But yeah… I get why this messes with their heads. They’ve known me forever. Finding out I’m the man you’re building a life with? That’s a curveball.”

She nodded, swiping at the moisture on her lashes. “I just wish I knew how to make them understand,” she whispered. “How to tell them that this—” her voice softened as she looked at him, “—you… is what I want. That this is my life.”

He squeezed her hand once, firm and reassuring. “Let me talk to them,” he said. “Just give me a chance, okay?”

When Jason stepped out onto the deck, the air felt thick with tension. All three of her sons turned toward him, their expressions guarded, edges sharp with disbelief. For a split second, he considered retreating—going back inside to her, to the quiet safety of the kitchen—but he stayed where he was.

He took a breath. “Look,” he began, keeping his voice even, “I don’t have some perfect explanation that’s going to make this all make sense. I just know that your mom and I… we fit. We’re happy. And we treat each other right.” His gaze moved from one to the next. “All I’m asking is that you try. If nothing else, let her know you’re glad she’s found something good after everything she’s been through.”

Eric crossed his arms. “But why you?” he shot back. “How would you feel if I started dating your mother?”

Jason let out a short huff, managing a wry half-smile. “Honestly? I think her husband would have a pretty big problem with that,” he said dryly. Then his tone shifted, more serious. “You don’t have to like it. But it’s real. We’re in love. And when we get married—because we are—she’d really want you there. That would mean everything to her.”

Kevin scrubbed a hand over his face, blinking as if the words still hadn’t settled. “I’m trying,” he said finally. “I really am. I just… I can’t wrap my head around it yet.” He hesitated, then added, “I just hope she’s not doing this to get back at Dad. You know, because of that girl he’s been seeing.”

Jason shook his head, firm. “She’s not,” he said without hesitation. “Not even a little.”

Eric lingered on Jason with a thoughtful look, his gaze sharp but curious. “So,” he said at last, “what is it you actually do for work, Jason?”

Jason lifted one shoulder in an easy shrug. “I own a tech firm. It’s mine, and it’s doing well.” He didn’t say more, but he could feel the unspoken questions hanging in the air—how he paid for the house, whether he could provide for Catherine, whether he was solid enough to shoulder the weight of her life. And the weight of the secret they hadn’t shared yet.

The three brothers exchanged glances, then nodded slowly, the tension easing by a fraction. Kevin finally let out a breath and gave a half-smile. “Well,” he said, “I’ll admit, she looks happier than I’ve seen her in years. So you must be doing something right.” His expression tightened again, eyes narrowing just enough to make his point. “But don’t get any ideas. I’m never calling you Dad. That’s way too damn weird—especially since you’re only a few years older than me.”

Jason laughed, the sound low and genuine. “Trust me, I wouldn’t expect it. And you have my word—I’m not about to start calling any of you my sons.”

After that, the edge seemed to dull. Dinner unfolded more easily, conversation flowing in fits and starts, and Jason made a point of hovering near Catherine, anticipating her every move. Each time she started to rise, he was already there, a hand on her shoulder, murmuring for her to stay seated. Kevin watched it all, quiet and observant, until he finally stood and joined Jason at the sink.

As they loaded the dishwasher side by side, Kevin kept his voice low. “I’ll give you this—you treat her better than our father ever did. None of us were shocked when they finally split. She put up with a lot from him for years.” He glanced over, measuring Jason carefully. “It’s good to see someone who actually respects her.”

Jason braced his hand on the counter and met Kevin’s eyes without flinching. “I’d sooner hurt myself than ever hurt your mother,” he said evenly. “She has my respect—completely. She’s incredible.”

Kevin studied him for another beat, then nodded and finally smiled, clapping Jason on the back. “Yeah,” he said. “I believe you. And if she’s happy… then I guess we’ll learn to be okay with it. Even if it’s still a little strange.”

Dessert was simple—bowls of vanilla ice cream crowned with ripe strawberries. Later, as coffee was poured, Jason moved quietly around the kitchen, fixing Catherine a cup of chamomile tea instead and setting it carefully in front of her. Eric noticed immediately.

“No coffee tonight?” he asked. “Caffeine giving you trouble, Mom?”

Catherine’s eyes flicked to Jason, who only offered a small, helpless shrug. She drew in a steadying breath, then looked at her sons, her hands folded around the warm cup. “Actually,” she said softly, “my tastes have been changing lately. Because… I’m going to have another baby.”

Three faces froze.

“Wait—what?” Michael blurted, staring at her like the ground had just shifted under his feet. “You mean… pregnant? I didn’t even think that was possible anymore. Not—” He stopped himself, eyes wide. “Not at your age.”

“We’re having a baby,” Jason said calmly, his voice steady even as the words landed like a dropped plate. He reached for Catherine’s hand, lacing his fingers through hers and giving a gentle, grounding squeeze. “Together. The due date’s early May.”

The room went utterly still. Her sons stared as if the air had been sucked out of their lungs, eyes darting from Jason to Catherine and back again, each of them silently recalculating everything they thought they knew. Catherine could practically hear the gears grinding in their heads. It was a lot—too much, maybe—to absorb in one evening.

She straightened slightly in her chair and met each of their gazes in turn, her voice soft but unwavering. “I need you to understand something. None of this changes what we are to each other. I’m still your mother. That doesn’t disappear. And Jason…” She squeezed his hand back. “He isn’t replacing anyone. He’s simply becoming part of our family. Not just a friend anymore.”

Kevin leaned back, dragging a hand over his face before letting out a dry huff. “Well,” he said, eyes flicking around the table, “this is officially the most unforgettable dinner of my life.”

“No shit,” Eric muttered under his breath.

Michael, the youngest, looked like his brain had short-circuited entirely. He just sat there blinking, mouth slightly open, as if any second now someone would tell him this was all an elaborate joke.

Eventually the coffee cups emptied and the dessert plates were cleared, the silence stretching thin and uncomfortable. Jason finally broke it with an easy smile. “So… how about I give you guys the grand tour?”

Catherine stayed seated, suddenly grateful for the chance to breathe. “You have to see his man cave,” she added, a hint of amusement in her voice. “I’m pretty sure it’s what sealed the deal for him when he bought the house.”

Jason shot her a knowing, wickedly private smile, and heat bloomed instantly in her cheeks. The memory rose unbidden—him backing her against the leather couch down there, her laughter turning breathless as the tour had gone deliciously off script. She looked away, hoping her blush wasn’t too obvious.

Upstairs passed quickly, but when they headed down to the basement, the reaction was immediate. All three pairs of eyes widened in unison.

“Oh, wow,” they murmured, one after another.

Jason spread his hands. “Came with the house. Big screen, pool table, full bar, leather couches—everything you see is how I bought it.”

“Sweet,” Michael said, clearly impressed. “Yeah, I get it now. This place is insane.”

Jason tipped his chin toward the pool table. “Game?”

Kevin grabbed a cue without hesitation, and the others followed, the tension easing with every clack of balls and burst of laughter. It felt oddly familiar, almost comfortable—especially when Michael sent the eight ball flying clean off the table, where it rolled under the couch.

They all cracked up.

“Nice one,” Eric said, shaking his head. “Thank God you’re teamed up with Jason and not me.”

By the time they drifted back upstairs, Catherine let out a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. Seeing them relaxed, joking, alive with noise again loosened something tight in her chest. She glanced at Jason, worry flickering in her eyes.

He answered with a subtle wink—everything’s fine—and she felt herself soften.

Before they gathered their things, Jason spoke again. “Anytime you want to come by, you’re welcome. And by next summer, I’m hoping we’ll have a pool out back. You’ll have to come over for a swim.”

Catherine watched her sons exchange looks, half-smiles tugging at their mouths, and for the first time that night, she allowed herself to believe that maybe—just maybe—this new, complicated, beautiful life might actually work.

“I have to admit,” Kevin said, giving the room one last slow sweep with his eyes, “you’ve got yourself a damn impressive setup here, Jason.”

Jason smiled easily, that calm confidence Catherine had come to adore settling into his expression. “And don’t forget,” he added, glancing between them, “this is your mother’s home too. Which means you’re always welcome. No invitations needed—just show up.”

One by one, her sons came to her, each pressing a kiss to her cheek, familiar and grounding. Their hugs lingered a little longer than usual, as if they were still adjusting to how much had shifted in a single evening. Hands were shaken, goodbyes murmured, and then the front door closed behind them, leaving the house wrapped in a sudden, intimate quiet.

Catherine had barely exhaled when Jason surprised her. He dropped smoothly to one knee on the kitchen floor, his movement so unexpected it stole her breath. Before she could even ask what he was doing, his hands slid beneath the hem of her shirt, warm and reverent, lifting the fabric just enough for him to press a slow, tender kiss against the gentle curve of her belly.

She laughed softly, a little breathless, looking down at him with disbelief and affection tangling in her chest. “Jason,” she asked, her voice light but trembling, “do you mind telling me exactly what you think you’re doing?”

He looked up at her then, eyes shining, emotion laid bare in a way that made her heart stutter. “What does it look like?” he said quietly. “I’m finally where I should’ve been all along—on one knee.” His hand splayed protectively over her stomach. “And I’m asking the two of you if you’ll marry me.”

Oh, God.

Her vision blurred instantly. Pregnancy had already turned her feelings into open floodgates, but this—this undid her completely. She blinked hard, trying to steady herself, overwhelmed by how deeply, how fiercely, she loved this man. Sometimes she still couldn’t believe him—how thoughtful, how solid, how generous with his heart.

There was never any real question.

“Of course we’ll marry you,” she said, her voice breaking as she brushed at the tears slipping down her cheeks. “Just tell me when.”

Jason surged to his feet with a sound that was half laugh, half breathless groan of relief. He wrapped her in his arms and lifted her clear off the floor, spinning her once before crushing his mouth to hers in a loud, unapologetic kiss that left her smiling against his lips.

When he finally pulled back, he rested his forehead against hers, eyes alight. “I was thinking somewhere warm,” he said, already dreaming out loud. “A place where we can get away, relax, make it ours. We could get married there. Anyone who wants to come, I’ll fly them out. And I really hope your boys will be there with us.”

She nodded, happiness humming through her, but then she worried her lower lip between her teeth. “And your family?” she asked gently. “Have you talked to your mother yet?”

Jason lowered her back onto her feet, his hands lingering at her waist. He let out a slow breath, honesty settling his features. “Not yet. Things have been hectic for her. I don’t know if I mentioned it, but she got remarried a few months ago. They moved out to California and started a business together, so we mostly text now.” He paused, thumb brushing lightly over her side. “But you’re right. I’ve been thinking it’s time I call her. She deserves to know about us—and about the baby.”

Catherine studied his face, worry tightening her chest as her thoughts drifted to his mother and how this revelation might land. Years ago, when they’d lived on the same quiet street and their boys had torn up the sidewalks on bikes and basketballs, she and Jason’s mom had been close. Carpool schedules, weekend games, potluck recipes scribbled on index cards—they’d shared all of it. Back then, she’d never imagined a future where that same woman would be learning that her son was not only in love with her, but about to marry her… with a baby already growing inside her.

The shock alone might be enough to knock the wind out of anyone.

Jason must have read every anxious thought written across her face, because he leaned in and pressed a gentle kiss to her forehead, grounding her. “Hey,” he murmured softly. “Don’t look so scared. I promise you, it’s going to be okay. Your boys have come around. And my mom always liked you.”

Catherine huffed a quiet, uneasy laugh. “As her friend,” she said. “Not as the woman who’s sleeping with her son and carrying his child.”

Jason grinned, unfazed, and rested his palm over her belly with an easy confidence that made her breath hitch. “Trust me. Knowing my mom, she’s going to skip right past the shock and be thrilled she’s getting a grandbaby.”

She wished she shared his certainty. The idea of his mother as her future mother-in-law felt surreal, especially since the woman wasn’t much older than she was. The last thing Catherine wanted was tension, judgment, or rejection—she wanted both families woven together, warmth instead of whispers. For herself, yes, but even more for the little life growing beneath her skin.

When her worry didn’t fade, Jason pulled her fully against him, his arms wrapping her up, his hand giving her ass a firm, possessive squeeze that made her inhale sharply despite herself. He brushed his mouth over hers, slow and reassuring. “Why don’t we grab a shower and go to bed,” he suggested, his voice low. “You’ve had a long day. You’ve got to be exhausted.”

She sighed, resting her forehead against his. “You’re right. I really am. It feels like it’s been endless.”

After he made his rounds, checking the locks and turning off the lights, Jason headed upstairs. He stopped short in the doorway of the bedroom.

Catherine stood naked before the full-length mirror, her discarded clothes pooled at her feet. One hand skimmed over the soft curve of her belly, just beginning to round, her expression thoughtful as she took herself in. The sight of her—bare, luminous, vulnerable—hit him like a physical blow. He stripped without hesitation, leaving his clothes wherever they fell.

He came up behind her, his body warm and solid against her back, and cupped her full breasts in his hands, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until she shivered. “God,” he said quietly, reverently. “You were beautiful before. Sexy as hell. But this?” His hands lingered, heavy and worshipful. “Seeing you pregnant with our baby… I don’t even have words for how incredible you look.”

He pushed her hair aside, kissed the sensitive skin of her neck, then trailed his mouth up to her ear. She quivered as his breath washed over her. “You’re pure temptation,” he whispered, smiling against her skin. “And I hope you know I love you more than anything in this world.”

Her heart squeezed painfully at the sincerity in his voice. She met his eyes in the mirror and smiled, overwhelmed by how lucky she was. Still, her gaze drifted back to her reflection, critical despite herself. Her palm smoothed over her stomach again. “But look at me,” she said softly. “My waist is disappearing, and my breasts…” She gave a small, self-conscious laugh. “They’re already huge. Like balloons.”

Jason’s smile only deepened, his hands tightening slightly as if to emphasize just how much he disagreed.

She lifted her chin and caught his reflection, and the look smoldering in his eyes stole the breath right out of her lungs. His hands glided over her ribs with reverent slowness, then settled around the fullness of her breasts, his palms warm and sure as his thumbs brushed over her nipples until they tightened beneath his touch. He smiled at her through the glass, his voice dropping into something dark and intimate as he spoke.

“I keep telling you,” he murmured, rough with promise, “there’s just more of you for me to adore now.”

The words alone sent a tremor racing through her. And when he went on, softer but no less intense, something inside her squeezed painfully tight. “Watching your body change like this—watching you carry what we made together—it doesn’t scare me. It makes me fall even harder.”

Her lashes fluttered as emotion surged through her, sharp and sweet all at once. For a heartbeat she could only stare at him, overwhelmed by the depth of what she saw there, by the certainty that she was cherished in a way she’d never known before.

Then she gasped as his hand drifted lower, sliding over the gentle curve of her belly, lingering there as if to honor it, before continuing down. A quiet whimper escaped her when his fingers slipped into the damp warmth between her thighs, brushing through the soft curls before finding her. Seeing it happen—watching his hand move with such intimate confidence—made the sensation flare brighter, hotter. Her hips tilted instinctively as he teased her, parting her with his fingers, slipping one inside her with an unhurried, knowing stroke that made her knees weak.

He didn’t stop touching her breasts, one hand still playing with her nipple while the other worked between her legs, and she could feel herself grow impossibly wet. The slick sounds of her arousal filled the room, mingling with her breathy moans as he coaxed her higher, drawing out every shudder and gasp. She leaned back into him, eyes closing as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter inside her, her legs beginning to tremble as she edged closer to the brink.

His arms came around her, steadying her shaking body, his mouth brushing her ear as he spoke, voice thick with desire. “Look at you,” he groaned. “All flushed and open, your tits rising with every breath. And that smell… Christ, it’s making me so hard I can barely think.”

Her eyes flew open at the mirror again, and she sucked in a breath at the sight of him pressed against her from behind, his erection sliding between her thighs, nudging against her slick folds. The visual alone made her head spin.

“Jason…” she breathed, her voice breaking as he used his cock to stroke her, teasing her mercilessly, the tip slipping and sliding, dipping just enough to make her ache for more. She watched, transfixed, as he worked her closer to the edge, convinced she had never seen—or felt—anything so exquisitely erotic. Her tongue swept over her lips as pleasure surged, building relentlessly, carrying her toward a climax that promised to shatter her completely.

When his thumb joined the dance, sweeping lazy, knowing circles around her clit, the last of her restraint shattered. The pleasure hit her like a wave she couldn’t outrun—sharp, bright, all-consuming. Her body seized and trembled, muscles locking and releasing in helpless pulses as the orgasm ripped through her. She cried out, her legs threatening to give way, and Jason tightened his hold around her, anchoring her upright while she came apart in his arms.

It took a long moment for the world to settle again. Her breath came in ragged pulls, her skin buzzing, oversensitive and flushed. Slowly, she lifted her gaze to the mirror, meeting his eyes there. The smile that curved her mouth was languid and utterly wrecked, the kind of satisfied, glowing smile that spoke of being thoroughly undone. He couldn’t help thinking it might be the most beautiful sight he’d ever seen—despite the fact that he’d watched her climax more times than he could count.

As the aftershocks faded, a quieter thought bloomed in her chest, warm and steady. If this—this closeness, this heat, this way he touched her and looked at her—was what life with him held, she wanted it endlessly. Marriage didn’t feel like a distant idea at all. It felt inevitable. Necessary. Because she already knew one unshakable truth: she never wanted this to stop.

Letting out a soft, contented sigh, Catherine turned in his arms until she was facing him fully. Her hands slid up around his neck, fingers combing through his beard with affectionate reverence before she drew his mouth down to hers. The kiss she gave him was slow and unhurried, full of everything she didn’t yet have words for. She hoped he could feel it—the depth of it, the gratitude, the desire—because he made her feel incandescent, powerful, worshipped. Just like the sex goddess he always teased her about being.

Her breathing hitched when his hands closed around her ass, pulling her snug against him as he rocked his hips, grinding his hard cock against her still-sensitive, tingling center. She moaned into his mouth, the sound swallowed by the kiss, as her hand traced down the solid plane of his chest, over the ridges of his stomach, until she finally wrapped her fingers around what she’d been seeking. Smiling against his lips, she stroked him slowly, savoring the weight and heat of him, spreading his slickness over the tip with each pass.

“Find what you were looking for?” he murmured with a low chuckle, his voice thickening as her hand continued its steady tease, drawing him tighter and harder by the second.

She met his gaze with a playful, knowing look and nodded. “Mmm. But it would feel so much better if you slipped this bad boy inside me.”

He didn’t hesitate. With an eager grin, he scooped her up and carried her toward the bed so quickly she laughed, the sound light and breathless—until her eyes dropped and took in just how hard he was for her. Her laughter dissolved into a wide-eyed stare. She bit her lip, heat pooling low in her belly. “Wow,” she breathed. “I’ll never get used to how… impressive you are. Or how fast you get there.”

His mouth curved with promise as he drew her back into his arms. “This time,” he murmured, pressing a lingering kiss to her lips, “I’m going to take it slow.” His hand glided over the swell of her breast, down the curve of her waist, before settling possessively on her lush ass, savoring the softness and warmth of her body held tight against his.

He met her gaze with a slow, wicked smile, heat flaring unmistakably in his eyes, then dropped to his knees between her thighs. With deliberate care he eased her legs wider, exposing her to him, and bent to press his mouth to the inside of her knee. His kisses trailed upward, unhurried, reverent, along skin as smooth as silk, until his breath was warm and damp where she needed him most.

“I want us married soon,” he murmured against her, the words vibrating straight through her as his tongue traced her from bottom to top, a slow, wet stroke that stole the air from her lungs. Her entire body shuddered, hips jerking helplessly toward his mouth. “I want you to be mine in every possible way,” he went on between teasing licks, “long before this baby ever arrives.”

She tried to nod, tried to form some kind of response, but all that came out was a broken sound as her body betrayed her. When his mouth closed over her clit and he began to work her with devastating focus—tongue, lips, suction, all of it relentless—any thought left her completely. She twisted on the bed, fingers clutching the sheets, whimpering his name until it turned into a cry. By the time release tore through her, she was shouting for him, head rolling against the pillow as she came hard against his exploring tongue, her pleasure spilling and spilling while he refused to ease up.

Gasping, barely able to drag air back into her lungs, she finally managed, “Yes—yes, okay. Whenever you say. Tomorrow, even.” A shaky laugh edged with desperation followed. “God, Jason… it feels so good when you do that. Just—promise me you’ll never stop.”

He lifted his head, lips shining, eyes dark with satisfaction as he chuckled. “Lucky for me I know exactly how to get you to agree with anything.” His thumb brushed her thigh as if to steady her. “And trust me, sweetheart, I have no intention of ever stopping. Not when loving you feels like this.”

She didn’t have the energy to scowl at him for that comment, couldn’t even muster the strength to lift her head. Instead, she collapsed back into the pillows, chest rising and falling as she fought to remember how breathing worked after being undone so completely, again and again. “You are impossible,” she muttered weakly. “You drive me out of my mind.”

“That,” he said easily, lifting her legs one at a time and settling them over his shoulders, “is one of the reasons you adore me.” His gaze lingered, openly appreciative, as he took in the sight of her slick, flushed, and utterly ready for him. He shook his head in awe. “Damn, Catherine. I swear, you’ve got the most beautiful pussy I’ve ever seen.”

Summoning what little strength she had left, she propped herself up on her elbows and arched a brow at him. “Oh really? And you’re basing that on what, exactly?”

He laughed softly, the sound warm and sure. “On knowing there’s no one else for me. Never has been, never will be.” Wrapping his hand around the base of his cock, he guided himself forward, nudging gently at her entrance, the promise of him making her tremble all over again. “And when I’m right here with you, sliding into you like this…” He groaned as her body welcomed him. “It’s better than anything I’ve ever felt. Like you’re made to take me, pulling me in, making me want you more every second. I don’t care how long I live—I’ll never get my fill of you.”

When his hips finally found their rhythm, driving into her with slow, deliberate force, Catherine watched his face tighten with pleasure, his jaw set as a rough groan tore from his chest. Every thrust pushed him deeper, stretching her in that familiar, delicious way that made her toes curl. She clung to his shoulders, her body opening to him without reservation, her heart whispering a quiet prayer that he was right—that what they were building would endure.

Because in that moment, wrapped around him, filled by him, she had never felt so adored. So chosen. It was bliss in its purest form, almost unreal, the way he loved her with his body and his soul all at once.

“God,” he rasped, breath ragged, “you feel so fucking incredible. I’m not going to last—when I come, it’s going to be hard.” His hands flexed on her thighs. “Good thing you’re already carrying my baby, because I can feel it—I’m going to give you everything.”

She smiled up at him, warmth flooding her chest, her eyes locked on his as he shuddered and spilled himself inside her with a broken sound. She clenched around him instinctively, holding him there, letting him feel how deeply she welcomed every pulse, every claim. His body trembled against hers, and she savored it—the weight of him, the intimacy, the undeniable truth of them.

He was extraordinary. And despite every doubt she’d ever carried, she knew how fortunate she was that he had chosen her, that out of all the women he could have had, he wanted this—wanted her. How could she ever refuse a man who made her feel so utterly treasured?

They didn’t move much afterward. The night stretched on with them tangled together, her back pressed into his chest, his arm draped protectively over her belly, his arousal still warm against her as sleep slowly claimed them. When she woke the next morning to an empty bed, the absence hit her hard, a sudden hollow ache—until she remembered his meetings, his promises to be back later.

Still, when her phone rang that afternoon and his voice poured into her ear, her heart leapt all over again, her skin prickling with that familiar rush.

“Hey, gorgeous,” he said, low and affectionate. “What are my chances of stealing you for dinner tonight? There’s this beautiful place by the lake—great food, incredible view. I got us a table.”

Her smile came easily, stretching wide. “I’d love that, Jason.”

“Perfect. I’ll pick you up around six. Love you, baby.”

“I love you too,” she answered, and meant it with everything she had.

The rest of the day passed in a haze of anticipation. Even as she reviewed new house listings, scrolling through details on her laptop, her thoughts kept drifting back to him—to his hands, his mouth, his unwavering tenderness. She knew how rare this was, especially at her age: a second chance that felt this real, this alive, with a man so attentive and sincere.

By the time she closed her computer, her decision was made. Over dinner, with the lake shimmering beside them, she would tell him. She was ready. Ready to set a date. Ready to make it official—to become his wife at last.

Later, upstairs, the house hushed around her as she dressed for the evening. She had just bent to slide into her heels when a sound cut through her thoughts—a chime, distant but unmistakable. The doorbell.

She froze, head tilting. They were tucked away on a generous stretch of land, the kind of quiet where visitors announced themselves by appointment, not impulse. A flicker of unease brushed her spine as she straightened and headed downstairs, her pulse ticking faster with every step.

When she opened the door, the breath left her in a sharp, silent rush.

Jo Ryder stood there, close enough that Catherine could see the faint lines at the corners of her eyes, the familiar sweep of blonde hair framing a face that had barely changed in a decade. Still attractive. Still vibrant. A living mirror of the man Catherine loved—suddenly, achingly obvious where Jason had inherited his looks.

“Well, hello there,” Jo said brightly, already smiling, already laughing, as if time had folded in on itself. She stepped forward without waiting for invitation and wrapped Catherine in a warm, enthusiastic hug. “What a wonderful surprise.”

Her hands patted Catherine’s back with affectionate insistence. “Honestly, it’s been forever. Ten years, at least. I nearly fell over when Jason told me you were the realtor who sold him this place. I mean—what are the odds?” She pulled back, eyes sparkling, and then drifted inside, taking in the space with an appreciative hum. “And this house—oh my. It’s gorgeous, isn’t it?”

She leaned closer, lowering her voice as if they were already co-conspirators. “The moment he told me he’d finally met the woman he wanted to marry, I knew I had to come see for myself. I’m really hoping this one’s the real thing.” Her mouth twisted in a knowing little grimace. “That last girl—Macy—no, no. I could tell the second I met her she wasn’t right for him. Too scattered. Too… temporary. If they’d gone through with it, he would’ve been miserable. Between us, I’m relieved he escaped that mess.”

Catherine managed a small nod, her mind scrambling to keep pace. Jo had always been like this—words tumbling out in a relentless, breathless stream, leaving no space to interrupt. Under normal circumstances, Catherine might have found it charming. Now, it felt like a lifeline and a trap all at once. Jason wasn’t home. Jo clearly had no idea who Catherine really was to him. And the truth—standing there, alone with his mother—felt impossibly awkward to explain.

Before Catherine could gather the courage to attempt it, Jo looped her arm through hers with decisive cheer. “I don’t know about you, but I am dying for a cup of coffee.”

In the kitchen, Catherine busied herself with the familiar rituals—grinding beans, filling the kettle—anything to steady her nerves. She glanced over her shoulder, offering a polite, slightly strained smile.

“So,” she said carefully, keeping her tone light as she reached for the mugs, “Jason mentioned you recently got married. How’s newlywed life treating you, Jo?”

Jo stood behind her at the center island, one hip resting against the marble, arms loosely folded as she nodded. “Yep. I got married again.” There was a note of hard-won certainty in her voice, the kind that only came from disappointment survived and hope reclaimed. “Ted’s been my friend forever. He just… wore me down, I guess. In the best way.” She smiled to herself. “After my first marriage fell apart, I swore I was done taking chances on men. Done risking my heart like that.” She glanced up, meeting Catherine’s eyes. “But sometimes you feel it in your bones when something’s right. And so far—” she shrugged lightly “—he’s been good to me. Really good.”

Catherine swallowed, her fingers tightening briefly around the coffee mug. She understood that feeling all too well—the terrifying, undeniable rightness of it. But there was no universe in which Jo would want to hear that Catherine’s own Mr. Right happened to share her last name.

The sound of the front door opening cut through the tension, followed by familiar footsteps. They both turned.

“Well,” Jo said, her face lighting up instantly, warmth blooming across her features, “you’re finally home. I was hoping to surprise you. Good thing Catherine was here to let me in.”

Behind Jo’s back, Catherine shot Jason a panicked look—wide-eyed, helpless, silently screaming that she had no idea how to navigate this.

Jason caught it immediately. His mouth twitched, a subtle nod telling her he understood. He stepped forward and wrapped his arms around his mother, kissing her cheek. “Hey, Mom. This is a nice surprise.”

Jo pulled back, studying them now, her brow furrowing as something clicked into place. She tilted her head, eyes sliding back to Catherine. “You know…” she said slowly, “I was just wondering why you still have a key.” Then she waved it off with a careless shrug. “I guess you’re wrapping up the last details on the sale, right?”

Before either of them could form a response, she added briskly, “I’ll be right back. Powder room.” And she disappeared down the hall.

The second she was out of sight, Jason didn’t hesitate. He caught Catherine by the waist and pulled her flush against him, his mouth claiming hers in a deep, urgent kiss that stole the breath from her lungs. He groaned softly as he kissed her, one hand sliding down to cup her ass, squeezing possessively, pressing his body into hers so she could feel just how hard she made him with nothing more than her presence.

God, he’d missed her. Being away from her—even for hours—felt wrong now. Ever since the pregnancy, he’d rearranged his life, working from home whenever he could, needing to be close to her, to touch her, to reassure himself she was there.

She melted into him, just as desperate, just as hungry—

Until a sharp gasp cut through the air.

“Oh my god, Jason!” Jo’s voice rang out, scandalized. “Is that any way to greet Catherine? What on earth are you thinking?”

Catherine jerked back, her face burning. Jo looked equally flustered now, color rising in her cheeks. “Catherine, I— I’m so sorry. I don’t even know what to say.”

Jason closed his eyes for a brief second. There was no salvaging this. No sidestepping it. When he opened them again, his expression was steady, resolved. He blew out a slow breath and said quietly, “Mom… remember when I told you I’d finally met the woman I want to spend the rest of my life with?”

Jo gave a slow nod, as if bracing herself. “That’s actually one of the reasons I came,” she said carefully. “I was hoping I’d get to meet this woman before Ted and I head back to California.”

Jason didn’t hesitate. He turned toward Catherine, his expression softening in a way that made her chest tighten, and he offered her a small, reverent smile. “You already have,” he said quietly. “Catherine is the woman I want to marry.”

The words landed like a dropped plate.

“What did you just say?” Jo’s eyes went wide, shock freezing her features as her mouth fell open. It took her a beat to find her voice again. “Jason, are you out of your mind? She’s nearly my age. Is this some kind of sick joke?”

He shook his head, firm and unflinching, sliding his arm around Catherine’s waist and drawing her against him as though he needed the contact to stay steady. “No. This is real. We’re together because we choose each other. We’re in love.” He paused, then added, gentle but undeniable, “And we’re having a baby.”

Jo stared at them, her face going blank. Slowly, as if her legs could no longer hold her, she dragged out a chair and sank into it. “Oh my goodness,” she murmured. “I… I don’t even know what to say.”

Jason let out a small shrug. “You could say you’re happy for us. Because I’ve never been this happy in my life.”

She kept blinking, as though her mind refused to accept what her ears had heard. “I just—” She shook her head. “I can’t believe this. You’re getting married. You’re going to be a father.”

“Believe it,” he said calmly. “It’s happening. And we’re planning to make it official soon. It would mean a lot if you and Ted came to the wedding.”

Jo’s gaze slid to Catherine then, sharpening. Her eyes narrowed, suspicion tightening her mouth. “So,” she said coolly, “when you sold him the house and saw he was doing well for himself, you decided to go after his money. Is that it?”

Jason was on his feet before Catherine could even breathe. “No,” he said sharply. “That’s not true. I chased her. I wanted her. And what we have has nothing—nothing—to do with money.”

“And you’re having a child together,” Jo murmured, staring off as though the room had tilted. “I just can’t believe this is real. It feels… unreal.”

Exhaling slowly, Jason pulled out the chair beside her and sat down, close enough that his knee brushed hers. Catherine, unsure where to put herself under Jo’s scrutinizing gaze, turned back to the counter and busied her hands with the coffee, even though her pulse was racing.

Jason reached out and covered his mother’s hand with his own. “Mom, I know exactly what I want. Catherine is it. She’s the only woman for me. We fit—completely. And as far as I’m concerned, age doesn’t mean a damn thing.” He met her eyes. “Didn’t you tell me Ted is fifteen years older than you? And you seem pretty happy.”

“That’s different,” Jo replied. “We’re grown. At our age, it doesn’t matter.”

A faint, almost wry smile touched Jason’s mouth. “I’m grown too. I’ve been running my own business for years. I’ve dated women my age, plenty of them, and none of it mattered. None of them moved me.” His voice dropped, thick with conviction. “What Catherine and I have is rare. It’s powerful. And I can’t wait to marry her—can’t wait to finally make her mine.”

Relief washed through Catherine in slow, trembling waves as she stood there listening to him. Staying had been the right choice. If she’d slipped away and left him to face his mother alone, she would have missed this—missed hearing the fierce certainty in his voice, the way he claimed her without hesitation. Every word he spoke about loving her, wanting her, choosing her, lodged deep in her chest. Her vision blurred, emotion thick and sudden, and she blinked hard, refusing to let tears fall.

In that moment, something inside her settled for good. Nothing was going to tear them apart. Not his mother’s shock, not the inevitable judgment from her own sons, not the whispers or the stares. She belonged with him. And the thought of marrying him—of waking up every day knowing he was hers—made her heart race with a giddy, almost dizzy anticipation.

By the time Jo finally gathered her purse and headed for the door, the tension in the room had eased. The disbelief was still there, hovering behind her eyes, but it had softened. She hugged Jason tightly, then Catherine too, murmuring well wishes that sounded sincere, if still a little stunned. When the door closed behind her and her car disappeared down the drive, the house felt suddenly lighter, as though it had exhaled.

Jason turned the lock, then pivoted back toward Catherine with a wide, boyish grin. “Well,” he said, satisfaction threaded through his voice, “that’s it. Everyone who matters knows about us now.”

She lifted a brow, half teasing, half genuinely curious. “What about your brothers? Have you told them yet?”

He laughed, low and warm, a flash of mischief lighting his eyes. “Oh yeah. I texted both of them about the wedding.” His grin turned downright wicked. “They said they couldn’t believe what a lucky bastard I am—bagging Hot Mrs. Thompson.”

Catherine burst out laughing, the last of her nerves dissolving. The drama was over. No more holding her breath. They could finally move forward—together.

She drifted toward the window, pausing to look out over the quiet yard, the afternoon light slanting across the grass. She barely heard him approach before his arms slid around her from behind, firm and possessive. His mouth brushed the back of her neck, then lingered, lips warm, breath teasing. He nipped gently at the sensitive hollow where her neck met her shoulder, and she shivered on instinct, just as he knew she would.

His body pressed closer, and there was no mistaking the hard length of him against her ass. She tilted her head slightly, giving him more access, and murmured with a knowing smile, “Are you always this hard?”

“Pretty much every time I’m near you,” he admitted, unapologetic.

A soft moan slipped from her as he rolled his hips, grinding his erection slowly into the cleft of her body. Heat bloomed low in her belly. She felt his hands move, decisive and familiar, sliding her dress up to her waist. His fingers slipped into the front of her bikini panties, finding her slick and ready, gliding through her folds with practiced ease.

He groaned against her skin. “God, baby… you’re soaked.”

“I wonder why,” she said dryly, though her voice wavered as his thumb began to circle her clit, slow at first, then more insistent. When he slid a finger inside her, the sensation rippled through her, sharp and sweet, making her toes curl.

“Come for me, Catherine,” he whispered into her ear, his voice rough with need as he worked her expertly, touching her exactly the way that unraveled her fastest.

Her eyes fell shut, her head tipping back against his shoulder as her breathing turned ragged. She was so close—balanced right on the edge—that when he dipped his head and suckled the exposed curve of her throat, lips brushing her racing pulse, it nearly undid him. Feeling her tremble in his arms, knowing he was the one doing this to her, sent a fierce surge of desire through him.

He ached for her, every muscle tight with restraint. He loved making her come—loved watching her fall apart—but right now, with her slick and panting and shivering against him after a day of wanting her, he needed more. He needed to be inside her almost as badly as he needed air.

By the time he’d coaxed her right to the edge—until her legs trembled, until the strength seemed to drain clean out of her and she melted boneless against him—Jason slowly turned her to face him. His hands framed her face, thumbs brushing away the lingering daze, before his mouth claimed hers. The kiss was unhurried and deep, the kind that tasted of promises and possession, lingering until her breath hitched and her fingers curled into his shirt.

Catherine finally drew back, chest rising and falling, eyes glassy and unfocused as she stared at him like he’d just undone her completely. Words seemed beyond her for a moment. Then her mouth curved into a wide, radiant smile. She slid her arms around his waist, pressed another soft, reverent kiss to his lips, and whispered, still breathless, “So… when are we actually booking this wedding?”

Jason’s grin was slow and smug as he met her gaze. He pulled his phone from his pocket and tilted the screen toward her. “Already done most of the legwork,” he said quietly. “All I need is a date. As soon as you say yes.”

Her answer came without hesitation. She brushed her mouth over his, eager and sure. “As soon as possible,” she murmured. “I want to marry you, Jason. I’ve never wanted anything more than I do right now.”

He exhaled a soft laugh and gathered her into his chest, holding her tight, chin resting in her hair. “Finally,” he said, the word weighted with relief and triumph.

She nodded against him, smiling to herself. “Yes. We’re really doing this. And I can’t wait to call you mine.”

Jason glanced upward, shaking his head in disbelief, joy flickering across his face as it all settled in. Slipping an arm firmly around her, he guided her toward the stairs. “In that case,” he said lightly, voice roughening, “I think this calls for a little celebration with my future Hot Mrs. Ryder.”

The bedroom door had barely closed before Catherine whimpered. His hands were everywhere—firm palms kneading her ass, fingers digging in possessively as his mouth claimed hers again. She moaned into him, the sound soft and needy, while her hand slid down to cup him through his slacks, already thick and aching. “And lucky me,” she breathed against his lips, “I get to marry the hottest young stud on the planet.”

Jason groaned low in his throat as he tugged her dress up and over her head, letting it fall away like it didn’t matter in the slightest. Dinner, time, everything else faded into nothing. All that existed was her—warm, willing, hungry—and the way he needed her just as badly as she needed him.

She proved it a second later, sinking down in front of him with a slow, deliberate grace that made his breath stutter. When she took him into her mouth, her eyes never left his. The coy smile she gave him nearly broke him. His fingers threaded into her hair, not forcing, just holding, reverent and undone. “Have I ever told you how much I love you?” he murmured, voice thick.

She didn’t answer with words. She showed him—devotion and desire wrapped together—as she worked him, drawing him deeper, slower, until sensation blurred into something overwhelming. His hands tightened reflexively in her hair, hips flexing as pleasure surged sharp and blinding through him. “God—Catherine,” he groaned, pulling free just in time, breath ragged. “Stay there. On your knees.”

She obeyed instantly, eyes dark and eager, body open and waiting. When he finally pressed into her, filling her completely, they both cried out. The fit was perfect, devastating, the familiar heat and tightness sending relief and want crashing through them at once. Every time he sank into her, it felt like coming home—too good, too right, and never enough.

His hands locked around her hips as his mouth traced slow, open kisses down her spine. Then he surged forward, sliding back inside her with a deliberate, claiming thrust that stole the breath straight from her lungs. He filled her inch by inch, unhurried, savoring the way her body yielded and clenched around him. His voice was rough against her skin. “God… this. You feel incredible. I’ve been thinking about this all day—about you wrapped around me, squeezing me like you can’t get enough. I never want this to stop.”

Neither did she. The thought hit her with a dizzying force: she had never known happiness like this, never felt so chosen, so cherished. Heat rippled through her, gathering low and tight as he moved again, long and slow, letting her feel every deep stroke, every intimate drag of him inside her. It was overwhelming in the best way, the pleasure so complete it bordered on unbearable. This—him, this closeness, this hunger—was going to be her life with him. Soon. After the vows, after the ring, after everything finally became real.

His head fell back, a raw sound tearing from his throat. “Fuck… I’m coming,” he groaned, the words breaking as his body tightened.

The moment shattered her. Her entire body trembled as release crashed through her, sharp and breathtaking, pulling a cry from her lips as she clutched at the sheets. They came together, hard and helpless, riding each other through the last shuddering waves until there was nothing left but heat and breath and the echo of his name on her tongue.

When it was over, he withdrew gently and sank down beside her, tugging her against him until she was cradled in his arms. Their chests rose and fell in unison, slick skin cooling as the world slowly settled. He pressed his lips to her hair and said, still breathing hard, “I’m calling tomorrow. I’m booking the wedding. And then we’ve got two full weeks with nothing but time and each other.”

She was still buzzing, pleasure humming through her veins. Catherine lifted his hand, kissed his knuckles softly, and smiled. “I can’t wait,” she whispered.

They showered together, laughter and lingering touches echoing off the tile as they washed away the evidence of their urgency and dressed for dinner. When they returned to the bathroom to finish up, he stepped in behind her, catching her by surprise. In the mirror, she watched him pull a small box from the counter and open it. Nestled inside was a flawless white orchid. He tucked it into her hair with careful fingers.

Her smile curved, slow and knowing, as she met his gaze in the reflection. “What’s this for?” she asked.

Instead of answering, he lifted his phone and turned the screen toward her. A photograph filled it—a secluded tropical retreat, a private bungalow perched over impossibly blue water. His voice dropped, intimate and teasing. “I wanted you to see where we’ll be staying. Somewhere so private that this”—he brushed the orchid lightly—“is all you’ll need to wear the entire honeymoon.”

Then his hands were on her again, warm and familiar, cupping her breasts and rolling her nipples between his fingers. Her breath caught instantly, a shiver racing through her just as he knew it would. He smiled against her neck. “Well,” he added, “that and a smile.”

She laughed softly, eyes bright as she held his gaze in the mirror. Once they were married, she doubted she’d ever stop smiling—especially knowing their honeymoon promised nothing but indulgence, mischief, and endless pleasure with the man she loved.

All she wanted now was for nothing to interfere, nothing to derail what felt so perfectly within reach. If fate was kind, they were finally on their way to their own happily ever after. At least, she hoped so.


Sparks Fly


Chapter 1

At last—the house exhaled with her. The final truck had pulled away, the echo of boots and tool belts fading into silence. Sherry didn’t waste a second. She bolted upstairs, pulse skittering with restless energy, already tugging open drawers as if her hands knew exactly what they wanted. A swim. Cool water. Relief. Anything to bleed off the ache that had been winding tighter in her belly all day.

She shimmied into the barest excuse for a bikini she owned—two daring slivers of tangerine Lycra that left almost nothing to the imagination—and grinned at herself. There was nothing like a dip in the pool to shake loose the frustration of a woman pushed to the brink by hours of blatant temptation. Nearly all day, from the pale hint of morning to late afternoon, her house had been overrun by youth and heat and masculine energy. It had been torture. Delicious, relentless torture.

Endurance didn’t begin to cover it.

She’d never, in all her years, been confronted with so many hard bodies in one place. Arms roped with muscle, shoulders broad and bronzed, backs flexing as they lifted and bent and stretched—right there in her kitchen, of all places. Her kitchen had turned into a private showcase of male perfection. And the smell… God. Sweat and soap and something darker underneath, that unmistakable, intoxicating musk of men who worked with their bodies. It had clung to the air, slipped under her skin, made her panties damp more than once.

Tonight, her vibrator was going to earn its keep. That much was certain. Old Faithful had better be fully charged, because she intended to take her time with herself later—slow, indulgent, unapologetic.

She paused in front of the full-length mirror, letting her gaze roam. For a woman freshly tipped into her fifties, she had to admit—she looked good. Better than good. She cupped her breasts, feeling their familiar weight settle into her palms. Still full. Still proud. A soft smile curved her lips as she turned sideways, checking the line of her hips and the gentle round of her ass. Firm. Toned. Kissed by just enough sun to glow. Not bad at all for a half-century-old backside.

Those early morning workouts, the discipline, the salads and lean proteins and saying no when it would’ve been easier to indulge—it had all paid off. Her body told the story, and it was a satisfying one.

She tossed her hair, fingers raking through the glossy strands. A few strategic highlights masked the silver she’d started to notice, but the bounce, the shine—they were still there, swinging against her shoulders like a younger woman’s promise. Years of lotion and shade and stubborn self-care had been kind to her skin, too. Leaning closer to the mirror, she examined her face. A few laugh lines, earned and welcome. Otherwise smooth. Luminous. People liked to tell her she could pass for under forty. Maybe they were being generous—but she liked what she saw.

With a little hum of anticipation, she grabbed a bottle of sunscreen and practically skipped back down the stairs, already imagining the cool embrace of water, the stretch of her limbs as she cut through the pool in long, powerful strokes.

The doorbell rang.

Sherry groaned, tipping her head back. Of course. Probably one of them—forgetful, gorgeous, infuriating—had left something behind.

She swung the door open without a second thought for the near-nudity she was wrapped in, and found herself smiling up into the face of a devastatingly handsome young man with dark hair and eyes that immediately dropped, then slowly traveled back up her body with unapologetic interest. His stare was hot, thorough, and openly appreciative. 

“Yes?” she asked lightly. “Can I help you?”

Rico nodded, though he looked momentarily stunned, as if his brain had short-circuited on the spot. His attention clung to her curves like a physical thing, eyes lingering on bare skin, on the daring cut of her suit, on the confidence she wore as easily as the sun. “Uh… yeah. I—” He stopped, inhaled, and finally forced his gaze back to her face, where he caught the glint of amusement dancing in her green eyes. “Sorry. I was supposed to come by earlier, but I got… tied up.”

Sherry’s lips curved slowly, wickedly, her imagination igniting in an instant. Naked. Bound. Helpless beneath her. Fully hard. The image bloomed without effort—occupational hazard of a woman who made her living writing desire onto the page. A filthy mind was practically a job requirement, and hers was well-trained. “Well,” she said smoothly, stepping back to open the door wider, “I suppose you’d better come in, then.”

She led the way inside, heels bare against the floor, and only then did she briefly consider the wisdom of not grabbing a robe. The thought dissolved as soon as she felt his presence close behind her—and heard the low, involuntary sound he made. Her thong left very little to the imagination, a narrow strip of orange fabric cutting boldly between firm cheeks, and she knew exactly what kind of view she was offering him. Smiling to herself, she gave her hips a playful sway, exaggerating the movement just enough to tease, letting her ass roll as she sashayed into the kitchen.

When she finally turned to face him, her eyes were bright, innocent only in pretense. “So,” she asked, folding one arm under her breasts and making them rise deliciously, “what are you here for, exactly?”

Rico swallowed hard, Adam’s apple bobbing as he fought to remember how language worked. After that little performance, his mind was a mess of heat and distraction. “I’m here to look at your… uh…” His gaze betrayed him again, pulled helplessly back to that perfect body, to the sway she’d just given him. Christ. How was he supposed to remember anything with her ass still burned into his vision? He snapped his fingers abruptly when it finally clicked. “The lighting. I’m here to check the lighting.”

Her smile widened as her eyes drifted down, deliberately tracing the generous swell of her breasts straining against the skimpy triangles of fabric. For a heartbeat she wondered if he meant those instead. “Which lighting?” she asked, stepping closer—close enough to feel his heat, to see how dark his eyes had gone. And when her gaze dipped lower, the answer was unmistakable. His jeans were tight for a reason. Thick, hard, and proudly outlined.

Oh yes. He was very much enjoying the show.

Rico dragged in a breath, fighting the urge to groan again, and finally managed to answer her question. “The, uh… under-valance lighting,” he said, voice rough, eyes still struggling to stay anywhere but on her.

“Oh—right.” Sherry gave a little nod, already moving, her hips rolling with unhurried confidence as she crossed to the counter. She leaned forward, bracing her palms against the cool stone and dipping low to peer into the slim shadowed space beneath the cabinets—a shallow slit of darkness tucked just under the rich cherry wood.

Rico’s reaction was immediate and entirely involuntary. A rough sound tore from his throat as his gaze locked onto her from behind. Christ. Bent over like that, she was lethal. The curve of her ass was pure perfection, round and lifted, the thin strip of orange fabric disappearing between cheeks that looked sculpted by sin itself. Age didn’t mean a damn thing—if anything, it only made her more devastating. Confident. Owned. There was no chance in hell his cock was calming down now. With her presented like this, she looked like an invitation, like she was daring him to step closer, to press in, to take.

She tilted her head slightly, glancing back at him over her shoulder, green eyes bright with mischief. Crooking one finger, she beckoned him nearer. “You want to come over and see if you think it’ll fit?”

Holy. Fuck.

For half a second his brain short-circuited. Fit? He could make it fit. He’d always made it fit. There wasn’t a woman alive who’d made him doubt that—least of all one looking at him like this, bent over and teasing, as if she knew exactly where his thoughts had gone and didn’t mind in the slightest.

He set his toolbox down with more care than he felt, forcing a breath into his lungs, wrestling his mind back from the edge. When it finally clicked what she actually meant, he stepped in beside her, close enough that their shoulders nearly brushed. He leaned in, their heads almost touching as he followed her line of sight to the narrow gap under the cabinets near the wall.

“Yeah,” he managed, nodding. “I can make it work. Should fit just fine.”

Then his eyes betrayed him.

One soft, perfect nipple had slipped free, peeking over the edge of her barely-there bikini top—pink, tight, unmistakably hard. His breath stuttered. His chest rose and fell too fast as the reality of the situation crashed down on him. She was standing there half-naked, letting him this close, in her house, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

A flash of guilt tried—and failed—to break through. If her husband walked in right now, Rico would probably end up flat on his back, lights punched clean out. But damn it, she was impossible not to stare at. He inhaled sharply and caught her scent—warm and sweet, vanilla-laced, wrapping around him like something edible. Her hair, sandy brown threaded with sun-kissed blonde, brushed his cheek, and he had the overwhelming urge to bury his hands in it.

Up close, she was unreal. Smooth, lightly tanned skin stretched over a body that looked strong and feminine all at once. That little nipple seemed to point straight at him, bold and unapologetic, like it knew exactly what it was doing. His mouth actually watered. His cock throbbed painfully against the denim of his jeans, demanding attention.

And as his gaze fixed there, locked and helpless, one undeniable thought burned through him: all it would take was one step behind her, a quick unzip, his hand freeing himself, and—

At last, Sherry followed the line of his stare down to her chest. Her brows lifted, and instead of shrieking or scrambling away like he half-expected, she let out a soft, delighted laugh. With an easy flick of her fingers, she nudged the escaped nipple back into the skimpy triangle of her bikini top.

“Well—oops,” she said lightly, rolling one shoulder. “Though I suppose it’s not exactly uncharted territory for you, is it?”

Her ease emboldened him. Rico let a slow, appreciative grin curve his mouth, the kind that started lazy and turned dangerous halfway through. He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he deliberately let his gaze trace her—from the crown of her head, over the elegant lines of her face, down the lush, confident curves of her body, lingering everywhere it pleased, before finally reaching her feet and the glossy pink polish on her toes.

“Sure,” he said at last, voice low. “But never displayed quite so perfectly.”

She laughed again, softer this time, and then stepped closer. Close enough that the air shifted. Close enough that his breath stalled, his body bracing for the possibility of her mouth on his. For a heartbeat, he was certain she was going to kiss him.

Instead, she tilted her head and murmured near his lips, her smile wicked and knowing, “You do realize I’m probably old enough to be your mother.”

Rico swallowed, forcing himself not to close the remaining inch between them. He shook his head slowly, trying—and failing—to calm the thunder in his chest. “All I know,” he said honestly, “is my mother looks nothing like you. Because damn… you’re absolutely stunning.”

The compliment landed. He could see it in the way her shoulders shifted, the way her lips parted as she tried not to glow. She shrugged, pretending nonchalance. “I make an effort not to advertise the number.”

He reached up without quite realizing he’d decided to do it, brushing a loose strand of hair back behind her ear. His fingers grazed her skin, and the contact sent a sharp, delicious awareness through both of them. Leaning in, his mouth hovering just over hers, he whispered, “Sexy doesn’t come with an expiration date. And you—” a beat, a breath, “—are one hell of a woman.”

Her tongue swept over her lower lip, slow and unconscious. Her chest rose and fell, fuller now, her attention locked on his mouth as if she were already imagining it on her skin. He smelled intoxicating up close—warm, masculine, faintly spicy—and she felt her pulse skitter wildly beneath her ribs.

Before she could talk herself out of it, before reason could regain its footing, his lips brushed hers. Gentle. Testing. A promise more than a claim.

He pulled back just enough to speak, his voice rough. “Besides… age is just a number. Right?”

She nodded, the decision settling through her like heat. Giving in, she slid her arms around his neck, drawing him flush against her body. The hard outline pressing against her stomach made her breath hitch, desire curling low and insistent.

What the hell was she doing? Standing in her own kitchen, barely dressed, wrapped around a dark-haired stranger with a sinful mouth and a body that felt far too good against hers.

But the truth was impossible to ignore. Too long without touch had left her aching, reckless, hungry. And this man—this gorgeous, confident, dangerously tempting man—had walked straight into her orbit and lit her up.

And she wanted him.

The instant his tongue breached her mouth, everything inside her went deliciously unfocused. His kiss wasn’t tentative—it was claiming, slow and wet and persuasive—and when his broad palms closed over her bare cheeks, squeezing with confident pressure, her last coherent thought scattered. His hands roamed lower, thumbs digging in, fingers flexing like he already knew how much she’d melt for that touch. Any sensible hesitation dissolved into heat.

She moaned softly against his mouth, her breath turning uneven as her breasts lifted with each shallow inhale. The thick length she’d been trying not to think about was pressed firmly against her stomach now, hot and unyielding, sending sparks through her skin. It felt sinful and perfect, and some reckless part of her couldn’t stop imagining how much better it would feel buried deep inside her.

Her hand drifted down almost on its own, gliding over the front of his jeans until she found him—hard, swollen, impossible to miss. She closed her fingers around the solid weight behind the zipper and gave him a slow, deliberate squeeze. His reaction was immediate. A rough sound spilled from his throat, deeper than her own moan, vibrating through the kiss and straight into her bones. God, he was big—thick and promising—and the knowledge of it made her slick with need, warmth gathering between her thighs until she felt on the edge of overflowing.

He finally broke away, though his hands stayed on her, his forehead resting briefly against hers as he caught his breath. “Your husband isn’t about to walk in on us, is he?” he asked, voice low, almost hopeful.

She smiled, lazy and assured, shaking her head. “No,” she said simply. “There isn’t one. I’ve been on my own for a long time.”

The relief—and unmistakable excitement—lit his face. The grin he gave her was pure hunger. Without another word, his fingers went to the ties at her neck, tugging them loose until the fabric gave way. When her breasts spilled free, his breath hitched audibly. He stared like he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing, eyes darkening as they traced her curves. Full, lifted, heavy in his hands—she saw the appreciation there, raw and unfiltered, and it sent a shiver of pride through her.

He cupped her, thumbs brushing over nipples already tight and aching, tracing slow circles that made her gasp. “Fuck,” he muttered, reverent and rough all at once. Lowering his head, he took one breast into his mouth, lips stretching wide, tongue sweeping and teasing before closing around the sensitive peak. He sucked firmly, unapologetically, and the sensation tore a cry from her lips. She could feel how hard he was through his jeans as his body reacted, his cock jumping with each flick of his tongue.

It was intoxicating—the urgency, the disbelief, the way he touched her like this was some impossible fantasy he’d stepped into. She could feel his desire everywhere, in the tension of his shoulders, the way his hands trembled slightly as he explored her.

One hand slid down her side, over her hip, and then between her legs. He nudged her thong aside with practiced ease, fingers brushing over her slick heat. The groan he gave was deep and satisfied when he felt how wet she was for him. “Jesus,” he breathed, stroking her slowly, reverently, like he was savoring proof that she wanted this just as badly as he did.

She arched into his touch, pulse roaring in her ears, knowing without a doubt that whatever line she’d crossed, there was no turning back now—and she didn’t want to.

He shifted his mouth to her other breast, taking his time with it, drawing that nipple deep between his lips. He teased it with slow, deliberate pulls, the faint scrape of his teeth just enough to make her gasp and writhe. Her breath fractured into needy little sounds, her body betraying her as it melted and trembled against him. When he felt her knees soften, he slid an arm firmly around her waist, anchoring her to him.

“Careful,” he murmured, the word a husky promise more than a warning.

His hand slipped back between her thighs, confident now, reverent and hungry all at once. One finger pressed inside her warmth, and she cried out, her head tipping back as he scattered kisses along her cheek and jaw. He set an unhurried rhythm, curling and stroking, while the heel of his palm found her clit, tracing lazy circles that made her shudder. He wanted her slick, open, aching for him—and she already was. Tight and soaked, clenching around him like she’d been waiting all day for exactly this. The feel of her had his cock throbbing painfully in his jeans, need building to a sharp, relentless edge.

He pulled his hand away with visible effort, breathing hard as if it cost him something. Turning her carefully, he guided her forward until her palms met the cool granite of the kitchen island and her body bent beautifully beneath the lights. From behind, he reached around to her breasts again, twisting and tugging her nipples just enough to pull those desperate sounds back out of her. When she was moaning freely, when her hips started to move without thinking, he finally opened his fly. His jeans slid down his legs and were kicked aside, his cock springing free, heavy and flushed, slapping against his stomach with a dull, eager sound.

He didn’t rush. He hooked his fingers into the thin strap of her thong and dragged it down her hips, baring her completely. Her ass gleamed with a soft sheen of sweat, luminous and inviting, and the sight of it nearly undid him. Needing to feel her, he gripped his length and dragged it slowly over the curve of her ass, back and forth, smearing her with him, watching a bead of pre-come streak across her skin. The intimacy of it—of marking her like that—made his chest tighten with something fierce and possessive.

Leaning in, his lips brushed her ear. “I’m clean,” he said roughly. “But if you want a condom, I’ve got one.”

She didn’t hesitate. “No,” she begged, pushing back into him, lifting her ass and spreading herself wide. “Just fuck me. Please.”

The word please cracked something open in him, and the way she pressed herself against his aching hardness told him she was already lost to it—just like he was.

“Yes, ma’am,” he murmured, the corner of his mouth lifting as he brushed a slow, reverent kiss along the smooth plane of her back. His hand closed around himself, steadying, guiding, and when he lined up and pressed against her slick, waiting heat, the first push nearly undid him. The instant the crown of him breached her, a strangled breath tore from his chest. Christ. It was like falling headfirst into a waking fantasy—tight and molten and impossibly alive. Color burst behind his eyelids, bright and dizzying, as though his body couldn’t quite contain the rush of sensation flooding him all at once.

He sank in inch by delicious inch, awed by the way she held him, by how perfectly she fit around him. Every shallow roll of his hips drew a needy sound from her throat, and those small, broken whimpers lit him up from the inside. He leaned in, lips brushing the shell of her ear, his voice rough with pleasure. “Tell me,” he breathed, “do you want me slow and easy… or hard and hungry?” All the while he kept moving, sliding in and out, his cock blissed-out and throbbing inside the most exquisite body he’d ever known.

“Oh—just like this,” she answered on a shuddering moan, fingers curling over the edge of the counter as she pushed back against him, claiming every inch. She glanced over her shoulder, a wicked, breathless smile playing on her lips. “God, you’re big,” she added, half laughing, half stunned, as she reveled in the stretch, the way he filled her so completely she felt deliciously undone.

His answering grin was pure satisfaction. “I hear that a lot.”

The cool stone beneath her breasts made her gasp as she leaned farther forward, angling herself just right—and then she cried out, because suddenly he was hitting something deep and perfect inside her. Her legs trembled, her body lighting up as though struck by lightning. “Oh my god,” she babbled, barely coherent, “I swear I’m seeing stars. Don’t you dare stop. Please—if you do, I might actually die.”

As if he’d ever pull away now, buried to the hilt, lost in the best, most mind-blowing fuck of his life. He reached around her, fingers parting her slick folds until he found her swollen, pulsing center. He traced it in slow, knowing circles while he drove into her with steady, unrelenting strokes, his mouth close to her skin as he murmured, “We definitely can’t let that happen.”

Her head tipped back, a broken prayer spilling from her lips as her body began to seize around him. “Oh, thank you, Jesus,” she whispered, eyes rolling up as every thrust sent another shockwave through her. She could feel the heavy slap of him against her, feel how deeply he filled her, how perfectly he claimed the space inside her. Whatever his fingers were doing to her clit was pure, electrifying bliss—so intense she thought she might black out. “Yes,” she cried, rocking back to meet him as he pulled out just enough to drive back in again, hard and deep, filling her completely all over again.

“You have any idea how good you feel?” he whispered, voice gone low and rough as he bent his knees and drove into her with real intent now, deep enough to steal the breath from both of them. Christ. If this was the reward for being late, he was never racing a clock again. She felt unreal—tight in that way that made his mind blank out, warm and slick and greedy around him, clenching like her body was trying to keep him exactly where he was. His cock throbbed hard inside her, each pulse echoed by the heavy ache building in his balls, a warning that neither of them had much time left.

His fingers never stopped their work, circling and pressing at her clit with practiced certainty while he thrust into her hard and deep. Now it was his turn to lose himself—bright flashes bursting behind his closed eyes, his whole body humming as the pressure mounted with every drive of his hips. She wasn’t passive for a second, rocking back into him, meeting every thrust, her ass smacking against his body in a frantic, needy rhythm that made his teeth grit.

He reached around with his free hand, needing more of her, palming the weight of her breast and squeezing before rolling her nipple sharply between his fingers. Her reaction was instant and unfiltered.

“Oh—fuck—I’m coming,” she cried, voice breaking as her body seized. “I’m coming so hard. God, nothing has ever felt like this. I can’t—holy shit—I can’t stop shaking.” Her legs trembled, threatening to fold as she begged, breathless and desperate, “Please don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop. You feel too good inside me.”

He shook his head, half in disbelief, half in awe of her—of how open she was, how shamelessly she gave voice to every wave tearing through her. Somehow he held himself back, riding her through it, thrusting faster and harder, relentless. His balls drew tight, almost aching as they slapped against her ass again and again, the rhythm ancient and unstoppable, pushing him right to the edge.

One final, brutal thrust—deep, claiming—and his control shattered. His cock jerked hard inside her, erupting in hot, pulsing bursts that flooded her, each spasm torn from him with a low, feral sound as he threw his head back and let go completely. Her body answered, clenching and fluttering around him again and again, milking him until he was wrung out, emptied more thoroughly than he ever had been in his life.

“Fuck,” he breathed when he could speak again, mouth brushing along the warm curve of her spine, lips lingering there. “That was… unreal.” Too good. So good it made him laugh softly at the thought of the phone call he’d almost made, the excuse he’d nearly given, the night he’d almost talked himself out of.

She glanced back at him over her shoulder, eyes still glazed, a slow, satisfied smile curving her lips. “You’re not wrong,” she said lightly. “I’m the one who’s still got your big, thick cock filling me up, after all.”

He smiled back at her, a slow, satisfied curve of his mouth, because how could he possibly forget? Especially when filling her had felt so damn perfect, like something he’d been missing without even realizing it. What struck him most was the simplicity of it—no posturing, no pretending, no careful maneuvering. Just two people locking eyes and knowing exactly what they wanted. They’d collided headfirst into it, driven by the same raw urgency, fucking with a hunger that left no room for anything else.

When he finally, reluctantly withdrew, he gathered her into his arms and turned her toward him. Her eyes were heavy with pleasure, lashes low, mouth soft and swollen. He cradled her face between his hands, thumbs warm against her cheeks, and kissed her slowly, deeply. She met him without hesitation, her tongue sliding against his in an unhurried tease that made his groin tighten again. Her nipples—still tight and sensitive—dragged across his chest as her breasts rose and fell, and he had to grit his teeth. If they kept this up, he was going to end up buried inside her all over again. And honestly? The idea didn’t bother him in the slightest.

There was something about her—her taste, the way she moved, the way she kissed—that had him feeling buzzed, almost drunk on her. Whoever she was beyond this moment, she already had a hold on him, and he wanted more. More of everything.

She eventually leaned back, still smiling, her gaze steady on his. Up close, with the heat fading just enough for him to really see her, it hit him—she wasn’t just attractive. She was striking. Beautiful in a way that felt real and unguarded. Her green eyes were vivid and playful, full of warmth as she looked up at him and said softly, “I don’t think I’ve ever done anything that wild before. But I’m really glad I did.”

There was no embarrassment in her voice, no backpedaling. She wasn’t calling it a mistake or pretending it hadn’t meant anything. He liked that—liked it a lot. The honesty, the lack of games, the way she owned what they’d just shared. It was refreshing, especially compared to women who burned hot one minute and iced over the next.

“Yeah,” he said with a low chuckle, brushing his mouth over hers again, playful and lingering. His hand slid down to cup her ass, fingers tracing the smooth curve as if he couldn’t help himself. “Me too.”

Holding her like this, he was surprised by how much he didn’t want to let go. And it wasn’t only the sex—though, fuck, she might’ve been the dirtiest, most mind-blowing fuck of his life. There was something else there, something that whispered this wasn’t a one-time thing, that he might already be wanting more. A lot more.

She glanced down at herself then, lips parting in a breathless laugh. “Wow. Look at me—I’m a mess.”

When he followed her gaze, his breath caught. His release was still spilling from her, sliding slowly between her thighs, dotting the tile below with creamy white proof of what he’d done to her. The sight hit him hard, straight in the gut and lower. Seeing her like that—open, used, gorgeous, still marked by him—sent a fresh surge of heat through his body. He was already thickening again.

Erotic didn’t even begin to cover it. The most stunning woman he’d ever touched, dripping with him after he’d taken her deep and hard—it was easily the hottest fucking thing he’d ever seen.

He lifted his gaze to hers, a crooked, unapologetic smile tugging at his mouth. “I should probably apologize,” he said softly. “It’s been… a long time for me. And with you, I didn’t stand a chance of stopping myself.” His thumb brushed her hip, as if to underline the truth of it. He could’ve planned better, been more careful—but there was something about the heat of her, the luxury of bare skin sliding against bare skin, that made the mess more than worth it. Feeling her without anything between them had been irresistible, consequences be damned.

Sherry’s answering grin was slow and knowing as her hand drifted down his body. She wrapped her fingers around his still-responsive length, her palm warm, her touch curious and reverent, then cupped his balls with a gentle squeeze that made his breath hitch. God, she loved the weight of him, the promise still lingering there. “Seems we’re in the same boat,” she murmured. “It’s been so long for me I half-wondered if everything still worked the way it should.”

He laughed under his breath, then leaned in, his fingers sliding between her thighs again, tracing the slick softness there with unmistakable intent. She shivered at the contact, her body answering him instantly. “Trust me,” he said, shaking his head, satisfaction curling through his voice. “You’re more than fine. Tight, warm—and very much open for business.”

She laughed and finally let him go, her eyes sparkling. “I’d say you managed just fine.” Then she glanced toward the counter and back again. “How about a drink? You must be thirsty.”

He shrugged, though his hand lingered on her bare hip, reluctant to give up the feel of her skin just yet. “Yeah. A beer, maybe. Or wine.” His mouth curved with the thought he didn’t voice—that what he really wanted was to pull her right back against him and see how quickly they could fall apart again.

“Well,” she said lightly, “we could take it outside. I was about to go for a swim before you showed up.”

“Sounds good,” he replied, a wicked thought flashing through his mind. Outside, inside—it all felt equally possible with her. The realization made him shake his head. This was insane. He’d never crossed this line before, never mixed business with pleasure. And yet, standing there with her, he couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t going to be a one-time mistake. He wanted it not to be. He wanted her again—soon.

While she disappeared to clean up and grab their drinks, he watched her move around the room, already imagining the curve of her body beneath that bikini when she slipped it back on. Just in case the neighbors had a view, he tugged his shirt back over his head and stepped into his black boxers, the snug fabric hugging him enough to pass for swimwear. When he looked up, she was watching him openly, eyebrows dancing as her gaze traced his chest and stomach.

“Mm,” she hummed, licking her lips without a shred of embarrassment.

He laughed, warmth spreading through him. No pretense. No games. He liked that—maybe more than he should.

Out on the patio, the air felt easier, the moment settling into something almost intimate as they stretched out side by side on lounge chairs. He popped open a cold beer, savoring the bite of it, while she cradled a glass of chilled white wine, sunlight catching in her hair. For a few quiet minutes, they simply breathed, the tension between them simmering instead of exploding.

Finally, she turned to him with a soft smile. “I’m Sherry, by the way.”

He chuckled and reached out, taking her hand, his grip warm and sure. “Nice to officially meet you, Sherry. I’m Rico.”

It felt absurdly formal, shaking hands and trading names after they’d already shared skin and breath and heat. Still, Sherry accepted his hand, her fingers curling around his with a soft, almost shy smile. “Nice to meet you too.” The words felt surreal on her tongue. God, what a way to meet a man—no preamble, no polite small talk, just straight into naked honesty, bodies colliding before names ever mattered.

As she studied him from beneath her lashes, a quiet question unfurled in her mind. Was this all it would ever be? One reckless, delicious encounter that would live only in memory and sensation. The thought should have disappointed her, but instead it sparked something else—creative, electric. Even if this was a single night, she’d already gotten more than she’d bargained for. Inspiration. After months of staring at a blank page, stuck in the mud, she could practically feel the story loosening inside her. Her hero would no longer be some forgettable fair-haired placeholder. No—she’d remake him effortlessly, keystroke by keystroke, into a dark, dangerous temptation: thick hair, warm brown eyes that saw too much, that wicked smile, the rough shadow along his jaw, a body carved to sin, and a cock so indecently impressive it made her thighs clench just thinking about it. Her heroine would savor every inch of him, just as shamelessly as Sherry already had.

Rico, blissfully unaware of the erotic casting call happening in her head, turned his attention to the pool. The water glimmered an impossible blue, catching the last slanted beams of the sun as evening crept in. The sky was bleeding into shades of amber and red, the kind of sunset that demanded to be watched slowly, drink in hand. He took in the space around them—the clean lines, the thoughtful landscaping, the sense of quiet luxury—and nodded appreciatively. “You’ve got a beautiful place.”

Sherry followed his gaze, seeing her home through his eyes. “I’ve been here almost twenty years,” she said softly. “We designed it from the ground up—exactly how we wanted it.” Her lips curved with a fond, distant smile. “My husband was an architect. Details were his obsession.” She exhaled. “But time catches up to everything. That’s why I finally decided to redo the kitchen.”

He turned toward her then, curiosity flickering across his face. “So… you’re divorced?”

She shook her head and carefully set her glass down, as if grounding herself. Her eyes drifted past the yard, past the glowing horizon. “No. Brian’s been gone eight years. A heart attack. Middle of a golf game, ninth hole. He’d never even been sick before.” Her shoulders lifted in a small, helpless shrug. “One moment he was there, the next he was just… gone.” She paused, then added quietly, “It’s only me here now.”

Rico’s expression softened, his voice gentle. “I’m really sorry. Still… it’s a lot of house for one woman.”

She tipped her chin in agreement. “I know it probably looks excessive,” she said softly, her gaze drifting over the yard. “But I can’t imagine leaving. Every corner of this place holds something good. And the pool—” her lips curved, private and pleased, “—I swim almost every day. I need that. I couldn’t stand being boxed into some high-rise, staring at concrete and clouds. I need air, space. I need to sit out here and let my lungs fill up, or my head would turn to paste.”

He studied her for a beat, taking in the way she seemed rooted to the earth beneath her feet. “So what do you do, Sherry?” he asked, curiosity edging his voice.

Her smile turned playful, almost wicked, like she was letting him in on a secret. “I’m a writer.”

His brows lifted. “No kidding. Books?”

“Yes,” she said, eyes glinting. “Romance. The fun kind. The sexy kind.”

He laughed, low and warm. “Yeah, that tracks.” She practically radiated sensuality, like she lived comfortably inside her skin, unafraid of pleasure or hunger. “So,” he added, emboldened, “I’m guessing that means you enjoy a pretty active sex life.”

She reached for her glass again, fingers tightening slightly around it. For the first time since he’d met her, she hesitated. “Actually… no. Not recently.” She took a breath. “You’re the first man I’ve been with since my husband died.”

Rico had just swallowed a mouthful of beer and promptly lost control of it, coughing hard as it went down the wrong way. He wiped at his chin, staring at her like she’d just told him the sky was green. After the way she’d melted against him in the kitchen, after the sounds she’d made, the way her body had answered his without reservation—there was no way. “You’re messing with me,” he said.

“I’m not,” she replied quietly. “I haven’t been alone, exactly. I own my share of toys, and they’ve seen plenty of action. And there were moments I almost crossed that line with someone real. But every time, right at the edge, I pulled back.” She gave a small, self-aware shrug. “Tonight was different. It just… happened. No planning. No buildup. If you’d taken me out, bought me dinner, given me time to think, I would’ve talked myself out of it like I always do.”

He nodded slowly, a knot forming in his chest as the possibility hit him—that this might have been all there was. One blazing, impossible moment. And he didn’t like that thought at all. Not one bit. Then something sparked, quick and daring. If spontaneity was what she needed, he could give her that.

His mouth curved into a knowing smile as he patted his thigh. “Then come sit over here,” he said, voice smooth and inviting.

A playful curve touched her mouth, and she didn’t make him wait. She rose from her chair and straddled him, settling her weight into his lap as if it was the most natural place in the world. “Like this?” she murmured, her arms sliding up to loop around his neck, her lips brushing his in a gentle, testing kiss that promised far more.

“Exactly like that,” he replied, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear as he looked up at her. Her eyes—bright, hungry green—held his, and he felt his body respond instantly, his arousal pressing insistently against the heat of her sex.

His hand drifted down, nudging aside the scrap of fabric she wore, his fingers finding her already slick and swollen. Her lashes fluttered as a breathy sound slipped from her throat, her hips rolling into his touch without a shred of self-consciousness. “God, I’m so glad you came by,” she whispered, rocking herself against his hand, unabashed in her need.

“So am I,” he murmured, drawing her back into another kiss. As his finger slid inside her, he groaned softly at how ready she was, how eagerly she welcomed him. After so many years of restraint, her body felt starved, open, desperate in the sweetest way—and he reveled in it.

She pulled back just enough to speak, her movements never stopping, her body still coaxing his palm. “Do you have anywhere you need to be tonight?” she asked against his mouth.

When he shook his head, telling her no, nowhere at all, and didn’t slow his hand for even a second, she answered with a low moan. Her hand slipped between them, pushing his boxers down, freeing him. She wrapped her fingers around him, stroking with an easy confidence that made his breath hitch, her smile dark and knowing.

“Good,” she sighed, satisfied. “Then we don’t have to rush anything. We can take our time.”

His body jerked in her grasp as she traced her thumb over the sensitive head, spreading the evidence of his desire across him. Christ. This night had already veered into fantasy territory. He’d expected nothing more than a late job and maybe an irritated homeowner—not this woman, all heat and invitation, clearly intent on devouring him for hours.

And yet here she was, real and trembling against him, her slick warmth clenching around his fingers as he thrust them into her with growing urgency. The sounds she made, the way her body answered him, erased any lingering doubt. All he could think now was how badly he wanted to taste her, to sink fully into the promise she was already offering, and make this night last exactly as long as she wanted.

They were blessed by the narrow stretch of privacy the hedges provided, a living wall that shielded them from the pool beyond. Hidden there, the world reduced to breath and skin and the low hum of desire, Rico slipped the knot of her top loose. The fabric fell away, baring her again to him, and he couldn’t help himself—he dipped his head, mouth closing over her breasts with reverent hunger. She made a sound that went straight through him as he tasted her, warm and soft and intoxicating.

At the same time, she lowered herself, guiding her body until her slick heat brushed over the length of his rigid cock. The contact alone nearly undid him. This had to be some impossible fantasy—one of those late-night imaginings that never actually happened. Yet her breasts were heavy in his mouth, perfect and real, and she was moving against him with clear, unmistakable intent. She wasn’t shy about what she wanted. She wanted him inside her again, and the knowledge sent a sharp, needy ache through his spine.

His arousal bordered on painful, thick and swollen, demanding release. No one had ever pulled this kind of response from him before. He felt stretched to the limit, like he might combust if he didn’t sink into her soon.

She reached down, helped him push her bottoms away, letting them fall forgotten to the ground. Then her hand wrapped around him, steady and sure, lifting him to her entrance. She paused there, eyes fluttering closed, a breathy cry escaping her as the blunt head pressed against her, testing, stretching. Inch by delicious inch, she took him in, her hips rocking as she guided him deeper. He felt every pulse, every tight, wet grip as she filled herself slowly, until she was panting above him, soft moans spilling from her lips.

Then she began to move—lifting, dropping, riding him with growing urgency. Her body took him completely, swallowing him down to the root as she bounced against his groin, need written into every motion. Pleasure ripped through him when she praised him, her voice trembling as she confessed how incredible he felt, how no one else had ever compared. Each rise of her hips slicked him anew before she slammed back down, making him groan at the intensity.

He could only shake his head, stunned by her openness, by the rawness of it. He told her how unbelievably good she felt, how her tightness stole his breath, his words breaking when she came down hard again, relentless in her chase for release. His hand slid up to cup one of her breasts, fingers sinking into its lush weight as his tongue circled her nipple. He murmured his admiration against her skin, tasting her again, convinced in that moment that nothing had ever been so beautiful—or so delicious—as her body moving on his.

Smiling down at the dark crown of his head while he latched onto her breast like a starving man, Sherry felt something inside her crack wide open. This—him—was exactly what she’d been missing, even if she hadn’t known it until now. It had been years since she’d felt this awake, this plugged into her own body. A beautiful, eager young man showing up out of nowhere and touching her like she was still vibrant, still desirable, still capable of coming undone—if only for one reckless, delicious night—was more than fantasy. It was resurrection.

And the orgasms… God. They weren’t polite little shivers she could tuck away and forget. They were full-body events, the kind that erased thought and language alike. She’d written her whole life, chased words for a living, but nothing in her vocabulary came close to capturing this. There was no sentence for the way his mouth moved over her, slow and intent, or how each flick of his tongue sent heat screaming straight to her core. No metaphor for the way her pussy fluttered and clenched around him, needy and wet, her pulse thudding so hard she could feel it in her throat. Her breasts buzzed with sensation as he teased and tormented them, drawing her higher and higher until the edge blurred and vanished.

It was insane how good it felt—how good he felt. She knew it without question: there was nothing she’d ever enjoyed more than this moment, than being right here with him. He was young, yes—too young by sensible standards—but none of that mattered now. Whatever line she might have once drawn had been burned away by the raw, animal hunger he’d unlocked in her. She didn’t have the strength, or the desire, to resist it.

When he finally lifted his head, his gaze locked onto hers, dark and searching. He must have seen the faraway look in her eyes because he pinched her nipple just enough to snap her back, a wicked smile tugging at his mouth. 

“Hey, gorgeous,” he murmured. “You drifting off on me? Thinking about your grocery list while you’re riding my cock?”

She laughed, breathless and warm, leaning down until their noses brushed. She kissed the tip of his nose, light and playful. “No,” she said softly. “I was just thinking that what you do to me feels too good for words.”

His expression softened, heat flaring behind his eyes. “Then stop trying to find them,” he whispered, his lips hovering over hers. “Just let go. Feel it.”

He kissed her then—deep, slow, devastating—pulling her tight against him as his arms wrapped around her. The contact drove her wild. She clenched around him without thinking, squeezing him deep inside her with an instinctive, intimate grip that made him groan into her mouth.

She melted into his embrace, savoring the solidity of his body, the strength in his arms. She’d never done anything this reckless before—never fucked a stranger, never naked under the open sky in her own yard—but the thrill only sharpened the pleasure. Even knowing they were hidden, it felt deliciously forbidden. Riding him like this, without shame or restraint, made her feel feral and free.

And the way he filled her—stretched her—pushed right to the edge of too much, that exquisite ache bordering on pain, was something she’d only ever fantasized about. It was obscene and beautiful all at once. As she met his gaze, saw the hunger and warmth there, she couldn’t help but think how incredibly lucky she was. A gorgeous young stud who could fuck her senseless and look at her like this—like she was everything.

For the first time in a long time, she felt like she was finally living out every dark, secret fantasy she’d ever buried. And the fact that he seemed kind on top of it all? That just made it even sweeter.

It amazed her how quickly the day had tipped into something extraordinary. The day she finally stopped resisting, finally let herself reach for pleasure after years of quiet denial. It felt like wandering parched and blistered through endless heat, only to crest a dune and see water stretching blue and infinite, inviting her to plunge beneath the surface and forget everything she’d gone without.

Her body answered before her mind ever could. She rose and sank on him in a slow, indulgent rhythm, a soft, helpless sound slipping from her lips each time he filled her completely. The sensation was overwhelming—dense, intimate, almost dizzying in the way it claimed her from the inside out. Every glide down his length made her pulse tighten, made her thighs tremble with need. And with each roll of her hips, more long-buried curiosities surfaced, desires she’d shelved for years because it had been easier not to want. She found herself aching to know what it would be like to take a man into her mouth, to feel that kind of power and surrender at once—especially a man built like him, thick and unapologetic, heavy between his legs in a way that made her mouth water just imagining it.

The flash of turquoise at the edge of her vision pulled her thoughts sideways. The pool shimmered nearby, cool and tempting. Sex in the water—she’d never done that either. Brian had always wrinkled his nose at the idea, worried about cleanliness, about rules, about anything that required a little mess or imagination. He’d never been eager to taste her, never particularly enthusiastic about being tasted himself. Everything with him had followed a schedule, neat and contained, once a week if circumstances aligned just right.

With Rico, there was nothing neat about it. Nothing contained. He’d already turned her world upside down, fucked her kitchen into something unrecognizable, marking a space that had been painfully proper for twenty years. The memory alone sent heat spiraling through her—him lifting her onto the counter, taking her with raw urgency, her legs shaking as he drove into her, until afterward his release had spilled down her thighs and splashed onto the tile like evidence of a crime she’d never imagined committing. The fact that she’d let a stranger take her like that, that she’d wanted it—needed it—left her breathless all over again.

The thought stalled her movement. She went still, his fullness pressing deep inside her, and reality nudged its way back in. She didn’t know him. Not really. And suddenly that mattered enough to ask.

“So…” she said, her voice a little breathless, a little shy. “Are you seeing anyone, Rico?”

He shook his head without hesitation. “No. If I were, I wouldn’t be here. Not like this.”

Relief loosened something in her chest. The hopeless romantic in her couldn’t have borne the idea of being someone’s secret mistake. Knowing they were both free made the moment feel lighter, cleaner—if no less wicked. She smiled and began to move again, reclaiming her rhythm, her body sparking with delicious shivers as he stretched her so perfectly, so insistently. With her on top, every downward glide felt almost too much, like he was spearing pleasure straight through her, and she loved it. Loved how full she felt. Loved how quickly she’d come back to life.

After years of drought, after that filthy, unforgettable first time together, she saw no reason to hold back now. Not when her body was finally awake. Not when the hunger between them was this fierce. Not when fun—real, reckless, long-overdue fun—was finally hers for the taking.

Apparently satisfied that she’d wrung enough pleasure out of him for the moment, she barely had time to inhale before his hands closed around her waist. With a swift, effortless motion, Rico rolled her onto her back, the sudden change making a startled cry rip from her throat. He hovered over her, eyes dark and hungry, his palms spreading over her hips, thumbs digging in as if he wanted to leave his mark there.

“You’ve worked me to the edge,” he said, his voice low and thick with promise as his gaze locked onto hers. “Now it’s my turn to take care of you.”

The intensity in his stare made her breath stutter. She nodded without really thinking, her body already answering for her, thighs drifting apart in silent invitation. A tremor ran through her as she watched his expression change—pure, unfiltered desire—as he took in the slick heat of her, exposed and aching, her body openly betraying how much she wanted him. It felt impossibly intimate, being seen like that, and it only made her pulse harder.

A rough groan left him. “Christ, Sherry,” he murmured reverently. “You’re… unbelievable.”

Then his mouth was there. The first touch of his lips sent a shock through her system so sharp she cried out, her back arching off the surface beneath her. Her eyes flew shut as sensation detonated, spreading fast and wild, stealing the air from her lungs. He didn’t tease—he devoured her, drawing her into his mouth, his tongue moving with a confidence that made it instantly clear he knew exactly what he was doing.

Her entire body reacted at once, a violent shiver rolling through her as pleasure spiked. She grabbed at his hair, fingers tangling tight, not to pull him away but to keep him exactly where he was. He worked her with slow, deliberate strokes of his tongue, then faster, then slower again, circling, flicking, sucking until her thoughts dissolved into raw feeling. The world narrowed to his mouth and the pulsing heat between her thighs.

A high, helpless sound tore from her as wave after wave rippled through her. “Oh—fuck,” she gasped, words tumbling out broken and breathless. “This feels… God, this feels so good. I didn’t even know it could be like this. Rico—oh my god—I’m going to come if you don’t stop.”

His mouth curved in a smile she could feel against her, and the vibration of his voice only drove her closer. “That’s the idea,” he murmured. “Let go for me. Give it to me.”

The words undid her almost as much as his tongue. She tightened her grip in his hair, hips lifting instinctively, her body chasing the friction he was so mercilessly giving her. Every nerve ending felt lit from within, her head spinning, her chest tight with the sheer intensity of it.

“I swear,” she panted, teetering, “I think I might pass out. No one has ever—nothing has ever—your mouth—”

He answered by sliding his fingers inside her, slow at first, then deeper, curling them with practiced precision. When he found that hidden place inside her, her cry shattered into something raw and unguarded. He pressed there again, firmly, while his lips closed around her clit, sucking just hard enough to send her over the edge.

Her body seized, trembling violently as release tore through her in a blinding rush. She screamed his name without restraint, sound spilling out of her, echoing into the open air, uncaring who might hear. Pleasure consumed her completely, leaving her boneless and shaking as wave after wave crashed through her.

Rico stayed with her, easing her through it, drinking in every reaction, every helpless twitch. The feel of her coming undone like that—because of him—hit him almost as hard as it did her. When it finally ebbed, he lingered, reverent and slow, overwhelmed by the realization that no one had ever taken her apart this way before.

The thought stunned him. That a woman this alive, this responsive, this hungry for touch, had gone so long without being truly tasted. It only made him want her more.

Even with the honeyed aftertaste of her climax still slick on his tongue, Rico didn’t slow. He stayed between her thighs, mouth greedy and reverent all at once, drawing out the last tremors by tasting her again and again, as if he couldn’t get enough of what she’d given him. Her hips jerked weakly as his tongue pressed deeper, coaxing sensitivity from an already-ruined place, until she was nothing but shaking limbs and breathless little sounds, fingers scrabbling for him, needing his weight, his solidity, to keep from coming apart completely.

He finally rose over her, sliding up her body and folding her into his arms, her skin still humming beneath his hands. A soft, satisfied smile curved his mouth as he brushed his nose along her cheek. “Open those beautiful eyes,” he murmured, low and intimate. “I want to see you like this. I want to see what I did to you.”

Her lashes fluttered, heavy and dazed, and when she looked at him, her expression stole the air from his lungs. There was warmth there, and wonder—raw, unguarded joy that spilled over until a single tear traced a slow path down her cheek. She felt wrung out and brand new all at once, overwhelmed by the pleasure still echoing through her body, but even more by the closeness of him, the way being held like this felt just as powerful as the orgasm itself. She pulled him closer, arms wrapping around his shoulders, and breathed into his ear, her voice soft and reverent. “Thank you, Rico. I didn’t even know it could be like that. I’ve never felt anything so… right. So perfect.”

Something tight and dangerous bloomed in his chest. He gathered her up, rocking her gently as if she were something precious, pressing slow kisses to her cheek, her eyelids, her brow, and finally her mouth, lingering there longer than he should have. His own desire faded into the background, replaced by something far more treacherous. Christ. If he wasn’t careful, he was already halfway gone. And falling for a client? That was a line he knew better than to cross. Men who blurred those boundaries didn’t get called back. They got talked about. Blacklisted. Especially men who couldn’t keep their hands—or their mouths—off the woman of the house.

Still, he couldn’t bring himself to let her go. He rested his lips against the crown of her head and spoke softly, reality threading through the moment. “I’ll have to leave before morning,” he said. “Can’t have the crew getting ideas about what we’ve been doing in here.”

She nodded against his chest, acceptance quiet but sure. “I know.”

He leaned back just enough to catch her eyes again, a slow, wicked smile spreading across his face. “But that still gives us the entire night,” he said lightly, heat unmistakable beneath the words. “Plenty of time to get to know each other better.”

The way her face transformed—eyes brightening, mouth curving into the most mischievous grin he’d ever seen—hit him straight in the gut. God, she was incredible. Open and eager and every bit as hungry for him as he was for her. Sleep suddenly seemed like the biggest waste imaginable.

Her hand slid over his hip, fingers squeezing his bare ass with playful confidence. “You hungry?” she asked sweetly.

He laughed, brows lifting as his gaze dipped instinctively between her legs again. She caught him, swatting him lightly. “I mean for actual food,” she teased. “Don’t be silly.”

He laughed softly and stretched, the sound low and warm between them. “Yeah, I could eat,” he said. “I was thinking I’d run out, grab a pizza, maybe some more beer and a bottle of wine.”

The moment the words left his mouth, her expression shifted. The playful curve of her lips faltered, and she worried her lower lip between her teeth, a small, anxious habit that tugged at something deep in his chest. Catching it, he tilted his head. “Hey… what’s that look for? You don’t like pizza?”

Her gaze slid down instead of answering, drawn to the dark, tempting trail of hair across his chest. She traced it with the tip of her fingernail, circling lazily around his nipple, her touch feather-light but loaded. “I just…” Her voice dropped. “I just hope you’ll come back. That it’s not an excuse to leave.”

His eyebrows shot up. He caught her chin gently, lifting her face until she had no choice but to meet his eyes. “Are you kidding me?” he said, incredulous but tender. “You really think I’d walk away from the best thing that’s happened to me in a long damn time?” He shook his head, thumb brushing her jaw. “Jesus, Sherry. I’m having an incredible time with you. I just want to get us some food and more to drink. That’s it. And trust me—I’ll be back.”

The way he said it, so certain, made her blink. Best thing that ever happened to him? The words echoed, dizzying her. Feeling suddenly self-conscious, she nodded, a faint flush creeping up her cheeks. “Sorry. I guess…” She hesitated, then sighed. “With you being so much younger than me, I couldn’t help wondering if maybe you’d find me… lacking. Compared to the pretty young girls you’re probably used to.”

He didn’t hesitate for a second. He shook his head firmly, his eyes dark and intent. “No one compares to you,” he said. “Not even close. I love how real you are—how you don’t hide what you feel. The way your body trembles right before you come? That drives me insane.” A slow smile curved his mouth. “I’ve never met anyone so open, so alive. And I like it. I like you. A lot. I’m hoping you feel the same, because I’d like to keep seeing you—and I’m not talking about house projects.”

She bit her lip again, this time with a shy smile tugging at it. “I’d like that,” she admitted. “I’d like to keep seeing you, too.”

Something eased in his chest. Settled, he slid off the chair and stood over her, naked and unapologetic. She didn’t even try to hide the way her eyes roamed over him, slow and hungry, her tongue slipping out to wet her lips. When she reached for him, her hands traced every hard plane of muscle, from his chest to his abs, reverent and exploratory. Finally, her fingers wrapped around his cock, warm and sure.

“And I already know what I want for dessert,” she murmured, her grip tightening slightly. “A really big taste of this.”

The sound that tore out of him was a helpless groan. Christ. As if things weren’t already scorching between them. Now he was supposed to get dressed and drive his truck while all the blood in his body was roaring south. He cupped her cheek, breathing hard, even as she kept stroking him. “You keep talking like that,” he warned softly, “and we’re going inside—and dinner’s getting completely forgotten.”

She lifted one shoulder in a careless little shrug, her fingers never slowing as they stroked him. “I get lost in my writing,” she confessed softly. “Hours pass and I forget something as basic as food.” Her mouth curved into a wicked smile as she glanced down at what she held. “But I’ve never had anything like this in my hand before. I’d happily skip dinner altogether if it meant taking my time, really tasting you.”

Rico tipped his head back toward the darkening sky, a rough breath tearing out of him as her grip coaxed him fuller, heavier, almost painfully hard. How the hell had his day taken this turn? One minute he’d been walking into her house for work, and the next she was here—open, eager, sweet in a way that hit him square in the chest. Sweet enough that he knew if he didn’t put a stop to this now, she’d end up with nothing in her belly but him. And if she truly forgot to eat the way she claimed, there was no way he was letting that slide—especially if he planned on seeing more of her. The realization settled deep and solid: he wanted to take care of her. All of it.

With obvious effort, he caught her hand, stilling the delicious friction. His voice was rough but gentle. “Come inside with me while I get dressed,” he said. “You can tell me exactly how you like your pizza.”

She looked up at him then, eyes warm and bright, and rose onto her toes to brush a tender kiss across his mouth. “I really like you, Rico,” she murmured. “You’re nothing like any man I’ve ever known.”

Damn. He liked her too—more than was probably smart. Sliding an arm around her waist, he guided her back into the house, dropping a kiss onto the crown of her head. They’d agreed to keep seeing each other, and that meant time—real time—to learn her beyond bare skin and breathless confessions. Still, he had a feeling she’d be just as captivating fully clothed.

When he returned a little over an hour later with a pizza and a case of beer, he set them down, flashed her a grin, and said, “Be right back.” He disappeared again, only to reappear minutes later with grocery bags loaded down in both hands. Sherry’s eyes went wide.

“What is all this?” she asked.

He cocked a brow, unapologetic. “While you were getting dressed, I peeked in your fridge. One lonely lemon, two bottles of wine, some water, and an apple that looked like it had given up on life.” He shrugged. “Didn’t seem like much, so I figured you could use some real food.”

She shook her head, half protesting, half touched. “You didn’t have to do that. I usually just go out and grab whatever I need for the day. It gets me out of the house—keeps me from turning into a complete hermit glued to my computer.”

Maybe, he thought, setting the bags down. But not tonight. Tonight, she was eating.

He answered her with an easy shrug as he crossed the kitchen, already making himself at home in a way that felt surprisingly natural. He tugged open the refrigerator door and glanced back at her over his shoulder. “Why don’t you grab some plates while I put this away?”

Sherry reached instinctively for her purse, fingers dipping inside as if on reflex. “Okay, but how much do I owe you?”

The question made him pause. He bent slightly, sliding the case of beer onto the bottom shelf, then straightened and fixed her with a look that was half warning, half amused. “Don’t even go there,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind. “If I’m going to be eating with you—even once in a while—the least I can do is make sure there’s food in the house.”

She met his gaze without blinking, her mouth tightening just enough to let him know this wasn’t finished. Not by a long shot. She fully intended to settle that score eventually.

Later, though, none of it seemed to matter.

They sat outside beneath a velvet-dark sky, the air warm and still, the only light coming from a couple of candles flickering between them. Pizza grease shone on their fingers, beer sweated in their hands, and his smile—slow and undeniably sexy—kept catching her breath when their eyes met. Sherry found herself relaxing into the moment, letting herself enjoy the simple, dangerous pleasure of having a man around again. Even if it was temporary. Especially if it was temporary.

She knew the truth lurking just beneath the surface. The second he realized how old she really was, it would be over. No matter how easy this felt. No matter how good he made her feel just by sitting across from her and looking at her like that. She toyed with the idea of asking his age, guessing by his body and his confidence that he was probably early thirties, maybe younger. In the end, she decided she didn’t want to know. Sometimes not knowing was a gift. Sometimes it was the only way to stretch happiness a little longer before it shattered—before he realized he’d been kissing, touching, wanting a woman who was old enough to be his mother.

She tilted her head as she cut into her slice, studying him with open curiosity. “So,” she said lightly, “how does a good-looking guy like you end up without a woman in his life?”

He lifted his beer and shrugged again, as if it were nothing more than bad weather. “Guess I’ve just been unlucky in love.”

Her brows lifted. “So you’re not afraid of commitment?”

He shook his head, took a long pull from the bottle, then set it down. “Not at all. I was actually ring shopping with the last woman I dated.” He snorted softly. “Then out of nowhere she decided she couldn’t see herself married to a tradesman—didn’t matter how well I do. She works as a receptionist in a law office, sees a lot of young lawyers every day. I think she decided she wanted someone white-collar instead of a guy who drives a truck and wears a tool belt to work.”

Her reaction was instant and unfiltered. She frowned, clearly offended on his behalf, and blurted, “That’s awful. Seriously—how shallow can someone be? Didn’t she realize what she had?” She hesitated only a second before adding, more softly but just as honestly, “I know I haven’t known you long, but you seem like a wonderful man. Any woman would be lucky to have you.”

Her words made something warm settle in his chest, even if he played it off. He reached for another slice and shrugged. “That’s life. You win some, you lose some, right?”

She studied him for a beat, candlelight dancing across his face. “But you don’t seem all that heartbroken about losing her.”

He shook his head, easy and unapologetic. “Nope. The moment she showed me who she really was, I felt relieved it hadn’t gone any further.”

That answer loosened something in her chest, even as another knot tightened. She studied him over the rim of her glass, the candlelight gilding his cheekbones, the confident line of his mouth. “I just hope it didn’t leave a bad taste in your mouth about dating,” she said quietly.

His response was immediate—a slow, wicked smile that promised trouble. He lifted his brows in exaggerated innocence, eyes dancing as he leaned back in his chair. “I mean… I’m sitting here with you tonight, aren’t I?”

Her lips curved despite herself. She nodded, then raised her wine and took a careful sip, letting the familiar warmth slide down her throat while her thoughts tangled into a mess she couldn’t smooth away. The truth hovered on the tip of her tongue, heavy and dangerous. Didn’t she owe him honesty before things drifted any closer? Before glances lingered too long, before touches felt too natural?

She barely knew him—one day, that was all—but already the idea of him disappearing from her life made her chest ache in a way she hadn’t expected. If he walked away now, it would sting. If she let this go on, let herself sink deeper into the comfort of his attention, his laughter, that easy heat between them… it would hurt so much more when he inevitably moved on.

God, what a mess.

This wasn’t a plot she could revise, no clever sentence she could reshape to save herself. He wasn’t a character she could tuck neatly between chapters. He was real. Warm. Sitting across from her, smiling like he belonged there.

And the most terrifying part? She already knew she’d hate to lose him.


Chapter 2

“So…” Rico hooked his fingers around Sherry’s wrist and drew her smoothly from the chair, settling her onto his thighs with an easy, possessive pat that made her laugh under her breath. Once she was tucked against him, warm and pliant, he lifted a finger and traced the soft curve of her lips, lingering there as his voice dipped low. “…now that we’ve actually eaten something…”

She slid her arms around his neck, tugging him down until their mouths brushed in a lazy, teasing kiss. Her smile was pure mischief when she whispered against him, breath hot and intimate, “What do you say we get naked again?”

His mouth tipped up immediately. That suggestion required zero convincing.

It was already round three and his body was buzzing, tight with need, aching to be buried inside her again. The idea alone stole his breath. She was intoxicating—sweet and sharp and effortlessly sexy—and the fact that she was his for the night made something feral stir in his chest. He brushed his nose against hers, his voice roughened by want. “So… you thinking we stay out here, or do you want to take this inside?”

Even though the night air was still warm against her skin, she shook her head. If this was all she was going to get with him—one reckless, indulgent night—she wanted him in her bed. She was already picturing it: his dark hair against her pillows, that faint shadow of stubble along his jaw, his sun-kissed muscles stark against her crisp white sheets. And between them, that thick, beautiful cock of his, hard and waiting, daring her to taste him again.

She slipped off his lap, her breath coming faster just from the images in her head, and laced her fingers through his. “Let’s go inside.”

He would have followed her anywhere right then—across continents, into disaster—if it ended with him pressed between her thighs. He’d never gone this long, this hard, and instead of sating him, it only made him hunger for more. For everything. For every last thing she was willing to give.

Upstairs, he slowed, glancing around as they stepped into her bedroom, nodding in quiet appreciation. It stopped him for a beat. The space was stunning—layered whites, soft textures, just enough color to keep it from feeling cold. It looked curated, intentional, like something torn from the pages of a high-end magazine. She really was all elegance and polish… and yet she’d let him fuck her like she needed it. He felt ridiculously lucky.

Sherry turned to face him, her gaze warm and knowing, then reached for the hem of his T-shirt. She pulled it up and over his head in one smooth motion, her breath hitching into a low, pleased sound as her eyes took him in. Her hands followed immediately, palms roaming his chest, thumbs grazing over muscle, her voice a murmur of appreciation. “God… you’re gorgeous. You really are. You look like some kind of Adonis.”

His skin prickled everywhere she touched, nerves sparking as her fingers drifted lower, skimming his abs. He sucked in a sharp breath, watching her explore him like she was memorizing every inch. A crooked smile tugged at his mouth as he said, “You don’t really censor yourself, do you? When it comes to what you’re feeling.”

And right then, he hoped she never would.

She gave a small, decisive shake of her head as her fingers slid to his waistband, her touch confident, unashamed. “No,” she said softly, eyes never leaving his. “Why pretend, when it’s true?” Her thumb brushed the button of his fly, slow and deliberate. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a man like you. And no one—no one—has ever made my body wake up the way you do.” Her voice dropped, thick with promise. “I want you bare. I want to savor all of you.”

Rico stared at her, stunned for half a heartbeat. Christ. She didn’t edit herself at all. And the thought of that lush mouth anywhere near him short-circuited what little restraint he had left. If she wanted him undone, he was already halfway there.

She didn’t waste time. With an impatient tug, she pushed his jeans and boxers down his thighs, freeing him. When he stood naked before her, her lips curved slowly, appreciatively, as her gaze settled on him—fully hard, lifted toward her like he’d been waiting for this moment his whole life. Her eyes darkened. She wrapped her hand around him, warm and sure, and stroked him with an easy familiarity that made his breath hitch. “God,” she murmured, more to herself than him. “I love how you feel. So solid. So long. Perfectly smooth.”

He let out a rough laugh and shook his head, disbelief mixing with desire. The things she said—how she said them—were going to be the death of him. He was already imagining pressing himself between her lips, feeling her take him in, and it nearly pushed him over the edge right then.

Then she turned and slipped out of her dress, letting it fall away like an afterthought. The rest followed—lace, cotton, bare skin revealed inch by devastating inch. His vision narrowed, his body responding instantly, thickening, aching. He’d known beautiful women, slept with plenty of them, but this—this was something else entirely. Her body was all sun-warmed curves and toned confidence, breasts full and lifted, nipples a deep, inviting pink. Her waist narrowed perfectly into lush hips and a tight, rounded ass, her sex neat and tempting, crowned with a soft whisper of blonde. Legs long and elegant. And her face—striking, expressive, alive with hunger and humor all at once.

The thought slammed into him again: eight years without a man. Eight years, and she’d chosen him to break that drought. Chosen him to take her hard and shamelessly on her kitchen counter, her cries echoing, her body gripping him until he’d lost control completely. The memory of it—her heat, the way she clenched around him, the messy, overwhelming finish—nearly undid him. He had no idea how he was still standing, let alone not spilling himself already. She was almost too much. Too beautiful. Too damn intoxicating.

She tilted her head, catching the look on his face, her smile slow and knowing. “I could drop to my knees right here,” she said lightly, eyes flicking down before returning to his. “But I think…” She stepped closer, fingertips grazing his stomach, teasing. “…I want you in my bed.”

Eager to give her whatever she wanted—anything—he answered her grin with a simple nod that made her laugh before she even knew what he was about to do. In the next heartbeat, he scooped her up as if she were weightless and slung her over his shoulder, her surprised squeal ringing through the room. 

“Your wish is my command, gorgeous,” he murmured, punctuating it with a playful smack to her ass just to hear that delicious sound again. Her laughter fizzed against his skin, warm and bright, until he carried her into the bedroom and lowered her onto the mattress with unexpected care.

The teasing lightness drained from his expression the second he straightened and looked down at her. His voice softened, thick with awe. “I can’t believe this is real. Being here with you like this… it feels unreal. Like I stepped into someone else’s dream.”

She smiled up at him, eyes dark, arms opening in silent invitation. “You’re not the only one.” Seeing him naked in her bedroom—so solid, so unmistakably male—felt almost too perfect, like something she’d imagined late at night and never thought she’d actually get to touch. And somehow, the reality was even hotter.

They didn’t rush. When Rico stretched out beside her on the cool, crisp sheets, he gathered her close and kissed her deeply, thoroughly, until the sounds they made blurred together and their breathing turned ragged. His cock slid hot and heavy against her stomach as they moved, already slicking her skin, and the musky sweetness of her arousal wrapped around him like a drug.

He slipped his hand between her thighs, finding her soaked just as he knew he would. A low sound left his throat, but before he could give in to the temptation to touch her properly, to make her come apart under his fingers, she caught his wrist and leaned in to whisper, “Now it’s my turn to taste you.”

Watching her move down his body was exquisite torture. She kissed and licked her way over his chest and stomach, lingering just enough to make his hips twitch, until she finally reached his aching erection. The moment her fingers closed around him and her tongue brushed the flushed head, a broken groan tore from his chest. He was already so close it scared him.

Her hair spilled over his thighs as she worked, her mouth reverent and hungry, and the sight of her like this—this stunning woman on her knees for him—nearly undid him. It was more than fantasy, more than anything he’d ever dared to imagine.

When her tongue slid slowly along his length, from his balls to the tip, his head fell back, every nerve ending lighting up at once. And then she took him into her mouth, lips stretching around him as she drew him in, her tongue circling that maddening spot just beneath the crown. His whole body shuddered, a visible tremor running through him.

He brushed her hair back with shaking fingers, looking down to see her eyes closed, her expression blissed out as she savored him. The heat coiled tighter in his gut, his balls aching, buzzing with need, desperate to spill. He knew, with startling clarity, that he was already hanging on by a thread.

She eased back with a soft, wet sound, her lips parting as she kept tracing him with her tongue, slow and curious, savoring him. A hushed little sound slipped from her throat. “God… you taste incredible,” she murmured, almost to herself, like she was discovering a secret. “Even better than I pictured. I just—” She hesitated, then smiled against his skin. “I hope I’m doing this right. I’ve never actually… done this before.”

His eyes snapped open. For a second he was sure the blood had rushed out of his brain entirely. “Wait,” he said hoarsely. “Never? You mean—not even with your husband?”

She shook her head, hair brushing his thighs as she went right back to him, her mouth open and eager, tongue lapping at him as if she couldn’t help herself. “No. He thought oral was… gross. He never wanted it. Not giving, not receiving. It was always off the table.”

The thought hit him like a punch. He couldn’t wrap his head around it—some man turning her down, denying her this, denying himself the pleasure of her mouth, her body, her hunger. It was unthinkable. A woman like her, untouched in this way, curiosity bottled up for years. No wonder she was so intent now, so focused, like she was making up for lost time.

And the realization that he was the one she’d chosen—him, of all people—to be her first at this… it sent a strange, fierce rush through his chest. Pride. Awe. A sharp, almost tender sense of responsibility. Eight years of frustration, of silence and restraint, unraveling right here in his bed, around his cock.

Her mouth closed around him again, firmer now, more confident, and his breath broke apart. Christ. She was learning fast—too fast. His fingers dug into the sheets as heat coiled tight in his gut, his body already racing ahead of his thoughts. He had a choice to make, and not much time to make it.

“Sherry,” he warned, voice rough, fist curling into her hair as his hips twitched helplessly. “If you keep doing that… I’m not going to last. I’m going to come in your mouth.”

The words barely left him before sensation overwhelmed everything else. Her suction deepened, determined, almost desperate, and the pleasure tore through him in bright, blinding waves. His grip tightened in her hair as tingles shot straight up his spine, his groan dragged out and low. She didn’t slow. Didn’t pull back. She took him deeper, her fingers stroking and rolling his balls, her throat relaxing around him until he was right there, lost in the heat of her.

With a hoarse growl, he finally gave in. His head fell back, body going taut as release ripped through him, thick and unstoppable, spilling straight into her mouth as she held him there, swallowing around him, unflinching, intent on taking every last bit he gave her.

When it was over and she finally let him slip free, she wiped her lips with the back of her hand, eyes bright, cheeks flushed, looking flushed and more than a little pleased with herself. He was still floating, stunned, breathless, when he reached for her and tugged her up, settling her sprawled across his chest.

He brushed her hair back from her face, thumb lingering at her cheek, still trying to find words. “Wow,” he said at last, a stunned laugh in his voice. “That was… indescribable.”

She grinned, warm and wicked and unmistakably proud. “Not bad for a beginner, huh?”

“More than not bad,” he murmured with a soft laugh, the sound warm and unguarded. She really was something—open, earnest, disarmingly sweet in a way that crept up on him. He gathered her against him, fitting her snugly to his chest, and pressed a lingering kiss into her hair. The simple intimacy of it made his chest ache, and he found himself wondering how the hell he’d stumbled into this kind of luck.

They stayed like that for a long while, limbs tangled, voices low, trading bits of themselves in the quiet that followed heat. His hand traced idle paths over her skin, memorizing her in slow strokes. Somewhere between her laugh and the thoughtful way she talked about her work, it hit him—he didn’t just want her body. He liked her. Really liked her. She was sharper than anyone he’d ever dated, frighteningly smart, yet she wore it lightly, as if writing books people paid to read was no more remarkable than making coffee. And that changed everything. Walking out in the morning like this was just another hookup suddenly felt impossible. Something had shifted the moment they’d collided in her kitchen, and now the idea of leaving her behind tugged at him harder than he expected. Still, doubt crept in. What would she see when she looked at a guy like him, standing beside her?

Morning crept in quietly. He woke to the weight of her, her soft, perfect ass tucked back against him, warmth everywhere. Smiling, he wrapped himself around her and kissed the back of her head, breathing her in. She groaned and turned, blinking up at him with a look that said he was out of his mind for disturbing her sleep. He just smiled back, gentle but resigned. “I should probably head out.”

The moment the word leaving landed between them, her body shifted, turning fully toward him. She lifted a hand and pointed toward the pale light at the window. “It’s still early,” she said. “The sun’s barely even awake.”

He sighed, thumb coming up to cradle her cheek as he looked at her, really looked at her. His thumb brushed her lower lip, slow and thoughtful. “I know. But if someone comes by to start work and sees my truck parked out there—or worse, finds me in your bed—it could put you in an awkward spot. I don’t want that for you.”

She nodded because she understood, even if she hated it. The idea of him slipping away before full daylight made her feel like they’d done something wrong, like she was supposed to hide him. After a beat, she smiled, that playful spark returning to her eyes. “Well… want to take a shower before you go?”

His mouth curved immediately. “With you?”

Her answering nod was slow, deliberate. She traced his jaw with her fingertips, lingering over the rough scrape of his stubble. “That’s another thing I’ve never done,” she admitted softly. “Showered with a man.” And the way she looked at him made it clear there were a hundred more firsts lined up behind that confession.

The words were out of his mouth before he could stop them, half teasing, half incredulous. “What was your husband—some kind of monk or something?”

She laughed softly, shaking her head. “No,” she said, the word warm with irony. “He was older than me. Comfortable. Very set in his habits. Adventure wasn’t exactly his strong suit.” If anything, that description barely skimmed the surface. She’d loved her husband deeply, had been shattered when he died so abruptly, but standing here now—bare skin against a man who looked at her like hunger was a compliment—she was starting to understand just how much of herself she’d tucked away for years. This younger, vibrant presence in her life was like a light snapping on in rooms she’d forgotten existed.

Rico listened, eyes darkening as his hands slid slowly down her back, palms spreading over the generous curve of her ass as he pulled her snug against him again. His voice dropped, rough with sincerity. “I don’t get it,” he murmured. “Being married to a woman who looks like you—feels like you—and not wanting to try everything. Every single thing.” The thought alone made his pulse spike. If she were his, he already knew there’d be no holding back. It would be wild, endless, the kind of sex people bragged about and never forgot.

She smiled at his intensity, warmth blooming in her chest. Brushing her fingers along his cheek, she kissed him gently before stepping back just enough to breathe. “Well,” she said lightly, though her eyes lingered on his mouth, “we should probably get moving. I’d hate for you to get cornered if one of your coworkers showed up and caught you here with me.”

The image made him wince. She wasn’t wrong. With the crew having keys to her place, the last thing he needed was to be spotted stumbling down her stairs, shirt in hand, while the guys stared and never let him live it down.

She took his hand, fingers threading confidently through his, and led him into her spacious, gleaming bathroom. The white tile gleamed in the early light. She rummaged through a drawer in the vanity, then set an unopened toothbrush on the counter, worrying her bottom lip as she did. “You can use this,” she said quietly. “For when you stay over.” The words carried a question beneath them—hope wrapped in caution.

Relief and pleasure crossed his face. He picked it up without hesitation, reached for the toothpaste, and smiled. “Thanks.” One word, but it told her everything she needed to know.

Steam soon fogged the glass as they stepped into the oversized shower together. Water cascaded over them, slicking skin to skin. She lathered her hands and explored him slowly, reverently—over his face, his chest, down the hard lines of his stomach. When her soapy fingers wrapped around his already thickening cock and cupped the weight of his balls, he groaned and pulled her into him, mouth crashing down on hers. Her leg hitched up around his thigh instinctively, her body opening as his hand slid between them, fingers finding her wet heat and pressing deep.

She broke the kiss with a breathless sound, stroking him in time with the thrust of his fingers. “Mmm,” she moaned, head tipping back under the spray. “I think I’ve been doing showers all wrong.” Her eyes fluttered closed as pleasure surged. “Because alone has never—ever—felt this good.”

By the way his body was tightening, by the sharp pull low in his belly, he knew he was already right on the edge—undone by nothing more than the feel of her skin, the way she held him, the sounds she made when she breathed his name. He should have stopped. He should have stepped back, reached for the towel, forced himself to be responsible.

Instead, desire won.

He turned her slowly, deliberately, guiding her until her palms met the cool tile and her back arched in instinctive invitation. His hand pressed between her shoulders, easing her forward just enough to expose her—slick, open, shining under the spray of water like she was made to be touched this way. The sight alone nearly finished him. He wrapped his hand around himself, thick and aching, and lined up before pushing into her in one steady, claiming stroke.

They both cried out.

“Jesus,” he breathed, head falling back as her heat swallowed him whole. There was no gentle about it now—he was buried to the hilt, the kind of deep that stole air from his lungs and made his vision blur. What a way to start the day, he thought dimly, fucked senseless in a woman who felt like a fantasy he hadn’t earned.

Water streamed over their bodies as he began to move, hips rolling, thrusts growing sure and hungry. She met him every time, pushing back, her ass slapping softly against his thighs as she took him as deep as he could go. Watching himself disappear into her over and over again was obscene and perfect, the most intoxicating thing he’d ever seen. And that was the thing—everything about her felt like that. Too much. Too good. Still almost impossible to believe she was real, that she was his, even like this.

Sherry was barely holding herself upright, fingers scraping against tile, her whole body alive with sensation. Being taken in the shower—standing, exposed, surrounded by heat and water—was unlike anything she’d ever known. When his hand slid around her hip and found her clit, circling with devastating precision, her breath shattered. Her heart pounded wildly as pleasure spooled tighter and tighter, every nerve ending lighting up as the orgasm gathered, swift and unstoppable, racing straight through her spine.

She was already coming apart when he surged forward and stilled, his groan rough and broken against her back. The moment he filled her, pulsing deep inside her, she lost everything—strength, sound, thought. Stars burst behind her eyes as the climax ripped through her, so powerful her knees nearly gave way, her body trembling as wave after wave rolled through her.

When it finally eased, she sagged back against him, chest heaving, utterly undone. “God, Rico…” she managed at last, voice wrecked and breathless. “That was just… wow.”

He laughed softly, still buried inside her, still hard and throbbing, unwilling to let go of the way they fit together. He drew her upright and wrapped his arms around her, holding her close, as if separating now would be a kind of loss. His mouth brushed her neck, lingering there. “Tell me about it,” he murmured. “Some things don’t come with the right words.”

She could only nod, eyes closed, body still humming. He kissed her shoulders, slow and reverent, his hands coming up to cup her breasts, thumbs teasing her nipples until she shivered again.

“I want to take you out tonight,” he said quietly. “Somewhere nice. Dinner.”

She turned her head, surprise flickering across her face. “You do?”

“Yeah.” He smiled against her skin. “I’ll finish up the work in your kitchen, head home and change. Then I’ll come back and pick you up around seven.” He pulled back just enough to look at her. “What do you say?”

Sherry was still trying to wrap her head around what had just happened when his words finally sank in. He wasn’t just flirting. He wasn’t brushing her off or easing toward the door with that quiet, convenient distance men sometimes adopted once they’d taken what they wanted. He was asking her out. On an actual date. Dinner. Plans. A time.

The realization bloomed warm and dizzying in her chest, right alongside the lingering, delicious ache between her thighs. She’d half-expected him to pull away after they were done, to let the heat cool and the fantasy end. Instead, he stayed right there with her, his mouth trailing slow, unhurried kisses down her spine, his body still pressed close, his cock lazily throbbing inside her as if it belonged there. And God help her, she’d never felt more content—or more thoroughly satisfied. Her pussy still fluttered around him, oversensitive and greedy, like it hadn’t quite accepted that the moment was over.

Eventually they managed to pull themselves together, trading playful, knowing looks as they dressed with far more urgency than care. Buttons were fumbled. Clothes tugged on crooked. There was laughter under it all, soft and charged, like the air before a storm. At the front door, he swept her up easily, holding her against him as if he couldn’t resist one last taste before reality intruded and the crew arrived.

He tipped her chin up, clearly intending a quick, polite goodbye. But the second his mouth met hers again, something broke loose. He groaned into the kiss, deepening it, taking his time like he was memorizing her. His hands tightened at her waist, reluctant, possessive, and she could feel how much he hated leaving—felt it in the way his lips lingered, in the way his breath hitched against her mouth.

She kissed him back just as fiercely, her arms sliding up around his neck, her breasts pressed hard to his chest. His body was all solid heat and promise, and a quiet panic stirred beneath the pleasure. A voice in her head, sharp and insistent, whispered that she should stop this now. Tell him the truth. Tell him how old you are. You owe him honesty.

But another voice—louder, warmer, far more persuasive—urged her to stay silent. Not yet. Just a little longer. Let yourself have this.

Before she could force the words past her lips, he pulled back, his expression softening into a smile that made her stomach flip. He leaned in just enough that his mouth brushed hers as he murmured, “I’ll see you later, okay?”

She nodded, biting her lower lip, suddenly acutely aware of the guilt fluttering behind her ribs. She hoped he couldn’t see it in her eyes. She told herself she would tell him—soon. Just not today. Not when everything still felt this fragile and perfect.

After he left, after she heard the truck start and fade down the street, a restless energy took hold of her. She bolted upstairs to her office, heart racing, mind buzzing, and threw herself into the manuscript that had been tormenting her for weeks. Words finally poured out of her, scenes vivid and urgent, fueled by memory and sensation. By the time she paused, breathless, she was certain she had enough material for two books—maybe three—after everything they’d done together.

When Rico returned an hour later, she stayed out of sight, assuming it was easier that way while the work resumed. He greeted the crew, dropped his toolbox with a dull thud, and let his eyes drift around the kitchen. They snagged on the granite counter almost immediately, and his pulse kicked hard as images flashed through him—her body spread there, flushed and slick, the way she’d taken him like she couldn’t get enough. Jesus. It still felt unreal, like something he’d dreamed up during a long, dirty night.

The tiler’s gruff voice snapped him back to the present. “About time you showed up.”

Rico shook his head, focusing again on the job at hand. He was here to install lighting—nothing more. And yet now that he knew her the way he did, everything about this house felt different. Charged. Intimate. As if every surface still remembered them, even if no one else had a clue.

“Yeah, sorry about that,” Rico said, scrubbing a hand over the back of his neck. “Yesterday kind of blew up on me. Had to help my sister—get her and the kids out of her place before her husband showed up and turned ugly. Guy’s a nightmare. I’ve been telling her for years she needs to kick him to the curb.”

Artie, short and barrel-chested, gave a sympathetic grunt and dipped his chin. “Hey, life happens. I just wanted to make sure you made it in today. Need that wiring finished before I start laying tile on the backsplash.”

“I’ve got it,” Rico replied easily, already crouching to pop open his toolbox. The familiar clink of metal steadied him as he pulled out what he needed for the electrical boxes and under-cabinet lighting. He straightened and took in the kitchen again—the clean lines, the stone, the space that somehow still smelled faintly like her. “It’s gonna look damn good when it’s finished.”

Artie followed his gaze, hands on his hips. “Yeah, she’s got herself a hell of a place.” His mouth twitched. “Funny thing is, though—I’ve never seen a husband around.” Then he chuckled, lowering his voice just a touch. “And she’s easy on the eyes. You seen her yet?”

Rico’s jaw tightened before he could stop it. He nodded. “Yeah. Uh… met her last night. Came by to check out the scope of the job.”

Which was one way of putting it. The memory slammed into him without warning—her body arched against cool granite, her breath breaking apart as he filled her, the way she’d clung to him like she’d been starving. He gave his head a quick shake, forcing himself back into the room.

One of the guys working on the new faucet at the center island snorted. “Well, if she’s missing a man around the house, I’ve got just what she needs.”

The laughter that followed scraped along Rico’s nerves. He rolled his eyes and kept his mouth shut. Telling them to knock it off would only make it worse, and they were just running their mouths. Still, the casual way they talked about her didn’t sit right with him at all. Not after knowing how she tasted. How she sounded when she came apart.

Nearly an hour later, soft footsteps drew his attention. Rico looked up—and damn near forgot how to breathe.

Sherry stood at the edge of the kitchen, and for a suspended, dangerous second, their eyes locked. He swallowed hard, his gaze betraying him as it slid over her—over the short black leather skirt hugging her hips, the sheer white top draping just enough to tease while the low neckline showcased the lush swell of her breasts. The ankle boots added a sharp, wicked edge that made his blood heat fast and low.

She tore her eyes away first, visibly schooling her expression as she glanced around the room. “I’m heading out to grab some lunch,” she said lightly, directing her words to Pat, tall and thinning on top, who’d wandered over to update her on the progress. “If you need me for anything, you should all have my cell number.”

“Yeah, we’re good,” Pat replied. “Enjoy your lunch.”

She smiled, careful, contained—deliberately not looking at Rico again. He knew exactly why. If she did, it would all be there. Written across her face. Written across his. “It’s really coming together, isn’t it?” she added, her voice casual, almost breezy.

Pat nodded, surveying the space. “It is. Gonna be a beautiful kitchen when we’re done.”

Rico barely heard him. All he could think about was how she looked standing there, pretending they hadn’t torn into each other less than a day ago—and how much he wanted to follow her out the door, press her up against the nearest wall, and remind her exactly what they were trying so hard not to show.

The instant the front door clicked shut behind her, the house seemed to exhale—and then fill with something darker, louder. Rico’s grip tightened around the needle‑nose pliers, the metal biting into his palm as Artie let out a low whistle.

“Fuck,” Artie muttered, not even bothering to keep his voice down. “All I know is I’d take her any day of the week.”

Pat snorted as he dragged the stepladder toward the window. “No shit. She kinda looks like Heidi Klum, doesn’t she?” He paused, curiosity sharpening his tone. “Wonder how old she is.”

Artie grinned, crude and unapologetic. “When a woman looks like that, I don’t give a damn if she’s old enough to be my grandma. I’d still want her flat on her back with me buried between her legs.”

Laughter bounced off the new cabinets. Rico felt it scrape along his nerves. Heat crawled up his neck—not arousal, not exactly, but something sharp and protective that made his jaw clench.

“Can we just get back to work?” he said tightly, setting the pliers down and reaching for his drill. He focused on the wall, on measurements and screws, anything but the image Artie had just painted with his filthy mouth.

“Oooh,” Artie drawled, delighted. “Did we offend you, princess?”

More laughter. Rico set the drill down with deliberate care and turned, leveling Artie with a look that shut him up faster than shouting would have.

“She’s the one paying us,” Rico said evenly. “Doesn’t seem like too much to ask that we talk about her with a little respect.”

Pat lifted a shoulder, unconcerned. “Relax, man. We’re just busting balls.”

Rico didn’t answer. He turned back to the wall, shaking his head as he worked. Maybe he’d laughed along with shit like this before—hell, probably had—but now it curdled in his gut. Hearing them reduce her to a punchline, to a body they felt entitled to imagine, made something ugly twist inside him. She wasn’t a joke. Not to him. Not after last night. Not after the way she’d looked at him this morning.

By the time the afternoon light slanted long and low through the windows, the others had packed up and left. The kitchen was quiet except for the soft whirr of Rico’s drill and the hum of the house itself.

When the front door opened again, he looked up and smiled instinctively—then felt it falter.

She was back, but she wasn’t alone.

A silver‑haired woman followed her in, impeccably dressed, chin tipped upward as she surveyed the room with cool appraisal. Rico straightened, suddenly too aware of his dusty jeans and work‑worn hands.

“Oh, it’s going to be lovely, isn’t it?” the woman said, her gaze skimming the cabinets, the counters, the half‑finished details.

Sherry glanced at Rico, quick and awkward, and didn’t say hello. He told himself he understood—of course he did. A homeowner didn’t flirt with a tradesman in front of company. Still, it stung more than he expected, especially with the memory of her mouth on his skin still vivid, still warm in his mind.

“Marie,” Sherry said, turning back to her friend, “why don’t we go sit out by the pool and have a glass of wine?”

Marie’s expression softened. “Sure. I’ll meet you out there.”

The relief that washed over Sherry was impossible to miss; her shoulders dipped, tension draining away as Marie turned and left the kitchen.

Only then did Sherry face Rico. Her voice lowered, gentler now. “Sorry,” she said. “She wanted to come in and have a look at the kitchen.”

He gave her a brief nod, his gaze lingering in a way that made heat prickle along her skin. Then, as if the decision had already been made somewhere deep in his body, he set the drill aside. Before she could form a protest, his hand was on her wrist. She stiffened instantly, her head snapping toward the back door, panic flashing as she checked whether her friend might still be within sight.

He caught the look, scoffed softly, and rolled his eyes. Without asking permission, he laced his fingers through hers and tugged her after him. The pantry door opened and closed in one smooth motion, sealing them into the narrow, dim space that smelled faintly of wood and spices.

The moment the latch clicked, he was on her.

His arms came around her, firm and unyielding, pulling her flush against him. His mouth claimed hers in a kiss that started slow, almost reverent, then deepened with a low, needy sound that slipped from both of them at once. He kissed her like he’d been holding back all day—like restraint had been an act of will that had finally snapped. She tasted familiar and intoxicating, and he lingered, taking his time, letting the heat build until her body softened into his.

He smiled against her lips when her knee rose, sliding up the hard line of his thigh as if it belonged there. His hand followed instinctively, slipping between them. He nudged aside the thin barrier of fabric and brushed his fingers over her, already slick and aching. His breath ghosted over her mouth as he murmured, “Feels like someone missed me.”

Then his finger pressed inside her, slow and deliberate.

Her answering sound was helpless, a throaty groan swallowed by his kiss as he began to move, setting a rhythm that made her hips tilt toward his hand. The pantry felt smaller by the second, air heavy, her pulse loud in her ears.

She was the one who finally broke away, dragging in a breath, her forehead falling briefly against his shoulder. “Oh God,” she whispered, voice shaking. “We really shouldn’t. If she comes back in here looking for me and realizes I’m—” She gestured helplessly at the door, at him, at everything.

He withdrew his hand and stepped back, the sudden space between them sharp and cold. His jaw tightened. “Yeah,” he said flatly. “I guess you wouldn’t want to be caught with someone like me.”

She frowned, confusion knitting her brow. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

His mouth twisted. “Just that the lady of the house probably wouldn’t want it getting around that she’s fooling around with one of the guys doing her kitchen.”

“Rico,” she said quickly, “don’t be ridiculous. That’s not it.”

He held her gaze, searching her face. “Okay,” he said quietly. “Then what is it?”

She let out a long breath, shoulders sagging as the truth pressed forward. “It’s just… you’re young,” she admitted. “And Marie—she’s my late husband’s sister. She also edits my books. She works with my publisher, actually. That’s how I met my husband. She introduced us.” Her lips pressed together. “She’s not unkind, but she’s very judgmental. Like him. And she wouldn’t understand me being with a man your age.”

He barked a short laugh. “Jesus, Sherry. I’m thirty-two. I’m not some kid.”

She studied his face, really looked at him, and something in her expression shifted. With a deep, resigned sigh, she realized there was no skirting it anymore. “You’re young compared to me,” she said softly. “Do you even know how old I am?”

He shrugged, casual, unconcerned. “I don’t know. Late thirties? Thirty-eight, thirty-nine?”

She closed her eyes, bracing herself. “I just turned fifty.”

For a heartbeat, she couldn’t bring herself to look at him. When she finally did, she was stunned by what she saw—not shock, not discomfort, but a wide, incredulous grin lighting up his face.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” he said, amazement plain in his voice. “Wow. You look incredible.” He shook his head, still smiling. “I’ve got an aunt who hit fifty a couple weeks ago, and trust me, she looks nothing like you.” His eyes swept over her, slow and appreciative. “You’re not messing with me, are you?”

She gave a small, helpless shake of her head. “No,” she admitted softly. “Unfortunately, I’m not.”

She braced herself for the inevitable—for the polite withdrawal, the awkward joke, the moment when his hands would fall away and he’d find a reason to step back into the daylight and out of her life. Her pulse thudded as she waited.

Instead, he reached for her again.

His arms slid around her as if nothing had changed, as if her confession hadn’t just tilted the ground beneath her feet. His mouth brushed over hers—light, unhurried, intimate—and the simple tenderness of it stole her breath. She pulled back just enough to search his face, needing to see it there, the hesitation, the doubt.

“You’re really okay with this?” she asked quietly. “With the fact that I’m old enough to be your mother?”

His answer was immediate. He shook his head, smiling as his hands settled possessively on her hips, squeezing her, guiding her body flush against his. He positioned her exactly where he wanted her, nestled between his thighs, and leaned in close, his lips grazing the sensitive skin below her ear.

“No,” he murmured, his breath warm against her neck as his mouth traced a slow path downward. “It doesn’t change a damn thing. You’re still stunning. Still sexy as hell. And I meant what I said—age is just a number.”

The certainty in his voice left her reeling. For a moment she could only cling to him, her arms locked tight around his shoulders, as if letting go might shatter whatever fragile miracle this was. A part of her still waited for the other shoe to drop—for him to pull away once reality settled in.

But when he finally leaned back, looking far too casual for the chaos he’d just stirred inside her, and said, “Guess I should head home and clean up if we’re going out tonight,” she stared at him, convinced she’d misheard.

“You… you still want to go out with me?” she asked. “You really don’t care how old I am?”

He shook his head again, his fingers lifting to trace the line of her jaw, lingering just long enough to make her shiver. “No. You’re the same woman who’s been driving me crazy all day. That’s all I care about.”

Before she could respond, Marie’s voice drifted in from the kitchen. “Sherry? Do you need a hand with anything?”

Sherry winced and shot him a look. “Stay here,” she whispered urgently. “I’ll get her back outside.”

As she slipped away, he grinned and gave her ass a playful, affectionate pat. She rolled her eyes at him, laughing under her breath as she left the pantry, her relief so sharp it almost made her dizzy. Still, doubt lingered. He might change his mind once he had time to think—really think—about what she’d told him. Men his age didn’t usually line up to date women her age. She knew that better than anyone.

So when his big black pickup pulled into her drive at exactly seven, right on time, she finally released the breath she’d been holding all afternoon.

He stepped out and came around to help her up into the cab, and the moment his eyes landed on her, he let out a low, appreciative whistle, his gaze slowly sweeping her from head to toe.

“Damn,” he said quietly, leaning in to steal a quick, confident kiss. “You look incredible.”

Sherry let out a slow, grateful breath, her shoulders finally easing. She’d agonized over her reflection for nearly an hour, cycling through dress after dress, second‑guessing every hemline and neckline, until she’d finally surrendered to instinct. The black dress clung to her curves like it had been made for her—strappy, sleek, hugging her body and stopping just above her knees. It bared enough skin to feel daring without trying too hard, the neckline dipping low enough to promise rather than shout. She’d paired it with her highest, sexiest heels, the ones she usually saved for special occasions. This felt like one. More than that—it felt like a risk worth taking. She wanted him to look at her and see desire, not years.

Before she could step up into his truck, he caught her from behind, his body warm and solid as he pulled her back against him. His hands slid slowly along her sides, thumbs grazing the curve of her waist, palms spreading possessively over her hips. His mouth brushed her ear, his voice low and rough with promise. “You know,” he murmured, breath hot against her skin, “I think I’m going to have a hell of a time keeping my hands off you tonight.”

She glanced back over her shoulder, eyes sparkling, lips curved into a wicked smile. “Then don’t,” she said softly.

His response was immediate—an exhale that sounded suspiciously like a groan. He rolled his eyes toward the darkening sky and shook his head, laughing under his breath, but she didn’t miss the way his body shifted, the unmistakable adjustment he had to make before he could move away and circle around to the driver’s side.

“You really are a naughty girl,” he said, amusement and heat tangled together as he reached for her hand once they were both inside. He lifted her fingers to his mouth, pressing a lingering kiss to her knuckles before turning the key in the ignition.

As they backed out of the driveway, Sherry smiled—not just because of the kiss, but because of the word he’d used. Girl. Naughty girl. It sent a delicious little thrill through her, made her feel lighter, younger, like the clock had tilted in her favor for once. With him, she didn’t feel weighed down by numbers or expectations. She felt carefree, desired, alive. All they ever did was laugh, tease, kiss until her knees went weak. And really—what woman wouldn’t want to make out with a man as sexy, charming, and effortlessly attentive as he was?

“So,” he said casually, glancing over at her with a smile as his thumb traced slow circles over the back of her hand, “any kind of food you don’t like?”

She shook her head. “Not really. I’m pretty easy. I like almost everything.”

“Good,” he replied, his grin widening. “Because I know this place—best fresh seafood you’ll ever taste. It’s right on the water.” He paused, clearly pleased with himself. “Clear night, full moon. I snagged us a table by the window. Figured it might feel like we’re eating under the stars.”

Her chest tightened a little as she watched him drive, admiring the strong line of his jaw, the quiet confidence in the way he handled the wheel. He was a romantic, unapologetically so, and it showed—in his words, his gestures, the way he planned things instead of leaving them to chance. Whoever ended up with him someday would be incredibly lucky.

The thought carried a familiar ache. A small, careful part of her wished—dangerously—that it could be her. But the realist in her knew better. Men like him didn’t stay forever, not with women like her. He was too young, his future still wide open. So she tucked the thought away where it couldn’t hurt as much.

For now, she let herself enjoy the warmth of his hand around hers, the hum of the road beneath them, the promise of the night ahead. The future could wait. Tonight was enough.

The restaurant was exactly the kind of place that made skin prickle and breaths slow—elegant without being stiff, polished but still earthy. Candlelight flickered everywhere, reflecting off rich, dark wood and casting soft shadows that felt deliberately intimate. Each booth was tucked behind small sliding panels, offering the illusion of secrecy, the kind that invited bad behavior. Sherry noticed it immediately and almost laughed to herself. Privacy was dangerous when it came to them. They had a proven inability to keep their hands—and mouths—to themselves.

Her gaze slid back to Rico, and heat bloomed low in her belly. God help her, he looked devastating. The tailored dinner jacket hugged his broad shoulders just right, the crisp white shirt beneath it a sharp contrast to his sun-warmed, clean-shaven skin. The dark tie only made him look more composed, which somehow made her want to unravel him even more. She was already restless, already aching to touch, to feel that solid warmth under her palms.

The second they slid into the booth, he didn’t even pretend to behave. Rico pulled her close, firm and sure, drawing her into his side like that was where she belonged. His arm settled around her with casual possession, thumb brushing her waist as if he needed constant confirmation that she was real. He barely glanced at the room. His focus was entirely on her.

He couldn’t remember ever wanting a woman like this—so completely, so instantly. There was something about Sherry that bypassed reason and went straight for instinct, a pull that felt inevitable and reckless all at once. Looking at her now, green eyes catching the candlelight with a wicked sparkle, he knew he was already lost. And he didn’t care. If wanting her meant getting burned, he’d step straight into the fire.

Menus in hand, they made a half-hearted attempt at civility. His fingers, however, had other plans. Slowly, deliberately, his hand slid over her knee and nudged the hem of her dress upward. Her skin was warm, impossibly soft, and the sensation sent a shiver racing through her. His touch traced higher, unhurried, claiming inch after inch of her thigh as if they weren’t sitting in a public place at all.

She tilted her head toward him, lips curved in a knowing smile. “You keep doing that,” she murmured, voice low and teasing, “and you’re going to get me all worked up. And then I’ll be needing something about it.”

His answering grin was pure trouble. “Oh, I’m very aware,” he said quietly. “And I’d be more than happy to handle it. Anytime you ask.”

When his fingertips brushed the damp heat between her legs through the thin fabric of her thong, it was like a live wire snapping. Pleasure shot through her, sharp and immediate, and she let out a soft, helpless sound before she could stop herself. The timing was almost cruel—the waiter appeared right then, asking for their drink order, and she clung to the edge of the table like a lifeline.

Rico ordered a chilled bottle of white wine and a couple of appetizers with infuriating calm, his hand finally retreating only because it had to. The moment the waiter walked away, he was back at her side, pulling her in close. His mouth claimed hers without hesitation. The kiss was deep, hungry, his tongue sliding past her lips as if he needed to taste her right then or lose his mind. She moaned into his mouth, her body arching toward him, chest rising and falling fast.

By the time the waiter returned with the wine, her pulse was racing and her body was on fire. Her pussy was slick and aching, and she honestly wondered if he could feel it through the fabric, through the way she kept pressing closer. After a kiss like that, dinner felt like a pointless formality. She would have let him lift her onto the table and take her however he wanted, consequences be damned.

They were smiling at each other, flushed and breathless, glasses raised and eyes locked, when reality intruded. Rico’s phone buzzed insistently in his pocket. He groaned, closing his eyes for a brief second before pulling it out.

“Shit,” he muttered, then looked at her apologetically. “I’m sorry. I’ve gotta take this.”

With one last lingering look, he slid out of the booth and walked away, leaving her warm, wanting, and already counting the seconds until he came back.

That left Sherry alone with her thoughts—and they turned sharp and uncomfortable almost immediately. Why would he step away from the table unless the conversation wasn’t meant for her ears? The ugly possibilities crept in uninvited. Another woman checking his location. Someone wondering why he wasn’t home. The idea slid under her skin, sour and unwelcome, tightening something in her chest she didn’t want to acknowledge.

When he returned a few minutes later, he didn’t hesitate. His arm curved around her again, solid and familiar, drawing her back against his body as if that was exactly where she belonged. His mouth brushed near her ear as he murmured, “Sorry about that. Family stuff.”

She turned to look at him, brows lifting. “Oh. Do you have kids?”

A soft laugh left him, more tired than amused. “No, not me.” He exhaled, then continued, his voice lowering. “It was my sister. Her husband drinks too much, and when he does… he gets mean. Yesterday, that’s why I was late coming to your place. I had to get her and the kids out of the house with some clothes before he came back after she threw him out.” His jaw tightened briefly. “She’s at my mom’s now, but he keeps texting her, telling her to come home. I told her I wouldn’t trust that bastard as far as I could throw him. Now she’s scared he’ll show up at my mother’s and start something.”

He shook his head, frustration written into every line of his face. “I never liked him. Not from the beginning. He’s never respected her, and now she’s got two kids and nowhere that really feels safe. I called my brother and had him take her and the kids to my place. Her husband doesn’t know where I live, so I figured it was the best option.” He gave a crooked shrug. “Sorry. Not exactly first-date conversation.”

Sherry didn’t hesitate. She laid her hand over his, her thumb brushing gently across his knuckles. “Actually,” she said softly, “I think it says a lot about you. It’s… really attractive, the way you take care of your family.”

His expression softened, though the worry didn’t leave his eyes. “She’s my sister. If anything happened to her—or my niece and nephew—I don’t even want to think about it.”

Emotion tugged at her. Reaching up, she cupped his face, her palm warm against his cheek, her gaze steady and sincere as she held his. “You’re a good man, Rico. Truly. You know that makes you quite a catch, right? Someday, some lucky woman is going to be incredibly happy when she ends up with you.”

He leaned back slightly, studying her face as if weighing something important. “So,” he said slowly, “are you telling me this is where we stop?”

She shook her head at once. “No. Don’t be ridiculous.” Her voice softened. “I just mean… someday you’re going to want more. A family. Kids of your own.” Her eyes dipped toward the candle between them, the flickering flame reflecting the truth she didn’t say out loud—that it wasn’t something she could give him anymore.

He didn’t let her retreat into that thought. His fingers lifted her chin, tipping her face back up, and then his mouth covered hers—gentle, reassuring, deliberate. When he pulled back, his forehead rested against hers. “I’ve got an idea,” he murmured. “Why don’t we just enjoy tonight? We’ll deal with tomorrow when it actually shows up.”

“That’s what I keep telling myself,” Sherry whispered, the words barely more than breath, meant as much for her own heart as for him.

He grazed a soft kiss along her cheek, his mouth lingering just long enough to make her breath hitch, then leaned in until his lips brushed the shell of her ear. “Then do it,” he murmured, his voice low and coaxing. “Let’s just be here. Enjoy what we have right now. Tomorrow can wait—nobody knows what it’s bringing anyway.”

She nodded against him, but even as she did, a quiet ache unfurled in her chest. She could feel herself slipping, inch by inch, into something deeper than she’d planned. And she knew—God, she knew—that when he eventually walked away, it was going to leave a bruise that would take a long time to fade.

Dinner arrived, and with it, a welcome distraction. The food was incredible, but the real indulgence was the way they were together—laughing easily, shoulders brushing, stealing glances like teenagers who couldn’t quite believe their luck. They shared a plate of crisp, golden calamari, fingers touching as they reached for the same piece. Their seafood linguini was rich and fragrant, the house specialty living up to every promise, and even the salad surprised her with its crunch and brightness. By the time the waiter returned with dessert menus, Sherry waved him off, laughing and pressing a hand to her stomach. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d eaten this much, and she was fairly certain one more bite would have her seams protesting.

Rico ignored her protest anyway—at least a little. He ordered coffee for them both, then added a plate of ripe strawberries dipped in glossy chocolate, crowned with a generous swirl of whipped cream. When they arrived, he picked one up, bit into it slowly, deliberately, his eyes never leaving hers. Then he dragged the berry along her lips, teasing until she broke into laughter and opened her mouth to nip at it.

He kissed her then, playful and messy, the sweet red juice smearing over their mouths, trickling onto their chins. They laughed into each other, uncaring, giddy, intoxicated by sugar and heat and the way the night felt endless. He dipped another strawberry into the whipped cream and brushed it over her lips, painting her mouth white before lowering his head and licking it away, unhurried. She moaned softly when his tongue slipped between her lips, sharing the sweetness, her knees weakening at the intimacy of it.

“I should take some of this home,” he whispered against her mouth, his words vibrating through her. “Paint you with it. Take my time licking every inch off.”

Her eyes fluttered closed, her thighs pressing together as a sharp pulse of need sparked low in her belly, spreading fast and hot. “There’s a twenty-four-hour supermarket on the way to my place,” she breathed, urgency threading her voice, suddenly desperate to be alone with him.

His grin was pure promise. “Now I really can’t wait to see you naked,” he said, “all slick and sweet under my hands.”

She leaned in, lips barely brushing his as she whispered back, “You know, I could just as easily cover you… and take my time tasting you.”

Rico sucked in a breath, his head tipping back as the image slammed into him. He was already hard, thickening fast in his pants from nothing more than their kisses and the way she looked at him when she talked like that. His hand slid up her thigh again, bolder this time, pushing aside the soft fabric of her panties to find her heat. He brushed his fingers over her, felt how ready she was, and groaned softly.

“Damn,” he murmured, voice rough with hunger. “Feels like somebody’s already real hot for daddy.”

She flashed him a wicked smile, eyes dark and promising. “If I were you, I’d ask for the check right now,” she murmured. “Because if you keep touching me like that, we’re not walking out of here under our own power. And I might decide I won’t let you leave at all… at least not until you’ve properly taken care of me.”

That was all it took. With that delicious threat hanging in the air between them, he didn’t hesitate for a second. Minutes later they were in his truck, and he drove straight to the supermarket, grinning to himself as he tossed a few very intentional items into a basket. Every step back to the truck, bag swinging at his side, he was already picturing her skin, her sounds, the kind of sticky, wicked fun they were about to make together.

By the time they pulled up to her place, the tension was unbearable. He barely had the engine off before he was urging her out of the seat, crowding her close, practically vibrating with need as she fumbled with her keys. His cock strained hard against his fly, aching to be free. Just as the lock clicked, she grabbed him by the collar and yanked him down to her, claiming his mouth with her tongue, deep and hungry. Her leg slid up his thigh, grinding the slick heat of her pussy against him, and the groan he let out was low and rough, the kind that came from somewhere primal. Christ—she knew exactly how to undo him.

After that, patience was impossible. He scooped her up without warning, slung her over his shoulder, and carried her straight into the house, a laugh torn from her lips as she slapped playfully at his back. He barely noticed, too focused on getting her where he wanted her. When he saw the leather couches in the family room, he smiled to himself, already anticipating the mess he planned to make.

He set her down and immediately went to work on her dress, sliding it down her body inch by sinful inch, while she busied herself with his shirt, popping buttons and pushing it off his shoulders. Their eyes kept meeting, shared smiles full of promise and heat, the air between them charged and electric. His fly was down, her dress was gone, and before either of them could catch a breath they were bare and pressed together, mouths colliding again.

His hand slipped between her thighs, fingers finding her wet and waiting, stroking her slowly, deliberately, drawing a soft, needy sound from her throat. At the same time, she wrapped her hand around him, pumping him in a rhythm that made his knees threaten to buckle. Naked, flushed, and trembling with anticipation, they clung to each other, kissing like they couldn’t get enough, knowing this was only the beginning.

Rico’s pulse thundered so hard he could feel it in his throat. He had never wanted anyone like this—never felt this feral, this close to unraveling. Every nerve in his body screamed for release, for the slide of her heat around him, and he was honestly afraid that if she made him wait another second, he might shatter.

But Sherry, infuriating and delicious all at once, hadn’t forgotten the bag he’d brought in. He watched her hips sway as she strolled back toward the kitchen, that confident little walk driving him nearly insane. The curve of her ass, the lazy roll of her stride—it was torture. He had to clench his jaw, his hand twitching at his side, fighting the urge to grab her and bend her over right there.

When she returned, she didn’t rush. She never rushed. She met his gaze with a knowing smile that promised she was about to wreck him, lifted the can, and gave it a playful shake. The sound alone made his cock jerk.

Cold air hissed, and suddenly his skin was coated—first one tight nipple, then the other—sending a sharp, shocking contrast through his body that had him sucking in a breath. She dipped a finger into the soft spill of cream, slow and deliberate, then traced it across his mouth. He parted his lips instinctively, tasting sweet and artificial and utterly obscene.

Her hand slid lower, confident, possessive, wrapping around his rigid length. She stroked him once, twice, spreading the cream until it gleamed, until it dripped from the swollen tip in a way that made his stomach clench. He was already trembling.

Sherry leaned in and kissed him, her tongue sweeping into his mouth so he could taste himself, her soft moan vibrating against his lips. Then she moved lower, dragging that sinful mouth over his chest. She circled one nipple with her tongue, lingering, then gave it a playful bite that sent a bolt of sensation straight to his groin. The second nipple got the same slow torment before her palm pressed flat against his chest, firm and unyielding, guiding him back.

He sank into the leather couch, breath ragged, eyes blown wide as she dropped gracefully to her knees between his spread thighs. The sight of her there—hair falling forward, eyes dark with hunger—made his nostrils flare, his hands curl into fists.

She looked up at him, smiling like she knew exactly how close he was to losing control. Her fingers closed around him again, and then her mouth followed. Heat, wet and velvet-soft, swallowed him inch by inch until she took him deep, her tongue working in slow, reverent strokes. She moaned around him, eyes fluttering closed as if she were the one savoring every second, every taste.

Rico’s head fell back, a broken sound tearing from his chest. His body was wound so tight it felt like his balls might burst, pleasure cresting higher with every movement of her mouth, every drag of her tongue, until all he could do was hang on and pray he survived what she was doing to him.

His head was still reeling, blood roaring in his ears from what she’d just done to him, from the way she’d taken him into her mouth like it was exactly where he belonged. The ache in his body sharpened into something demanding, feral. He wanted her breathless the way she’d left him. Wanted her laughing and helpless and aching for more.

He hauled her up without warning, hands locked around her waist. She squealed, the sound bright and delighted, laughter bubbling out of her as her feet left the floor. He tossed her back onto the couch with a careless strength that made her bounce, skirts riding up, thighs opening instinctively for him.

His grin was pure sin as he reached for the can. He shook it hard, the rattle loud in the charged air, and leaned over her, eyes dark and intent. “My turn,” he murmured, low and promised-full.

He spread her legs wide and didn’t hesitate. Cool, soft cream spilled over her already slick heat, piling there in obscene little clouds that made her gasp and arch. He added more, lavish and unapologetic, until her pussy glistened beneath the white. Then he lifted the can higher and coated her breasts, slow and deliberate, crowning them until they looked decadent and ruined, nipples peeking through like they were begging.

He dropped down between her thighs and went to work on one breast first, mouth hot and hungry as he sucked and licked, groaning softly as he tasted her through the sweetness. He cleaned her with his mouth, tongue dragging, lips sealing, before moving to the other, giving it the same reverent, filthy attention. She was already writhing, little broken sounds falling from her mouth, fingers digging into the couch like she needed something to hold onto.

When he leaned back, he just stared for a second, shaking his head at the sight of her spread and messy and shining for him. Desire hit him hard and simple. He’d always loved sweet things—but this? This was obsession waiting to happen.

He slid back down and buried his face between her legs, moaning into her as he tasted her properly. His tongue worked her slowly at first, then deeper, more insistent, lapping until there was nothing left but her. Her hands flew to his hair, gripping, tugging as her body twisted beneath him. Her whimpers turned ragged, her hips chasing his mouth, and he didn’t stop until he felt her shatter, pushing her right over the edge.

The moment stretched thin, and then he was done teasing. He rose onto his knees, shoved a pillow beneath her ass, wrapped his fist around his cock, and drove into her in one hard, claiming thrust. The sound they made together was raw and unfiltered, both of them groaning as he filled her completely, buried to the hilt.

The pleasure was so intense it bordered on dangerous. Afraid he’d lose it if he even moved wrong, he forced himself to slow, tracing a finger around her nipple, smiling down at her flushed, open face. “You know how fucking beautiful you look like this,” he murmured. “Just waiting for me. I swear, the more I’m with you, the more I see how alike we are. I don’t know if I could ever walk away from you. Right now? I don’t think I want to.”

She sighed happily and opened her arms to him, pulling him down. He wrapped her up carefully, holding her close as he began to move, rolling his hips, setting a deep, steady rhythm. Her legs locked around his waist, drawing him even deeper, her body meeting every thrust.

He kissed her everywhere—her cheeks, her mouth, the corner of her jaw—his words brushing against her skin between kisses. “God,” he breathed, “I can’t get over how right this feels. Like this is exactly where I’m supposed to be. Deep inside you.”

All she could do was nod and clutch him to her chest, fingers digging into his shoulders as if anchoring herself there. She felt it too—that rightness, that dizzying sense of inevitability—thrumming through her bones. It wasn’t just sex. It was alignment. When his hips angled just right and he pressed into that perfect, aching place inside her, her body answered before her mind could catch up. A tremor rippled through her, then another, building fast and ruthless. She arched, head falling back, a broken moan tearing free as wave after wave crashed through her, pleasure splintering her from the inside out.

He stayed buried deep, throbbing, filling her again and again as she shattered around him, her body clenching hard, milking him until he groaned and spilled himself with a helpless thrust. She could feel the heat of him, feel the way he emptied into her, until it was too much, until she was slick and trembling and utterly undone.

When she finally dragged her gaze back to him, he was already there, watching her like she was the only thing in the room. His hand slid into her hair, steady and intimate, cradling the back of her head as he leaned down. His voice was low, serious in a way that made her chest ache. “I really think I’m falling for you, Sherry.”

Her eyes flew open, breath catching hard. Oh God. That wasn’t part of the plan—if there had ever been one. Panic flickered through the haze, sharp and sudden. What was she supposed to say to that? Her heart was already in too deep, tangled up with his in ways she hadn’t prepared for. If she’d known the answer, if she’d known how to handle this, it would have been perfect. Instead, all she had was the terrifying truth that she felt exactly the same.

They stayed wrapped together for a long while, touching softly now, tracing each other’s faces, trading slow, lingering kisses that felt more intimate than anything that had come before. Eventually, Rico pressed one last kiss to her mouth and smiled, glancing down at the evidence of their excess. “Why don’t I take care of the mess down here,” he said lightly, “and you go upstairs and start getting cleaned up. I’ll join you in the shower when I’m done.”

Her mouth curved into a grin, mischief lighting her eyes as she wiggled her eyebrows. “Mmm. I’d like that.”

He laughed under his breath, rubbing his nose against hers, voice dropping to a whisper. “So would I.”

Round two found them exactly where he’d promised—steam curling around their bodies, water slicking over skin already sensitive and flushed. Rico’s mouth latched onto her breasts beneath the spray, sucking until her knees threatened to give out, his hands strong as he lifted one of her legs onto his hip. He slid into her again, slow and sure, filling her completely, and the sound she made echoed off the tile.

It didn’t matter how he took her—slow and deep, hard and urgent, or teasing her right to the brink—every way felt devastatingly right. He couldn’t imagine ever growing bored of the way her body welcomed him, the way she moved with him like they were built to fit. The more time they spent tangled together, the clearer it became: they were cut from the same cloth. She grounded him. He lit her up. And now that she was in his life, the idea of walking away felt impossible. All that remained was convincing her of what he already knew.

Sherry fisted her hands in his hair, then flattened her palms against his back, afraid she might actually rake him open because the pleasure was too much—too sharp, too overwhelming. Her climax tore through her again, leaving her gasping, half-blind with it. “Damn it, Rico,” she cried, voice nearly lost under the pounding water, “I’m coming so fucking hard.”

He just smiled, shaking his head as he held her together while she came apart in his arms. He kissed her wet cheeks, her forehead, her mouth, over and over, murmuring against her skin. “You know I love you.”

He wasn’t even sure she heard him. But it didn’t matter. The words were as much for him as for her—a quiet promise, a reassurance that what they were building was real, and worth every risk.

By the time the water was finally shut off, both of them were trembling, muscles loose and overworked in the most delicious way. Rico scooped her up without asking, her damp skin warm and slick against his chest, and set her gently on the vanity. He took his time drying her, patting and stroking instead of rushing, as if he wanted to memorize the feel of her inch by inch. 

When she was no longer dripping, he caught her gaze and smiled, something soft and unguarded in his eyes. He reached for the blow dryer and turned it on low, warm air whispering through her hair as he worked his fingers through it. He smoothed it back from her face, lifting sections, drying them slowly until it fell loose and glossy over her shoulders. It surprised him how much he liked this—how intimate it felt to do something so ordinary for her, something she usually handled on her own. 

“You have incredible hair,” he murmured, reverent, like the words mattered. 

She smiled up at him, eyes bright, and he leaned in to kiss her, lingering. “And a beautiful mouth,” he added against her lips. 

Then he dipped lower, unhurried, his mouth tracing her body as if he were cataloging her with his tongue. He lavished attention on her breasts, tasting her nipples until she gasped and arched, his voice a low murmur. “And without question, the most gorgeous breasts I’ve ever seen.” 

She laughed when his hands slid down and gently urged her thighs apart—laughed until his tongue touched her, slow and knowing. The sound melted into a soft moan as he kissed her there, words breathed directly against her heat. “And you,” he whispered, “have the sweetest pussy I’ve ever tasted.” 

He teased her until she was writhing, until laughter turned to breathless need, then finally gathered her up again and carried her to the bedroom. He laid her down carefully, like she was something precious, and climbed in beside her. Turning her face toward his, he kissed her once more, slow and reassuring. 

“Tomorrow’s Saturday,” he said quietly. “We can sleep in, if you want.” 

Her grin was immediate as she cupped his face, thumbs brushing his jaw. “I’d love nothing more than spending the whole day in bed with you, Rico.” 

His chest tightened at that. The weekend already felt like a gift. As her eyes fluttered closed and her breathing evened out, he watched her for a moment, taking in the softness of her sleeping face. He’d been with plenty of women, but none had ever settled into him like this—none had made him feel so steady, so damn lucky. 

As sleep pulled at him too, he lifted her hand and kissed it gently, then held it close, their fingers naturally entwining. Wrapped around each other, they drifted off together, knowing—just like he’d said—that tomorrow could wait.


Chapter 3

Sherry woke with a smile already blooming, slow and satisfied, the kind that started deep in her body and spread outward. How could she not, after a night that had burned itself into her skin? Hours of heat and hunger, of giving in to desires she’d only ever indulged in privately, now made real by a man whose youth and confidence had undone her in the most delicious ways.

Then she turned her head.

The other pillow lay empty. Cool. Untouched.

The warmth she’d been floating in shattered, leaving her chest hollow. Her heart gave a small, stupid lurch as reality crept in. Of course he was gone. Rico had come to his senses, slipped out while she slept, leaving behind nothing but rumpled sheets and memories she’d probably torture herself with for weeks.

She stared at the ceiling, swallowing past the tightness in her throat. She’d known this was temporary. With an age gap like theirs, how could it be anything else? Thirty-two, gorgeous, confident—he could have his pick. And her? Fifty, freshly crossed into a number society loved to whisper about. Old enough to be his mother, if one wanted to be cruel about it.

Still, disappointment didn’t stop her body from remembering.

She sank back into the pillow, thighs pressing together as a shiver rolled through her. God, the way he’d touched her. The way he’d made her feel wanted—no, craved—after eight long, quiet years of celibacy. Breaking that dry spell with him had been like winning some obscene, impossible lottery, and her body hadn’t forgotten a second of it.

She was just exhaling, lost in the afterglow and ache, when a faint sound drifted up to her ears. Footsteps. The creak of the stairs.

Sherry pushed herself upright, holding her breath, listening.

Then the bedroom door opened.

Relief hit her so hard she nearly laughed as Rico walked in, wearing nothing but his boxers and a devastating smile, a tray balanced easily in his hands. The sight of him—solid, relaxed, entirely at home—made something unclench inside her.

Guilt followed quickly on its heels. She’d doubted him. And here he was, smelling like coffee and something rich and savory, looking every bit as mouthwatering as whatever he’d made.

“Morning, sunshine,” he murmured, that wicked curve to his lips sending a pulse straight between her legs. He leaned down, brushing a kiss over the top of her head—tender, unhurried—before setting the tray on the nightstand. “I’m usually up early. You looked so peaceful I didn’t have the heart to wake you. Thought I’d make us breakfast.”

“Thank you,” she said, her smile stretching wide as she nodded toward the tray. “It looks incredible.”

Her eyes betrayed her, drifting back to him instead. Tall, dark, broad-shouldered, muscles moving lazily beneath warm skin, entirely too sexy for her sanity. Heat pooled low in her belly as she took him in, her mouth watering just as much for him as for the food.

Rico climbed onto the bed beside her, close enough that she could feel his warmth. He lifted the two cups of coffee, handing one to her before setting the other down. Then he moved the tray between them, easy and domestic in a way that made her chest tighten.

“I made you an omelet,” he said. “Hope you like it.”

She leaned in, inhaling deeply, a soft, pleased sound slipping from her lips before she could stop it. “Mmm… it smells amazing.” She accepted the plate he offered, then glanced up at him, a hint of sheepishness in her eyes. “I guess it’s a good thing you picked up groceries, huh?”

Her smile turned playful as she spoke—but underneath it, something warm and fragile glowed, thrilled that he was still there.

Rico let out a rough little laugh and nodded. “Seriously. You’re not kidding.” He glanced toward the kitchen as if it had personally offended him, then back at her. “I don’t know how you function with a refrigerator that empty. It’s like culinary survival mode.”

Sherry only shrugged, unbothered, as she slid her fork into the soft, golden omelet and cut herself a bite. “I told you,” she said lightly. “When it’s just me, I buy what I need when I need it. No point in stocking up for an audience of one.”

He watched her chew, took a bite of his own food, and gave a low hum of agreement. After swallowing, he added, half-serious, half-amused, “Yeah, I noticed. I was halfway through cooking when it hit me—you clearly need supervision.” His mouth curved slowly. “Might have to stick around to make sure you’re properly taken care of.”

Her eyes warmed as she smiled at him over the rim of her plate. “I’d say you’re already doing a pretty impressive job of that.”

His brows danced suggestively, a flash of pure mischief, and they both laughed—soft, intimate laughter loaded with memories of tangled sheets, whispered filth, and hands that hadn’t been able to stay still the night before.

Then his expression shifted, thoughtful now, as if a crucial detail had just surfaced. “Oh. That reminds me,” he said. “There’s one thing you’re definitely out of. Needs to go on the grocery list.”

She tilted her head. “Oh yeah? What’s that?”

The slow, wicked grin he gave her made her pulse jump. “Whipped cream.”

She nearly sprayed orange juice across the bed. Coughing, laughing, clutching her glass, she shook her head as the memory hit her full force—sticky fingers, slick skin, the decadent mess of it smeared over mouths and breasts, the way they’d ended up licking it from each other until there’d been no choice but to drag themselves into the shower. And even then, they hadn’t behaved. They’d just gone at it again, water and steam and desperate mouths, like neither of them could get enough.

God. After so many years alone, so many quiet nights convincing herself she didn’t need this, it still felt unreal—this gorgeous, hungry man crashing into her life and waking every nerve ending she’d thought had gone dormant. And the most shocking part? How ravenous she’d become right along with him.

When breakfast was finished, Rico gathered the plates and cups back onto the tray and set it aside without ceremony. Then, deliberately slow, he stood and pushed his boxers down his hips, stepping out of them and tossing them away like an afterthought.

Sherry’s throat went dry.

He was already hard, thick and unashamed, and the way his gaze locked onto her made her stomach flip. That look wasn’t subtle. That look promised she was next.

He climbed back onto the bed, slid an arm around her waist, and guided her gently onto her side. His smile was intimate, his brown eyes darkened with heat as he leaned in close. “Why don’t you lift your leg,” he murmured, voice low and coaxing, “wrap it right over my thigh.”

The sight of him—fully aroused, pulsing slightly as if he could hardly contain himself—made saying no utterly impossible. She moved without hesitation, her body answering before her mind even caught up.

Her eyes fluttered closed as his fingers found her, stroking with lazy confidence, already knowing exactly where to touch. Her breath hitched, turning uneven as sensation bloomed.

“Jesus,” he whispered against her mouth, awe threaded through the desire. “You’re already soaked for me.”

His lips brushed hers, soft and teasing, and all she could do was melt into the promise of what he was about to do to her.

All she could manage was a low, helpless sound, the kind torn straight from her chest. Whatever his fingers were doing between her thighs unraveled her so completely that words felt useless. Pleasure spread through her in warm, liquid waves. She hitched her leg higher over his, opening herself without a shred of shame, giving him exactly what he wanted. Her voice came out airy and unguarded when she finally spoke. “Honestly?” she breathed. “I don’t think I’ve been dry since the second you walked through my door.”

Rico let out a rough groan, the sound vibrating against her as he slid a finger inside her slick heat. The memory hit him hard—her bent over the kitchen counter that first night, the way she’d welcomed him without hesitation, soaked and eager, his cock jerking like it couldn’t wait another second. The thought alone made him throb now. He’d taken her from behind like he couldn’t get enough air, like he’d waited his whole life for the way she fit him. And standing here with her again, all he wanted was to be back inside her. It was insane. He’d always loved sex, but this—this was different. She was under his skin, in his blood. Addictive didn’t even begin to cover it.

The instant she felt the blunt, heavy head of his cock pressing into her, Sherry gasped and rolled her hips, her tongue sliding over her lower lip as he eased forward. Inch by deliberate inch, he filled her, stretching her slowly, savoring the way her body yielded to him. Nothing she’d ever known compared to this—nothing even came close. As he worked deeper, unhurried, she felt herself opening around him, claimed in a way that made her dizzy. Eight long years without a man, without this kind of closeness, and even before that she’d never burned like this. He’d awakened something in her she wasn’t sure could ever be put back to sleep.

When he shifted his angle and began to drive into that sweet, devastating spot inside her, her back arched off the bed. Her breath broke apart as she clutched at him, murmuring his name like a prayer. “Oh—yes, Rico. Don’t stop. Just like that.”

He smiled against her mouth and reached up, pinching and rolling one tight nipple between his fingers. The reaction was instant—her body clenched around him, hot and desperate, making him groan. “I love being inside you like this,” he murmured, his words brushing her lips between soft, teasing kisses.

Her eyes fluttered open, dark with need. “I know,” she whispered. “And I love feeling you in me. How full you make me feel… even that little sting when you first push in—it’s perfect. You’re perfect for me. Like you were made to fit me.”

He didn’t argue. If he could have stayed buried there forever, wrapped in her warmth, listening to the sounds she made for him alone, he knew he’d never want for anything again.

The second his fingertip found her again, tracing lazy, deliberate circles over that swollen, aching nub of pleasure, Sherry gasped and clawed at his shoulder, her breath turning ragged, uncontrolled. Her hips jerked helplessly against him as the sensation sharpened, bloomed. “Oh—fuck… yes,” she whispered, the words torn straight from her chest.

Rico let out a low, pleased laugh, dark with promise. “Say no more.” His hands slid down to grip her ass, firm and possessive, lifting and angling her just right as he drove into her with renewed intent. The sight of her unraveling—eyes glassy, mouth parted, body trembling in his arms—made him lose himself completely. Every thrust felt devastatingly right, like her body had been shaped to take him exactly this way.

“Oh my god, Rico—yes—yes—don’t stop,” she cried, her voice breaking as pleasure detonated inside her. It tore through her core and exploded outward, a white-hot rush that lit up every nerve, leaving her shaking, boneless, utterly undone.

He brushed his mouth over hers, barely kissing, his breath mingling with hers as he watched her come apart. She was breathtaking like this—open, flushed, trembling around him. “Do you have any idea,” he murmured, reverent and rough all at once, “how fucking beautiful you are right now? Naked in my arms, saying my name while I’m buried inside you, making you feel this good.”

Sherry answered him by pulling him closer, her arms sliding around his neck as she kissed him deeply, desperately. Her tongue sought his as her body rode out the aftershocks, the last waves of her climax rolling through her in slow, luxurious pulses. She moaned into his mouth, the sound muffled and intimate, as their tongues tangled and their bodies moved together in the same hungry rhythm. She quivered from head to toe, carried somewhere unreal, somewhere she’d never dared imagine she could go again. It felt too perfect, too intense—like something that couldn’t possibly be real.

Her eyes stayed closed, almost afraid to look, until he caught her lower lip between his teeth and tugged gently. The sharp little sting shot straight through her, snapping something loose inside her, and she tipped right back over the edge—into a blissed-out, dizzying void where her pussy throbbed and fluttered uncontrollably.

If anyone had told her a simple kitchen renovation would lead her here, she would’ve laughed. And yet here she was, wrapped around the most devastatingly attractive man she’d ever known, feeling cherished and wanted and impossibly alive—like she was the only woman in his world.

With a hoarse groan, Rico suddenly gripped her ass hard and drove into her as deep as he could go. His mouth pressed to hers as he lost control, his body tensing as he spilled himself inside her. She felt him pulse again and again, thick and hot, and her inner muscles clenched around him instinctively, milking him, pulling another broken sound from his throat.

When he finally pulled back just enough to look at her, his cock still twitching inside her, his eyes were dark and overwhelmed. “Jesus, Sherry,” he breathed. “Do you feel that? Feel me coming apart in you… filling you up?” His thumb brushed her cheek, tender despite the heat still humming between them. “I love this. Being with you like this. I don’t want it to stop.”

Sherry cradled his face between her palms and drew him down into a kiss that was slow, reverent, and still hungry. She answered his words with a soft nod, breath hitching as they clung to each other, both of them winded, flushed, undone. Her lashes fluttered closed while she focused on the delicious reality of him—how he was still throbbing inside her, heavy and warm, each faint pulse sparking another tremor low in her belly. Her body responded on instinct, her muscles tightening, rippling around him in a slow, deliberate squeeze that coaxed every last shudder from his cock, as if she couldn’t bear to let even a drop of him go to waste.

“I know,” she murmured against his mouth, her voice husky, full of truth. “And right now, I wish this bed could be the whole world.”

His laugh was low and intimate as he gathered her against his chest, her cheek resting over his racing heart. “I could get used to that,” he said, arms snug around her, keeping her exactly where she belonged. “Staying right here. Inside you. If survival didn’t require food or responsibility, I don’t think I’d ever move again.”

She drew in a shaky breath, emotion swelling tight in her chest. The thought of it—of waking up like this, of belonging together in this easy, heated closeness—felt dangerously perfect. With him wrapped around her, young and solid and very real, she felt fuller than she ever had. Complete, in a way she hadn’t even known to want.

They lingered like that, time stretching soft and lazy. Rico’s fingers slid through her hair, slow and soothing, his lips brushing her temple, her cheek, the corner of her mouth with gentle, affectionate kisses that made her melt into the mattress. She was just beginning to drift when she felt it—the subtle shift in his body, the unmistakable return of heat and hardness pressing against her thigh. Being bare with her, skin to skin, was already waking him up all over again.

As tempting as it was to stay tangled and naked and spend the rest of the day exploring each other all over, he had other plans. With a groan of reluctant restraint, he eased away, then suddenly scooped her up with effortless strength and slung her over his shoulder.

She squealed, laughter bubbling out of her as she smacked at his back, more delighted than indignant. His own laugh followed hers, deep and pleased.

“Hey—where do you think you’re taking me?” she demanded, grinning upside down.

“To get you clean,” he said, punctuating the words with a playful smack to her ass, “and then I’m taking you out.”

She hummed in approval. A shower with him, and then plans? She could absolutely live with that—especially since he wasn’t disappearing the moment they were done.

But the shower turned out to be a lie. Or at least a very optimistic promise.

It started innocently enough, his hands slick with soap, gliding over her shoulders, down her back, washing her just like he said he would. Then he bent his head, mouth closing around one rosy nipple, suckling gently at first, then with growing intent. Her breath caught instantly. Her thighs tightened. Her pussy clenched, needy and aware, as if it had been waiting for exactly this.

By the time his hand slid between her legs and his fingers parted her, she was already trembling. When he pushed one finger inside her, slow and sure, her head tipped back and a broken sound tore from her throat—she nearly came right there under the spray.

God, he was devastating. He didn’t have to try. A brush of his lips, the confident claim of his hands, and her body lit up all over again, humming, aching, greedy for more. Even clean, even standing under hot water, she was already undone—again—by the way he touched her like he knew her better than she knew herself.

When he sank down to his knees, the spray of warm water cascading over his shoulders, he lifted her foot and draped it over his thigh, opening her to him without a word. The position left her deliciously exposed, and the second his mouth found her—slow, reverent, then unmistakably hungry—Sherry’s head tipped back on a broken cry. His tongue slid through her, unhurried at first, tasting, learning, before he pressed in with intent. Every nerve ending lit at once. She was already so sensitized it felt as if her body might shatter from the inside out.

“Oh—” The sound tore from her as her hips rocked helplessly toward his mouth. God, he understood her body. He always did. 

“Mmm,” he murmured against her, the vibration alone nearly undoing her. “You taste so damn sweet.” 

His fingers joined his mouth, one, then another, curling and stroking in perfect rhythm. He worked her with patient cruelty, drawing the pleasure out until it swelled too big to contain. The water thundered around them, but it couldn’t drown out her gasps or the slick sounds of him taking her apart piece by piece.

Her climax crashed over her without mercy. “Oh fuck—Rico—I’m coming,” she cried, clutching at his shoulders as her body seized. He didn’t ease up; he drove her through it, mouth and fingers relentless, keeping her right on the edge and then shoving her back over again. White heat exploded behind her eyes.

“Fuck, fuck—Rico—” Her legs trembled, barely holding her. “I can’t breathe—I swear they’re going to give out.”

He finally slowed, lifting his head with a low chuckle, eyes dark and pleased. He loved this—how she gave herself over completely, how she never hid what she felt. It fed something feral and tender in him all at once.

Rising to his feet, he caught her mouth in a deep, claiming kiss. His cock was rigid between them, heavy and throbbing, brushing insistently against her slick heat. “Now,” he said softly, hands framing her face, “I need to be inside you.”

She nodded, breathless—but desire sparked another idea. Before he could move, she sank to her knees, taking him into her mouth in one bold, eager motion, swallowing him down farther than she ever had before. 

“Jesus, Sherry—” His groan echoed off the tile. “You keep that up and I’m going to come straight down your throat.”

She only smiled around him and kept going, sucking him deep and slow, marveling at the weight of him, the smooth, salty warmth filling her mouth. She was still learning, still discovering how much she could take, and the thrill of it soaked her all over again.

When he finally pulled her up, she couldn’t decide whether she wanted to protest or laugh—until he turned her around, bent her forward, and drove into her in one hard, flawless thrust. The force of it stole the air from her lungs. Pleasure detonated instantly, rippling through her so violently her vision blurred.

She cried out as another orgasm tore through her, her body humming, sparking, lighting up as if he’d struck a match to her soul—another shattering peak, one for the record books, with him buried impossibly deep inside her.

Rico’s fingers dug into the soft curve of her hips as he bent his knees and drove himself home, a low, stunned groan tearing from his chest. No matter how many times he’d already buried himself in her, the sensation never dulled. Sliding into her heat felt like discovery all over again—slick, tight, devastating. Her body locked around him instantly, gripping him with a hungry strength that nearly stole his breath, and for a split second he had to fight not to spill himself right then and there.

“Christ, Sherry,” he rasped, voice rough with awe. “You feel so damn good. Every time it’s like falling straight into heaven.”

From her side, the feeling was just as overwhelming. The fullness of him from behind—thick, relentless, impossibly intimate—pulled a breathless sound from her throat as her chest rose and fell hard. Her legs trembled, knees threatening to buckle, pulse pounding so fast it felt dizzying.

“Oh… wow. Yes,” she murmured, barely able to form the words. “Just like that.”

Her eyes fluttered shut as he found the exact rhythm, the exact angle that made everything inside her light up. She’d never felt so completely filled, so perfectly aligned with another person. The pleasure rolled deeper than skin and nerves, blooming into something warm and expansive in her chest. Somehow, impossibly, it felt like more than sex. Like recognition. Like their bodies already knew the shape of each other.

When Rico dragged his tongue slowly up the damp line of her spine, she shuddered, a sharp gasp escaping her as goosebumps raced over her skin. Every inch of her was alive for him, tuned to his touch in a way nothing else had ever managed. Reaching around her, his hand slipped between her thighs, fingers finding her swollen clit and circling with wicked precision as his thrusts grew harder, faster.

Sherry cried out, her head dropping forward as the pressure coiled tight inside her again. He was so deep, so relentless, pleasure crashing through her in waves that left her shaking. Rico was barely holding on himself, the sensation of fucking her from behind—of her slick heat, her tight grip—pushing him dangerously close. But he wanted it together. He needed it together. Nothing compared to the rush of feeling her come apart around him while he did the same.

With a hoarse groan, he finally let go. The release tore through him, hot and blinding, as he emptied himself deep inside her. At the same instant, her body seized around him, clenching hard as she screamed his name, the orgasm ripping through her so fiercely she could barely stay upright.

He wrapped his arms around her, holding her up as they both trembled, foreheads bowed, lungs burning as they struggled for air. The water hammered over them, slicking their skin, but Rico barely noticed. All he knew was the feeling of being exactly where he wanted to be—buried inside her, her body soft and spent in his arms. Somewhere in the haze, the certainty settled deep in his bones: she was his. At least for as long as she chose him.

When the shaking finally eased, he helped her straighten, keeping her close as they caught their breath together. Turning her gently, he cradled her face in his hands, thumbs brushing her cheeks before he kissed her—slow, claiming, unhurried. Pulling back just enough to hold her gaze, he said quietly, intensely, “You know you’re mine now, right?”

Sherry’s arms slid around his chest, hugging him tight, her cheek pressing against his damp skin as she let out a blissful, satisfied sigh. She squeezed him closer, heart full and racing, knowing without a doubt it was the most perfect thing she could have heard—that he wanted her, that he was choosing her.

After they’d finished soaping each other up all over again and finally shut off the water, Rico refused to rush a single second. He wrapped her in a towel but used it like a tease instead of a courtesy, dragging the thick cotton slowly over her skin, lingering where he knew she was sensitive. He dried one breast with exaggerated care, then bent his head and closed his mouth over her nipple, sucking until her breath hitched and her fingers fisted in the towel at his shoulders. His tongue flicked, slow and deliberate, and she rolled her eyes with a helpless little sound.

He gave the other breast the same treatment, only this time grazing her with his teeth, just enough to make her shiver hard. Heat bloomed low in her belly, instant and undeniable. “God, Rico,” she breathed, voice already thick, “if you keep that up, my pussy’s going to be dripping all over again.”

Amused—and clearly pleased—he slid his hand between her thighs, checking for himself. His thumb came back slick, and his mouth curved into a knowing smile. Responsive didn’t even begin to cover it. She reacted to him like her body had been tuned to his frequency; a look, a touch, and she was already humming, open and aching.

Then he glanced down at himself and laughed softly, shaking his head at the unmistakable swell beneath the towel. “I think this is just what we do to each other,” he said. “We want it so bad it doesn’t even turn off.”

She bit her lower lip, eyes dark and wicked, and wrapped her hand around his cock, giving him a few slow strokes that had him sucking in a sharp breath. He caught her wrist gently, laughing despite himself as he eased her hand away. “Hey. Save that,” he said. “We’re going out, remember?”

“Okay,” she agreed easily—but not without one last act of sabotage. She pressed her body against him, brushing her slick heat over his half-hard length, dragging her breasts across his chest as she kissed him slow and deep, the kind of kiss that promised trouble later. Then she slipped out of the bathroom to get dressed.

Rico watched her go, his gaze locked on the sway of her tight ass as she sauntered away, completely unbothered by the chaos she’d left behind. He looked down at his now very obvious erection and just shook his head. He was gone for her—completely. One kiss, one touch, and she had him hard and undone.

They dressed together, the air between them still charged. As he zipped up her little cream leather skirt, Sherry glanced at him, curiosity lighting her eyes. “So,” she asked, “where are we going?”

“I texted my sister,” he said. “She says the kids are starting to go stir-crazy at the condo. Figured they could use a change of scenery, maybe grab some lunch.” He paused, then looked at her more seriously. “And I thought it’d be nice if you came with me. Met them.”

Her eyebrows shot up, surprise flashing across her face. “You want me to meet your family?”

He caught her by the waist and drew her into him, his arm firm and possessive as he swept her hair back from her face. His thumb lingered at her temple, an intimate, grounding touch. 

“Yeah,” he said softly. “I want them to meet my girl.” His mouth curved into a small, earnest smile. “And I want you to meet them too.” Then, with a quiet sigh, he added, “Just so you’re not blindsided—my sister’s usually a little on edge. Her husband’s kind of a nightmare, so she’s basically been doing the single‑mom thing while still married. But the kids?” His eyes warmed. “They’re good kids. Sharp. Curious. Maybe a little ahead of their time.”

Sherry searched his face, feeling the weight of what he was offering—this wasn’t casual, wasn’t nothing. 

“Well… if you’re really sure you want me there?” she asked, her voice gentle but uncertain.

He answered by kissing her, slow and sure, his lips lingering just long enough to quiet her doubts. 

“Very sure.”

He chose a bright, open restaurant with big windows and an easy, welcoming buzz, close enough to the condo that his sister and the kids could walk. The moment they stepped inside, the chairs scraped back and two small bodies launched themselves from the table, voices ringing out as they ran toward him.

“Uncle Rico!”

Sherry paused to the side, watching as he dropped into a crouch and caught them both, laughing as he wrapped his arms around them and kissed their cheeks. The sight softened something in her chest. When she glanced up, she met his sister’s gaze—Liv’s eyes were sharp, assessing, her mouth set in a line that made Sherry’s stomach flutter with sudden nerves.

Rico took the kids’ hands and guided them back to the table, lifting his niece easily into her chair before straightening. 

“Okay,” he said, gesturing around. “Sherry, this is my sister, Liv. And these troublemakers are Olivia and Anthony.” Then, with a quiet pride that didn’t go unnoticed, “Everyone, this is Sherry.”

Olivia, all curls and bright eyes, beamed up at her and immediately patted the empty chair beside her, lowering her voice as if sharing a secret. 

“Sit here.”

Sherry laughed softly and took the seat. No sooner had she settled than Olivia leaned in close and whispered, conspiratorial and sincere, “You know you’re very pretty.”

Something warm bloomed in Sherry’s chest. She glanced across the table at Rico—who had taken the seat next to his nephew—then looked back at the little girl. 

“So are you, sweetheart,” she said, meaning it.

Rico turned his attention to his family. “So, how’s condo life treating you guys?”

Anthony shrugged, looking to his mother before answering. “It’s okay.”

Liv exhaled, tired but grateful. “Honestly, Rico, it’s fine. The kids just miss having a yard. Somewhere to burn off energy.” She met his eyes. “But thank you. Really. For letting us stay there until I can sort things out.”

While the adults talked, Olivia leaned toward Sherry again, eyes bright with excitement. 

“My tooth is loose,” she whispered. “Wanna wiggle it?”

Rico caught that and groaned softly. “Livvy, I don’t think you should ask people if they want to play with your teeth.”

She lifted both hands in protest, clearly put out. “But it’s the only one that wiggles,” she insisted, as if that explained everything.

Sherry tilted her head, smiling as she leaned in a little closer. “Well,” she said gently, “why don’t you show me how it wiggles, then?”

Olivia grinned, hooking her bottom lip with a tiny finger and tugging it down to proudly display the wobbling tooth. She nudged it back and forth, eyes shining. “See?”

Sherry leaned closer, nodding with exaggerated seriousness. “Oh wow. That one’s definitely getting ready to make its escape. I bet a brand-new tooth will be popping in before you know it.”

Olivia went still, absorbing that, then tipped her head and asked with blunt curiosity, “I’m five and three quarters. How old are you?”

Sherry hesitated, the question catching her off guard, and instinctively glanced toward Rico. He jumped in immediately, smiling but firm. “Hey, Olivia. Didn’t your mom ever tell you it’s not polite to ask a lady her age?”

Across the table, Liv lifted an eyebrow in silent challenge. Rico met her look and gave a subtle shake of his head, a quiet plea to let it go. He didn’t care about the years between him and Sherry—hell, he liked them—but he wasn’t sure his sister would see it the same way. Sherry could pass for early forties on a bad day, and the last thing he wanted was Liv labeling her something ugly in her head.

Liv’s attention shifted as the server arrived, sliding menus onto the table. She studied Sherry over the top of her daughter’s curls and asked, casually but curious, “So, Sherry, what do you do?”

“Oh.” Sherry smiled, easy and unguarded. “I’m a writer.”

Liv blinked. “Really? What kind of writing?”

Sherry gave a small shrug. “Romance.”

The reaction was instant and dramatic. Liv’s mouth fell open, her eyes going wide as she pressed her palms to her cheeks. “Oh my god. Oh my god—I can’t believe it.” She leaned forward, practically vibrating. “You’re Sherry Rose, aren’t you? I swear, I’ve read every single one of your books. Some of them more times than I can count. I adore your work—I can’t get enough of it.”

Then she shot her brother a look, half awe, half disbelief. “So what is a famous writer like you doing with this guy?”

“Wow. Thanks,” Rico muttered, laughing under his breath. But his eyes were on Sherry now, really seeing her. He’d known she wrote, sure—but this? This was something else entirely.

Liv turned fully in her chair, enthusiasm spilling out of her. “I saw your interview on Good Morning America a few weeks ago. You were incredible—so sharp, so funny. I was laughing right along with everyone else.” She clasped her hands. “Is it true they want Chris Hemsworth to play Marcus in the movie version of Warm Winds over Jamaica?”

Sherry nodded, a little bashful. “It’s looking that way, but nothing’s signed yet.”

Rico stared at her, stunned. She’d never mentioned any of this—not the interviews, not the movie, not the fame. When he finally found his voice, he said, “You never told me you were famous.”

She lifted one shoulder, smiling softly. “I don’t really think about it. Not unless someone asks me to sign a book. Then I remember that some people know my name.”

“Which reminds me,” Liv said, already rummaging through her purse. She produced a pen like it was a sacred object, her eyes bright and a little breathless. “Would you sign something for me? I swear I must be your number-one fan. I’ve been devouring your books since I was a teenager.”

Sherry felt a faint, private flinch at that—an involuntary reminder of the years between herself and both Rico and his sister. She smoothed it away with a smile and tilted her head thoughtfully. “How about this instead,” she offered gently. “My newest novel is coming out very soon. The publisher sent me a few advance copies. I’d much rather give you one of those, signed just for you.”

Liv let out a soft, almost disbelieving sound, her shoulders trembling as if she’d been struck by a pleasant chill. “Oh my god. I cannot believe this. I’m actually sitting across from Sherry Rose.” She leaned in, studying her with open admiration. “And you are even more beautiful in real life. Your stories—honestly—they undo me. They steal the air right out of my lungs.” Then she wrinkled her nose with a grin. “And I love how the villains always get what’s coming to them. Those brutal endings? Delicious. Though I have to admit, I reread the scorching love scenes just as often. They always leave me flushed.”

From beside her, little Olivia peered up, confusion knitting her tiny brow. “You kill people?” she asked in a small, serious voice.

Sherry laughed softly and reached out, gently fluffing the girl’s dark curls. “No, sweetheart. I just make things exciting on the page. Lots of adventure, that’s all.”

Olivia’s eyes widened as if Sherry had revealed a magic trick. “Will you write one for me?”

Her mother smiled fondly. “Those aren’t really for kids, honey.”

“Actually,” Sherry said, lowering herself slightly so she could whisper conspiratorially near Olivia’s ear, “I have written children’s books—just under a different name.” She smiled when the girl gasped. “I can give you one of those and sign it for you, if you’d like. And if your brother wants one too, I can do that.”

Olivia nodded with solemn enthusiasm, her smile bright and unguarded. “I like you.”

Rico chuckled, warmth softening his expression as he looked at Sherry. “Yeah,” he said easily. “She’s hard not to like.”

After they’d placed their lunch order and the kids began to squirm with impatience, Sherry reached into her purse again. She handed each child a small toy—simple, clever things she kept on hand for moments just like this. The transformation was instant. Wiggles turned into concentration, fussing into quiet delight.

Rico watched his nephew with amused fascination as Anthony slid a plastic wand across a clear case, coaxing iron filings into bushy eyebrows and a ridiculous mustache over a cartoon face. “That’s pretty cool, huh, Anthony?”

Anthony beamed up at Sherry. “Yeah, it’s awesome. Thank you, Miss Rose.”

“You can call me Sherry,” she said warmly. “And I’m glad you’re having fun.”

Anthony bobbed his head in an enthusiastic yes without ever lifting his eyes from the toy, utterly absorbed as the little wand slid back and forth beneath his fingers. Olivia, not to be outdone, leaned forward and proudly demonstrated her own creation, revealing a surprisingly neat pair of glasses she’d coaxed onto the man behind the clear plastic.

Sherry laughed softly. “That’s impressive. You’re really talented, aren’t you?”

Olivia nodded with absolute confidence. “Uh-huh. That’s because when I grow up I’m going to be an artist.” She paused, considering, the wand still moving. “Or a ballerina. Or maybe the President of America—if everybody likes me enough and votes for me.”

Anthony, who Sherry guessed had at least a couple of years on his sister, gave a dramatic shake of his head. “You’re so weird, Olivia.”

“Am not,” Olivia shot back, scrunching up her nose before sticking her tongue out at him in defiance.

“Hey,” Rico warned mildly, his voice carrying just enough authority to rein them in. “Knock it off.”

Liv exhaled and cast them a look that said she’d reached the edge of her patience. “They’re getting restless,” she said to her brother. “I was thinking we might take them to the park after this, let them run around and burn some energy.”

“Probably smart,” Rico agreed, ruffling Anthony’s dark hair and giving his neck a fond squeeze.

Then his attention shifted back to Sherry, a note of genuine surprise in his voice. “I’ve got to say, I never pictured you being this good with kids.”

Before Sherry could answer, Liv leaned in. “Do you have any of your own?”

Sherry shook her head, her smile easy but touched with honesty. “No. It just never worked out that way for me.” She shrugged lightly. “But I’ve always loved kids. I actually taught first grade for a while, before writing took over my life. I loved every minute of it.”

Rico let out a low laugh, clearly taken aback. “You just keep getting more interesting by the minute.”

Sherry turned her attention back to the children. “So—do you two like to swim?”

Anthony’s face lit up instantly. “Like a fish.”

She laughed. “Well, I’ve got a pool at my place that I think you’d both have a great time in. You’re welcome to come by anytime.”

“Really?” Liv asked, glancing at Rico for confirmation. He only shrugged, already knowing that Sherry wouldn’t offer unless she meant it.

“Absolutely,” Sherry said. “While the weather’s still good, they should enjoy it.”

“Oh, please, Mommy?” Olivia begged, clasping her hands together and bouncing in her seat.

Liv looked back at Sherry, searching her face. “Are you sure?”

“Positive,” Sherry said without hesitation. “Actually, instead of the park, why don’t you all come over after this? Rico and I can grab something to throw on the grill, and the kids can swim.”

Anthony straightened, hope bright in his eyes. “Can we, Mom?”

Rico fixed them both with a firm look. “If you behave—and if there’s no fighting once we get there.”

When both children pasted on cherubic smiles and bobbed their heads with exaggerated enthusiasm, Liv finally relented. “All right,” she said, casting a look up at Rico. He answered with a quick grin and a glance toward Sherry that was pure gratitude.

As soon as Sherry pushed back her chair and excused herself to find the ladies’ room, Liv leaned across the table, lowering her voice. “How the hell did you even meet someone like her?”

Rico lifted one shoulder. “I was doing some lighting work in her kitchen. One thing led to another. We just… connected.” He didn’t bother adding how immediate it had been, how the air between them had felt charged from the first second, like a spark begging to catch fire.

Liv shook her head slowly, still trying to process it. “I mean—wow. I can’t believe my brother is actually dating Sherry Rose. That’s almost too surreal to wrap my brain around.”

If she thought it was strange, Rico was right there with her. The more he turned it over in his mind, the more unreal it felt. The woman he’d been tangled up with in rumpled sheets, all heat and hunger and soft gasps in the dark, wasn’t just a sensual fantasy—she was apparently a name people recognized, a woman whose words traveled far beyond a bedroom. And the deeper his feelings crept, the more he wondered who she really was, beyond the warmth of her skin and the way she looked at him like he mattered.

Liv leaned in even closer, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’ll be honest. When I first saw her, I thought she might be a little… old for you. But now?” She studied him with a frank, almost ruthless curiosity. “Now I’m wondering what a woman like that sees in a guy like you.”

Rico laughed, low and rueful. “Wow. Thanks, Liv.” But the comment lodged under his ribs and stayed there. He’d had the same thought more than once. Sherry could have her pick of men—polished, powerful, connected. And here he was, a man who worked with his hands, drove a truck, and smelled like sweat and sawdust by the end of the day. What did she want with him?

After directions were given and plans were set, they all stepped outside the restaurant. The kids wrapped their arms around Rico and Sherry with unfiltered affection, the kind that left you warm long after it ended. When Liv’s car pulled away, Rico and Sherry climbed into his truck, the afternoon sun slanting through the windshield as they merged onto the highway toward her place.

A few miles in, Rico reached over without thinking, his fingers closing around Sherry’s hand. He gave it a gentle squeeze, grounding himself in the feel of her. “So,” he said, glancing her way, “how come you never told me you were kind of a big deal?”

She shrugged lightly, eyes drifting to the blur of trees and sky beyond the window. “Because I don’t really see myself that way. I just write stories. People happen to read them.”

“Read them,” he echoed, a hint of disbelief in his voice. “And watch them, apparently. Movies, Sherry.” He shook his head. “That’s a lot of people.”

She smiled but didn’t respond, and the quiet stretched between them—comfortable, thoughtful. After a moment he added, softer now, “And you were incredible with the kids. You ever wish you’d had some of your own?”

Sherry let out a slow breath, her shoulders rising and falling before she finally turned her head toward him. The streetlights slid over her face as the truck moved, softening her expression, making her look suddenly unguarded.

“The truth?” she said quietly. “I always wanted at least one. Maybe two.” Her fingers tightened slightly around his as she spoke. “But my husband kept delaying it—there was always another deadline, another project, another excuse about timing. After a while I realized it wasn’t fear or bad timing. He just… didn’t want to be a father. Not ever.” She paused, swallowing. “So I stopped asking. Stopped hoping. And when he died…” Her voice softened. “That door just closed. I didn’t let myself think about it again. That’s really it.”

Rico nodded, absorbing the weight of it. “Well,” he said gently, “Liv’s kids definitely took to you. You could tell right away.”

She glanced back at him then, a small, genuine smile curving her lips. “I like them too. They’re so open. So affectionate.” Her eyes warmed. “And you’re incredible with them. They adore you—it’s obvious.” She hesitated, then asked, “Do you think you’ll ever want kids of your own someday?”

He shrugged, keeping his eyes on the road. “Honestly? I’ve never given it much thought. I’m around Liv’s kids all the time. They kind of fill that space for me right now. Feels like enough.”

When she went quiet again, the silence stretching between them, Rico gave her hand a playful tug, a crooked smile pulling at his mouth. “Hey,” he said, lighter now. “Maybe I should be the one reading your books instead of my sister. Might help me understand you a little better.” His thumb brushed over her knuckles. “Figure out what really gets you going.”

Sherry’s smile turned wicked, heat flashing in her eyes. “Oh, you already do.” She leaned back into the seat, clearly enjoying his reaction. “You’ve been a complete inspiration for the one I’m working on now.”

He laughed. “You’re messing with me. I inspired you?”

“Oh, absolutely.” Her voice dipped, intimate. “Since you came into my life, the sex scenes just pour out of me. No effort. No second-guessing. They’re so vivid I can feel them in my body while I’m writing.” She shifted slightly in her seat, deliberately. “Sometimes I get a little wet just letting my characters touch each other on the page. And it’s you—what you do to me, how you make me feel—that unlocked all of that.”

Rico glanced over at her, a slow smile spreading. “So,” he said, amused and a little stunned, “you’re telling me you’re sharing our sex life with the rest of the world?”

Sherry tipped her head back and laughed, the sound warm and unguarded. “No, nothing that scandalous,” she said, eyes glittering. “But being with you has… recalibrated things for me. You’ve shown me how intoxicating it can be when desire is real, when it isn’t restrained or polite. That kind of truth seeps into my writing whether I want it to or not.”

She shifted toward him, lowering her voice. “When I first imagined the man in my current book, he was so stiff. Pale, aristocratic, impeccably groomed. The sort of man who probably schedules his orgasms and apologizes afterward.” She snorted softly. “After you? I couldn’t even pretend he was like that anymore.”

Her fingers came up, brushing his cheek with deliberate slowness, her body leaning into his space as if pulled there by instinct. “Now,” she murmured, almost purring, “he has these dark, molten-brown eyes. The kind that look at a woman and make her feel seen… and undone.”

She traced along his jaw, savoring the roughness beneath her fingertips. “And that shadow,” she whispered, her breath warm against his skin. “That delicious scratch of it when he’s pressed between her thighs, making her gasp his name because it rubs her in exactly the right way.”

Her hand slid into his hair, fingers curling, tugging just enough to make a promise. “And his hair—thick, deep brown. She can’t stop grabbing it while he’s buried inside her, while he’s filling her so completely she forgets how to think.”

Rico let out a low groan and shifted in his seat, his hand instinctively adjusting the hard length straining against his jeans. “Yeah,” he said roughly, “I’m definitely going to need to read that.”

She leaned back with a slow, wicked smile. “Oh, and he’s devastating in bed,” she added lightly, eyes dancing.

He laughed, shaking his head. “Is he now?”

“Without question,” she said, rolling her hips subtly against the seat, the memory of him making her body warm and heavy.

When the car stopped at the light, Rico’s teasing expression softened into something more intent. He turned to her. “So what happens to them? Do they fall in love? Get their happily-ever-after?”

Sherry looked down at her hands, suddenly shy. “I… haven’t decided yet,” she admitted quietly.

He reached for her, lifting her hand and pressing his lips to her fingers, the tenderness of it stealing her breath. “Maybe,” he said gently, “I could help you imagine a good ending.”

She smiled at him, something tender blooming in her chest every time he touched her like that. “I’d like that very much.”

Then, unable to resist, she brought his hand to her mouth. Her lips closed around his finger, slow and deliberate, her tongue teasing, swirling, promising all kinds of trouble. When the light changed and he accelerated, Rico let out a strangled sound.

“Jesus, Sherry,” he muttered, “now I really wish the kids weren’t coming over.”

She released his finger with a soft pop and grinned at him. “Why’s that?”

“Because you’ve got me so fucking hard I can’t think straight,” he said, eyes darkening. “And if you keep teasing me like this, author or not, I might just have to bend you over and give you the spanking you’re begging for, you naughty woman.”

She bit her lip, rolling her eyes in exaggerated innocence, heat pooling low in her belly. “Mmm,” she said sweetly, “you know… I might just enjoy that.”

“Yeah,” he growled, voice low and dangerous, “and if you keep pushing me like that, I might just peel those clothes off you and take you hard over your kitchen counter again—just like the first time. Don’t think I won’t.”

The image alone was enough to make her breath hitch. The memory of his hands pinning her down, the sharp edge of the counter biting into her thighs while he drove into her without mercy, flashed hot and vivid through her mind. Heat bloomed between her legs, her panties already damp, clinging in that unmistakable, needy way. She caught her lower lip between her teeth and checked the time, forcing a shred of practicality into her voice as she asked, “So… how long do you think it’ll take them to get to my place?”

Rico let out a tortured groan and shifted in his seat again, his jaw tightening. “Not nearly long enough for what I’m imagining,” he said. Then his mouth curved into a promise that made her pulse jump. “But the second they’re gone, you’re going to pay for all this teasing. I mean really pay.”

She turned her face back toward the window, watching the world blur past, and slowly dragged her tongue over her lips. “Mmm,” she murmured, the sound thick with anticipation. “I don’t think I’ve ever looked forward to anything more.”

Neither had he. It stunned him how quickly she unraveled him, how effortlessly she turned him into a throbbing, aching mess. One look, one wicked little gesture, and he was rock hard, his cock practically screaming for her. As he drove, he found himself irrationally irritated that she’d invited Liv and the kids over at all, when all he wanted was to get her alone and buried beneath him.

He reached for her hand and guided it down to his lap, pressing her palm against the hard proof of just how much she affected him. “Feel that?” he said roughly. “That’s all you, you know. Little tease.”

Her eyes went wide, dark and hungry, and she bit into her lip with a soft whimper that punched straight through him. He laughed under his breath, equal parts awe and disbelief, because somehow that sound only made him harder. Christ. He honestly wondered if she was going to be the death of him—and part of him hoped she would be.

Even wandering the narrow aisles of her neighborhood market, they couldn’t stop flirting. They exchanged slow, knowing smiles over the cart, and every time she caught his eye, she deliberately licked her lips and let her gaze drag over him, lingering shamelessly at the bulge straining his jeans. She was clearly banking on how rough and relentless he’d be with her later, once he finally got her naked.

He came up behind her as she paused, casually tossing a pack of hamburger buns into the cart. In the same smooth motion, he grabbed her ass, giving it a firm, unapologetic squeeze. Leaning in close, his breath hot against her ear, he whispered, “You keep eye-fucking me like that, sweetheart, and I swear I’ll hike that little skirt up, rip those panties off, and take you in the front seat of the truck right there in the parking lot.”

Her pulse stuttered just imagining him snapping, going feral with need, too charged to make it all the way back to her place. The fantasy alone was enough to make her thighs slick, heat spreading between her legs as she pictured him crowding her into the cab of his truck, taking her fast and rough before the engine even cooled. She glanced past his shoulder—and there it was. The washroom. Small. Private. Always spotless. Opportunity hummed through her like a live wire.

She didn’t hesitate. Curling her fingers into his shirt, she hauled him toward it, the door swinging shut behind them. The light snapped on. The lock clicked. And then she was on him, mouth crashing into his, tongue demanding entry, hungry and reckless. He barely had time to register what was happening before she was kissing him like she needed his breath to survive.

Rico growled into her mouth, instinct kicking in. His hands went straight to her hips, dragging her panties down, fingers sliding through heat that made him curse. He pushed one thick finger inside her, wet and ready, and groaned, forehead dipping to hers. “Jesus, Sherry… you’re soaked.”

She nodded fast, breathless, because of course she was—she’d never been wetter, never wanted anything the way she wanted him right now. Her hands fumbled at his fly, impatient, and in seconds his jeans were bunched around his ankles. He hissed when she freed him, hard and aching, and muttered, “Fuck, I’ve never been this hard.”

He spread her stance with his foot, lifted her just enough with the press of his body, her heels giving her the height he needed. Her arms locked around his neck as he guided himself home, the first thrust stealing the air from both of them. She whimpered, and he swallowed the sound with his mouth, kissing her deep as he drove into her, again and again, no mercy in it.

His hands clamped onto her ass, gripping hard, possessive, as he fucked her with relentless strokes, the tiled room echoing softly with the sounds of skin on skin and their ragged breathing. He was gone, completely undone, moving like a man overtaken by pure instinct, and all she could do was hold on.

Her heart thundered as she clung to him, the absurd thrill of it—fucking in a grocery store bathroom like desperate kids—only making it hotter. Every thrust dragged against her clit just right, sparks bursting behind her eyes. Pleasure coiled tight, threatening to snap, and she wondered dimly if he was ruining her for anyone else forever.

He slammed into her harder, faster, then slid his hand between them, thumb finding her clit with brutal precision. Her body shuddered, breath breaking, and he knew. With a final thrust, he gave in, hips flexing as he came hard inside her, spilling deep, hot, unstoppable. He kissed her like he was starving, riding it out as his release poured into her, both of them trembling, clinging, praying no one knocked before they’d caught their breath—or their sanity.

Even after the shuddering intensity of it all had finally ebbed, after they’d wrung every last pulse of pleasure from each other, Rico still couldn’t stop kissing her. His mouth lingered, greedy and unhurried, as if he needed to reassure himself she was real—warm and breathing and still wrapped around him. His cock remained buried deep inside her, heavy and oversensitive, throbbing softly as her body continued to clutch and flutter around him in slow, involuntary squeezes. Christ, she undid him. One woman, and she had him reduced to pure appetite.

He should have been spent. Any sane man would have been. But all that filled his head was the thought of peeling her clothes off properly, of laying her out somewhere private and taking her again, slower this time—or maybe just as rough. He stayed fused to her mouth, tasting her sighs, brushing his tongue against hers like he was afraid she might disappear if he let go. Somewhere in the back of his mind, the truth settled in with dangerous clarity: she wasn’t just a want. She was a craving. And no matter how much he had of her, he knew it would never be enough. Not tomorrow. Not years from now. Probably not even at the bitter end.

They stayed like that for a moment, savoring the aftermath. Sherry clung to him, her body molded perfectly to his, his cock still sheathed inside her heat. They looked at each other, eyes bright and slightly dazed, stupid smiles breaking across their faces as they traded soft, lazy kisses—nothing rushed now, just shared breath and quiet disbelief at what they’d done.

The sharp knock on the door shattered the spell.

“Anyone in there?”

Rico froze, then inwardly groaned. Of course. Perfect fucking timing.

A moment later, a woman’s voice chimed in, older, concerned. “Their grocery cart’s just sitting out here. They’ve been in there quite a while—I hope whoever it is isn’t sick.”

Heart thudding, Rico knew he had to answer before someone got any bright ideas about unlocking the door. He cleared his throat, pitching his voice steady. “Yeah—uh—we’ll be out in a minute.”

Sherry’s shoulders started to shake as she fought a laugh. He clapped a hand gently over her mouth, pressing his forehead to hers, silently begging her to hold it together while he added, “My wife wasn’t feeling… a little off. I just came in to help her.”

“Oh, that’s no problem at all,” the man replied easily. “Take your time.” He then told the older woman there was an employee restroom she could use instead.

The moment the footsteps faded, Rico finally eased out of her, both of them hissing softly at the loss. They fumbled to straighten clothes, stifle giggles, and regain some semblance of composure, laughter bubbling up despite their best efforts. Once they were reasonably presentable, Rico cracked the door open, glanced both ways, then took Sherry’s hand and led her out like nothing at all had happened.

They moved fast—straight to the checkout, paying for the groceries that had been waiting patiently for them while they’d been anything but. Neither of them dared linger. As soon as they were done, they practically bolted for the exit, eager to put distance between themselves and that bathroom before anyone connected the dots.

The second the truck doors slammed shut, they both lost it. Giddy, breathless laughter filled the cab as Rico tossed the bags into the back.

“Can you imagine,” he said, still chuckling, “if he’d decided to use his keys and walked in on us?”

Sherry laughed harder at that, the sound bright and reckless, the echo of their illicit little secret still humming between them.

“Oh, don’t even get me started,” Sherry shot back, shaking her head, though her smile was bright and wicked. “That’s my neighborhood market. I’ve been shopping there for years. If they’d opened that door and found me plastered against the tile, panties shoved down my thighs with you wedged between my legs like you owned the place? I’d have to move. Completely. I’d never be able to look the cashier in the eye again.”

Rico snorted, glancing over at her. “Right. Says the woman who grabbed me by the shirt, dragged me into the bathroom, and pretty much devoured me.”

Her jaw dropped in mock outrage, eyes flashing. “I devoured you?” she repeated. “That is not how I remember it at all. Last time I checked, you were more than an eager participant. Funny how you forget that there were two grown adults in there tearing at each other like we hadn’t eaten in days.”

He lifted both hands off the wheel for a second in surrender, laughing. “Fine. Guilty. We’re equally out of control when we’re together,” he admitted, easing the truck into traffic. Then his expression shifted—eyes darkening, mouth curving into that slow, dangerous smile that always made heat pool low in her belly. “But don’t get too comfortable. Because the second Liv and the kids head out later, I’m absolutely going to take my time having my way with you.”

The promise in his voice sent a shiver straight through her. Her skin prickled, her pulse jumping as images flickered through her mind—his hands, his mouth, the way he never rushed her once he had her alone. She bit down on her lower lip, trying not to squirm in her seat, suddenly very curious—and more than a little desperate—to find out exactly what he had planned.

By the time Liv and the kids arrived, Sherry and Rico had already changed into their swimsuits and were busy prepping food for the barbecue, moving around the kitchen in easy, domestic harmony that still felt new and thrilling to her.

Liv stepped inside and stopped short, eyes going wide as she slowly turned in a circle. “Wow,” she breathed. “Sherry, this place is gorgeous. Seriously. You live here by yourself? This whole house?”

Sherry flicked an instinctive glance at Rico and gave him a small, slightly sheepish smile—because technically, he’d more or less taken up residence after their first night together. Still, she smoothed it over easily. “Mostly, yes. I’ve been on my own for a long time,” she said lightly. “I’m just starting to do a bit of updating here and there.”

“Well, it looks amazing to me,” Liv said sincerely. “I wouldn’t change a thing.”

“Me either,” Olivia chimed in, nodding solemnly. “Your house is really pretty, Sherry.”

Rico laughed, scooping his niece up and mussing her curls. “So, pipsqueak,” he asked, “you ready to hit the pool?”

“Uh-huh,” she said eagerly. Then she leaned in close and stage-whispered in his ear, “Mom said no peeing in the pool and no acting like idiots, or we have to go back to the condo.” She pulled back, eyes sparkling. “But I think she meant Anthony. I know how to behave.”

Rico chuckled as he set her back on her feet. Sherry smiled, warmth spreading through her chest, and gestured toward the stairs. “Come on, guys,” she said. “I’ll show you where you can change.”

Once everyone had wriggled into their swimsuits, Sherry clapped her hands softly and crooked a finger at the kids, steering them around the side of the house toward the small cedar shed tucked into the greenery. The moment she swung the door open, the scent of warm wood and sunscreen puffed out—and so did a collective gasp. Their eyes went huge, shining as they took in the riot of color inside. A breathless, perfectly synchronized “Wow,” slipped from both of them.

Olivia wasted no time, zeroing in on a pink flamingo float almost as big as she was. She wrapped her arms around its neck possessively while Rico laughed and crouched to start blowing it up, his cheeks puffing as she hovered impatiently. Anthony, meanwhile, scooped up a beach ball and a plain white flutter board, already bouncing on his toes with pent-up energy, eager to get into the water and show off.

Soon enough, the pool was alive with splashes and shrieks of laughter. The beach ball arced through the air again and again, hands slapping water, sunlight glinting off wet skin. Sherry lounged at the edge for a moment, her feet trailing in the cool blue, watching Rico play with the kids—how easily he laughed, how natural he was with them. When his gaze found hers, he sent her a slow, knowing wink, gratitude and something warmer flickering in his eyes. Her chest tightened pleasantly at the look, at the quiet understanding between them.

By the time the afternoon wound down, the kids were wrung out, their earlier energy melted into yawns and heavy-lidded smiles. Liv hugged Sherry tightly, her voice thick with appreciation as she thanked her over and over—for the swim, the food, the invitation. She planted a loud, affectionate kiss on Sherry’s cheek, then another on Rico’s, before corralling the kids toward the car. Rico helped buckle them in, Anthony already half-asleep, Olivia curled around an invisible dream.

Just as they were about to pull away, Sherry dashed back inside and returned with a small stack of books. Liv’s eyes went wide when she saw them. She laughed, hugged Sherry all over again, and shook her head in disbelief. “I still can’t wrap my mind around it,” she said, grinning. “My favorite author in the world… actually seeing my brother. It’s insane.”

Rico slipped an arm around Sherry’s waist, warm and solid. Liv waved once more before driving off, the kids slumped peacefully in the back seat.

Inside, the house fell quiet again. They moved easily together, cleaning up the remnants of dinner, rinsing plates, loading the dishwasher. When Rico snapped it shut, he came up behind Sherry, his body fitting snugly to hers. He brushed a kiss over her bare shoulder, lingering just long enough to make her breath hitch.

“That was really nice of you,” he murmured. “Inviting them. All of it.”

She turned in his arms, framing his face with her hands, her thumbs grazing his jaw. “I loved it,” she said softly. “You have a wonderful family, Rico.”

His smile was thoughtful at first, almost tender. “Yeah,” he said quietly. “They really are.” Then his expression shifted—darkening, sharpening. His gaze locked onto hers as his voice dropped, low and deliberate. “But now,” he said, “I think it’s finally time I showed you exactly what happens when you tease me the way you did today.”

Sherry slipped free of his arms with a breathless laugh, the sound turning into a squeal as she bolted for the stairs. Bare feet slapped against the wood as she fled, her heart racing, heat already pooling low in her belly. Rico was right behind her, close enough that she could feel him—his presence, his intent—mock-growling as he lunged for her, fingers grazing her hips, missing her by inches.

She almost made it.

Almost.

His arm hooked around her waist and she cried out as he lifted her clean off her feet. The world tipped, spun, and then she was on her bed, the mattress dipping beneath her as he followed her down, bracing himself over her, solid and warm and unmistakably real.

Her pulse skidded. Anticipation tightened every nerve.

But instead of the rough, teasing claim she expected, he stilled. He lowered his mouth to hers with surprising tenderness, a kiss that was soft and lingering, as if he were memorizing her. When he pulled back, he didn’t smile. He searched her face, eyes dark, open, unguarded.

“You know,” he said quietly, the words rough with truth, “I think I’ve fallen for you. Hard.”

The air left her lungs.

Sherry lifted her hand to his cheek, her thumb tracing the line of his jaw, grounding herself in the feel of him. She studied his face—so earnest, so young, so achingly sincere—and her chest tightened. She wanted to believe him. Worse, she already did. Somewhere along the way, she’d let herself fall just as deeply.

Rico’s hands slid to her shoulders, tugging the thin straps of her swimsuit down her arms. Her breasts spilled free, skin pebbled with heat and awareness. He bent to her, mouth closing around one nipple, then the other, slow and reverent, before lifting his head again.

“I’m so in love with you it hurts,” he said, like a confession he couldn’t hold back.

Her vision blurred. She wrapped him against her, holding his head to her chest as if she could protect them both from the weight of those words. “I love you too,” she whispered, and the truth of it clenched her heart until it almost ached to breathe.

Rico knew it was insane—knew she was brilliant and accomplished and worlds beyond him—but that knowledge didn’t dull what he felt. If anything, it sharpened it. She was it for him. There was no point pretending otherwise.

What he didn’t see, with her face turned into his shoulder, was the worry flickering behind her closed eyes. The way her teeth worried at her lower lip. The questions gnawing at her—about years, about fairness, about whether loving him meant stealing time he should be spending building a life with someone younger, someone who could give him the family she suddenly knew he’d be so good at having.

His hands slid lower, easing between her thighs, confident and knowing. His mouth returned to her breasts, tongue tracing slow, molten circles that made her gasp and arch into him. Pleasure unfurled, drowning thought, turning her body liquid and buzzing and shamelessly ready for him all over again.

There would be time to talk later, she told herself weakly. Time for logic, for restraint, for doing the right thing.

Not now.

Not when his touch felt this good.

He lifted his head again, eyes burning as he looked at her. “I don’t ever want this to end, Sherry,” he murmured.

Her eyes flew open.

God help her—neither did she. But even as desire pulled her under, the question lingered, sharp and frightening in its clarity.

Did she really have it in her to keep him, when letting him go might be the kinder thing to do?

But the instant he pressed into her, slow and sure, her body opened to him with a helpless, aching welcome. His mouth claimed hers at the same time, his tongue sliding between her lips as if he wanted to taste every breath she took, as if he wanted to fuse himself to her from the inside out. The sensation rippled through her—warm, electric, dizzying—until her skin felt too sensitive, her nerves lit and humming. It was always like this with him, overwhelming in the best way, as though her body recognized him before her mind could catch up.

Her hands skimmed over his shoulders, down the strong planes of his back, then tightened, nails digging in as he filled her completely. She clung to him, pulling him closer even though there was nowhere closer to go, her hips instinctively meeting his, her body answering his with soft, breathless sounds she didn’t bother to hide. Every careful thrust felt like a promise she knew she shouldn’t be making, every kiss a temptation she had no strength left to resist.

She told herself—vaguely, distantly—that she would think about fairness later. About what this meant, about what it might cost him, about the questions she kept shoving aside. But not now. Not while he was inside her, moving with her, holding her as if this was exactly where they both belonged. Not while pleasure drowned out reason and all she could feel was him, and the undeniable truth that being together like this was far too good, far too right, to give up even for a moment.


Chapter 4

Something about Sherry felt misaligned, like a familiar song played half a beat too slow. Rico sensed it in the way she held him—still warm, still affectionate, yet subtly restrained, as if part of her was already stepping back. He couldn’t put his finger on it, and the not knowing gnawed at him.

The night before, he’d finally said the words that had been burning his chest raw. I love you. She’d answered instantly, without flinching, her voice sure and soft and certain. But even with that, something delicate had shifted between them, a hairline fracture he could feel every time she looked at him a second too long or touched him a second too lightly. All he wanted was to rewind to the easy joy they’d shared before—when she laughed under him, teased him with her mouth and her hands, when loving her felt effortless and complete, like nothing in the world could touch them.

Maybe he’d scared her. Maybe she hadn’t been ready to hear how deep he was already in. But she had to know this wasn’t just sex to him, not some temporary thrill. Whatever they had was real—at least, it was for him.

He lay behind her, one arm wrapped around her waist, her back fitted perfectly to his chest. She traced a slow, absent-minded circle around his nipple with one fingernail, the touch intimate but distracted, her face set in a seriousness that made his stomach tighten. She didn’t speak. The silence stretched, heavy and uncomfortable, until he couldn’t stand it anymore.

He gently tipped her chin up, forcing her to meet his eyes. “Hey,” he murmured. “Talk to me. What’s going on?”

She sighed, the sound long and weighted, as if she’d been holding it in for days. When she spoke, her honesty cut clean and sharp. “If I’m being honest… I’ve been feeling guilty. And maybe selfish. Being with you, knowing you should probably be with someone closer to your age. Someone who can give you everything you deserve.”

He frowned, completely lost. “I don’t understand what you’re saying, Sherry.” The idea of wanting anyone else felt absurd. She was it for him—body, heart, future. He’d assumed she knew that by now.

She searched his face, and the pain in her eyes twisted something deep in his chest. “When I saw you with your niece and nephew,” she said quietly, “how natural you were with them… it hit me. Someday you might want children of your own. And we both know that, at my age, that’s something I could never give you.”

Rico dragged in a breath, frustration flaring. He hadn’t expected that. The thought that his family—without meaning to—had planted doubt between them made him grit his teeth.

“Yeah,” he said, exhaling hard. “I love those kids. They’re amazing. And you know what else? I can see them whenever I want. Liv practically begs me to take them for the day, spoil them a little, give her a break. That’s enough for me.” His voice softened, earnest and sure. “When I’ve got them, we hang out, have our time, and everyone’s happy. I don’t need kids of my own to understand what that’s like. I’ve been there since the day they were born. Half the time, I feel more like their dad than their actual father, who’s barely around.”

She nodded, but the doubt still lingered in her expression, faint and stubborn, like she wasn’t quite ready to let herself believe him.

He softened his expression, letting a slow smile curve as he looked into her eyes. His hand slid back, firm and possessive, squeezing her ass before he leaned in and kissed her—unhurried, promising. “But there is something I need right now,” he murmured against her mouth.

Her lips tilted into a knowing smirk. She didn’t have to ask what he meant; she could already feel it, thick and insistent between them when her hand slipped down. Heat bloomed low in her belly. She lifted one leg, hooking it over his hip, opening herself to him without a trace of hesitation. Wrapping her fingers around him, she guided him forward, letting the head of his cock press against her slick entrance. “Am I close?” she teased, voice low, sultry, as she traced him slowly along her wet folds, savoring the way his eyes went hazy, his breath stuttered.

He groaned, jaw tightening. “Close doesn’t even cover it. You’re scorching, baby. And you’ve got me exactly where I want to be.”

His patience snapped. Hands clamping onto her waist, he drove his hips forward, pushing inside her in one deep, claiming thrust. She gasped, eyes locking with his as he filled her completely, the stretch delicious and familiar. He began to move, slow and deep at first, letting her feel every inch, letting her feel what she did to him—how every time they came together, all he wanted was to disappear inside her, to get as close as a body could get.

He eased her back onto the mattress, following her down, withdrawing just enough to make her whimper before thrusting back in hard, burying himself to the hilt. Right where he belonged. Their mouths met again, hungry and messy, his kiss swallowing her soft moans as her fingers threaded into his hair, holding him there as if she might never let go. He moved with a steady, loving rhythm, pouring everything he couldn’t quite put into words into the way he touched her, the way he kissed her, the way he stayed deep.

When he felt her body start to tense, felt that subtle shift that told him she was close, he changed his angle. Rising up over her, he drove into her harder, sharper, finding that perfect spot that made her come undone. Her cries turned wild, her nails raking down his back as she arched up to meet him.

“Oh—yes. Right there. Fuck, yes,” she gasped, head rolling side to side as her climax tore through her, fierce and shuddering, so intense he could feel it pulsing around him, vibrating straight through his cock.

That was all it took. The sensation ripped him apart. Pleasure coiled tight and then snapped, racing down his spine, settling heavy and hot as he threw his head back and growled, thrusting relentlessly through the aftershocks, giving her everything he had left until it all blurred and broke. Finally, they collapsed together, tangled and breathless, clinging to each other like they might drift apart if they didn’t.

Her chest rose and fell rapidly beneath him, skin flushed, eyes bright with satisfaction. She flashed him a coy, lazy grin. “Now that,” she said softly, “is a damn good way to wake up.”

He laughed quietly, lifting himself just enough to tip her chin up and kiss her again, slow and sure. If she’d let him, he thought, he’d wake her like this every morning for the rest of her life. For now, though, it was enough to see the tension eased from her face, to feel that she’d heard him—that she believed, at least a little, that the two of them were enough.

And if she ever decided she needed something more… well, he figured a cat was a pretty easy solution.

He padded downstairs to start breakfast, the echo of the shower kicking on above him tugging a crease between his brows. He reached into the fridge, gathering eggs, butter, mushrooms, moving on instinct while his thoughts drifted upward. She hadn’t waited for him this time. Usually they’d linger there together, steam and slick skin and laughter, hands roaming until clean turned into filthy all over again. The absence of that ritual left him oddly off balance.

He cracked the eggs into a bowl, the shells snapping sharply, and slid sliced mushrooms into a pan already hissing with butter. As the scent bloomed, rich and comforting, his gaze caught on his keys sitting on the counter—placed there on purpose so he wouldn’t forget. The light in her office had gone out, the one over the desk where she wrote, and he’d promised himself he’d fix it after they ate.

Minutes passed. The shower shut off, but she still didn’t come down. He glanced up at the ceiling, imagining her upstairs anyway, maybe wrapped in a towel, maybe already dressed and standing in her office, rereading pages, lost in that focused little frown she got when she was deep in a story.

When she finally appeared, he looked up and couldn’t help smiling. She was dressed to leave—short black-and-white sundress hugging her just right, those red strappy sandals that always made his thoughts drift in dangerous directions. She looked confident, pulled together, tempting as hell. She didn’t offer an explanation, and he didn’t ask, choosing instead to let the moment breathe.

She took a bite of the eggs, eyes fluttering closed as a soft sound slipped from her throat. “Mmm… God, this is good.” Reaching across the table, she wrapped her fingers around his hand, giving it a warm squeeze. “Thank you for this, Rico.”

“Anytime,” he said easily, watching her over his fork. She seemed relaxed, content, no trace of the earlier tension. He decided not to poke at it. Sometimes peace was better left undisturbed.

After breakfast, they moved together in that easy rhythm they’d fallen into—clearing plates, loading the dishwasher, shoulders brushing, the quiet intimacy of shared space. As if sensing his unspoken curiosity, she finally spoke.

“I forgot to tell you—I’ve got a meeting with Marie. My sister-in-law, and my editor.” She smiled lightly. “I should only be gone a few hours.”

“That’s fine,” he replied. “While you’re out, I’ll check the light in your office. See what’s going on.”

She grabbed her purse, then paused. Turning back, she stepped into his space, arms sliding up around his neck. Her mouth met his in a soft, lingering kiss, her words breathed against his lips. “Thank you… for being so good to me.”

He watched her go with a quiet sense of purpose settling in his chest—content to fix what he could, to be there when she came back, and to enjoy this thing they were building, one ordinary, intimate moment at a time.

His hands moved without hesitation, sliding up the smooth line of her thigh and disappearing beneath the hem of her sundress. His palms found the firm curve of her ass, squeezing possessively as his mouth claimed hers, tongue gliding deep, unashamed, hungry. The taste of her—warm, familiar, intoxicating—was all it took. Desire surged through him, thick and immediate, pressing hard against his jeans.

She felt it too. He knew she did by the way she arched into him, breasts brushing deliberately over his chest, her nipples tightening into sharp little peaks that scraped against the cotton of his shirt. A soft, needy sound slipped from her throat, half whimper, half dare, as if she were silently challenging him to stop thinking and start taking. The thought hit him fast and dangerous—how little time it would actually take, how easy it would be to hitch her panties down, lift her just enough, and slide into that heat he was already aching for. He was so hard it bordered on painful. One thrust, maybe two, and they’d both be wrecked in the best way.

At the last possible second, she pulled back, breathless, her eyes dark and gleaming as she shook her head with a helpless laugh. “God,” she murmured, lips swollen, “what you do to me.” She smiled, slow and wicked. “If I didn’t have to run, I’d let you do it all over again. Like that first night—bent over the counter, legs shaking, barely able to think straight.”

He slid his hands over her ass again, fingers digging in, his erection unmistakably pressed against her stomach. His grin was pure promise. “You know I don’t need much time.”

She laughed and pushed lightly at his chest, though she didn’t really want space. “Behave, stud,” she teased, arching a brow. “Save it for later.” Then, with a conspiratorial sparkle in her eyes, “Maybe we’ll do a little replay when I get back.”

He swatted her backside, playful but firm. “I’ll be holding you to that.”

He walked her out to the car, unwilling to let the moment end any sooner than necessary. Once she was seated and buckled in, he leaned inside, kissing her slowly, deliberately, making sure she felt exactly how much he’d miss her. She smiled against his mouth, her hand sliding over his jaw, fingertips grazing the roughness there, lingering until he finally pulled away.

“I shouldn’t be gone long,” she said with a soft sigh. “If Marie starts rambling, I’ll remind her I need to get back to my book. That usually shuts her up—she’s always pestering me for the next chapter.”

He kissed her once more, quick but charged, and winked. “Just don’t forget—I’ll be here, waiting for you to make good on that.”

As Sherry drove toward the city, she couldn’t stop smiling. The image of him back at the house—undoubtedly hard, restless, maybe already imagining her spread out for him—sent a shiver through her. Her body hummed, every nerve tuned tight with anticipation. All he ever had to do was kiss her, and she was undone, ready for whatever he wanted. Like having her bent over the kitchen counter again, taken hard from behind until she couldn’t breathe. Her pussy throbbed at the thought, and she shifted in her seat, hoping the meeting would fly by—because if it didn’t, she knew she’d be squirming the entire time, desperate to get back to him.

After her car disappeared down the street, Rico stood there a moment longer than necessary, hands on his hips, a crooked smile still tugging at his mouth. Then he shook himself out of it, grabbed his toolbox from the truck, and went back inside. The damn light upstairs still needed attention. With any luck, it was something simple—a burned-out bulb, an easy fix. He could handle that. He liked problems that had clear solutions.

He climbed the stairs and stepped into her office, the room carrying her scent faintly—warm, feminine, familiar. Sitting down at her desk felt strangely intimate, almost intrusive. The chair still held the memory of her body, and as he glanced around, he took in the shelves lining the walls, packed tight with books. Her books. Title after title with her name on the spine. Stories women devoured late at night, stories that made them ache and dream and crave. His sister included.

The realization hit him sideways. He was sitting in the very place where she spun fantasies that kept other people awake, fingers moving over keys, lips parted, imagination running wild. The thought stirred something low in his gut—pride, awe, a flicker of possessiveness he hadn’t expected.

Then he noticed the computer.

The monitor was dark, but the machine itself was still humming softly. She hadn’t shut it down. Rico hesitated, his hand hovering over the mouse. He wasn’t the snooping type. But curiosity nudged him, gentle at first, then insistent. What had she been working on before she left? Another chapter? Another scene like the ones she whispered to him in bed, voice husky, eyes shining?

He moved the mouse.

The screen came to life, text glowing against the white background—and within seconds, the air seemed to drain from the room.

He read. And with every line, his chest tightened, his pulse thudding heavy and wrong. By the time his eyes reached the end of the paragraph, it felt like his heart had dropped straight through him, landing somewhere near his boots.

“As painfully hard as it would be, I knew I had to tell him that it was over…”

Rico couldn’t go on. The words blurred, sharp and final, cutting deeper than he’d thought possible. He reached out and shut the monitor off, the screen going black beneath his fingers. He slumped back in the chair, elbows heavy, staring at his reflection in the dark glass like he might find an answer there.

So that was it. A handful of sentences. A quiet decision typed out while he was probably downstairs fixing something for her, smiling like a fool, thinking they were building toward something real.

She’d been afraid. Afraid he’d hurt her. Afraid he wouldn’t stay. So she’d chosen to end it first, on her terms, before he ever got the chance to prove her wrong.

If he didn’t feel so damn much, it would’ve been easier. He could’ve shrugged it off, walked away, found someone else. That’s what men like him were supposed to do. But the truth sat heavy in his gut—she was it. The only woman who’d ever gotten under his skin like this, who’d made him think in terms of “after” and “without her” and realize he couldn’t picture the second one at all.

He wasn’t the type to beg. Never had been. And if she’d already decided—already written their ending—then maybe the only thing left was to respect it. Leave before things got messier. Leave without an explanation, since she clearly hadn’t wanted one.

The thought stung more than he cared to admit.

Rico pushed himself to his feet, the chair scraping softly against the floor. He picked up his toolbox, its familiar weight grounding him, and walked out of the office without looking back. A few minutes later, he climbed into his truck, shut the door, and sat there in silence, staring straight ahead, wondering how the hell everything had unraveled so fast.

The miles unspooled beneath his tires as he headed south toward the city, the highway a gray ribbon he barely registered. All he could think about was the way she’d smiled at him that morning—lazy, teasing, her body warm and pliant against his as if nothing had changed. He wished, bitterly, that she’d just told him the truth when he’d asked what was wrong. Anything would’ve been better than the soft laughter, the playful touches that had made him believe there was still a future waiting for them. That he still mattered in the way he needed to.

She’d confessed once, in a rare unguarded moment, that his age haunted her. That a man young enough to be her son could never truly commit to a woman with years etched into her skin and history in her eyes. He’d brushed it off then, meaning every word when he told her it didn’t bother him. The truth was, the gap between them had only sharpened his desire, had made the way she looked at him—knowing, hungry, a little afraid—all the more intoxicating. He hadn’t just fallen for her. He’d gone down hard, faster than he’d ever thought possible.

By the time he eased his truck into the underground garage beneath his condo, reality settled in like a bruise. Obsessing over what might have been would only tear him apart. Whatever they’d shared, however intense and real it had felt, he needed to bury it before it drove him out of his mind.

After what he’d read, he knew better than to imagine she’d want to see him again. The words she’d typed were a closed door, firmly locked. So he’d do what he’d always done—walk away, swallow the ache, and pretend he knew how to let go.

As if that were something a man could just decide to do.

The moment he unlocked his front door, the silence shattered. His niece and nephew whipped their heads around from the television, eyes lighting up with pure, unfiltered joy. “Uncle Rico!” they shrieked, launching themselves at him with reckless enthusiasm. He laughed despite himself, the sound rough but real, and scooped them into his arms, kissing their cheeks, breathing in the familiar comfort of them. For a few precious seconds, the hollow place in his chest eased. Whatever else he’d lost, this was still his.

From the kitchen, his sister Liv appeared, wiping her hands on a towel, surprise flashing across her face. “Hey—didn’t know you were coming by,” she said. “I’m making lunch. Just tuna sandwiches and veggie sticks, unless you want something else.”

He shook his head, forcing his mouth into something that almost passed for a smile. “I’m good. You guys eat.”

Liv didn’t buy it for a second. She stepped closer, studying him, her expression sharpening. “Okay,” she said slowly. “What happened?”

He shrugged, the motion stiff, his throat tight as he spoke. “Nothing, really. I think… I think she decided she’s done with me.”

Liv’s eyes widened, her voice jumping an octave. “What? Rico, what the hell did you do?” She crossed her arms, disbelief written all over her face. “The last time I saw you two, you were disgustingly happy. Sherry was glowing. And so were you.”

The assumption hit a nerve. He straightened, meeting her gaze head-on. “I didn’t do anything,” he said flatly. “I think she got scared. Thought I might get bored of her. So she ended it first—before anything could go wrong.”

Even as the words left his mouth, they tasted like a lie he was telling himself. Because nothing about what he felt for her had ever been casual. And walking away from her was already proving to be the hardest thing he’d ever tried to do.

Her face softened the moment she really looked at him, at the slump of his shoulders and the way his jaw was clenched like he was holding something back. “Oh, Rico,” she said quietly, all the sharpness gone. “I’m sorry. I can tell you were serious about her. Really serious.”

She stepped into his space and wrapped him against her, his cheek pressed to her chest like he was a kid again. Her fingers slid through his hair in slow, soothing strokes, grounding and familiar. He nodded once, swallowing hard before he answered, forcing the words out evenly even though his throat burned. “Yeah. I was. More than I probably should’ve been.”

She eased back just enough to look at him, giving his cheek a gentle pat, trying to sound reassuring. “You know how it goes. Plenty of fish in the sea.” Her lips curved into a small, encouraging smile. “And you’re a good-looking guy. You won’t be alone for long. Someone else will come along. Someone who fits.”

He didn’t respond. He just stared past her, eyes unfocused, already knowing how wrong that sounded. There wasn’t another woman who moved through his head the way she did, who lingered under his skin like a phantom touch. And if there had been a sentence, a promise, a confession that might’ve made her change her mind, he would’ve said it without hesitation. But after what he’d read, he knew the door wasn’t just closed—it was locked, bolted, and sealed. Anything he said now would only echo back at him.

A small tug at his hand pulled him out of his thoughts. He looked down to find Olivia gazing up at him, her voice soft and earnest. “Well, I still love you, Uncle Rico.”

His chest tightened in a different way this time. He scooped her up and pressed an exaggerated, noisy kiss to her cheek, making her giggle. “Good thing I’ve still got you guys, huh?” he said, managing a real smile for the first time since he’d walked in.

Liv nodded, but her eyes lingered on him, taking in the contrast between his broad frame and the raw vulnerability he wasn’t even trying to hide. She’d never seen her big, unshakable brother look quite so exposed.

Across town, Sherry felt like the minutes were stretching into hours as her meeting with Marie dragged on. Her sister-in-law was in rare form, dissecting every single line of the latest manuscript, pausing on anything she deemed even remotely questionable. Point by painstaking point, she lingered—especially on the male lead, whose suitability she clearly doubted.

Sherry kept her expression neutral, nodding, listening, absorbing it all with practiced patience. Marie’s critiques were thorough, relentless—but not without value. If anyone was qualified to weigh in on the nuances of the historical romances Sherry wrote, it was her. Marie lived and breathed Victorian society, its rigid hierarchies and unspoken rules, and she knew exactly where the line had been drawn in that era.

Sherry smirked to herself, recognizing the irony. Her sister-in-law could be a bit of a snob, no question about it—but she was also fiercely supportive, intelligent, and annoyingly right more often than not.

Marie cleared her throat, folding her hands atop the manuscript as if bracing herself. “I can appreciate, at least in principle, that you’ve traded the pale, indecisive blond aristocrat for someone… more dangerous,” she began, her tone thoughtful but skeptical. “This darker man—this bold, black-haired rogue with all that swagger and heat—he’s certainly more interesting. More tempting. But I can’t help wondering how, realistically, a woman like Lady Madeleine could ever build a life with someone from such a different world.”

She tilted her head, warming slightly as she continued. “I’m not saying I’m opposed to you bending the rules or stepping outside the usual expectations of the genre. God knows, that can be refreshing. It’s just difficult to imagine them arriving at a satisfying happily-ever-after unless there’s some hidden reveal waiting in the wings. Perhaps Miguel turns out to be secretly rich beyond measure. Or maybe, despite his rough edges and sun-darkened skin, he’s actually the long-lost heir to something grand and respectable.” Marie sighed softly. “Otherwise, I can only assume you intend for her to come to her senses—realize her infatuation was reckless—and ultimately choose a man more suited to her rank. Someone safe. Someone her world would approve of. A match that makes sense, even if it lacks… fire.”

She kept talking, circling the same point with academic precision, but Sherry had already drifted inward. As Marie’s voice filled the room, Sherry became acutely aware of the truth pulsing beneath the discussion. Rico had been the spark. He was the reason her hero had transformed from a bland, bloodless nobleman into a man with teeth and hunger and shadows in his smile. And as Marie dissected Miguel’s place in the story, Sherry realized she wasn’t just defending a fictional choice. She was, in her own quiet way, standing up for the pull she felt in real life—the intoxicating, irrational gravity of a man who didn’t fit neatly into her world.

When Marie finally paused, expectant, Sherry drew in a measured breath. She chose her words carefully, keeping her voice calm, even as something warmer coiled in her chest.

“Marie,” she said gently, “I think sometimes people are drawn together without logic or permission. It doesn’t matter where they come from or how different their lives look on paper. When two people fall that deeply—when the connection is real—everything else fades into the background.” She offered a small, knowing smile. “What matters isn’t status or comfort, but the life they choose to build together. And somehow, they always find a way.”

She leaned forward slightly, her confidence growing. “I believe readers will understand Lady Madeleine’s choice. That she’d rather claim a life filled with passion, risk, and love with Miguel than settle into a gilded cage beside a cold, self-important duke. Choosing desire over duty, fulfillment over appearances—that’s courage. And I think they’ll want her to win. To have her happiness, no matter how loudly her society disapproves.”

Sherry let out a slow breath, thinking about all the hours she’d wrestled with that manuscript before finally surrendering to her instincts. She lifted her gaze again and continued, her voice warmer now, more assured. “I really did try to make it work with the Duke. I committed to that path at first—I outlined it, polished it, gave him every advantage. But no matter what I did, they were lifeless together. When he finally kissed her, it landed flat on the page. It felt staged, obligatory. There was no heat, no hunger. I kept waiting for something to spark between them, but he simply didn’t have it in him. I couldn’t manufacture passion where none existed.”

She paused, then smiled faintly, as if remembering something delicious. “But the moment I allowed myself to imagine her with Miguel…” Her fingers spread slightly on the tabletop, animated now. “Everything ignited. The scenes poured out of me. Their chemistry was immediate, almost reckless. Desire drove every word, every glance, every touch. It was effortless. They wanted each other, fiercely, and that kind of passion has its own momentum. I already know how their story ends—and I’m certain readers are going to fall hard for their happily ever after.”

As Marie mulled that over, Sherry dropped her eyes to her teacup, slowly rotating it between her palms. The warmth seeped into her skin, grounding her as her thoughts drifted somewhere far more intimate. The comparison was impossible to ignore. Her first marriage hadn’t been bad—safe, comfortable, polite. But set beside what she shared with Rico, it was pale and distant, like a photograph drained of color. No wonder she’d written the Duke the way she had: attractive, affluent, impeccably mannered… and emotionally hollow. Brian, in another form.

Rico, on the other hand, had blown every careful boundary apart. With him, she’d learned what it meant to truly feel—to open herself completely and let desire take the lead. Until Rico, she hadn’t known passion that made her dizzy, that left her breathless and pliant beneath a man’s knowing hands. She hadn’t known love that went bone-deep, urgent and undeniable.

To summon Miguel, all she had to do was remember the way Rico looked at her when he wanted her—those dark, tempestuous eyes pinning her in place, promising exactly what he was about to take. Or the way his mouth claimed hers, unrelenting, kissing her until thought dissolved and all that remained was heat and need. Her lips curved into a private grin. With a body like his, sculpted and powerful, and a presence that overwhelmed her senses, inspiration came far too easily. Describing a dangerously seductive man capable of sweeping a woman off her feet felt less like invention and more like confession.

She realized then that she hadn’t only been justifying a creative choice to her editor. She’d been answering a question she’d barely dared to ask herself. What she had with Rico wasn’t a whim, or a thrilling detour—it was the real thing. Solid, consuming, and utterly alive.

By the time she slid behind the wheel and headed home, buoyed by a conversation that had been unexpectedly cleansing and clarifying, Sherry felt certain of one thing: if Rico was willing, she wanted to build something lasting with him. Their own version of a happily ever after.

A slow, wicked smile curved her mouth as anticipation sparked low in her belly. By the time she pulled into the driveway, she’d already decided—no patience, no polite buildup. The second she stepped through the front door, she wouldn’t bother climbing the stairs or easing out of her clothes with any sense of decorum. No. She’d peel that dress right off in the entryway, let it puddle at her feet, and pad barefoot toward the kitchen wearing nothing but her black lace bra, its sheer cups teasingly inadequate, the matching panties hugging her hips, and those heels that made her legs look sinful. She could practically picture his reaction already—the sharp intake of breath, the darkening of his eyes—as he realized she was keeping her promise to reenact their first night together, that delirious, no-holds-barred collision of bodies and hunger. She had no doubt he’d be more than ready to turn the evening into another slow, delicious exploration of skin and need.

But the fantasy stuttered when she turned into the driveway and noticed the empty space where his truck should have been. He’d said he’d be waiting for her. She cut the engine and sat there for a moment, frowning, until memory clicked into place. The broken desk lamp in her office. He’d mentioned it in passing, the way he always noticed small things about her life, and she suspected he’d gone out hunting for a part so he could fix it himself.

The thought softened her, even as impatience coiled tighter inside her. It was sweet—ridiculously sweet—but all she could think about was how badly she wanted him back here, wanted his hands on her, wanted them naked and tangled together on the cool kitchen counter. The idea of waiting made her ache.

So she adjusted her plans. Inside the house, instead of staging her dramatic reveal by the front door, she went upstairs and slipped into her tiny tangerine thong bikini, the color bold against her skin, the fabric barely there. She imagined the payoff—his eyes going wide when she strutted up to him, the way she’d hook a finger in his belt, rise onto her toes, and slide her tongue between his lips before kissing him senseless. She knew exactly how it would end: with him growling low in his throat, bending her over the counter, teaching her—again—what happened when she teased a man who already wanted her too much.

Time stretched. She poured herself a second glass of wine and took it outside, settling by the pool as the evening cooled. When the glass was empty and the sky had deepened into indigo, she checked her phone. Nothing. No missed calls. No messages. The hour was later than she’d realized, and unease began to creep in alongside her arousal. She hoped he wasn’t tearing through half the city trying to find the perfect part for a lamp that could easily be replaced. She needed him, not his handyman skills. The thought crossed her mind to call him, to tell him plainly that she was home and waiting and very much undressed—but she dismissed it. If he was already running himself ragged trying to fix something for her, the last thing she wanted was to sound ungrateful or rush him.

With a sigh, she reached for a thick beach towel from the nearby chair and draped it over herself. Exhaustion tugged at her, the pleasant kind that followed a night spent wrung out from sex and laughter and deliciously filthy play. She stretched out on the lounge chair, telling herself she’d just close her eyes for a few minutes.

Hours later, she woke with a shiver, skin cool beneath the night air. She blinked, disoriented, staring up at a sky scattered with stars. It was fully dark now, the house behind her quiet and still. As awareness settled in, so did a heavy, sinking realization. Her chest tightened as the thought formed, unbidden and unwelcome.

Maybe he wasn’t coming back.

Alone in his condo, Rico lay sprawled on the couch with his phone warm in his palm, his thumb hovering over her name. Every nerve in him urged him to press it, to hear her voice, even if it gutted him. But the fear was sharper than the longing—the certainty that she’d tell him it was done, that whatever they’d shared had burned out, and she never wanted to see him again. With a low exhale, he set the phone face-down on the coffee table, shut his eyes, and tried to sink back into sleep.

It didn’t come.

He rolled from side to side, restless, his body heavy with exhaustion and his mind wired with regret. Earlier, the kids had gone to bed without their usual protests, almost as if they’d sensed the weight hanging over him. His sister had kissed his cheek, murmured goodnight, and disappeared down the hall soon after, leaving him alone with the quiet. Now the silence pressed in, broken only by his thoughts—and the dull, constant ache in his chest that refused to ease.

At the same time, convinced he wasn’t coming back, Sherry finally forced herself up from the poolside chair. The night air clung coolly to her skin as she went inside and climbed the stairs, each step heavier than the last. When she reached her bedroom, the sight of the bed stopped her cold. Their bed. The place where they’d tangled together, laughed, whispered, and undone each other. Her vision blurred, and she blinked hard, swallowing the sting. Why would he leave like that? Without a word, without even the courtesy of goodbye?

A bitter thought followed close behind. Maybe this was inevitable. Maybe he’d finally woken up and asked himself what he was doing with her, when the world was full of women who were younger, freer—women who could give him things she never could. Children. A future that didn’t come with complications. She’d always known that shadow hung over them, no matter how intoxicating their nights had been.

Still, dread twisted in her stomach. What if something had happened to him?

She sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping beneath her weight, and reached for her phone. Her fingers trembled as she brought it to her ear and hit call. When he answered, she cleared her throat, steadying herself. “Hi,” she said softly, then waited, bracing for the impact.

“Hi,” was all he gave her.

The single word landed like a verdict. Her heart sank. So this was it.

“So…” She searched for something—anything—that would let her hold onto a shred of dignity. Drawing in a shaky breath, she continued, “…I just wanted to let you know you left some of your things here. I wasn’t sure what you wanted me to do with them.”

Rico sat up abruptly, staring at the glowing screen as if it might explain how everything had unraveled so fast. If this was the only reason she’d called—his clothes, his odds and ends—then there was no denying it. It was really over. His throat tightened before he forced the words out. “You can put it all in a box in the garage. Or toss it. Whatever you want.”

Sherry’s hand flew to her face, wiping away the tears she hadn’t realized were spilling. The flatness in his voice stunned her. That was it? No explanation, no regret, not even a goodbye worth the name. She’d never thought him capable of sounding so distant, so cruel. After a moment, she managed to swallow past the lump in her throat and nodded, though he couldn’t see it. “Okay. I’ll leave it in the garage. You can pick it up whenever.”

“Goodbye, Sherry,” he said quietly—holding onto the word, hoping she’d stop him, hoping she’d say something that would make sense of what had gone so terribly wrong.

When all she offered in return was a flat, distant, “Bye, Rico,” something inside him caved. He ended the call before his voice could betray him, flung the phone onto the cushion beside him, and folded forward, elbows on his knees, face buried in his hands. His chest burned with words he hadn’t said—with pleas he refused to make. Begging had never been his style, but the thought of losing her without a fight clawed at him, relentless and raw.

Sleep never really came for Sherry after that. She drifted in and out of it, tangled in sheets that still smelled faintly of him, her body aching with the memory of his warmth beside her. So when her phone chimed at ten the next morning, she startled awake, heart slamming hard enough to steal her breath. Half-blind, she reached for it, hope blooming sharp and desperate in her chest. Please, she thought. Please let it be him.

But when her eyes focused on the screen, confusion replaced longing. Liv.

“Hi, Sherry. I hope I didn’t wake you,” Liv said gently. “It’s me—Rico’s sister. I just wanted to check in, see how you’re holding up.”

Sherry considered lying. It would be easier to say she was fine, to swallow the humiliation of being left without warning, without explanation. But exhaustion stripped away her pride. Liv knew her brother better than anyone—maybe she could make sense of what Rico hadn’t bothered to explain.

“I didn’t sleep much,” Sherry admitted quietly. “I don’t know if Rico told you, but we… we broke up.”

There was a pause on the other end. “Yeah. He mentioned it. He didn’t sleep either, from what I can tell. He’s in the shower right now, and the kids and I are steering clear, letting him deal with whatever this is.”

Something tight unwound in Sherry’s chest, and the truth spilled out before she could stop it. “He didn’t ‘deal’ with anything. He dumped me. No fight. No conversation. He just walked out. Didn’t even say goodbye.”

“Hold on,” Liv said, disbelief sharpening her voice. “You’re saying Rico ended it?”

“Yes,” Sherry said, sitting up, pulling the sheet around herself like armor. “I called him last night because I didn’t even know where he was. I told him he’d left some things here—just as an excuse. And he told me to put them in a box in the garage. Then he said goodbye. That was it.”

Liv sank into a chair at the kitchen table, her gaze flicking toward the bathroom door, cautious. “Okay. Because that doesn’t add up at all. Rico came home looking wrecked, Sherry. Completely destroyed. I’ve never seen him like that. And he told me you were the one who kicked him out—without so much as an explanation.”

Sherry’s breath caught. She stared at the wall, at the faint line of sunlight slipping through the curtains, her mind scrambling to reconcile what she was hearing. Confusion spread, cold and electric. Somewhere between the moment she’d left the house—when they’d been laughing, touching, planning to relive the heat of their very first night together—and the moment he walked out, something had gone terribly, inexplicably wrong.

So she skipped over the delicious, half-whispered plans they’d made for later—the ones that still made her skin hum when she thought about them—and told Liv everything else. She explained how she’d left that morning for her meeting with her editor, how ordinary and tender it had all been. Rico had walked her to the car like always, one hand warm and possessive at the small of her back, his mouth lingering on hers as he told her he’d be waiting when she got home. He’d even mentioned fixing the stubborn lamp in her office, the one that flickered like it had a mind of its own.

And then, mid-sentence, Sherry went still.

Her lips parted as the realization slammed into her chest.

Her computer.

She almost always left it on. The document would have been open. The last thing she’d been writing before she rushed out the door.

If Rico had gone into her office to fix the lamp… if he’d glanced at the screen… God. He could have read it. He could have seen the scene where she’d decided to end things with the devastatingly handsome rogue in her story. A necessary fracture in the plot. Manufactured heartbreak. Temporary separation before the inevitable, blazing reunion.

But on the page, stripped of context, it would have looked final. Cold. Personal.

Her pulse started to race.

“Liv,” she said slowly, a strange mix of dread and hope tightening her voice, “I think I know what happened.”

She explained about the book—the one she was deep into, the one that had been consuming her thoughts—and where she’d left it open. She told her how Rico might have read those words and thought they were meant for him. That he might have believed she’d already decided to end things, that she was only biding her time until she said it out loud.

“So I think,” Sherry finished quietly, “he left because he didn’t want to stand there and hear me say it. He walked away first.”

There was a sharp intake of breath on the other end of the line.

“Holy crow,” Liv said. “Sherry… I think you nailed it. If Rico read that, I can absolutely see him assuming the worst. His pride would never let him stick around, not if he thought you were about to tell him to get out of your life.” She paused, then added gently, “You two really need to talk. Or—I could ask him if he read anything on your computer. I can call you back once I know for sure, and then you can decide what you want to do.”

Sherry closed her eyes. She could picture it too clearly—Rico standing in her office, the glow of the screen reflected in his eyes, misreading fiction as truth. The thought made her chest ache.

“No,” she said, shaking her head even though Liv couldn’t see it. “Don’t ask him. Don’t mention the computer at all.” She drew a steadying breath. “Just tell him I called. Tell him to come by tonight and pick up his things. We’ll talk when he gets here.”

There was a beat of silence. Then Liv’s voice softened into a knowing smile. “Okaay.”

Later that night, Rico turned his truck into Sherry’s driveway, irritation and unease tangling in his gut. Of all people, why would she call his sister to summon him like this? And why the sudden urgency—why now, like another day wouldn’t have made a difference?

He cut the engine and sat there for a moment, jaw tight, before deciding he might as well get it over with. He climbed out, crossed the familiar path, and stopped in front of her door. Lifting his hand, he rang the bell.

Just like the first night.

The memory hit him hard—Sherry opening that same door in that barely-there thong bikini, her smile slow and inviting, his body reacting instantly, shamelessly, before he’d even stepped inside. Desire coiled low in his belly now, unwanted and undeniable, as he waited for the door to open and wondered what, exactly, she was about to end.

The door swung open, and for a heartbeat Rico forgot how to breathe.

Sherry stood there like a living dare, her body poured into that same sliver of orange Lycra—so small it barely qualified as clothing. It cupped her breasts just enough to tease, not enough to hide, and clung to her hips like it had been painted on. Her ass was a flawless, tight curve, unapologetic, and the thin fabric did nothing to disguise the sweet, devastating outline of her sex. Heat slammed into him, instant and brutal. His mouth actually fell open before he could stop it.

“Come on in,” she said, curling one finger at him.

Then she turned and walked away.

Not just walked—swayed. Slow, deliberate, that familiar roll of her hips as she headed toward the kitchen, the same way she’d done the first night she’d wrecked his self-control. His body remembered before his mind could catch up. His cock surged hard, aching, like it had been waiting for this exact moment since he’d driven away from her house.

Jesus Christ. Was she trying to torture him?

He followed her inside, eyes glued to that perfect, taunting sway, his mouth practically watering at the thought of tasting her skin. Why the hell would she answer the door like that unless she wanted him completely undone?

“You want a drink?” she asked casually, lifting a bottle of white wine once she reached the island, as if she weren’t standing there half-naked and wrecking him on purpose.

“Sure,” he managed, though his head was spinning. He couldn’t tell if she was punishing him or playing with him—or both.

She handed him a glass, her fingers brushing his just enough to send a sharp pulse straight through his body. Then she leaned back against the counter, completely at ease, and began to talk.

“Sorry I didn’t get around to boxing up your things,” she said lightly. “I’ve been writing all day. I’m in the middle of this story where the woman has to decide whether she’s brave enough to go against everything she’s been taught to believe—for the man she loves.”

His chest tightened as she continued, her voice calm, almost conversational.

“He’s dark, dangerous in that irresistible way,” she said, a faint smile curving her lips. “The kind of man who makes her feel alive. But there’s another option—the safe one. The respectable one. A passionless marriage to a dull aristocrat who looks perfect on paper and does absolutely nothing for her heart.”

Rico barely heard the hum of the refrigerator now, barely felt the glass in his hand.

“Yesterday morning,” she went on, “I started writing the part where she considers ending the affair. Not because she wants to—but because she’s scared. It’s just the tension, the part that makes the reader ache for her to choose love over expectation.” She tilted her head, watching him closely. “Because let’s be honest—if true love were easy, no one would want to read about it. Don’t you think?”

He stared at her, everything snapping into place at once. Slowly, he set the wineglass down on the counter.

“So,” he said quietly, “what you wrote yesterday… that wasn’t about us.”

Her expression was composed, but her eyes sparkled with something wicked. She nodded once. “No. It was what was going on inside my heroine’s head while she was imagining breaking up with the man she loves.”

He closed his eyes and let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding, shaking his head. “And I read it.”

Her brows lifted, just slightly. “Did you?”

“Yeah,” he admitted. “I went upstairs to check the lamp. Your computer was on, and I got curious—wanted to see what kind of books you wrote.” He swallowed. “And I thought… I thought you were done with me. That you wanted me out of your life.”

The silence that followed was thick, charged, stretched tight between them—heavy with misunderstanding, desire, and everything they hadn’t said yet.

When she caught the hurt flickering in his eyes, she closed the distance between them without hesitation. Her palm slid along his roughened jaw, her thumb brushing the faint shadow of his beard as she shook her head slowly. “Never, Rico,” she said softly. “Not when I love you the way I do. I’d never push you away like that—never leave something so personal sitting on a screen instead of looking you in the eye and talking to you like we should.”

He didn’t look entirely convinced. His gaze sharpened, searching her face. “Then why tell me to come get my things?”

Her thumb traced the curve of his mouth, lingering over his lush lower lip. The temptation to bite it was almost overwhelming. She swallowed a smile before answering. “Because I needed you here,” she admitted. “If I hadn’t given you a reason, I didn’t know how else I’d get you to come back so we could actually talk.”

The tension drained out of him in a long breath. He gathered her up, his arms locking around her waist, his hands sliding down to cup the bare, velvety curve of her ass. His eyes fluttered shut as if the sensation alone might undo him. “Jesus,” he murmured, almost reverent, kissing along her jaw. “I can’t believe I walked out without giving us a chance to talk. I thought I’d lost this… lost you.”

Her body responded instantly—goosebumps racing over her skin as his mouth followed the line of her jaw toward her ear. Her breath stuttered, chest rising fast, nipples drawing tight against the thin stretch of Lycra. She nodded, her voice husky. “We both let pride get in the way. I couldn’t make myself ask why you left, and that silence nearly tore us apart.”

He pulled back just enough to look at her, his eyes bright with emotion. “Sherry… I’m not embarrassed to say it scared the hell out of me. The idea of losing you—” He exhaled sharply. “Now that I know how deep this goes, I never want to feel that again. Not ever.”

Her smile was tender as her fingers slid into his hair, combing through it slowly. “Good. Because neither do I.” She leaned closer, her voice dropping. “After my meeting with Marie, all I could think about was coming home, peeling off my clothes, and telling you—and showing you—exactly how much you mean to me.” A faint, regretful laugh escaped her. “And then you were gone.”

He shook his head, regret etched into his features. “I’m sorry. I should’ve stayed. I shouldn’t have gone snooping, and I shouldn’t have assumed the worst. But from now on?” He met her gaze steadily. “We talk. No more walking away.”

Her answer was a slow, knowing smile as her fingers drifted down the center of his chest, over his stomach, until they reached the bulge straining beneath his fly. His breath hitched instantly. He squeezed her ass in response, his eyes dropping to feast on her breasts, on the way her nipples stood out proudly through the fabric, begging for attention. His grin was pure hunger, his mouth already watering at the thought of tasting her again.

His mouth curved with that familiar, wicked warmth. “I couldn’t help noticing something else,” he murmured, letting his gaze linger on her body. “You’re wearing the same tiny bikini you had on the first night I came over. The one that made me so hard I had to pin you against the counter just to survive it.” His thumb brushed her hip, slow and teasing. “So tell me… is this your way of saying I’m forgiven for being a complete idiot?”

Her answer came without hesitation. She tipped her face up to his, her palms gliding over the solid plane of his chest, up his neck, until her fingers sank into his hair. A soft, needy sound slipped from her lips as she felt the hard evidence of him pressed against her stomach. “I forgive you,” she breathed. “And judging by how you feel right now, I’m getting exactly the same reaction as I did back then.”

His laugh was low and thick. “Oh, you’re getting it,” he promised, eyes darkening. Then his hand came up, firm under her chin, tilting her mouth toward his. “But first, I need these lips.”

She rose onto her toes with a sigh, melting into him as his arms locked around her and his mouth claimed hers. The kiss went deep fast, unhurried but relentless, until her knees weakened and she clung to him just to stay upright. “God,” she whispered against his mouth, dazed and smiling, “I’m so glad you came tonight.”

“Me too,” he said, reverent now, peppering her cheeks and brow with kisses as if he couldn’t quite believe she was real again. His fingers slid behind her neck, deftly loosening the tie of her bikini top. When the fabric fell away and her breasts spilled free, he sucked in a sharp breath, eyes glazing at the sight of her—lush, flushed, nipples taut and pink, begging for attention.

He didn’t make her wait. With a groan, he bent his head and traced his tongue slowly around one tight peak, then the other, before drawing them into the heat of his mouth. He lavished her with attention, sucking and teasing until her body writhed against his, her hips rocking helplessly as she rubbed herself against the rigid length straining between them.

She was so lost in sensation she barely registered his hand sliding into her bottoms—until his fingers found her slick, swollen heat. “Jesus,” he muttered, awe and hunger roughening his voice. “You’re drenched.”

Words failed her. She could only nod, breath shattered, nerves screaming. Her sex throbbed painfully, her breasts felt electric, and every part of her ached for him—now, inside her, filling her the way only he could.

When he pushed the bikini down her legs and slipped two fingers into her, she cried out, twisting her hands in his hair as he tugged gently at her nipples with his teeth. He worked her with slow, sure strokes, savoring the way she clenched around him, how close she already was. He was right there too—his cock pulsing, heavy and desperate, his body wound so tight he could barely think straight.

He knew he had seconds before he lost all control. He needed to be naked. He needed to be inside her. And he needed it now.

He stripped in a hurry, clothes abandoned wherever they fell, barely registering the sound they made hitting the floor. His attention was locked on her—every curve, every shiver. Her hair spilled freely over her shoulders, her body bare and exposed, goosebumps rising on her skin, nipples drawn tight and aching in the cool air. The room was heavy with her scent, that unmistakable, intoxicating perfume of need, and it went straight to his bloodstream. His cock throbbed in front of him, demanding, undeniable. He wrapped his hands around her waist and turned her, positioning her exactly where he wanted her, his mind reduced to a single, urgent truth: he had to be inside her, and he had to be there now.

Sherry scrambled up onto the countertop, palms splayed against the cold granite as if it could anchor her. Her body trembled with impatience, breath tearing in and out of her lungs. Every nerve between her thighs felt overworked, oversensitized, her pussy clenching and fluttering like it was begging, threatening to seize up from how badly she needed him.

Rico’s hands bit into her hips, fingers digging in hard enough to mark her. His heart slammed against his ribs, loud and wild, the rush pounding in his ears. He leaned in close, mouth brushing the curve of her neck as he spoke, his voice rough and unrestrained. “I’m not going to last,” he warned her softly. “This is going to be rough and fast. I swear I’ll take my time with you later.”

She could barely breathe, words ripped from her on a broken exhale. “I don’t care,” she gasped. “Just do it. I need you now. Don’t hold back.”

A low, dark chuckle rumbled out of him as he wrapped his hand around himself and dragged his length through her slick heat, coating himself in her wetness. She was scorching, trembling, impossibly ready. With a sharp thrust, he drove into her, pushing all the way in until her hips knocked against the counter and the sound of both their breaths shattered the room. He filled her completely in one forceful motion, burying himself deep with a flex of his hips that made them both cry out.

“Yes—oh my God, yes,” she sobbed as he started moving immediately, relentless and unforgiving. He drove into her over and over, hard and fast, like he was possessed, like only the tight heat of her body could save him from burning alive. Each thrust stretched her deliciously, the faint sting blending into pleasure so intense it made her whole body quake, from the crown of her head to the tips of her toes.

He bent his knees, grounding himself, hands locked onto her hips as he targeted her perfectly, slamming into her again and again with everything he had. His groan tore out of him when she arched back, head thrown high, her pleasure spilling out of her in broken sounds she didn’t bother to contain.

“You feel incredible,” he muttered through clenched teeth, eyes dropping to watch himself disappear inside her, slick and shining, the sight nearly undoing him. His chest heaved as he fought the edge, every instinct screaming to let go, to flood her with all of it. But he held on, raw and desperate, wanting to feel her unravel first. “Come for me,” he urged, voice thick with need as he drove as deep as he could. “Let me feel you come.”

Driving into her with relentless force until his thighs trembled and sweat traced a slow path down his back, Rico knew this was their curse and their gift—every time he sank into her heat, something primitive took over. Thought vanished. Control shattered. There was only the tight, silken drag of her body and the feral need to chase it harder, deeper, faster.

They were both gasping now, breaths tearing in and out of their lungs. He reached around her, fingers slick and sure as he found her clit and worked it with ruthless precision. Her body responded instantly, arching, opening, offering everything. She flung her head back, her voice breaking as she cried his name. 

“Oh—God, Rico— I’m coming. I’m coming so hard.”

The orgasm hit her like a wave meant to drown her. It rolled through her in violent pulses, shaking her from the inside out, right down to the soles of her feet. Her legs quivered uncontrollably, threatening to buckle as her body clenched around him again and again, milking him without mercy. She shattered with a helpless cry, trembling and slick and soaking him as her release flooded around his shaft.

That was all it took.

With one last brutal thrust, Rico felt himself give in. Heat exploded low in his belly, his pulse thundering in his ears as his cock throbbed harder than he thought possible. He squeezed his eyes shut, a rough growl torn from his chest, and kept moving slowly, reverently, as her body fluttered and tightened around him. The sensation tipped him over the edge completely. He came with a raw intensity that stole his breath, spilling inside her in heavy, unrestrained surges, filling her again and again until there was nothing left to give.

When the world finally steadied, he opened his eyes and looked down, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across his face. His release slid down her thighs in pale rivulets, dripping onto the floor—a messy, undeniable testament to how utterly she undid him. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her tight, still buried deep inside her warmth. His hands closed over her breasts as he pressed soft, lingering kisses along the line of her spine, up her back, until his lips brushed her ear.

“God,” he whispered, awed and reverent, “I love you, Sherry.”

She was still shaking, breathless, glowing. Turning her head, she looked back at him with a smile that hit him harder than the orgasm had. She cupped his face, kissed him with desperate heat, her tongue sliding into his mouth as her inner muscles tightened around him in a slow, intimate squeeze. 

“I love you too,” she murmured against his lips. “With everything I have.”

Her words humbled him. Carefully, reluctantly, Rico withdrew and turned her in his arms, holding her close, kissing her again simply because he could—because he still had her, because he hadn’t lost her after all.

When they finally managed to breathe, after kissing each other senseless, he brushed her damp hair back from her eyes and gave her ass a gentle, affectionate pat. 

“Why don’t you go upstairs and start the shower,” he said softly. Then he glanced down at the milky evidence splattered across the floor and grinned. “I’ll, uh… take care of the proof of what you do to me.”

Sherry followed his gaze to the floor, then down the insides of her thighs, her eyes going wide, lips parting in open wonder at the evidence of him still sliding from her. A soft, breathless laugh slipped out of her. “God… it’s just like that first night,” she murmured, wonder threaded with heat. “Exactly the same. You filling me so full it can’t all stay inside me, dripping out of me like that.”

Rico huffed a quiet laugh and shook his head, watching her with an expression that was anything but casual. No—not the same. Not even close. That first night had been raw hunger, need snapping tight the second he’d seen her, so intense he’d barely made it past the door before he had her bent over the counter and was buried inside her. He’d wanted her then with a ferocity that still made his blood hum.

But this—this was more. Somewhere along the way, lust had turned into something heavier, something that settled deep in his chest and refused to let go. He was in love with her. Hopelessly, stupidly in love. The sex was still incendiary—hell, taking her against that counter remained one of the hottest things he’d ever done, and he had every intention of doing it again—but it wasn’t just about that anymore.

She wasn’t a moment or a memory. She was it. And the thought of losing her tightened his throat in a way nothing else ever had. The sooner she really understood how much she meant to him, the safer he’d feel, because the truth was stark and unavoidable: he didn’t know how to live without her.

Upstairs, steam curled around them as he stepped into the shower, water slicking over her skin. She was already flushed, glistening, impossibly soft, soap clinging to her curves as if it didn’t want to let go. Warm. Wet. Waiting. She turned with a wicked little grin the second he joined her, hands immediately reaching for him, fingers bold and familiar.

After everything they’d just done in the kitchen, it should’ve taken longer—but it didn’t. Her touch alone had him swelling, thickening, hard enough it made him hiss under his breath. And then she sank down in front of him, knees pressing into the tile, eyes lifting to lock onto his.

Fuck.

Slowly, deliberately, she traced him with her tongue, starting low, dragging all the way up his length, unhurried, reverent. From the base to the tip, like she wanted to memorize him. Rico forgot how to breathe. He couldn’t look away—not from her mouth, not from the heat of her tongue, not from the way she looked at him like he was the only man who existed. Like this was exactly where she wanted to be.

It damn near undid him.

When she took him into her mouth, lips closing around him, tongue teasing and coaxing, he threaded his fingers into her hair, not forcing, just holding on, hips beginning to move on instinct. The realization hit him hard and clean: he would never need anyone else. Not ever.

She rolled his balls gently in her hand, and the low sound he made surprised even him. Her mouth worked him deeper, faster, each bob of her head sending sparks straight up his spine. He cradled her head now, thumbs brushing her cheeks, overwhelmed by the feel of her—warm, soft, eager—as if he was something precious to her, something she wanted to savor.

His head fell back with a groan. “Fuck, Sherry,” he breathed, voice rough, ruined. “If you keep doing that… I’m not going to last.”

She didn’t slow down. If anything, she did the opposite—lifted her eyes to his, lashes dark with water, and smiled around him in a way that went straight to his spine. Her mouth tightened, hollowed, worked him with deliberate hunger until his control snapped clean through. Rico’s head fell back as a rough sound tore out of his chest, his body bowing as release surged through him, hot and relentless, spilling deep as his heart hammered like it might burst all over again.

Jesus. The intensity of it—of knowing it was her, that it was always her—made his legs feel weak. And Sherry, thorough to the core, didn’t miss a thing. Even with the spray of the shower cascading over them, she lingered, lips and tongue attentive and unhurried, making certain she took every last trace of him before finally easing back. She looked up at him then, water sliding down her face, satisfaction curved in her smile.

His chest felt too full, too alive, like he’d never known this kind of quiet, bone-deep bliss before. Looking down at her, radiant and utterly his in that moment, the words marry me nearly tumbled out of him. The urge was that strong. But a beat of sanity crept in—along with the thought that, as a romance writer, she probably wouldn’t want the story of her proposal forever tied to having his cock in her mouth while she worked him dry. He swallowed the words back, smiling to himself. Soon. Just… not like this.

The next morning, tangled together in bed, Rico drew her close and kissed her slow and deep. His fingers slid into her hair, massaging her scalp, and he watched her melt the way she always did, eyes drifting shut as if the world narrowed down to nothing but his touch. Holding her like that felt so right it made the idea of leaving the bed almost painful. He wished, not for the first time, that they could live like this—bare skin, soft sheets, happiness unbroken by clocks or obligations.

But reality tugged. The powder room still needed attention, and the crew would be arriving soon to wrap up the last details on her house. With one more gentle kiss, he pushed the sheet aside and got up for a shower.

Sherry lay there, watching him go, her gaze tracing the play of muscle across his back and the flex of his tight, perfect ass as he walked away. Relief and gratitude swelled in her chest. Having him here—really here—felt like a second chance she wasn’t taking for granted, not after coming so close to losing him.

Later that day, Rico was downstairs, arms lifted as he focused on installing the new light fixture in the powder room, when Artie, the tile guy, ambled in with his phone in hand.

“Hey, Rico,” he said casually. “You know anyone who wants a cat? My sister’s cat just had kittens. If you’re interested, you can take your pick.”

Rico took the phone from Artie’s hand, and the second the image filled the screen, something warm tugged at his chest. A tiny orange-and-white puff of fur stared back at him, eyes wide and earnest, a ridiculous little crown of white sticking straight up along its head like a defiant mohawk. The kitten looked less like a photograph and more like a challenge—as if it had locked onto him and decided, without question, that Rico was its person.

He laughed softly under his breath. “Yeah… maybe,” he said, still studying the screen. “Let me think about it.” He tapped the glass with his thumb. “But this one—this one’s got personality. I’d call him Spike. Look at that hair.”

Artie snorted. “Spike? That’s more of a dog name, isn’t it?”

Rico lifted one shoulder in an easy shrug, unwilling to argue. “I don’t think a cat gives a damn what you call it. Long as it’s fed and loved.”

Artie nodded, amused. “Fair enough. I’ll tell my sister you’ve got your eye on that one.”

Sherry stayed tucked away upstairs while the crew wrapped up for the day, the house filled with the muted sounds of tools and low voices that never seemed to penetrate her focus when she was deep in her work. Rico waited until the last truck pulled away before wiping down his hands and turning his thoughts toward dinner. He smiled to himself, shaking his head. When she disappeared into her writing, the rest of the world simply ceased to exist—food included. Luckily, taking care of her was something he genuinely loved.

He had just pulled the salad bowl from the refrigerator when movement caught his eye. Rico looked up—and nearly dropped the damn thing.

Sherry was coming down the stairs slowly, deliberately, clad in a skimpy orange bikini that hugged every soft, dangerous curve. Her skin glowed in the late afternoon light, her hips swaying with lazy confidence, her eyes lit with mischief that went straight to his gut. Whatever he’d been thinking about chicken and side dishes evaporated in an instant.

By the time she reached him, his pulse was already thudding. She slid her arms around his neck, pressing close, her warmth seeping into him, and kissed him—unhurried, open-mouthed, the kind of kiss that promised more. When she pulled back, she stayed right there, smiling into his eyes, her body snug against his as if she belonged exactly where she was.

He kissed her again, deeper this time, pouring everything he felt into it—relief, desire, gratitude that she was here, alive, and wrapped around him like this. His hands roamed her back, lingering, telling her without words just how glad he was that she’d decided playtime was officially on the agenda.

When they finally parted, both of them smiling like conspirators, she lifted a finger and traced the outline of his mouth, slow and teasing. “I was writing,” she murmured, voice low and intimate. “A love scene. There was this very dashing, very sexy dark-haired rogue…” Her eyes flicked meaningfully over his face. “I got a little lost in it. And a little… turned on.”

Rico grinned and didn’t bother pretending surprise. He slid his hand down, slipping a finger beneath the edge of her bikini bottom. The second he touched her, he groaned softly, rolling his eyes at just how wet she already was.

“Yeah,” he said quietly, heat flaring through him. “I can tell.”

He hesitated for half a heartbeat, weighing the possibilities—drag her out onto the patio where the air would be cool against overheated skin, lift her and take her to the couch and open her there, or simply give in and have her right here on the floor. The decision was stolen from him when she grew impatient, fingers already worrying at the hem of his T‑shirt, then dropping to his fly with clear intent. He laughed under his breath, shaking his head. She wasn’t subtle when she wanted him. She never was. And God help him, that hunger of hers—so perfectly matched to his own—was exactly why he was hopelessly gone for her. Food could wait. It always did.

Eager to keep up, Rico yanked his shirt over his head and shoved his jeans away with a careless kick. He didn’t look away from her for a second. Watching her watch him was half the thrill. He reached for the clasp at the back of her neck, releasing her bikini top so it slid away, freeing her breasts. Then he nudged her bottoms down her hips, past her thighs, until they pooled uselessly around her ankles. The sight of her—bare, flushed, wanting—made him groan. He threaded his hands into her hair and claimed her mouth, deep and unhurried, letting his lips and tongue worship her as he guided her down with him onto the cool hardwood.

He was painfully hard, his body already demanding release, and she was slick and ready beneath him, her need obvious. It would have been so easy to thrust into her and be done with thinking. Instead, he dragged it out, brushing his fingertips slowly over the curve of her breasts, savoring the way her body reacted. “So,” he murmured, teasing, “what exactly are those two getting up to in your story?”

She shuddered when his finger circled one tight nipple, her breath hitching as if he’d stolen it straight from her lungs. “They’re on a pirate ship,” she said, voice trembling. “He’s just finished this brutal, desperate fight to get her back from a pack of ruthless pirates. The deck is chaos, his crew taking control, and he’s tearing through the ship because he can’t find her. He’s terrified she’s gone—that she’s been thrown into the sea.” Her hips shifted restlessly beneath him as she spoke. “When he finally finds her, hidden in the captain’s quarters, he can’t help himself. He strips her bare, holds her like she might disappear if he lets go. She’s so relieved… so overwhelmed… because the worst part was thinking she’d never see him again. And she gives herself to him completely.”

Rico nodded slowly, understanding settling deep in his chest. “Yeah,” he said quietly. “I get that.” The thought of losing her had nearly destroyed him more than once.

She arched a brow at him, playful and wicked. “And now,” she went on, “he’s sliding into her, slow and deep, loving her the way only he can. She’s blissed out, exactly where she belongs.”

His grin was pure sin. Holding her gaze, he spread her thighs and guided himself forward, the thick head of his cock brushing against her heat, lingering there just long enough to make her whimper. “Like this?” he asked softly.

“Oh yes,” she breathed, happiness flooding her voice as she wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into him, urging him closer. Rico thrust into her, filling her completely, and her sigh turned into a moan as he began to move, both of them lost to the rhythm they’d been aching for.

Though every instinct urged him to take her fast and fierce, to drive into her with the urgency they both craved, he reined himself in. He slowed his hips, let the moment stretch, made it lush and unhurried. His mouth traced soft paths along her lips and jaw, his hands learned every curve again as if memorizing her, as if tenderness itself could speak. He wanted her to feel it—that this wasn’t just hunger or heat, but something rooted deeper, something that held even when their bodies were locked together, slick and tight and aching.

Like the hero in her story, now that he had her in his arms again, he wasn’t letting go. Not for a second. Not ever. He wanted her to know it in the way he touched her, in the way he stayed.

“I love you,” he breathed, lifting her chin so their eyes met, his thumb brushing her cheek in a reverent sweep.

Her gaze softened, went glossy with feeling as she clutched him closer, her breasts pressed warm and full against his chest. “I love you too,” she whispered. “So much. This—being like this with you—it feels unreal. I spent so long thinking I was complete on my own. I never imagined that at my age I’d meet someone who would become this necessary. Someone I can’t imagine living without.”

The words hit him low and deep, swelling his chest until it almost hurt. Joy surged through him, bright and steady. “You know what?” he said quietly. “The best part of my day is waking up and seeing you beside me.”

She smiled, fingers threading into his hair, holding him there. “Mine too. I sleep better just knowing you’re there—feeling you wrapped around me all night.”

His eyes darkened with intent as he shifted, lifting her legs up and over his shoulder, opening her to him completely. He drove deeper now, slow but powerful, each thrust deliberate, claiming. As he filled her again and again, he knew with absolute certainty that they would never fall asleep alone again.

Her voice broke as she cried his name, her body tightening and trembling around him. The sound undid him. “Damn, Sherry,” he groaned, following her over the edge, pushing into her as deep as he could, riding out the waves as she clenched and fluttered around him. He didn’t stop until they were both shaking, breathless, collapsed together on the floor in a tangle of limbs and heat.

He smiled down at her, brushed her hair back from her flushed face, and in that quiet, spent moment, he knew—without doubt—that this was exactly where he belonged. And the sooner he told her that she was it for him, the lighter his heart would feel.

Later, as they finished their dinner out on the patio, Rico noticed a fluffy gray cat delicately making its way along the fence. When Sherry spotted it, her face lit up. “Come here, Muffin,” she called gently, patting her lap.

The cat acknowledged them with a languid glance, then proceeded to ignore them entirely. She sat primly on the fence and set about washing her paws, pink tongue flashing as if she had all the time in the world. Only when she was satisfied did she rise, stroll the remaining length of the fence, hop down with effortless grace, and pad over to Sherry. She twined herself around Sherry’s ankles, tail high, purring like a small engine that had found its rhythm.

Sherry laughed softly. “She’s the neighbor’s—Joyce’s. I feed her when Joyce is away.” She bent, fingers already reaching. “She usually keeps her inside, though, so I should probably take her home.”

Before she did, she scooped the cat up and held her close, cheek brushing into soft gray fur. Rico leaned in and scratched behind the cat’s ears, earning a deeper, more insistent purr. “She’s beautiful,” he said, smiling.

“And she knows it,” Sherry replied fondly, stroking the sleek head. “Don’t you, Muffin?” As if on cue, Muffin’s purr swelled, her golden eyes sliding shut in bliss.

Rico watched them, something thoughtful settling over his expression. “Have you ever thought about getting one of your own?”

She nodded slowly. “I have. I grew up with cats. Always loved them.” A shadow crossed her face, then softened. “But my late husband—total germaphobe. No pets. Not even a bird.” She shrugged, light but wistful. “Maybe one day.”

Rico only nodded, a small, knowing smile tugging at his mouth.

The following afternoon, after he finished installing the lights in her newly redone powder room—dove gray and white, clean and elegant, exactly her taste—he stepped outside to meet Artie by the truck. They shook hands, and Artie passed over a cardboard box with neat air holes punched into the lid. Rico thanked him, trying and failing to keep the anticipation off his face.

Inside, he lifted the lid. A tiny, indignant mewl rose up, followed by a pair of bright, curious eyes. Rico laughed under his breath as he gathered the little puff of fur into his hands, cradling it close and rubbing its delicate head. “Well, aren’t you something,” he murmured. “And I know a woman who’s going to lose her heart the second she sees you.”

Sherry had no idea. He’d already tucked a large bag of supplies away in the laundry room, out of sight. He shut the door carefully, then moved with quiet purpose, setting everything up before she ever had the chance to object—if she even could. He could already picture her face, the way her resistance would melt the moment she laid eyes on the tiny creature waiting to be loved.

He held the tiny body against his chest, those wide, impossibly blue eyes blinking up at him as if absorbing every word. Rico tried for stern, lifting a finger and gesturing toward the small plastic box nearby. “You see that?” he murmured. “That’s where you’re supposed to go. Only there. Nowhere else.”

The kitten, unimpressed by his attempt at authority, merely wriggled closer, curling herself more snugly into the bend of his arm. Her purr kicked into a steady, vibrating hum, warm and relentless, like a miniature engine. Rico couldn’t help it—he laughed under his breath, his expression melting as his thumb brushed over the soft fuzz between her ears. “Yeah, yeah,” he said fondly. “Just… don’t do anything that makes us look bad, all right? I’m trying to build something here. A home. For all three of us.” He shook his head, smiling at himself. “So behave.”

While Sherry remained upstairs, lost in her own world, fingers dancing over her keyboard as she wrestled with sentences and structure, Rico padded quietly up the stairs. He moved with exaggerated care, as if the house itself were holding its breath. In her office, he set the kitten gently onto the floor, watched her wobble once, then sit. Rico retreated to the doorway and leaned there, arms folded, waiting.

Sherry sighed softly at her desk. The scene she was working on refused to cooperate, the words stubborn and flat. Instead of forcing it, she shifted gears, opening a browser and diving into research, scrolling through images of antique jewelry—filigreed rings, heavy pendants, glinting stones. She was studying one particularly intricate piece when something brushed her ankle.

She startled with a small gasp, laughter following immediately as she looked down. “Oh—oh my goodness.” The kitten was winding around her feet, clumsy and fearless. “Aren’t you just precious?” Sherry bent, scooping her up without hesitation. “And where did you come from, hmm?”

The kitten answered by pressing her tiny forehead under Sherry’s chin. Sherry kissed the top of her head, her face already soft, already undone. Then she looked up and caught sight of Rico in the doorway, that infuriatingly pleased smirk on his face. Her smile bloomed, warm and luminous. “Oh, Rico,” she said, her voice thick with delight. “She’s adorable. Thank you.”

He pushed off the frame and wandered closer. “I was thinking,” he said casually, “with that little strip of fur on her head, she kind of looks like she’s got a mohawk. So… Spike.”

Sherry laughed and turned the kitten gently, peering with exaggerated seriousness before looking back up at him. “So she’s a boy?”

He shook his head. “Nope. Definitely a girl.”

“Well then,” she said, wrinkling her nose. “I don’t know about Spike for a girl this cute.” She rubbed her nose against the kitten’s cheek, already completely besotted. “But we’ll figure something out, won’t we, sweetheart?”

“For now, she’s Spike,” Rico said. “And if you change it, just don’t pick anything too… frilly. I don’t want to be standing outside yelling something ridiculous if she gets loose.”

Sherry’s eyes danced. “Like Fluffikins? Or Sweetums?”

He groaned, rolling his eyes. “Exactly like that.”

She laughed. “I promise, nothing embarrassing. But we’ll need a litter box, and a bed, and toys, and—”

Rico chuckled, cutting her off as he watched her spiral happily into planning. “Already done. Everything’s set up. Laundry room. She’s all taken care of.”

Sherry looked at him again then, something deeper in her smile—gratitude, affection, a quiet, startled tenderness—as she held the kitten closer, as if she already knew this small, soft thing had changed the shape of her home.

Her gaze softened, heat glimmering there as she crooked one finger and silently summoned him. When he leaned down, close enough that she could see her own reflection in his eyes, she rose onto her toes and brushed her mouth over his—slow, lingering, full of promise. Her lips were warm, familiar, devastating. 

“You know,” she murmured against him, voice low and intimate, “this is one of the reasons I adore you. You think of me. You do things like this just because you want to make me happy.”

His smile widened, pleased and a little proud. “So?” he asked quietly. “What do you think—are we keeping her?”

Sherry pressed a kiss to the kitten’s soft head, inhaling that faint, powdery warmth, then lifted her up and beamed straight into her tiny face. “Oh yes,” she said without hesitation. “I’m already completely in love.”

Relief loosened something in his chest. That part had gone exactly how he’d hoped. Now all that remained was the bigger question—the one that lived in the back of his mind—that somehow, the three of them could build something lasting together. Something real. Something that would hold.

He was just about to slip out and leave her curled in her chair with the kitten when he paused, his attention snagged by her computer screen. The images there—elegant, delicate, unmistakable—made his mouth curve upward. Rings. Engagement rings. He nodded to himself, satisfaction blooming. Maybe they were more aligned than he’d dared to assume.

When Sherry caught him looking, she smiled, a little sheepish but animated. “I’m researching engagement ring designs from the 1840s,” she explained. “That’s when my story is set. Miguel’s decided he wants to marry the woman he loves, so I have to describe the ring he chooses—and the reception he gets from her father when he goes to ask for her hand.”

Rico tilted his head, studying the images more closely. “I always figured engagement rings were kind of a modern thing,” he said. “Like white wedding dresses.”

She shook her head, eyes lighting up the way they always did when she slipped into historian mode. “Not at all. Engagement rings go all the way back to ancient Rome. Back then they were more about ownership and obedience—made from practical things like copper, iron, even bone. Gold didn’t really become common until about twelve hundred years ago, when Pope Nicholas I declared that a ring should represent a man’s intent to marry, and mutual affection as well. So giving a ring has been symbolic for a very long time.”

She leaned back slightly, absently stroking the kitten as she continued. “And you’re right about white dresses. That tradition didn’t really take hold until 1840, when Queen Victoria wore white to marry Prince Albert—her cousin, oddly enough. Before that, most women just wore their best dress. White gowns were a luxury. But my heroine?” Sherry smiled softly at the screen. “She’ll absolutely be wearing white when she marries the man of her dreams.”

Rico nodded, genuinely impressed, his respect for her deepening. “I had no idea how much research went into writing something like this.”

She exhaled, her shoulders relaxing as she turned back to the glowing images. “I try to get it right,” she said quietly. “That’s why I’m still searching—for the perfect ring. Lady Madeleine and Miguel deserve that much.”

Rico leaned in closer, his chest brushing her back as he studied the screen over her shoulder. He lifted his hand and indicated one of the images. “That one,” he said softly. “The gold band with the large stone in the center, and the smaller diamonds framing it. It feels… right.”

She clicked it open, enlarging the image until it filled the screen. Her smile softened, turned almost dreamy. “That’s the one I keep coming back to,” she admitted. “I can see it so clearly—Miguel down on one knee, holding out a ring just like this while he asks for her hand. He’d be nervous, but determined. Like he already knows his life depends on her answer.”

Rico’s mouth curved. “And where do you imagine he does it?”

She leaned back slightly, considering, her gaze still fixed on the glowing image. “That depends on whether her father ever gives his blessing,” she said. “Miguel doesn’t have a title, no inherited fortune. He’s not the Duke her father originally wanted for her. But Miguel is a wealthy privateer, and I keep thinking he’d choose something meaningful to them. Maybe one of his ships. He rescued her at sea, after all. And it was aboard one of his schooners that they first made love, while he carried her safely back to England.”

As she spoke, Rico’s hands slid into her hair, fingers threading through the soft strands. He traced the sensitive line of her neck, lingering just long enough to make her breath hitch. A shiver rippled through her when he bent and brushed his lips against her ear, his voice low and warm. “That sounds pretty damn romantic.”

She laughed softly, the sound edged with heat, and tipped her head back to look at him, her eyes bright and a little dazed. “I’m hoping my readers think so too,” she said. “It’s a big shift for me. Most of my characters marry within their own social circles. A woman like Madeleine would almost never choose a man like Miguel. He’s a rogue. Dangerous. Exactly the kind her parents warned her about.”

Rico lifted a brow. “But love changes the rules, doesn’t it?”

She studied him for a long moment, something thoughtful and tender passing through her expression before she nodded. “I think it does.”

The conversation lingered with him long after she turned back to her screen. It felt strange, talking through the imagined proposal of her characters while his own mind was spinning, searching for a way to ask her to be his wife. Knowing what she did for a living—crafting sweeping romances and unforgettable moments—he understood one thing with absolute clarity: he’d have to do better than cliché. A diamond dropped into a champagne flute over dinner wouldn’t even come close.

At least there was one complication he didn’t have to worry about. She’d told him about losing her parents years ago, how young she’d been when it happened. There would be no father to ask, no judgment to face over whether an electrician was worthy of the brilliant woman she’d become. The pressure was still there—but now it was entirely his to rise to.

A few mornings later, over breakfast, Sherry’s attention drifted to her tablet—and then her mouth curved into a slow, delighted smile. Her eyes lit up in that way Rico had come to recognize as dangerous, the look she got when imagination and curiosity tangled together.

“Oh, thank God,” she murmured, tapping the screen. “It’s back. And this time, I really have to go.”

He lifted a brow. “Back?”

“The Tall Ships,” she said, excitement softening her voice. “They’re coming into the waterfront for a few days next week.” She leaned back in her chair, practically glowing. “I want to see them up close. I need to know what it actually feels like to stand on one of those ships—to smell the wood, hear the rigging, feel the deck under my feet.”

She swiped through the article, enlarging an image. “One of them is a schooner, built to mirror the original from 1812.” Her lips parted slightly as she stared at the screen. “That’s the one I want to see first. Especially the captain’s quarters.” Her gaze flicked up to Rico, playful and a little wicked. “That’s where my characters would’ve made love. I’ve never seen anything like it in person. I want pictures. Details.”

Something clicked into place for him then, sharp and satisfying. Rico masked his grin, keeping his tone casual. “We could go together,” he said. “Make an evening out of it. Walk around, see the ships. Maybe have dinner afterward.”

She didn’t hesitate. “Yeah. That sounds perfect.” She checked the schedule, then the map, noting where the ships would be tied up, already half-lost in anticipation.

As he refilled her mug, the rich scent of coffee curling between them, she glanced up. “Oh—and I noticed the light in my office is working again. You fixed it. Thank you.”

He nodded, rolling his eyes at himself.

She smiled. “Was it difficult?”

“Not exactly,” he admitted, rubbing the back of his neck. Guilt tugged at his mouth. “Turns out it just needed a new bulb.”

They both laughed, the sound warm and a little rueful. If he’d replaced the damn bulb in the first place—if he hadn’t started reading her words, misreading them, letting his insecurities spiral—they could’ve avoided weeks of tension and that terrifying brush with losing each other.

“Well,” she said lightly, lifting her cup, “at least it works now.”

He shook his head, still irritated with himself, even as he recognized the truth beneath it all. The near-miss had changed them. Stripped them bare. Somehow, it had drawn them closer than before.

The following Friday, the day they’d planned to see the ships, his text buzzed her phone.

Sorry, baby. Running a little late. Go on ahead—I’ll meet you there. Take pictures. I’ll be there as soon as I can.

Sherry slipped her phone into her pocket and strolled along the dock, pausing every few steps to snap photos. The ships were even more imposing than she’d imagined. She craned her neck, tipping her head all the way back to trace the towering masts disappearing into the sky. They were enormous—elegant, powerful—each one gleaming with careful upkeep, like a piece of living history floating on the water.

She was so absorbed she barely noticed one of the crew watching her fascination with quiet amusement. Then a voice carried down from above.

“Why don’t you come aboard and take a look?”

She glanced over her shoulder, instinctively searching for Rico. He wasn’t there yet. Deciding he’d catch up with her, she turned back and nodded.

Her heels clicked softly as she stepped onto the gangplank, fingers tightening around the rope railing. The ship shifted beneath her, a subtle sway that made her breath hitch. At the top, a hand reached out. She took it, letting the warmth and strength of his grip steady her as she stepped onto the deck—onto the very kind of place where her fantasies had always come alive.

“It really is breathtaking,” she murmured, slowly turning in place as she took in the length of the ship. Her gaze drifted upward, following the clean lines of the rigging to the towering white sails glowing under the spotlights, luminous against the night sky.

“It’s modeled after a schooner launched in 1812,” the crewman said proudly. “They tried to stay as faithful as possible—right down to the smallest details.”

“They succeeded,” Sherry replied, warmth in her voice. “It’s stunning.”

She wandered the deck at an unhurried pace, her fingers brushing the smooth wood, her senses alive with the scent of salt, tar, and old timber. The crew, dressed in period attire, smiled as she passed, each one happy to explain their role as if the past were still breathing through them. They spoke of hauling lines and setting sails, of manning winches until muscles burned, of endless hours spent tending rigging and keeping the ship clean and orderly. One described the galley, the challenge of feeding hungry men at sea. Sherry listened, enchanted, imagining the rhythm of life aboard, the closeness, the isolation, the intimacy that would have grown in such a world.

When she had nearly completed the tour, the young man who had helped her aboard gestured toward a door at the stern. “Would you like to see the captain’s quarters?”

Her pulse skipped. “Yes,” she said without hesitation. “I’d love to.”

He opened the door and stepped aside, allowing her to enter first.

The quarters were dim, warmly lit, the air softer somehow, as if the rest of the ship faded once the door closed behind her. Sherry paused, letting her eyes adjust. A generous bed dominated the space, dressed in a deep burgundy brocade quilt, framed by heavy velvet curtains that whispered of warmth and privacy, meant to shut out both cold drafts and prying eyes. She lifted her phone and snapped a picture, already seeing her imagined lovers tangled together there, limbs entwined, secrets exchanged in the dark.

A small desk stood nearby, papers spread across it, a quill resting as if the captain had only just stepped away. She smiled at the thought of him—educated, authoritative, set apart from his men. A modest table and two chairs hugged one wall, clearly meant for solitary meals or quiet conversation. Lanterns hung overhead, their glow reflecting off a carpet underfoot, lending the space a surprising richness, a luxury worlds away from the hammocks slung shoulder to shoulder where the crew would have slept.

As she turned to take in the rest of the room, a sharp breath caught in her throat.

She wasn’t alone.

A tall figure stepped forward from the shadows, and her eyes widened as recognition hit her all at once. Rico. But not the Rico she’d left messages for earlier. This Rico looked like he’d stepped straight out of one of her fantasies—dressed as a privateer, his fitted leggings tucked into knee-high leather boots, a white shirt open at the neck and pulled tight across his sculpted chest. A red sash rode low on his hips, the wine-colored waistcoat hugging his torso, silver buttons gleaming. A tricorn hat crowned his head, shadowing eyes that burned with mischief.

He was devastating. Dangerous. So perfectly, wickedly out of place that for a moment she forgot how to breathe.

“What on earth are you doing here,” she finally blurted, her voice barely steady, “dressed like that?”

He smiled, slow and teasing, and closed the distance between them. “I thought,” he said softly, “it might be fun to bring one of your fantasies to life.”

When he suddenly dropped to one knee, the breath left her lungs. Emotion surged so fast it made her dizzy, her vision blurring as she looked down at him—this gorgeous, audacious man gazing up at her like she was his entire world. From the pocket of his waistcoat, he drew out a small box wrapped in deep blue velvet. Her heart stuttered, then raced, the realization hitting her all at once. A proposal. Here. On this ship. It felt impossibly intimate, impossibly perfect.

He reached for her hand, his thumb brushing over her knuckles, grounding her. “I was hoping,” he said softly, his voice steady despite the tremor she felt through him, “that you’d make me the happiest man alive by agreeing to marry me.”

Tears spilled despite her effort to hold them back. She laughed breathlessly as she wiped them away, nodding because words felt too small. “Yes,” she whispered, then louder, certain. “Yes. I’d love to marry you, Rico.”

The tension drained from him in a long exhale. He opened the box, and she gasped, her free hand flying to her mouth. The ring caught the lantern light, unmistakable, exquisite. Her pulse thundered. “That’s… that’s the ring,” she breathed. “The one I showed you.”

His smile was pure satisfaction, edged with tenderness. “I had it made just for you. I was hoping it would be exactly right.”

When he stood and slid it onto her finger, the weight of it felt like a promise settling into place. She met his eyes, shining with tears she no longer tried to hide. “It’s perfect,” she said, her voice thick. “All of this is perfect. I’ll remember it forever.”

He didn’t let her say anything more. His arms came around her, strong and sure, pulling her against him as his mouth claimed hers. The world narrowed instantly—no ship, no lanterns, no history—just the heat of his kiss and the solid, undeniable press of his body against hers. She melted into him, savoring the way he held her like he’d waited a lifetime to do exactly this.

Without breaking the kiss, he guided her backward until the backs of her legs hit the bed and she fell onto it with a soft laugh. He hovered over her, eyes dark with hunger, brows lifting in playful question. “Permission to come aboard?”

She tipped her head back, laughter spilling out, delight buzzing through her veins. “Permission granted.”

Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, drawing him closer, and she felt the unmistakable hardness of him exactly where she ached for it. The contact sent a shiver through her entire body. He kissed her again—slower now, deeper—while his hand slid up her thigh, leaving heat in its wake. When his fingers brushed the damp fabric between her legs, she sucked in a sharp breath, her heart pounding wildly. Even with layers of clothing between them, she felt overheated, desperate, undone by him.

Reality intruded just enough to make her glance around the dim quarters, nerves fluttering. “As much as I want this,” she murmured, breathless, “if someone walks in and finds us tangled up on the captain’s bed, I don’t think they’ll be thrilled.”

He chuckled against her neck, unbothered, his lips trailing up to her ear. “I don’t think anyone will interrupt us,” he murmured. “We were told to take all the time we need.”

Her eyes flew open. “Wait—what? The man who brought me in here… he knew?” She stared at him, stunned. “How did you even manage to pull this off?”

He lifted one shoulder in a casual shrug, but the glint in his eyes was pure mischief. “I may have mentioned that their lighting was doing absolutely nothing for a ship this beautiful,” he said. “So I offered to upgrade it. New spotlights, better angles—the kind that make the sails look like something out of a movie.” His mouth curved with quiet pride. “They loved the result so much that when I asked if I could borrow the captain’s quarters to create the perfect place to propose to the woman I love, they didn’t hesitate.”

A soft, overwhelmed sound slipped from Sherry’s throat. She slid her palms over his chest, feeling the steady heat of him beneath the costume, her fingers splaying as if she needed to reassure herself that he was real. “I can’t believe you did all of this,” she breathed. “Every detail… it’s incredible.”

His expression softened, the teasing fading into something deeper as his gaze locked onto hers. “You know I would move mountains for you,” he murmured. “Even put on a ridiculous pirate outfit if that’s what it took to ask you to be my wife.”

Her heart swelled until it almost hurt. She caught the edge of his collar and drew him down, her words brushing his lips, intimate and sure. “I love you, Rico.”

His grin was instant and boyish, edged with heat. “Good,” he said, his hand sliding possessively over her backside as he kissed her again, slow and promising. “Because I’m completely, hopelessly in love with you.” He lingered there, then pulled back just enough to add, “And I booked us a room at a hotel right across the way. Room service, a long night, and plenty of time to celebrate.” His mouth traced the line of her neck, making her shiver. “We can start practicing for the honeymoon.” A low laugh followed. “And if you want, I’ll keep the pirate gear on.”

She gave him an appreciative once-over, her lips curving into a playful smirk. “Oh, I absolutely want that—at least for the fun part in bed. I’ve never fooled around with a privateer before.” Her eyes sparkled. “And for the record, that’s what you are. One of the good ones. Definitely not some bloodthirsty rogue.”

Then reality nudged its way back in. She bit her lip, a flicker of worry crossing her face. “I just… I hope Spike will be okay by herself tonight.”

He didn’t miss a beat. “Already handled,” he said gently. “I took her over to your neighbor Joyce’s place. The second she saw her, she scooped her up and started cuddling her. She promised she’d keep an eye on her and spoil her rotten.”

A laugh escaped Sherry, half disbelief, half awe. “You really have thought of everything.”

“I did my best,” he said. Then, more carefully, “But just so you know, my sister’s waiting for the call. She’s dying to hear that you said yes.” He smiled, though there was a hint of nerves beneath it. “And my mom? She’s absolutely going to want a party. Big family, lots of noise. You’ll meet everyone all at once.”

When Sherry went quiet, her gaze drifting, Rico lifted her chin with his fingers, forcing her to meet his eyes. “Hey,” he said softly. “They’re going to adore you. Maybe not quite as much as I do—but close. And my mother will be so thrilled that I’m finally settling down, she won’t care about anything else. I promise.”

She studied his face, searching for certainty, then asked the question that had been hovering between them, unspoken but heavy. “Even the age difference?” she asked quietly. “Even knowing there won’t be any grandchildren from us?”

Still nestled between her thighs, Rico brushed the backs of his fingers along her cheek with aching tenderness. “Trust me,” he said softly, his voice low and sure, “none of that will matter once she meets you. Look at my sister. At first she didn’t know what to think about us. And then, when we nearly fell apart, she panicked so hard she teamed up with you just to drag me back where I belonged.” His mouth curved with quiet pride. “That’s how much she already loves you. You’re family to her now.”

He leaned closer, his forehead resting against hers. “And my mom?” A faint laugh slipped from him. “She’s exhausted chasing after my sister’s two kids. Grandchildren are already more than covered. As for you—she’s a fan. A big one. Be ready for autograph requests from her and half my aunts and cousins.”

Sherry’s smile was soft but uncertain, hope and nerves tangling in her chest. She wanted to believe him. God, she did.

Rico rose with her, smoothing her dress with slow, reverent hands, as if he couldn’t help touching her. Then he framed her face, forcing her to meet his eyes. “We’re going to be just fine,” he murmured. “You, me, Spike… and that tiny orange bikini of yours.” His gaze darkened with promise. “What else could we possibly need?”

She laughed, the sound light and relieved, and slid her arms around his neck, drawing him in until their noses brushed. “If we have each other,” she whispered, breathing him in, “then you’re right. We already have everything.”

He exhaled, deep and heartfelt, and laced his fingers through hers. “Amen.”

When they stepped out of the cabin hand in hand, the crew didn’t even pretend to be discreet. They were waiting—grinning, curious, hopeful. Rico beamed like a man who’d won the world, lifting her hand high so the ring caught the light. Applause erupted, sharp whistles slicing through the air. A couple of the guys he’d worked with slapped his back, and the young man who’d helped her aboard stepped forward to shake their hands, offering warm congratulations that made her eyes sting.

As they disembarked, waving back, Sherry stared down at the ring again, her heart fluttering as the truth finally settled in. She was really going to marry him. The man she loved. The man who loved her. It felt impossibly sweet, like stepping into a fairy tale she’d never dared to expect for herself.

Rico cut a devastating figure in his privateer attire, and she caught more than a few lingering looks from passing women—young, bold smiles meant just for him. But his hand never loosened on hers, his focus fixed entirely on her as he guided them straight into the hotel, already intent on giving her a night etched forever into her memory.

Alone at last in their lavish suite, the evening unfolded perfectly. Chateaubriand for two, roasted vegetables, a rich red wine that warmed her blood. Strawberries followed—dipped in whipped cream and glossy chocolate—clearly chosen with later indulgences in mind. The air between them hummed with anticipation, every glance and brush of skin promising that dessert wouldn’t be confined to the table.

The highlight of the night—for Rico, there was no contest—was Sherry draped over his thighs, bare and glowing, wearing nothing but his tricorn hat tipped at a wicked angle and the diamond flashing on her finger. Her skin was warm, her body pliant, and she couldn’t seem to stop kissing him, as if the truth of what they’d promised each other had lodged in her mouth. Soon, impossibly soon, she would be his wife. The knowledge filled his chest until it ached.

Later, when he let himself drift back to that first reckless night, he could only shake his head at his own audacity. The way he’d taken her over the counter, desperate and unthinking, like the world would end if he didn’t have her right then. He’d never crossed that boundary before, never even come close—but if he hadn’t, he wouldn’t be here now, staring down at the woman he couldn’t wait to spend his life with, silently thanking every stroke of fate that had shoved him straight into her arms.

And he made good on his promise to give her a night she’d never forget.

After dinner, when the last traces of wine and chocolate lingered on their tongues, he lowered the lights until the room glowed softly, intimate and hushed. Sherry climbed onto the bed, slow and deliberate, watching him through her lashes. Rico slipped the red sash from his waist and drew it gently over her eyes, tying it snugly behind her head. His mouth brushed her ear as he murmured, low and certain, “Take away your sight… and everything else becomes sharper.”

She lay back, breath already uneven, chest rising and falling as if she were bracing for something delicious. He reached for the bowl of whipped cream, amused by her startled inhale when the cool sweetness touched her skin. He took his time, tracing lazy circles over her mouth, then crowning her nipples until they peaked hard beneath his attention. A slow, teasing line followed the curve of her stomach, dipping into her navel, before he lavished her with a thick, indulgent dollop between her thighs.

As he bent to kiss and taste her clean, her body answered him immediately—arching, trembling, hands sliding into his hair to hold him there. “You’re wicked,” she breathed, half-laugh, half-plea, and he chuckled softly against her skin, savoring the contrast of cream and heat as he suckled her nipples until she shivered, then soothed them with a warm breath. His tongue wandered lower, unhurried, pausing just long enough to make her squirm before finally sinking into her, tasting her until her thighs quaked beneath his hands.

Her skin prickled with goosebumps, her pulse racing so fast she could feel it everywhere. Blindfolded and exquisitely exposed, she trembled on the edge, every flick of his tongue sending ripples through her that stole her breath. “Rico,” she whispered, fingers clutching his hair as if it were the only thing keeping her grounded, “what you do to me…”

He lifted his head, drinking in the sight of her—naked, bound only by silk and sensation, breasts lifting with each breath, body shining and ready. He’d never seen anything more beautiful. Pressing slow, open-mouthed kisses along her inner thigh, he smiled and warned her gently, “This is only the beginning, sweetheart. So hold on.”

He hadn’t been teasing her in the slightest. His mouth became relentless, lips and tongue devoting themselves to her with a focus that bordered on reverence. He learned her in seconds—the way her hips lifted when his tongue flattened, the sharp intake of breath when he circled her clit, the broken moan when he closed his mouth over her and suckled, slow at first, then harder, deeper, until sensation crashed through her in brutal, delicious waves. Her body bowed, muscles locking as pleasure detonated inside her, a climax so fierce it stole her breath and scattered her thoughts into white light.

“Oh—wow—I’m seeing stars,” she cried, head thrashing against the pillow, blindfold still in place, as if the darkness made everything brighter. He didn’t let up. Not until she was trembling everywhere, down to her calves and toes, not until her pulse fluttered wildly beneath his hands and she was utterly undone, shuddering from the aftershocks he so expertly drew out of her.

Before she could even gather herself, before the intensity could ebb, he was there—hard and thick in his fist, nudging insistently at her slick, oversensitive entrance. She was still panting, still open and wrecked from coming apart so completely, and the need to feel him again surged through her with almost painful urgency. He captured her mouth in a deep, claiming kiss as he pushed into her, filling her inch by inch, the sensation so intimate it made his chest ache. Her arms locked around his shoulders, her legs cinched tight at his waist, holding him there like she’d never let him go.

As he moved inside her, surrounded by heat and need and the sound of her broken moans, it hit him with stunning clarity—this was it. This woman. This feeling. This was where he belonged, where he would gladly stay for the rest of his life.

When they finally crested together, voices breaking as they gasped each other’s names, they clung tight, slick with sweat, hearts hammering in perfect unison. The silence afterward was thick and tender, broken only by their shared, satisfied sighs—a wordless agreement that whatever this was between them, it was damn near flawless.

After they decided to get married, something between them softened and deepened all at once. They slipped easily into a shared rhythm, domestic and intimate, as if they’d always been heading here. One evening, after Sherry cooked a fragrant salmon and vegetable stir-fry, they planned a late swim. Suits on, towels ready, they were just about to step outside when the sky darkened to ink and rain came down hard, thunder rolling low and ominous in the distance. One look at each other and they both laughed, abandoning the idea and retreating back indoors.

“How about a movie?” Sherry offered as they headed upstairs to change out of their swimsuits.

Rico grimaced playfully. Given the novels she wrote, he fully expected something emotional and tear-soaked, but he shrugged anyway. “Sure.” He could survive a couple hours of sentimental torture if it made her happy.

She surprised him once they were tucked into bed. With a press of the remote, the framed watercolor on the wall swung smoothly aside, revealing a hidden flat-screen television. He watched it pivot into place, eyebrows lifting in appreciation. “Okay,” he said, impressed. “That’s pretty cool.”

“I don’t watch much,” she explained lightly, “and I hate the idea of staring at a big black screen all the time. This felt… cleaner.” She scrolled through her collection, then glanced at him with a playful smile. “So—how do you feel about a Bond flick?”

Rico blinked like she’d just spoken in a foreign language. He pushed himself up on one elbow and stared at her, searching her face. 

“Bond?” he said, incredulous. “As in James Bond?” A slow grin broke across his mouth. “You’re messing with me, right? Because if you are, that’s just cruel. I’m probably the biggest Bond nerd you’ll ever meet. I’ve seen every single one—no exaggeration—at least a dozen times. I grew up on them. My dad, my brother, and me? We used to do full-on marathons. Whole weekends glued to the couch, living on junk food, barely moving except to argue about which Bond was the best.” He laughed, shaking his head. Then, softening, he added, “But seriously, if you’d rather watch something else—some Bridget Jones thing or whatever you’re in the mood for—I’m good with that.”

Behind his back, his fingers twisted together, crossing tight, silently begging her to choose martinis over moping.

Sherry’s lips curved, clearly enjoying this more than she let on. She shook her head slowly. 

“Nope. No Bridget Jones tonight.” She tucked herself closer to him, her voice warm with memory. “I guess that makes me a Bond geek too. I’ve loved them since I was little. Whenever a new one came out, my parents and I had this ritual—we’d go out to dinner first, then see the movie, and talk about it the entire drive home. We never missed one. Not ever.” She smiled to herself, then went on, “And honestly? I’ve never really been into romcoms. Most of them are so sugary they make my teeth hurt.”

She glanced at him, eyes bright. “Even though I write romance, I don’t like it overly sweet. I’d rather have passion mixed with danger—people chasing each other on horseback, rivals fighting duels over the same woman, a hero risking his life at sea. That’s the one I’m working on now, actually. They’re more like adventures that just happen to end with two people falling in love… and, of course, ending up in bed, enjoying the hell out of each other.” Her mouth tipped wickedly. “There are a few romantic movies I love, though. Love Actually is one of them. I think even you could survive that.”

Rico chuckled, clearly impressed. “Yeah,” he said. “We can definitely do that one another night.” He leaned in and brushed a kiss against her temple. “And remind me—I need to read this new book of yours.”

Sherry arched a brow, clearly testing him now. “All right, Mister Superfan. So—what’s your favorite Bond movie?”

He leaned back against the pillows, eyes drifting to the ceiling as he considered it seriously. After a moment, he shrugged. 

“That’s tough. I’ve honestly enjoyed all of them, even the really cheesy ones. But if I had to choose… I’d say Goldfinger. It’s got everything—action, suspense, a great cast. It’s classic Bond.”

Her eyes lit up. “That’s one of my favorites too,” she said. “But if I’m being honest? On Her Majesty’s Secret Service takes the crown for me.”

Rico turned his head slowly to look at her, surprised. 

“Really?” he asked, curiosity sparking. “Is that because it’s the only one where Bond actually commits… where he falls in love and gets married?”

Sherry tipped her head, a soft laugh brushing her lips. “No, not that. I just think the story’s stronger than most of them, and those Alpine scenes are breathtaking. And I suppose it doesn’t hurt that, for once, he actually finds a woman he wants to keep—after decades of women slipping in and out of his sheets like silk.”

Rico snorted, the sound warm and easy. “Yeah. You’re not wrong there.” As a kid, he’d practically worshipped that fantasy—being unstoppable, irresistible, leaving desire in his wake. Now his hand slid along her thigh instead, slow and familiar, savoring the heat beneath her skin. The fact that they’d landed on the same movie felt like a small victory. “Stay right there,” he murmured. “I’ll make popcorn.”

She laughed when he returned, juggling a brimming bowl and a tray with two martinis that clinked softly as he walked. He set everything down with exaggerated care, then flashed her a grin as he passed her glass. “Naturally,” he said, lowering his voice, “they’re shaken, not stirred.”

They settled back together, Spike wedged snugly between them, the dog’s warmth pressing into their hips as the opening credits began. Sherry leaned closer, the sleeve of her arm brushing his. “All right,” she said lightly. “Who’s your favorite Bond?”

He frowned in mock agony, eyes narrowing as he weighed the impossible choice. “That’s brutal. I love Craig—he’s raw. Brosnan had style. Moore was fun. Dalton had edge. But Connery…” He shrugged. “Connery is Bond. No one’s ever really topped him.”

She reached into the bowl, fingers dusted with salt. “I think you’re right,” she said. “But they all brought something to it. It’s hard to imagine just one.”

Then she lifted her martini, a glint of mischief in her eyes. “So,” she asked casually, “what about the Bond girls?”

Rico laughed and turned toward her, catching that look. There was no way he was confessing old teenage fixations while she was tucked against him like this, her leg warm and tempting under his palm. Not Barbara Bach. Not Halle Berry rising from the surf in that unforgettable flash of orange—an image that still, embarrassingly, had power. Maybe that was why every time she slipped into that tiny scrap of Lycra, his body reacted before his brain could catch up.

“They were all incredible,” he said at last, giving her a conspiratorial wink. “But you have to admit, half the fun was the names—Honey Ryder, Plenty O’Toole, Xenia Onatopp, Dr. Goodhead, Octopussy… and of course,” he added, grinning wider, “Pussy Galore.”

Sherry laughed softly, the sound warm and unguarded, as she ran her fingers over the kitten curled against her. She traced from its tiny chin down the silk of its belly, smiling when it stretched languorously, arching into her touch before pressing itself snugly into her hip. The little thing purred like it was utterly content with the world. “I know,” she said, shaking her head. “The names alone are ridiculous. But that’s part of the charm, isn’t it? Everything’s exaggerated. You stop questioning it and just let yourself fall into the fantasy—the globe‑trotting, the impossible escapes, that music that kicks in right before you know Bond’s about to fight for his life.”

She leaned back into the couch, her body relaxed, her voice thoughtful. “No matter how bad things got, you always knew he’d survive it. He’d walk away without a scratch, perfectly tailored suit intact, impossibly handsome as ever. And then—of course—there’d be another adventure waiting.”

Rico lifted his glass and took a slow sip, watching her as much as listening. There was something intimate about this—something quietly satisfying—curling up together, sharing opinions, learning how her mind worked when she wasn’t breathless beneath him. It felt… real. Grounded. And the deeper they went, the more certain he became that she wasn’t just someone he wanted in his bed—she was the woman he wanted beside him for the rest of his life.

The thought hit him hard and fast, right in the chest.

Without thinking, he turned toward her and drew her close. Her lips met his easily, familiarly, and the world narrowed to the warmth of her mouth and the way she melted into him. He kissed her like he always did—thoroughly, hungrily, as if nothing else deserved his attention. Somewhere beneath them, the movie kept playing, until Sherry broke away just long enough to laugh and reach for the remote, pausing the screen with a knowing smile.

A month later, on the first day of September, Rico’s heart felt like it might burst straight through his ribs.

He stood at the front of the church, barely breathing, as Sherry appeared at the end of the aisle. She looked up at him with naked devotion in her eyes, her honey‑brown hair shimmering loose around her shoulders, catching the light with every step she took. Her dress was simple and perfect, white and teasingly short, skimming just above her knees and showing off legs that made his pulse stutter. She carried a small bouquet of pale pink roses, her smile soft and unmistakably hers.

She had never looked more beautiful. Not ever.

His brother leaned in and nudged him with an elbow, muttering under his breath, “Damn, bro. She’s stunning.”

Rico didn’t look away. “I know,” he murmured, still half‑convinced he was dreaming.

The moment she reached the altar, restraint deserted him completely. He slipped his arms around her and kissed her—deeply, instinctively—losing himself in the familiar taste of her, in the quiet certainty that this woman was his. It took a beat too long for him to register the ripple of laughter around them, or the priest clearing his throat with pointed persistence.

Flushing, Rico pulled back, but neither of them let go.

As the soft chuckles lingered through the church, Sherry and Rico just smiled at each other, fingers tightly intertwined. They didn’t need the ceremony to tell them what they already knew. This—what they had built, what they felt so fiercely—was unshakable. The vows were simply the promise to keep choosing each other, every day, for the rest of their lives.

The priest regarded them with an indulgent smile, shaking his head as he turned toward the guests. “Well,” he said warmly, amusement ringing through his voice, “I think it’s safe to say these two are already deeply, irrevocably in love. The groom usually waits until after I give permission before kissing his bride.”

Laughter rippled through the church, light and affectionate, but Sherry and Rico barely heard it. They were too busy drinking each other in, mouths curved in matching, secret smiles, hearts thudding with impatience as they waited for the vows that would finally make it official. The words felt like a formality compared to the gravity humming between them, the unspoken promise already sealed in their eyes.

When the last “I do” was spoken and they turned to walk back up the aisle together, fingers interlaced, the world seemed to blur into warmth and noise. Outside the church, sunshine spilled over them—and so did his family. There were hands everywhere, arms wrapping tight, kisses pressed to cheeks, voices overlapping with congratulations and laughter. Every time someone stepped back with a camera, another person surged forward for another hug, another squeeze, another reminder of how welcomed and loved they were.

At last, Sherry found a quiet pocket of space beside her husband. She looked up at him, then down—eyes narrowing with playful delight as she took in his tuxedo more carefully. Beneath the classic black jacket, instead of the expected formal trappings, was that burgundy vest with its gleaming silver buttons, the deep red sash slung low around his hips like a delicious secret only she was meant to notice.

Her brows lifted slowly. A grin tugged at her mouth as she slid her hands over his chest, palms smoothing down the rich fabric, feeling the heat of him beneath it. His eyes darkened instantly, that familiar wicked spark flaring to life.

“So,” she murmured, tilting her head, voice low and teasing, “the adventure doesn’t end here?”

He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he caught her around the waist and pulled her flush against him, mouths meeting in a kiss that was far too intimate for church steps and far too perfect to stop. When he finally drew back, his lips brushed hers as he whispered, rough with promise, “Always and forever, baby. Now that you’re finally mine.”


Sharing Ms. Collins

In a place as small as Foster’s Creek, news doesn’t travel—it detonates. So by the time I heard that some gorgeous divorcee had snapped up old Wilbur Johnson’s house, curiosity had already sunk its hooks into me. I told myself I was just being neighborly, that maybe she could use an extra set of hands. But if I’m being honest, I also wanted to see for myself whether the whispers carried any truth.

Wilbur had been in the ground for more than five years, and his place had been slowly surrendering to time ever since. Peeling paint, sagging boards, the kind of neglect that takes muscle and patience to undo. I figured a woman tackling that kind of project alone might appreciate a little help. Growing up with a dad who could fix damn near anything meant I had the skills—and maybe an excuse—to introduce myself.

Turns out, my timing couldn’t have been better.

The crunch of gravel under my tires had barely stopped when I looked up and felt my heart slam into my ribs. She was perched halfway up a ladder, scraping paint from a second-story window, the whole setup wobbling like it might betray her at any second. For a split second, I forgot how to breathe. One foot was barely planted, her body stretched and leaning, and all I could think was how close she was to falling.

I jumped out of the truck and lunged for the ladder, planting my boot against the base and gripping the sides hard enough to feel the age-rough wood bite into my palms. My pulse was loud in my ears as I tilted my head back. 

“Hey,” I called up, trying to keep my voice steady, “you doing okay up there?”

She glanced down, surprise flashing across her face before melting into something warmer once she realized I wasn’t there to spook her. Then she smiled—and hell help me, it was like getting punched softly in the chest. Open, bright, and effortless. I swallowed hard, because the rumors hadn’t exaggerated a damn thing.

Her hair was the color of honey, pulled into a thick ponytail that brushed the middle of her back. Her eyes were a clear, unapologetic blue, the kind that looked like they saw straight through you. And her body—Jesus. Soft curves exactly where they should be, confidently on display. She wore a pale yellow crop top that clung to her, leaving a smooth stretch of bare skin exposed, and a pair of worn denim cutoffs that looked like they’d been painted on. When she shifted on the ladder, the rounded curve of her ass peeked out just enough to make my cock stir, hard and immediate.

Looking up at her gave me an unintentional view beneath that shirt, the generous swell of her breasts straining against the fabric, gravity doing me all kinds of favors. I had to force myself to focus on keeping the ladder steady instead of imagining how she’d feel under my hands.

I already knew then—helping her with the house would be easy. Warming her up to me? That felt inevitable. One way or another, I was going to get close to her. I didn’t just want to fix up that old place.

I wanted her.

I’m not exactly subtle about what I look like. I stand a shade over six feet, hair the color of sunlit sand, eyes bright green, and a body I’ve kept tuned and tight from years of hard work and harder play—wide shoulders, solid chest, abs that don’t quit. Women have always noticed. In a town this small, where boredom presses in from every side, attraction finds a way to burn off steam fast. I’ve never had to chase it.

I tipped my head back and called up to her, my voice carrying easy confidence. “Why don’t I take over up there? You come down, cool off a little. It’s blazing today—you’ve earned a break.”

She paused, shoulders drooping as she studied the stubborn paint clinging to the eaves, clearly just out of reach unless she stretched herself thin. A breath left her, long and tired, and she wiped sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand. “Yeah,” she said with a small laugh, surrendering. “That actually sounds really good right now.”

She eased herself down the ladder, every slow step a deliberate tease. The sway of her hips, the tight curve of her ass as she descended, sent a jolt straight through me, my cock reacting before I could even pretend to be a gentleman. By the time her feet hit the ground and she turned to face me, I was already fighting to keep my attention above her waist.

She smiled up at me, warm and open, and held out her hand. “Thank you for stopping. I’m Ginny Collins.”

Her hand disappeared into mine, soft skin against my calloused palm, and I felt that first spark snap to life. “Happy to help,” I said, letting my thumb brush lightly over her knuckles. “Randy McCoy. Welcome to Foster’s Creek.”

Her eyes didn’t miss a thing. She took her time, dragging her gaze over me from my face down to my boots, then back up again, a playful glint flashing as her lips curved. A subtle wiggle of her brows told me exactly what she was thinking—and that she liked the view.

When my own eyes dropped, I nearly groaned. Sweat-darkened fabric clung to her chest, and her nipples were unmistakable—tight, full, pressing insistently against her shirt. The sight made my mouth go dry, hunger pooling low in my belly as I imagined how they’d feel against my tongue.

There’s nothing I love more than discovering a woman with my mouth—learning her reactions, mapping every sensitive inch, tasting the places that make her gasp. Each body is its own secret, and just from the way she looked right now, I knew she’d be a beautiful one to uncover. I pictured her bare beneath me, imagined taking those hard peaks between my lips, hearing the sounds she’d make when I showed her just how deeply I could make her feel.

She lived alone. She was newly divorced. And the way she held herself—open, flushed, inviting—told me she wasn’t closed off to the idea of pleasure. Especially not after a stretch without a man.

Good thing I had exactly what she might be missing, already thick and restless in my boxers.

She caught me looking and bit her lower lip, that coy smile returning as she turned toward the house. “I think I’ll grab us something cold to drink,” she said lightly, glancing back at me over her shoulder.

I watched her go, anticipation humming through me, already certain this was only the beginning.

I tipped my chin in agreement and let my eyes follow the slow, knowing sway of her hips as she disappeared inside, that tight little ass drawing me in like a dare. I adjusted myself through my jeans, giving my aching cock a discreet nudge back into something resembling comfort, then turned back to the ladder and the half-finished job waiting for me.

The work went faster than I expected. A couple of hours, tops. Still, the sun showed no mercy, bearing down on me like it had a personal grudge. Sweat slicked my spine, my shirt clung to my chest, and my bare neck felt raw and overheated, like I’d offered it up to be scorched. I couldn’t help but curse myself for leaving my cap behind—today of all days. By the time I scraped the last stubborn flakes from the final window frame, I was cooked through and more than ready for a break.

I descended the ladder carefully, grateful when my boots hit solid ground again. The shaded front porch felt like a small mercy, and the sight of Ginny waiting there with tall, frosted glasses beaded with condensation felt like a reward I’d more than earned. The lemonade was ice-cold and sharp, sliding down my throat like heaven. I drained one glass, then another, while she watched me from beneath her lashes.

She didn’t bother hiding it. Her gaze drifted lazily over my shoulders, my chest, then dipped lower, lingering on the heavy outline straining against my jeans. The corner of her mouth curved, subtle but unmistakable. That look told me everything I needed to know—she wasn’t just being polite. She was curious. Interested. And very much aware of what I was packing.

Still, I wasn’t about to barrel in like some horny teenager. I wanted this to unfold, to simmer. I leaned back, stretching my legs, and asked casually, “Anything else you need done around here, Ms. Collins?”

She laughed softly and shook her head. “Ginny,” she corrected, warm but firm. Then her expression shifted, practical concern sliding in. “But before you do anything else, you’ve got to tell me what you charge. I’ve poured so much money into this place already, I’m not sure I can afford much more.”

I met her eyes and smiled, slow and easy. “You don’t owe me anything, Ginny. I’m just lending a hand. Neighborly thing to do. You just point, and I’ll take care of it.”

Relief softened her features. She reached out, her hand light on my knee, the brief contact sending a pulse of heat straight through me. “That’s very kind of you, Randy. I really do appreciate it. There’s still so much to tackle before this place feels like home.” Her gaze drifted past me, out toward the front yard, settling on a square of freshly turned soil breaking up the scraggly lawn. “Like that patch out there,” she added thoughtfully. “It’s ready. Just needs seeding.”

I arched a brow and let out a low chuckle, catching the way her lips twitched with a private smile. The words hung between us, thick with double meaning, and there was no doubt in my mind we were both imagining the same thing. Me pressing into her, slow and deep. Filling her. Giving her exactly what she was hinting at.

The truth was, the thought made my blood burn. I wanted her bare beneath me, wanted to take her the way I liked best—no barriers, no holding back. Just the raw slide of skin on skin, driving into her until she was gasping, clinging, and completely undone. I pictured spilling myself inside her, heavy and deep, leaving her flushed and full, marked by me in the most intimate way possible.

I kept my expression easy, though, letting the tension stretch, knowing anticipation could be just as delicious as the act itself.

From the way her skin caught the light—smooth, unmarked, glowing with health—and the strength in her body, I pegged her somewhere in her late thirties, maybe brushing forty if I was being generous. No silver in her hair, no tiredness in her posture. That put her a good fifteen years older than me, an age gap that only sharpened the pull. She wasn’t past anything. If anything, she felt ripe with confidence, with experience. My first true cougar, and the thought alone sent a slow, dangerous heat curling low in my gut.

My imagination ran wild as my eyes traced her curves. I pictured those generous breasts heavy in my hands, fuller somehow in my mind, nipples dark and sensitive, aching for attention. The fantasy slid further than it should have—me tasting her, savoring the intimacy of her body, of her warmth—until I had to shift in my seat, my jeans growing uncomfortably tight.

The longer I let myself look, the harder it got to pretend I was thinking about anything else. So before my restraint snapped completely, I stood and reached for the seed packets resting on the wicker table between us. Work. I needed something simple and physical to bleed off the tension.

Her garden patch waited in the middle of the dry lawn, already turned and ready, a hoe propped nearby like it had been placed there on purpose. I knelt and got to it, pressing seeds into the soil, covering them carefully, my mind still half-lost in the way she’d looked at me earlier.

By the time an hour had passed, my knees were sore and sweat ran down my spine. The sun beat mercilessly against the back of my neck, already tender from the morning. I was smoothing the last row when a shadow fell over me, followed by the soft brush of straw against my hair. Ginny settled a hat onto my head, her touch light but deliberate.

“Can’t have you scorching yourself out here,” she said, amusement warming her voice. Then her tone shifted when she leaned closer, frowning at my skin. “Oh… you’re already burned. You really should’ve had that on earlier.”

“I’ll survive,” I said, adjusting the brim so it shaded my neck properly. The relief was instant.

She smiled, satisfied. “Good. Because I’ve got chicken and vegetables roasting, and you’re staying for dinner. Feeding you is the least I can do after all this.”

“That sounds great,” I replied, meaning more than just the food.

“And,” she added casually, like it was an afterthought, “there’s a spring-fed swimming hole out back. After we eat, we could take a dip. Cool off a little.”

I looked up at her and let out a soft laugh, shaking my head. “As tempting as that is, I don’t have a swimsuit. And, uh… I’m not wearing anything under my jeans.”

The way her eyes widened—just for a second—told me exactly what she was picturing. The corners of her mouth twitched, and I had to bite back a grin at the knowledge that she now knew my cock was free, unrestrained, just a zipper away from being exactly where her gaze had already gone.

She caught me off guard when her mouth curved into a mischievous little smile and she lifted one shoulder in an easy shrug. “Honestly, I usually swim naked,” she said, like she was talking about watering plants. “I’m back there alone most of the time. No neighbors, no peeping eyes.” Her gaze lingered on me, slow and knowing. “So if you want to cool off, all you’d have to do is peel out of your clothes and jump in. It’s unbearable out here today—I think we’d both feel a lot better after a swim.”

It took a second for my thoughts to line up properly. Naked. Together. Her private swimming hole. The image hit me full force, vivid and electric. Once my brain finally rebooted, I managed a nod. “Yeah,” I said, trying—and failing—to sound casual. “That sounds perfect.”

As she turned and headed back toward the house, her hips rolled with an unhurried confidence that felt deliberately cruel. I watched every step, then glanced down at the thick, insistent pulse behind my zipper. I gave myself a silent, crooked grin. Jackpot didn’t even begin to cover it.

I finished up in the garden, brushed the dirt from my hands, and went inside to clean up. The house smelled incredible—roasting chicken, herbs, something warm and buttery in the air. She was at the counter when I came up behind her, close enough to feel the heat of her body. I leaned in, letting my breath skim the shell of her ear. “Anything else you need from me, Ginny?”

She glanced back over her shoulder, eyes dark, mouth curved in a slow, dangerous smile. “Maybe later,” she murmured. “Once we’re not wearing so much… I might come up with a few ideas.”

For a split second, I thought my heart might punch straight through my ribs. She was unreal—feeding me, flirting with me, casually suggesting naked swims and whatever else might follow. It felt like I’d stepped into someone else’s fantasy just by showing up and being willing to lend a hand.

I took a seat across from her at the small round table, still half convinced I was going to wake up any second. Dinner was incredible—juicy, crisp-skinned chicken, golden potatoes, vegetables roasted just right, a cool, crunchy slaw on the side. Sexy as hell and she could cook? That felt like an unfair advantage.

Conversation came easy. We laughed, teased each other, the tension humming beneath every shared look. She told me about the chaos she’d inherited when she bought the place—how the house had sat empty long enough to become prime real estate for squirrels, raccoons, mice. Whole little civilizations, apparently. She shook her head, smiling at the memory, describing the long battle before she finally called in professionals to reclaim her space.

I listened, relaxed and charged at the same time, already aware that this was just the beginning—that once the plates were cleared and the sun dipped lower, things were going to get very interesting.

When the conversation drifted toward family, she tilted her head and asked if I had any brothers or sisters. I took a long pull from my beer, the bottle cool against my palm, and nodded. “Yeah. Four boys total. And two younger sisters still in school.”

Her brows shot up, genuine surprise lighting her face. “That’s a full house by today’s standards,” she said softly. “I’m guessing you’re all pretty tight.”

I couldn’t help the smile that tugged at my mouth, the familiar warmth settling in my chest as I thought about home—about the unspoken loyalty, especially between one brother and me. “We are,” I said. “Really close.”

Dessert came after—still-warm peach cobbler, the fruit soft and syrupy, crowned with a generous scoop of vanilla ice cream that was already surrendering, melting into the crust. I took my time with it, savoring every bite before finally looking up at her. “I’ve gotta say,” I told her, meaning every word, “peach cobbler is my weakness. Always has been. And this?” I gestured with my spoon. “This is hands down the best I’ve ever had.”

Her smile was slow and pleased as she reached out and gave my hand a light pat, her touch lingering just a second longer than necessary. “Thank you, Randy. I’m glad you like it.” Then, almost casually, she added, “I was thinking once I get these dishes taken care of, we should go for that swim. It’s still so warm—even inside. The water will feel amazing.”

The image of her naked in that pond flashed through my mind, vivid and immediate. My body responded before I could stop it, heat pooling low in my gut, my cock stirring like it had a vote in the matter and was very much in favor.

Out back, the swimming hole was even better up close—dark shale framing the edges, the water calm and inviting, only a few reeds whispering at the far end. It looked clean, cool, and deep enough to disappear into. I was more than ready.

I didn’t overthink it. I never do. Shirt off, boots kicked aside, jeans shoved down and discarded without ceremony. The night air skimmed over my skin, and I felt alive, charged, unapologetically bare.

When I glanced over at Ginny, I had to bite back a grin. She was staring—eyes wide, lips parted slightly—as she took me in for the first time without a stitch on. I was already half-hard, my body giving away exactly how turned on I was, and I knew she wasn’t missing it. If this was her reaction now, she was in for a hell of a show once I was fully there.

Then she made it my turn to stare.

With a playful grin, she lifted her brows, hooked her fingers under the hem of her crop top, and peeled it off over her head. She let it dangle for a heartbeat before dropping it to the grass. Seeing her like that—those short, wicked little cutoffs hugging her hips, her breasts straining against a white lace bra—sent a sharp jolt straight through me. I thickened instantly, breath catching in my throat.

She shimmied out of her shorts, letting them slide down those long legs, and somewhere deep in my chest a sound rumbled out—low, rough, hungry. It took me a second to realize it was coming from me. I was burning with the need to see all of her, already picturing those legs spread open for me, or locked tight around my waist while I drove into her, filling her completely.

She reached behind her back and unclipped her bra, but instead of letting it fall, she pressed it against her chest, covering herself. There was a flicker of hesitation in her eyes when she spoke. “It’s been a long time,” she admitted quietly, “since a man’s seen me naked.”

I couldn’t look away. Not from her face, not from the delicate lace panties clinging to her hips, not from the promise she was holding back. “I’d bet my last dime you’re absolutely stunning,” I said, my voice steady even though my body was anything but. And I meant it with everything I had.

I’d known it already, even with her clothes on—that compact, sinful body promised trouble. But when she finally let herself be seen, bare and unguarded, it was like every half-formed fantasy snapped into sharp, perfect focus.

She drew a steadying breath, nerves flickering across her face, then pinched the strap of her bra between two fingers. For a heartbeat she held it there, suspended, just like she had with her top. Then she let it go.

The sight of her hit me square in the chest.

Her breasts were everything a man hopes for and more—lush and lifted, full in my hands even before I touched them. Her nipples stood proud and darkened, the soft pink around them flushed deeper as her breathing grew heavier. They rose and fell, betraying her arousal as clearly as if she’d spoken it aloud.

I didn’t move. Not yet. I wasn’t sure if she needed a second, or if she wanted me to close the distance. So I stayed rooted to the spot while she slid her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and eased them down over her hips. They skimmed over that tight, perfect ass and dropped to the grass.

Completely naked now, she stood there, eyes on mine, waiting. Waiting to see if I liked what I saw.

What I saw was a woman who made my mouth go dry and my pulse hammer—confident and vulnerable all at once, curves and softness paired with a quiet strength that made her irresistible.

I stepped toward her, swallowing hard. “Damn, Ginny,” I said, my voice rougher than I meant it to be. “You’re beautiful. Sexy as hell.”

Relief flooded her face, her smile brightening like she’d just exhaled after holding her breath too long.

When I reached her, I lifted my hand and traced my finger along her jaw, slow and reverent, keeping her eyes locked on mine. She tilted her face up, those wide blue eyes asking without words, and I answered by pressing my mouth to hers.

The kiss deepened instantly. As my tongue slid between her lips, hers met it eagerly, soft and hungry. I felt her hand curve around my cock, confident now, stroking me with just enough pressure to make my knees threaten to buckle.

I groaned into her mouth and returned the favor, my hand gliding down her body until I cupped her between the legs. She was slick and hot against my palm, already aching for me. I slipped a finger inside her, slow and deliberate, and she gasped, her grip on me tightening.

She was so wet, so tight, it nearly undid me. Every filthy thought I’d had about her came roaring to the surface—bending her over, spreading her open, sinking into her until she forgot how to breathe.

“God,” I murmured against her lips, “you feel incredible.”

“So do you,” she replied, a pleased little smile tugging at her mouth as she squeezed me harder, like she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

My balls were drawn tight, my body screaming for more. I glanced around and spotted the old picnic table beneath the shade of the oak. Without breaking the kiss, I scooped her up and carried her over, setting her gently on the tabletop.

I grabbed the towels she’d folded earlier and spread them beneath her, careful, almost tender. The last thing I wanted was a rough edge or a stray splinter anywhere near that perfect ass—because it would be a damn tragedy for anything to mar something so sweet, so inviting, and so very mine to touch.

With her laid back beneath me and her thighs open in invitation, I let myself pause, just for a heartbeat, to take her in. The sight alone was enough to make my pulse pound—her lush breasts rising and falling with each breath, her skin flushed and glowing, and that delicate blush between her legs slick and shining, offering itself without shame. My cock throbbed, heavy and aching, and I knew with absolute certainty I’d never wanted to be inside a woman the way I wanted her.

I met her gaze and smiled, slow and hungry, before easing two fingers into her heat. She gasped, her back arching as I began to move them, curling and sliding until her breath broke into soft, needy sounds. I kissed her again, deep and unhurried, and then let my mouth wander—down the column of her throat, across the swell of her breasts, over her belly—while my hand kept a steady, delicious rhythm between her legs. She tugged at my hair, her body starting to tremble as the pressure built, until I felt her tighten and spill around my fingers.

God, her breasts were a temptation I couldn’t resist. They shook as she rode out the climax, nipples dark and straining. I took one into my mouth, sucking hard, and she cried out, her hips lifting off the table, desperate and restless. The scent of her—warm, feminine, intoxicating—hung thick in the air, telling me just how close she still was.

I knew exactly what would push her over the edge again.

When I slid down between her legs and gently opened her thighs, she was already quivering. Up close she was breathtaking, all softness and heat and need. I groaned as I flattened my tongue against her, dragging it slowly from her tight, sensitive opening up to her swollen clit. Her hands fisted in my hair as I closed my mouth around that tender little nub, sucking and teasing while my fingers worked deep inside her, stretching her, preparing her.

She came undone fast—shaking, sobbing, her body threatening to slide right off the table as she threw her head back and cried out, “Oh, god, I’m coming so damn hard!”

Her second climax tore through her, leaving her trembling and breathless. When she whispered my name, pleading, it went straight to my gut. I wrapped my hand around my cock, stroking slowly, savoring the ache, knowing exactly what she needed next.

Guiding myself to her entrance, I pressed the thick head against her and eased it inside. “Relax for me,” I murmured. “I want all of you.”

She spread herself wider, and I pushed deeper, inch by inch, stunned by how tight she still was, how eagerly her body pulled me in. I moved slowly at first, savoring every inch, thrusting a little farther each time until my hips were flush against her and my balls pressed against her ass.

And then I stopped holding back.

I began to move with purpose, driving into her, setting a rhythm that made the table creak and her cries grow louder, riding her hard and deep as her body met mine again and again.

She had a voice that shattered the air. Every time I snapped my hips forward, every time I buried myself deeper, her cries went higher and sharper, raw and unfiltered, and her fingers clenched in my hair like she needed the anchor. I gripped her ass hard, fingers digging in, hauling her up against me so I could use her body the way my cock demanded. My pulse thundered in my ears as I drove into her faster, rougher, losing myself in the way she took me. With her, it felt effortless—like our bodies had been designed with the same hungry blueprint.

When her whole frame started to tremble, right down to her toes, she gasped, voice breaking. “Oh God—again—oh God—” And then she shattered, clenching around me as she came, soaking me in heat and slick, her body milking my cock like it wanted everything I had. That was all it took. I slammed my eyes shut, a groan tearing out of my chest as the pressure snapped. Pleasure ripped up my spine, my balls tightening as I thrust deep and let go, emptying myself as far inside her as I could reach. I kept pulsing, wave after wave, until it felt like I’d poured everything I was into her, filling her completely.

When I finally opened my eyes, she was staring at me like she was still floating somewhere above her body. I cupped her face, thumbs brushing her cheeks, and kissed her slow and deep. The way she sighed into my mouth, the way she held on to me like she wasn’t ready to let go, told me everything. This wasn’t going to be a one-time thing. It couldn’t be. It was too damn good.

As the intensity ebbed and our breathing slowly evened out, my gaze drifted and landed on an old inner tube resting in the grass. After easing out of her, I scooped her up in my arms and carried her toward the pond. I pushed the tube into the water, climbed in after it, my legs dangling over the side, and settled her right down on top of me, her ass snug against my still-sensitive package. The cool water lapped at our skin as we drifted lazily, the heat between us slowly mellowing. I made myself comfortable, hands and mouth busy with her lush, heavy breasts, tasting and teasing while the sun and water cooled us off.

She asked me to stay the night, her voice soft and hopeful. I wanted to—but exhaustion hit me all at once. I needed sleep, needed to check on my burn, and honestly, she needed rest too after the way I’d wrung her out. So I kissed her at the door, slow and lingering, and promised myself I’d be back before heading home.

The moment I pulled up to the house, I left the truck and bolted up the stairs to the bedroom I shared with my identical twin, Danny. I grabbed his shoulder and shook him awake while I stripped, tossing my clothes onto the bed for him to grab.

“Up, Danny,” I said, already grinning. “You need to get over to old man Johnson’s place—now. A smoking-hot divorcee just moved in, and I just finished fucking her senseless. Your turn, if you can get there before she locks the door and calls it a night.”

The word pussy was barely out of my mouth before Danny exploded into motion. He rolled out of bed like his body had been waiting for the signal, yanking my jeans up his legs, dragging my T‑shirt over his head while his eyes sharpened with interest. “So,” he said, still half buttoning, “you’re telling me she actually let you have her?”

I dipped my chin once, slow and satisfied. “Oh yeah. No hesitation. Took me raw, too.” A grin tugged at my mouth as I watched the idea settle in him. “And if you put your swimmers in her tonight, maybe between the two of us we’ll leave something permanent behind.”

His smile went feral. He plucked the truck keys straight from my fingers, metal clinking softly. “Then I’m damn grateful you woke me. Anything I should know before I knock on her door?”

“Couple things.” I leaned against the dresser, replaying the feel of her. “She wanted me to stay, but I told her I’d let her get some rest after the workout I gave her. So when she opens the door, just smile like you couldn’t stand being away and tell her you changed your mind.” I paused, letting it sink in. “She’s tight. Like, made for it. And she doesn’t shy away from a little rough handling. So don’t hold back.”

Danny laughed under his breath, already halfway down the stairs. “Sounds like my kind of night.”

I listened to the front door open and close, his footsteps fading toward Ginny’s place, and shook my head with a crooked smile. We’d always been like this. Sharing. Trading. Women drawn in by the symmetry of us, by whatever hunger lived in our blood. There had been others before Ginny—women from our past we’d tangled with together, a fiery redhead who’d once been forbidden and unforgettable, who’d given herself to us until the intensity finally scared her off.

Standing at the sink, brushing my teeth, I studied my reflection and thought about where it all came from. Big families ran on both sides. I was one of six, which barely registered compared to the generations before me. My mother had grown up in a house bursting with siblings, my father even more so. Men who couldn’t keep their hands—or their seed—to themselves, who filled their wives again and again until time finally shut the door.

There were stories, too. An uncle whose reputation stretched across the county, whose pride was measured in swollen bellies and children carrying his name. Supposedly he never lost the urge, never lost the drive, still eager to plant himself anywhere he was welcome, even as age bent his back.

I rinsed, spat, and smiled faintly at myself. Maybe it was written into us long before Danny ever took my keys and ran out into the night.

The men in our family had always been built generously. Dad had laughed about it once, back when I finally connected the dots and realized my brothers and I were all swinging the same impressive hardware. According to him, it was just another McCoy inheritance—passed down right alongside the restless hunger to fuck and fill. As if our blood carried that urgency, that drive to leave ourselves behind in someone else’s body. And thank God for that thick, heavy gift between my legs, because it had never failed me when I wanted a woman opening herself, inviting me in.

Lying there, staring up at the dark ceiling, I wondered if Danny had pulled it off—if Ginny believed it was me again at her door, sheepish and changed, ready to crawl back into her bed. I pictured her sleepy smile, the way her eyes softened when she looked at me earlier. If he played it right, she wouldn’t hesitate.

And if that was the case, then right now he’d be sliding between her thighs, pressing into that sweet, snug heat, emptying himself inside her with the same thick intention I’d left there not long ago.

Ginny was insatiable in a way that lingered in my thoughts. She didn’t just like sex—she bloomed under it, opened wider, wanted more. Part of me couldn’t stop imagining what she’d do if we were both there at once, her body caught between us, mouth full while the rest of her begged. I could see it clearly—her breathless sounds, the way she’d take us however we wanted, curious and eager, not shy about her hunger.

I shut off the light and slid under the covers, exhaustion tugging at me, even as the images kept me half-hard. The idea of the two of us filling her, leaving her warm and heavy with us, made my cock twitch again. I just hoped Danny didn’t wring her dry. I wanted her ready for me tomorrow—ready to pick up exactly where I’d left off. Another deep, slow fuck. Another load pressed into her, until she was good and full, maybe even open to letting us both have her properly.

Morning came with a sharp nudge to my foot. I cracked an eye open to see Danny looming over the bed, grinning like he’d just won the lottery. One look at his face told me everything.

I pushed myself upright, scrubbing my hands over my face. “Well?” I asked. “How’d it go?”

He let out a low laugh, shaking his head. “Jesus Christ. You undersold her. I knock on the door, she opens it smiling—and before I can say a damn word, she’s on her knees. Had my cock in her mouth so fast I barely crossed the threshold. Didn’t even have to explain why I was there.”

My eyebrows shot up. I couldn’t help the twist of envy. All I’d gotten was the taste of her before I buried myself inside her. “She went straight for you?” I said. “Lucky fuck. So what—did you get to fuck her too, or did she finish you off right there?”

He just laughed, eyes rolling as that smug, satisfied grin refused to leave his face. “Jesus, she almost broke me,” he said. “That mouth of hers? I swear I came within seconds of giving up and letting her drain me right there on her knees. She knows exactly what she’s doing—slow, teasing, just enough pressure to make your vision blur.” He shook his head, like he was still feeling it. “But I kept thinking about what you said. I needed to feel her wrapped around me. So I got her on her back, spread her legs, and the second I pushed inside…” He exhaled hard. “Fuck. She was so tight it almost hurt. I fucked her hard, deep, couldn’t stop myself, and when I came, it felt like my body split open. I don’t think I’ve ever unloaded like that.” His grin sharpened. “Between the two of us, if we keep this up, she won’t stay empty for long.”

I nodded, the image settling heavy and hot in my gut, then dragged myself out of bed and into the bathroom. I pissed, turned on the shower, let the water pound over my shoulders. As I worked shampoo through my hair, my mind was already elsewhere—back next door, back to Ginny, imagining another long day of her eager body and that hungry little sound she made when she wanted more.

When I came back into the bedroom, towel slung low on my hips, Danny was perched on my bed like he’d been waiting. The second he saw me, he made a little circle in the air with his finger. “Turn around. Let me see your neck.”

I twisted, glancing back over my shoulder. “What the hell for?”

He sighed, shaking his head as his eyes landed on the angry red skin. “You’re such a dick. You could’ve warned me you got burned over there helping her.”

My stomach tightened. “She said something?”

“Oh, yeah. She definitely said something.” His tone shifted, amused but edged with irritation. “We were in her bed, fucking, and she was losing it—grinding down on me, nails dragging up my back, from my ass all the way to my neck, screaming like she didn’t care who heard. Then she suddenly stops and goes, ‘Oh, Randy, I’m sorry, I forgot about your burn.’” He shot me a hard look. “So of course I say, ‘What burn?’ because nobody bothered to clue me in.”

I swallowed.

“She tells me to roll over,” he continued. “Starts looking at my neck, real close. And when she sees there’s no redness, no nothing, she pauses. Then she smiles and says, ‘Wow, that cream I put on you really worked, huh?’” He snorted. “I played along. Told her it felt good as new, that stuff was magic.” His gaze stayed locked on me. “But if you walk back over there today with your neck lit up like that, she’s going to connect the dots. Burns don’t disappear overnight and then magically come back. She’s sharp, Randy. She’ll know something’s off.”

“Fuck.” I dropped onto the bed beside him, the weight of it settling in. He was right—and worse, I knew Ginny hadn’t put a damn thing on my neck. She’d been testing him, feeling for cracks.

Which meant we’d both need to be a hell of a lot smarter if we wanted to keep enjoying her without blowing everything wide open.

The girls we’d fooled around with before had been easy—sweet, eager, and never sharp enough to look twice at the cracks in our stories. Ginny was different. She watched. She remembered. And the thought of losing whatever fragile, electric thing I’d started with her made my chest tighten. We were barely at the edge of it, still circling, still teasing out what we could be to each other, and already I wanted more. I wanted to know her the way my brother had described—wanted to see if that wicked mouth of hers really lived up to the promise in his voice. And beyond the sex, which already hummed under my skin, there was the inconvenient truth I hadn’t expected at all: I genuinely liked her.

With no clever solution in sight, I let out a slow breath and lifted one shoulder in defeat as I looked at Danny. “Looks like for the next couple days—until this burn quits screaming red—it’s just you. You’re the one going over there, helping her out with whatever she needs around the house… and, yeah, taking care of her in the other ways too.”

His face split into a grin so wide it was almost smug as he smacked my back. “I can live with that, man. After the night she gave me, I’d volunteer to handle every single thing she needs. And don’t worry—once that burn fades, you can slide right back in like you never left.”

The days that followed were torture in the quietest way. Danny kept me filled in, one update after another, each one delivered with a little too much satisfaction. I could tell he was having the time of his life with her. And the more he talked, the more that unfamiliar, sour edge of jealousy crept in. We’d always shared—women, experiences, everything—and it had never bothered me before. But this was different. Nailing a cougar like Ginny, someone that confident and that hot, felt like winning something rare. And now I was stuck on the sidelines while my brother enjoyed the payoff of all the careful work I’d done easing my way into her world.

So when he came home that night and dropped onto my bed, his mood dark instead of smug, I knew something was off.

“Randy,” he said slowly, “did Ginny bake you anything the first night you were with her?”

I thought back, then nodded. “Yeah. She made this incredible peach cobbler. Why?”

He huffed and rolled his eyes. “Because now I’m pretty sure she’s either onto us—or at least sniffing around the truth. Tonight she baked me an apple pie and said, ‘Since you told me how much you loved the last apple pie I made you, I thought I’d bake another one.’”

My stomach tightened as he went on. “I figured she must’ve baked one for you too, so I played along. Told her how much I’d enjoyed the last one, how great this one looked. She just smiled, let me have a bite… then she watched me real close. After a second she said, ‘That’s funny. I just remembered—it wasn’t an apple pie I baked for you. It was a peach cobbler. You even told me it was your favorite. Guess my memory’s starting to slip, huh?’”

He shook his head. “After that, she kept testing me all night. Little questions. Little looks. Like she was trying to see if I was really you.” His gaze locked on mine. “I’ve got a bad feeling, Randy. I think she’s starting to put the pieces together.”

“But did she let you get close to her tonight?” I asked, trying to keep my voice casual even as my chest tightened.

Danny’s grin turned lazy and satisfied. “Oh yeah. She didn’t hold back at all. Woman’s a straight-up little hellcat once she’s worked up, huh?”

I nodded like I knew exactly what he meant. Truth was, I hadn’t had her in a bed yet—only bent over that picnic table, slick and breathless, or rocking against me in that damn inner tube. Still, those memories were enough to make my cock stir. With the burn finally faded, I had a strong feeling she’d be watching me closely when I got back there. Testing me. Measuring me.

“Anything I should know before I go over?” I asked carefully. “I don’t want to walk into something you two shared and have her realize I don’t know a damn thing about it.”

Danny lifted one shoulder. “Hard to say. We’ve spent a lot of time together. In bed, out of bed. I can’t remember half of it because there’s been a lot.” He smirked. “Just don’t volunteer information. Let her lead. You’ll be fine.”

I nodded, already half-hard, and headed for the bathroom. I took my time in the shower, steam loosening my muscles, razor gliding slow and careful over my jaw. I didn’t want to scrape her skin when I buried myself between her thighs again—because Ginny’s body deserved reverence. And because that sweet, soft little pussy of hers had been living rent-free in my head for days.

The moment I knocked on her door, she yanked it open and dragged me inside like she’d been waiting with her hand on the knob. Her mouth crashed into mine, tongue sliding deep, greedy and familiar. She pressed herself against me, wrapping tight, grinding her heat along my thigh like she was claiming me all over again.

Relief washed through me. I grabbed her ass, kneading, and let her feel exactly what she was doing to me—how hard I’d gotten just from the way she moved.

When she finally pulled back, we were both breathing hard. She smiled, slow and knowing, and something about it made my gut twist. It was smug. Curious. Like she was looking for something. I couldn’t tell if she tasted the difference in my kiss, if she sensed that another mouth had been learning her lately—or if she was simply pleased to have me there.

“Take your clothes off,” she murmured, still rocking against me.

I didn’t hesitate. I stripped, kicked everything aside, and reached for her again.

She caught my hand instead, flashing a wicked little grin, and tugged me toward the stairs. By the time we reached the top, I was so hard it hurt, pulse thundering, every step winding me tighter. I was ready to split myself open inside her.

Her bedroom was dim, lit low and intimate. My eyes adjusted slowly—then snapped wide.

“Holy fuck.”

Danny was stretched out on the bed, spread wide, wrists and ankles bound, bare and exposed. Trussed up like an offering.

Ginny stood between us, smiling, her gaze flicking from one stunned face to the other.

“That’s exactly what I said,” she purred, “when I finally figured out what you two were doing. All those visits. Every day. And never once letting on there were two of you coming to see me.”

For a heartbeat, I just stood there, unsure where I fit in the picture. But Danny’s cock was straining hard against the ropes, jutting up like it had a mind of its own, and the look on his face wasn’t fear or regret—it was raw, hungry anticipation. Whatever shock he’d felt, it hadn’t dulled his desire one bit.

Ginny’s voice cut through my hesitation, low and confident. “Now that I’ve finally got both of you exactly where I want you,” she said, eyes glittering, “I get to decide how tonight goes.”

She climbed onto the mattress with a slow, deliberate grace, like she knew we were both watching every move. Her hand wrapped around Danny, fingers firm, familiar, and then her mouth followed. Her tongue traced him from the tight draw of his balls all the way up to the flushed tip, unhurried, teasing, until he groaned into the darkness.

She glanced back at me with a wicked smile, her cheeks already hollowed. “Why don’t you take me from behind, Randy,” she murmured around him, “while I keep him busy?”

The sight of her—open, slick, waiting—made the decision for me. Her pussy looked swollen and needy, like it was begging to be filled, and I didn’t waste another second. I lined myself up and slid into her, the heat of her swallowing me whole, and she moaned deep in her throat as I pushed in all the way.

By the time we dragged ourselves home the next morning, the sun was already up, our bodies sore and spent, our minds fixed on nothing more than sleep.

We’d barely stepped inside when our mother appeared, hand planted on her hip. “There you are,” she said, eyeing us. “You two are never home anymore. Since you’re here, though—my best friend from childhood just moved back into the county. Divorced, poor thing, all on her own. I thought it’d be nice if you boys went over and saw if she needed help with anything. You can head right over to Johnson’s place.”

Danny and I exchanged a look, eyes wide, a flash of panic crossing both our faces at the same ridiculous thought—what if the lines in this family were already more tangled than we realized?

Neither of us said a word. We just nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

And then we turned right back around, climbed into the truck, and drove straight back to Ginny’s, already wondering what else she might feel like exploring with both of us before the day was done.


The Principal's Secret


Chapter 1

I’ve never pretended otherwise—I crave sex. It’s stitched into me, wired deep, something I own without apology. Desire doesn’t flicker in and out of my head; it hums there constantly, a low, insistent thrum that never really shuts off. While other guys might joke about how often they think about getting laid, for me it’s a permanent state. Always there. Always ready.

And I’m not about to dress it up with pretty words. There is nothing—nothing—that compares to the sensation of a slick, hungry cunt tightening around my length, heat and wetness claiming me like it was made to. That kind of pleasure doesn’t need defending. It just is.

Especially when I’m lucky enough to have a neighbor who burns with the same appetite. Maybe even more.

Josie is… devastating. By day she’s a polished, commanding school principal with a schedule that would exhaust most people, her every hour packed with responsibility and restraint. Stress clings to her life like a second skin. And at night, when the doors are closed and the world isn’t watching, she sheds all of that and calls me to come take the edge off. Quietly. Discreetly. Exactly the way she likes it.

It’s just past eight, and my body already knows the routine. I’m hard, thick, impatient—aching with the certainty that my phone will light up any second now.

She’s in her forties, twelve years older than me, and God help me, she’s the sexiest woman I’ve ever laid eyes on. A complete knockout. Sandy-brown hair brushing her shoulders, sharp emerald eyes that see straight through me. Her breasts are lush and heavy in my hands, crowned with soft pink nipples I love to tease with my tongue until she gasps. And her body—slim, toned, effortlessly feminine—ends in an ass so perfect it still steals my breath every time I see it.

Honestly? I wouldn’t change a damn thing.

The television goes dark the second my phone pings. I don’t even try to hide my grin. My hand slips into my boxers, fingers curling around my cock as I give myself a few slow strokes, savoring the ache while I read the message I’ve been waiting for all evening.

Door’s unlocked. I’m in bed. Waiting for you, big guy…

That’s all she needs to say. With what we have, romance is unnecessary. She doesn’t want flowers or sweet talk. She wants me—hard, ready, and inside her.

I lock up my condo and head down the hall, my stride loose and eager, energy buzzing through me. When I reach her door, I barely hesitate before turning the handle and stepping inside, my grin stretching wider. My balls are heavy, my cock throbbing, demanding her.

The moment I enter her bedroom, I can’t help but shake my head, smiling back at the raw hunger in her eyes. She’s already sprawled on the bed, completely naked, utterly unguarded. Her legs are parted, her pussy glossy and open, pink and inviting, silently begging to be filled.

That’s my Josie.

As I strip out of my clothes, I feel her gaze track every movement. Her pupils darken, her breath changes—just like it always does when she gets her first look at me bare. And the heat between us snaps tight, thick with promise, ready to break.

I’m dark-haired, brown-eyed, and built from years of hauling steel and concrete under an open sky. Construction will do that to a man—turn him solid, carve him out thick and dense. My neck and arms are roped with muscle, my chest broad and heavy, my stomach cut hard enough that women tend to stare a second too long. I stand six-four, all of it scaled up, including the part of me that has her eyes locked and her breath coming fast. I love the way she looks at me like that—like her body has already decided before her mouth ever could. She’s trembling now, anticipation rippling through her, and I’m at the foot of her bed with my cock standing proud and rigid, demanding attention.

I wrap my fist around it and feel the throb pulse against my palm, thick and insistent. A few slow, deliberate strokes, just enough to make my head swim while I decide how to begin. I could sink down between her thighs, drown myself in her until she’s crying out my name, my tongue doing all the work. Or I could line myself up and slide into her, deep and unrelenting, give her the kind of hard, relentless fucking she’s been craving since morning.

She gives me that look—the one that says she’s mine to choose with, as long as I make her come undone. That freedom only sharpens the hunger.

She’s more than ready. Her chest rises and falls in quick, needy breaths, nipples flushed and tight, begging for attention. But it’s the shine between her legs that pulls at me hardest, the wet heat glistening there. I swear I could get myself off just breathing her in, that familiar, intoxicating scent going straight to my gut.

I make her wait anyway. I drag my thumb over the slick bead gathering at my tip, spreading it slow and lazy over the crown, watching her eyes track every movement. The sound I make is low and rough when she wets her lips, clearly aching for a taste.

“See something you like?” I murmur, already knowing the answer, already enjoying how desperate she looks.

Her voice comes back quick and unapologetic. “That big, fat cock of yours. You going to tease me all night, or are you finally going to do something with it?”

I laugh, deep and easy. She’s never been coy about what she wants, and right now she needs it—bad. The need is written all over her, in the way her hips shift, in the way her fingers clutch the sheets.

I let go of myself at last and drop forward with a low, promising growl. Her eyes go wide as I crawl up the mattress, slow and deliberate, until I’m exactly where I want to be. I spread her open with my thumbs and dive in, my tongue tracing a wet, wicked path from her tight back entrance, through her slick folds, all the way up to her swollen clit. I moan against her, savoring it, feeling her whole body shudder the second I touch her.

She’s already writhing, fingers threading into my hair, tugging as she gasps, “Oh, fuck—yes. Goddamn. That tongue of yours is pure magic.”

And God, she really is—her sex rich and warm, a sweetness that clings to my mouth like something sinful and addictive. I could stay right here for hours, lose myself between her thighs until nothing else exists. But we both know that isn’t the endgame. I didn’t come here just to taste her. I came to drive myself into her, hard and deep, to give her the kind of relentless fucking she’s been aching for. My cock is already leaking onto her sheets, thick drops betraying how close I am, how inevitable it is that I’ll be buried inside her slick, welcoming heat before long—giving her exactly what she’s been craving ever since the last time I showed up to “help her out.”

“Jesus, Josie… you taste so damn good,” I murmur against her, my words vibrating straight into her. I drag my tongue through her again, slow and hungry, drinking her in. The flavor of her—salty-sweet, unmistakably her—floods my senses and makes my head spin. Every nerve in my body is screaming to be inside her, to feel her clamp around me.

Her fingers twist in my hair, not gentle now, and she gasps, then cries out, her voice breaking. “Oh fuck—I’m coming. I’m coming so hard I can’t even breathe.”

“Then let go,” I tell her, my voice rough, unrestrained. “Come for me. Soak my mouth—I want all of it.”

She shatters beneath me, her body bowing, trembling from her toes to her throat. I don’t slow down. I press in closer, tongue relentless, stroking and teasing and plunging until she’s completely undone. I feel her pulse around my mouth, her release spilling over my tongue, and I groan like I’ve just been handed something holy.

Every time with her feels unreal. Like some private paradise I keep stumbling into and never want to leave.

Maybe it’s the years between us. Maybe it’s the risk, the way she keeps our lives carefully separate in case someone from her school asks questions she doesn’t want to answer. Whatever the reason, she doesn’t want dinners or public promises. What we have lives here—in these closed-door moments where we burn each other down and take exactly what we need.

And fuck if it isn’t perfect for me. I get off almost as hard on the sound of her screaming my name, on knowing I did that to her, as I do on finally driving my cock into her and unloading myself deep inside her body.

A flawless arrangement.

I lift my head and look at her, flushed and glowing, lips parted, eyes heavy and satisfied. I brush her hair back, my thumb soft against her cheek, then lean down and kiss her. She responds instantly, mouth opening, pulling my tongue in like she can’t get enough, moaning low as our tongues slide together.

This isn’t some neat, ordinary relationship—but we’ve promised each other exclusivity, and that’s enough. No barriers. No holding back.

When I pull away, I guide her legs up, one at a time, settling them over my shoulders. My cock is thick and aching in my hand as I line myself up, the head gliding through her slickness, teasing her entrance. Her gaze locks onto mine, dark with need, and the hunger there nearly guts me.

“Is this what you want?” I ask, rubbing myself against her slowly, deliberately, even though we both know the answer.

“Yes, Dane,” she breathes, voice shaking. “Fuck me hard. Don’t you dare hold back.”

I can’t help the shake of my head or the low laugh that slips out of me. God, she’s ravenous—and it only makes her more intoxicating. A woman like this, all heat and hunger, feels unreal sometimes, like something conjured up just for me. She never hides how badly she wants it, never pretends she’s anything less than desperate for my body, and I’m more than willing to give her exactly what she’s asking for—whenever, however.

I tease her on purpose, easing forward just enough that the thick crown of my cock breaches her, stretching her open a tantalizing inch before I stop. That’s all it takes. Her eyes flash, dark and sharp, and a soft, feral sound rumbles out of her throat. She hates it when I do this—when I make her wait while every nerve in her body is screaming for more.

“Like this?” I murmur, already knowing the answer.

My hands clamp down on her ass and I drive into her in one brutal stroke, burying myself so deep my balls smack against her slick heat. The sound is obscene. Her gasp is even better—sharp, thrilled, undone.

Her mouth falls open as she exhales, voice turning breathless and wrecked. “Oh—yes. Exactly like that. God, you feel so good.”

I can feel it then—the way her body answers me. Her cunt tightens and pulses around my cock, gripping me like it’s trying to pull me even farther inside her, like she wants me to lose myself there and spill everything I have into her waiting depths.

I don’t look away. I keep my eyes locked on hers as I start to move, snapping my hips forward, setting a fast, unforgiving rhythm. I fuck her hard and deep, over and over, until the bed rocks beneath us. She’s trembling now, panting, her breasts bouncing with every thrust, her skin glowing with sweat. I know that look on her face—she’s close, so damn close. Any second she’s going to break and come all over my cock, soaking me in her heat.

So I slow down.

Almost all the way out. Just the tip left inside her.

She moans in protest, needy and wrecked, and I take my time sliding back in, inch by delicious inch, letting her feel every bit of me stretching her again. I give her a few long, deep strokes, then switch it up—short, sharp thrusts that steal the breath from her lungs. I grin when her pussy clamps down hard, when her skin flushes a deep, pretty pink and sweat beads along her chest.

This—this moment right here—is what I crave most. Holding her right on the edge, watching her unravel while my balls draw tight, throbbing with the need to empty myself inside her greedy little cunt.

Then I lose my patience.

I pick up the pace again, slamming into her with renewed force, fucking her like I can’t get enough—like heaven lives right here between her thighs. A raw grunt tears out of me as I punish her with my cock, every stroke rough and desperate. Nothing has ever felt as good as this—nothing ever could.

Needing us both to fall apart, I dig my hands into her ass and use her body, dragging her back onto me as I fuck myself into her. She groans loudly, shamelessly, at the way I take her, at the relentless way I plunder her soaked heat.

We’re perfectly matched now, moving together, chasing the same end. I can feel it—the way she’s clenching around me, milking my cock, trying to drag my release out of me just as fiercely as I’m driving her toward hers. She’s working me as hard as I’m working her, both of us desperate, both of us on the brink, giving each other exactly the kind of ruthless, no-holds-barred fuck we’ve been aching for.

The instant she throws her head back and cries out, voice shredding the air—“Oh fuck, Dane, I’m coming so hard”—something inside me snaps loose. I drive into her with everything I have left, hips brutal and unrestrained, burying myself to the hilt as release rips through me. Heat spills deep inside her, already slick and swollen, and still I keep thrusting, drunk on the way she feels when she’s unraveling beneath me. Her body trembles violently, breath stuttering, head rolling from side to side while her pussy spasms and grips me like it doesn’t want to let go. Watching her come apart like that—raw, helpless, incandescent—there’s no question she’s the most intoxicating woman I’ve ever touched.

My heart is hammering out of rhythm as I dip my head and close my mouth around her nipple, suckling hard, teasing it between my teeth. The reaction is immediate. She gasps, arches, and I feel her clench even tighter, inner muscles milking me shamelessly, wringing out every last pulse until I’m certain there’s nothing left to give.

When I finally pull free, I collapse onto the mattress beside her, chest heaving, ears ringing with my own pulse. I tug her into my arms and we cling to each other, both of us struggling for air, mouths colliding in a kiss that’s messy and ravenous, like we might starve if we stop. Her taste, her heat—it all sinks under my skin, lighting me up again despite the exhaustion.

As if my body hasn’t learned its lesson, my cock gives a traitorous twitch when she catches my lower lip between her teeth and sucks gently, eyes bright and satisfied. “Mmm,” she murmurs, smiling right into me, “that was good.”

I can’t help but laugh, because good doesn’t even come close. What we just did was fucking unreal.

Whatever this thing is between us—unlabeled, uncomplicated, exactly what we both crave—it works. No promises, no damage, just need meeting need. I can’t imagine wanting it to end.

A few minutes later she tilts her head, that coy smile back in place, and wraps her slender hand around my dick. “My turn,” she whispers, and my eyes roll back before she even moves.

I surrender gladly as she drapes her soft body over mine, legs curling around my head, her sex hovering right there—lush, tempting, impossible to resist. I groan, hands tightening in the sheets, as she shifts and then slides down, lips closing around me, pulling me back into the wet, hungry heat of her mouth.

Jesus. She’s devastating at this. Every stroke of her tongue, every hollowed suck sends sparks straight through me. It doesn’t take long before I’m coming again, spilling down her throat while she swallows greedily, not wasting a drop. When she pulls back, she licks her lips slowly, eyes locked on mine, a wicked little smile curving her mouth.

I’m wrecked. And already aching for more.

I’ve had women in my life before—girlfriends who turned heads, who knew how to work a room and a body—but more often than not, they came with complications, expectations, drama that clung to everything like smoke. What I have with Josie is nothing like that. It’s cleaner. Hotter. So much more intoxicating than anything I’ve known before that it almost feels unreal, like I stumbled into something I was never supposed to have.

We find our way back to each other whenever she needs it, whenever I need it, and there’s an ease between us that still surprises me. We fit. Afterward, when the sweat cools and our breathing finally steadies, we end up tangled together, limbs draped and fingers tracing idle paths over bare skin. Sometimes we talk—about work, about things that made us laugh or grind our teeth during the day. Other times, words feel unnecessary, and we just lie there, holding on, letting the simple weight of each other sink us into sleep. There’s comfort in it. Satisfaction. The kind that seeps into your bones and makes you feel quietly whole.

When I wake, sunlight is already filtering into the room. It’s the weekend—no alarms, no deadlines—and for a split second I expect to find her curled against me. Instead, the bed is empty. A flicker of disappointment hits before I hear movement down the hall, the soft clink of dishes and the low hum of her voice as she moves around the kitchen. I smile to myself and drag my tired body out of bed to see what she’s up to.

She’s made breakfast—real breakfast. Bacon sizzling, eggs just set the way I like them. She looks up when I enter, warmth lighting her eyes, and pours me a cup of coffee like it’s the most natural thing in the world. 

“I figured I’d let you sleep in,” she says, her mouth curving. “After the night we had.”

It’s sweet. Thoughtful. And I appreciate it… even though the truth is I woke up hard as hell and would’ve happily skipped the food for another slow, messy round in bed. I keep that to myself, thank her, and sit down like a civilized human being instead of the sex-starved animal I’m feeling like.

She’s wearing nothing but a silky pink robe that barely skims her thighs, the fabric thin enough that her nipples are unmistakably visible when she moves. Every shift of her body sends heat straight to my groin, my cock growing heavy and insistent again. The urge to shove the plates aside, pull her onto the table, and hike that robe up to her hips is almost overwhelming. But I behave. Barely. I focus on eating, telling myself I can have her again once breakfast is done.

Then she looks at me over the rim of her coffee cup, her expression suddenly thoughtful. 

“Dane,” she says softly, “do you ever wish you were with a younger woman?”

I nearly choke, coughing around a mouthful of eggs as my heart stutters. 

What the fuck? 

Where did that come from? Doesn’t she see this—us—for what it is?

Once I recover, I swallow and reach across the table, taking her hand, lacing my fingers through hers. I need her to feel how steady I am about this. 

“No,” I tell her honestly. “Of course not. I love what I have with you, Josie. I can’t even remember the last time I looked twice at another woman. Why would I want to, when what we have is this good?”

And I mean every word. What she and I share feels damn near perfect—raw, easy, deeply satisfying in ways I didn’t even know I was missing. The idea of being with anyone else doesn’t tempt me anymore. Not when I’ve already got her.

I watch her lift one shoulder in a small, helpless shrug. She stares into her mug like the answer might be hiding in the steam, her mouth tightening before she finally takes a sip. There’s a hesitation there I don’t like, something knotted behind her eyes. When she speaks, it spills out slowly, carefully. 

“It’s just… my secretary’s son is getting married in a few weeks. When she told me his age—thirty-one—I thought he was so young. And then it hit me.” Her gaze flicks up to mine. “That’s how old you are.” 

She exhales, fingers circling the rim of her cup. “And suddenly I wondered if I’m… if I’m keeping you from finding someone your own age. Someone you might want to build a life with. A family.”

That’s it. I don’t even bother hiding my reaction. I roll my eyes, shove my plate away like the conversation has already overstayed its welcome, and reach for her. In one smooth move I haul her onto my lap. She lets out a surprised little sound that turns into a smile the second she settles against me—especially when she feels exactly how hard I am. 

She laughs, breath warm against my cheek. “Are you always like this?” 

I lift a shoulder. “With you? Pretty much. Look at you. You’re so fucking sexy it’s a miracle I don’t fall over myself every time you walk into a room.”

Her laughter melts into a kiss, slow and familiar, her mouth soft and sure against mine. And really, that’s all it takes. I push my boxers down and guide her hips, fitting her over me, letting her sink onto my cock right there at the table. I don’t even question it—why would I? 

She gasps as I fill her, a sharp intake of breath that turns into a low moan. Her hands brace on my shoulders as she starts to move, rolling her hips, then lifting and dropping herself onto me with growing confidence. 

“Oh god,” she murmurs, voice already gone wrecked. “That stretch… it burns just a little. But it feels so damn good.”

I groan in agreement. There’s never a bad moment when I’m buried inside her, when she’s wrapped around me like she was made for it. I push her robe off her shoulders, exposing her breasts, and bend to take one into my mouth. I suck, tease, flick my tongue over her nipple until her head falls back and her breathing turns ragged. 

She’s panting now, body tightening, and I can feel it—her pussy gripping me hard, deep, clenching like it’s winding itself up for release. 

Then she’s coming apart. Her nails dig into my shoulders as she cries out, her whole body shuddering, soaking me as she pulses around my cock, trembling and moaning while she rides it out.

I don’t hold back. I grab her hips, loving the way she keeps bouncing on me even as her orgasm fades into aftershocks. My balls draw tight, pressure snapping through me, and then I’m spilling inside her, a hot rush that makes my spine light up as I fill her completely. For a moment, everything is just heat and breath and the slick, perfect fit of us.

“Oh… damn,” she breathes, licking her lips like she can still taste it. Her green eyes flutter open, dazed and shining. She loops her arms around my neck and kisses me deeply, her tongue sliding into my mouth while her body keeps clenching around me, over and over, like she doesn’t quite know how to stop.

And fuck—standing there with her in my lap, still joined, still breathing each other in—I can’t help thinking it again. What we have is unreal. Easy. Hot as hell. So good it borders on insane.

A gorgeous, eager woman just a few steps down the hall, more than happy to let me slip into her life—and her body—night after night. Yeah. If someone had designed a fantasy specifically for a perpetually hard guy like me, it would look a hell of a lot like her.

After a while, she finally laughs and says she should probably do something productive, peeling herself out of my arms to clear the table. I follow her to the kitchen to help, or at least that’s what I tell myself. The second she bends forward to load the dishwasher, her robe riding up, I’m hit with the sight of her bare, perfect ass and the unmistakable sheen between her thighs. She’s still wet, still open from me, and it damn near knocks the breath out of my lungs.

I step in close, pressing myself against her from behind. My cock slides slowly through the crease of her ass, teasing, dragging, letting her feel just how hard I still am. She lets out this low, helpless moan and pushes back into me without even looking over her shoulder, silently asking for more.

That’s all it takes.

I scoop her up, her arms looping around my neck as she laughs, breathless and already needy, and carry her straight back to the bedroom. We don’t rush anything. We take our time, touching and tasting, fucking slow and deep, then harder, then slow again, like we’ve got nowhere else to be. Hours blur together until sweat-slicked sheets and tangled limbs are all that exist.

At some point we end up in the shower, bodies pressed together under hot water, hands roaming, mouths busy, turning something as simple as getting clean into another filthy, perfect indulgence.

After that, we collapse onto the couch in nothing but lazy smiles and loose clothes, the rest of the day unfolding in a haze of movies, popcorn, kissing, and the kind of spontaneous sex that happens when you can’t keep your hands off each other for more than five minutes. It’s the first time we’ve spent an entire day together like this, and I’m surprised by how much I like it—how easy she is, how good it feels just being around her, even when we’re not naked.

We discover a shared love of stupidly brilliant comedies, order pizza, and laugh ourselves stupid over old episodes of Fawlty Towers. She’s fun—really fun—the kind of woman who makes you forget time exists, even when she’s actually wearing clothes.

Later that night, when the laughter fades into yawns, I lift her up again and carry her back to bed. This time there’s no frantic need, no hunger left to burn off. We’re both wrung out, pleasantly sore, satisfied to just curl around each other, trading soft kisses until sleep pulls us under.

I wake the next morning to find her still there, warm and beautiful beside me, and for a moment I’m nothing but grateful—until reality taps me on the shoulder. I’d promised my mother I’d be there for Sunday lunch. The thought of leaving Josie after a night—and day—like this makes my chest tighten more than I expect.

She rolls toward me, kisses me slow and sweet, and I lift her chin, brushing my thumb along her jaw. “I almost forgot,” I say reluctantly. “I’ve got lunch at my mom’s today. You wouldn’t want to come along, would you?”

She smiles and shakes her head, just like I knew she would. “No. You go. Spend time with your family. I’ll see you later.”

God, I hoped so. I was getting very comfortable with this little world we’d carved out together.

By the time I get to my mom’s place, my sister Gina is already there, along with my aunt Marie, my cousin Ruth, and Ruth’s friend Stella. And damn—Stella is something else. Tall, blonde, stacked in all the right places. The kind of woman that would normally have my full attention.

I shut that thought down fast.

I already had Josie. And right now, that felt like exactly where I wanted to be.

That was when my stomach dropped. Every one of them was smiling a little too knowingly, trading glances over their wineglasses, and it hit me all at once—this wasn’t just a family lunch. This was a setup. My well-meaning, relentlessly matchmaking family had decided it was time I “settled down,” and gorgeous, blonde Stella was the bait.

Since my head—and body—were already very happily occupied by Josie, I made a quiet vow to keep my distance for the rest of the afternoon. Easier said than done.

It became nearly impossible the moment Stella claimed the seat beside me. I was barely holding it together when I felt her fingers brush my knee, then slide higher, slow and deliberate, up the inside of my thigh. My breath hitched despite myself. I shifted, forced a casual turn away, gently nudged her hand back where it belonged. I told myself I’d handled it.

Then I looked at her.

Big mistake.

She had a cannoli in her hand—long, thick, dusted with sugar—and she wrapped her lips around it with obscene enthusiasm. She moaned softly as she drew out the cream, sucking it free with a lazy, practiced motion that made my mind go somewhere it absolutely shouldn’t. The image hit me low and hard. By the time my mother set out the cheese platter, my pulse was racing and my balls were slick with sweat, all thanks to Stella and her not-so-subtle performance.

I escaped as soon as I could, volunteering to grab more wine from the cold room downstairs. I’d barely taken two steps into the cool, dim space when I felt a presence behind me. I nearly jumped out of my skin.

Her hands slid over my chest, warm and confident, tracing down over my stomach, lingering over the hard planes of my abs before dipping lower. When she cupped me through my jeans, firm and unapologetic, my knees almost buckled.

“Stella,” I said, and even to me my voice sounded unsteady, “what do you think you’re doing?”

She rose up on her toes, her body pressed flush against my back, her breath hot against my ear. I could hear the smile in her whisper. “What do you think? I didn’t sneak down here for the wine.” She chuckled softly. “When you walked in earlier, I could hardly believe you were real. I’m not here to be fixed up, but you’re so damn sexy I couldn’t help myself. I’ll do whatever you want—mouth, body, all of it. Just say the word.”

Jesus.

Her hand moved again, stroking me through the denim, coaxing, promising. I was hard as stone, my control unraveling thread by thread. For a few dangerous minutes, I let it happen. I let myself feel it, let the heat and the temptation wash over me.

Then Josie’s face flashed into my mind—her laugh, her skin, the way she fit against me like she’d been designed for my arms—and the fog cleared. As incredible as the offer was, I knew I couldn’t cross that line. I had to stop this.

I turned to face her—and sucked in a sharp breath.

Her blouse hung open, buttons undone in a reckless trail, her bra discarded somewhere unseen. Her breasts were bare, full and stunning, round and high, swaying slightly as she breathed. Her nipples were flushed pink and tight with arousal, begging for attention. My mouth actually watered at the sight of them, desire flaring all over again despite my resolve.

I barely had time to register what was happening before her hands were in my hair, dragging my head down with a soft, hungry growl. Her breasts collided with my mouth, lush and insistent, all warm skin and taut nipples brushing my lips. My restraint shattered. I latched on, tongue circling, sucking until she gasped, my mouth moving greedily from one heavy curve to the other.

Almost without thinking, my hand slid up her leg, fingertips tracing bare skin, following heat. I slipped between her thighs and found her slick and swollen, my fingers sinking into her with humiliating ease. She was soaked—achingly, desperately wet—and the feel of her coated on my hand made my head spin.

“Oh—God,” she whimpered, her hips rocking into my touch as I teased and pressed, my mouth still busy, my teeth grazing just enough to make her shudder. Every sound she made went straight to my cock, which was straining painfully against my jeans.

She fumbled with my waistband, fingers already tugging at the zipper, ready to set me free—

“Hey, Dane!” my sister’s voice rang out from upstairs. “What the hell’s taking so long with the wine? You down there drinking it all yourself?”

We both froze like we’d been shot.

That was it. The spell broke. Reality slammed back in, hard and unforgiving. I pulled my hand away, breath ragged, heart pounding, and stepped back from her before I did something truly irreversible. “You need to… fix your clothes,” I muttered, not trusting myself to say more.

I didn’t wait for her response. I bolted past her and took the stairs two at a time, praying no one would notice the obvious bulge in my jeans or the fact that I was breathing like I’d just run a mile. I grabbed the wine, forced a grin, and begged the universe not to let guilt be written all over my face when I looked at Josie again.

Because no matter how close I’d come—no matter that I’d tasted Stella’s nipples and had my fingers buried in her cunt—I’d stopped it. It hadn’t gone further. I clung to that like a lifeline.

And thank fuck my sister had yelled for that damn wine, because another minute and I might’ve crossed a line I’d never forgive myself for—like fucking my cousin’s friend in my parents’ cold room.

I waited all week, hoping Josie would call. She didn’t. By the time the next weekend rolled around, disappointment had settled deep in my chest.

Then I saw her.

She was stepping out of her car in the underground parking garage, sunlight catching in her hair, and the rush of relief and want hit me so hard I didn’t even notice the other woman getting out on the opposite side. I walked straight toward Josie, smiling like an idiot, until she beamed back at me and said, “Oh, hi, Dane. I’ve just been out shopping with my niece.”

My stomach dropped.

I nearly lost my footing when she turned and gestured behind her. “Stella, this is my neighbor, Dane.”

The universe has a sick sense of humor.

Because Stella looked at me, slow and deliberate, a knowing grin spreading across her lips. “Actually,” she said sweetly, “we’ve met.”

Holy shit.

As I stood there, blood roaring in my ears, all I could think was that whatever cosmic joke this was, I was the punchline. I didn’t know the odds of Stella being related to Josie, but I knew one thing for sure—

I was completely fucked.

What I had with Josie—whatever fragile, incredible thing it was—felt like it was already slipping through my fingers.

Fuck.

All it took was getting coaxed into sucking a pair of perfect tits and fingering a slick little pussy, and suddenly I was staring down the barrel of losing the only woman I actually wanted.

Damn it.

Now what the hell was I supposed to do?


Chapter 2

It all began on a Saturday, the kind of lazy afternoon that feels like it’s going nowhere—until it suddenly changes everything.

I’d barely been settled into the condo when I wandered down to the laundry room with a plastic basket digging into my hip, stuffed with jeans, T-shirts, the ordinary debris of my life. That’s when I saw her. Josie. My neighbor. I didn’t know her name yet, but I knew immediately that she was trouble in the most intoxicating way.

She was bent slightly at the waist, unloading the dryer, her fingers teasing delicate scraps of lace from the warm metal drum. Bras so fine they looked like they’d dissolve in water. Thongs that promised sin. The sight hit me low and hard, my attention locking onto her without permission. I stood there like an idiot, heat rushing through me, caught off guard by the intimate glimpse of what she kept hidden beneath her clothes.

Then she turned.

Her eyes—green, bright, knowing—found mine, and her mouth curved into a slow, unapologetic smile. She didn’t look embarrassed. She didn’t look surprised. She looked pleased. Hungry. Her tongue swept across her lips in a way that made my pulse jump, her gaze openly stripping me down, measuring me, deciding.

That was it. I was done for.

We didn’t bother with small talk. I don’t even remember if we exchanged names. The air between us was already crackling, thick with intent. I crossed the room, locked the door without ceremony, and in the next breath she was perched on top of a washing machine, the cold enamel stark against her warm skin. I shoved her dress up her thighs, my hands greedy, reverent, and then I was free of my jeans, hard and aching, lining myself up and pushing into her without hesitation.

She took me like she’d been waiting for it all her life.

Her legs flew around my waist, ankles locking tight as she surged back against me, meeting every thrust with shameless enthusiasm. The sounds she made—high, breathless, unrestrained—echoed off the tiled walls, her head tipping back as I drove into her again and again, losing myself in the slick heat of her. I fucked her like I didn’t know how to stop, like the world had narrowed to nothing but her body and the way it welcomed me.

The washing machine kicked on beneath her, the steady vibration adding a wicked edge, and I could feel it in the way she reacted—her breasts rising and falling sharply, her nails digging into my shoulders, her body clamping down around me with ruthless intensity. She clenched so hard it nearly undid me, crying out for more, shouting encouragement that sent me spiraling.

Right then, I knew I’d found someone who could match me stride for stride. A woman who didn’t flinch from desire, who reveled in it as fiercely as I did. She was devastatingly beautiful, unashamedly sexual, and just as insatiable.

It felt obscene how perfect it was.

When we finally came, it was violent and overwhelming. We both threw our heads back, breath tearing from our lungs as I gripped her ass like I might lose my balance otherwise, my body locking up as I spilled deep inside her. She squeezed me mercilessly, drawing it out of me until there was nothing left to give, milking every last pulse while my legs trembled beneath me.

I could barely stay upright afterward, my knees weak, my chest burning for air. But God—it was worth it. Every second.

“Fuck,” I breathed, my voice rough and wrecked, still buried inside her as if my body refused to let go. I’d never felt anything like it. Sex with her was amplified, reckless, almost unreal. We’d gone from strangers to tangled bodies in minutes, like instinct had taken over and reason had been tossed aside.

I kept my arms around her, overwhelmed by the rush of it all, pressing my forehead to hers, tempted to kiss her senseless. And somehow, impossibly, I stayed hard, my body refusing to come down as we lingered there, mouths exploring, hips rolling lazily, neither of us ready to end what we’d started.

Time blurred. The room faded.

All that mattered was her—and the undeniable truth that this was only the beginning.

Eventually the world slowed enough for us to remember how to breathe. We wiped ourselves down as best we could with paper towels and laughter, our hands still wandering, mouths colliding whenever one of us passed too close. Doing laundry felt almost absurd after what we’d just done, but we managed it anyway—loading machines, switching cycles—never more than a few seconds without a kiss or a lingering squeeze that promised more.

When the dryers finally stopped and we folded warm clothes with crooked smiles, we rode the elevator upstairs together, our baskets balanced against my hip. The air between us crackled, thick with everything we hadn’t finished yet.

Then she turned down the hallway—and my pulse jumped when I realized her door was only a few steps from mine. I actually laughed under my breath at my luck. A woman like her, right there, close enough to touch whenever temptation hit. It felt unreal. Dangerous. Perfect.

She paused at her door, digging out her key, and I stepped in close, unable to stop myself. I brushed her hair back and pressed my mouth to the soft skin beneath her ear, breathing her in—warm, floral, faintly salty from sweat and sex. “Seems crazy I don’t even know your name yet,” I murmured against her neck.

She turned, eyes bright and wicked, lips curved with promise. “Josie,” she said. “And I should probably know yours too… so I know what to scream next time.”

Jesus. She was still slick with me, still glowing, already talking about next time like it was inevitable.

“Dane,” I told her, my thumb tracing the sharp line of her cheekbone. “And I’m free tonight. Thought maybe I could order some food, hang out a bit more… if you’re into that.”

Her answer was a kiss—slow, hungry, her mouth opening to mine as she whispered, “I’d like that.” And what I’d like even more was written all over the way my body surged toward hers, imagining her inside, around me, again.

When her tongue slid against mine and she moaned softly, I lost whatever restraint I had left. The laundry baskets slipped from my arm and thudded to the floor as I grabbed her, my hands finding her ass like they’d memorized it already. One of her legs came up around my thigh, her body molding to mine, and I groaned as I ground against her, my cock thick and aching, pressing into her heat through too many layers.

She pulled back at last, chest rising fast, and wrapped her hand around me through my jeans, stroking just enough to make my vision blur. “Why don’t you come in,” she said, voice low and wrecked, “and we can… take care of this.”

I didn’t hesitate. I could barely think.

The door had barely closed behind us before I had her pinned to the wall, her panties gone, dress shoved up around her waist. I was inside her in seconds, driving in with one deep, brutal thrust that knocked the breath from her lungs. She cried out, hands clutching my shoulders as I lifted her clear off the floor, her body opening for me, welcoming me back with that same desperate hunger.

Her squeals echoed down the hall of her apartment as I fucked her there, hard and relentless, both of us already knowing this was only the beginning.

She threw her head back, throat bared, and the sound that ripped out of her was raw and wrecked. “Oh—fuck me. God, you feel so good.” 

Like I’d ever do anything else. I drove into her harder, answering her with my body instead of words, thrusting deep and relentless until the wall behind her shuddered with every snap of my hips. She was snug and silken around me, that perfect, intoxicating tightness, but slick enough from what we’d already done that I could move fast, rough, greedy—no hesitation, no restraint. She took it all, heat and wetness clinging to me, my size sliding home again and again as if she were made to fit me. 

The way she kissed me while we were fucking—open-mouthed, needy, breathless—nearly undid me. Her lips were frantic against mine, her tongue chasing, claiming, like she was trying to pull me inside her that way too. I swear I could feel myself swelling even more inside her, her body milking me, driving me half-mad with how responsive she was. 

Jesus. This woman. And me—lucky as hell. I’d barely unpacked, and already there she was, just down the hall, moaning my name like she’d been waiting for me to show up. 

The sensation of moving inside her was almost too much—slick, tight, consuming. Every thrust felt like she was drawing me deeper, clenching around me with a strength that made my knees want to buckle. She felt like she didn’t want to let me go, like she was claiming me right back, and I knew with absolute clarity that this was exactly where I wanted to be—inside her, whenever she’d have me. 

Then I caught the faintest hitch in her breath, a tiny wince, and it cut through the haze. I slowed just enough to look at her. “Hey,” I murmured against her mouth. “I’m not hurting you, am I?” 

She shook her head immediately, fingers digging into my shoulders. “No. God, no. It feels incredible.” Her eyes were dark, hungry. “I just… I want you behind me. It’s been so long since I’ve had sex, and now that I’ve got you like this, I want all of it.” 

That was all the invitation I needed. I scooped her up without another word, tossing her over my shoulder like she weighed nothing, her laughter spilling out as surprised squeals. I gave her ass a few playful swats as I carried her down the hall, enjoying the way she wriggled and laughed, already breathless, already wanting. 

Clothes didn’t stand a chance once we hit the bedroom. We were naked in seconds, urgency stripping us bare. And when she finally really looked at me—took me in completely—the expression on her face hit me harder than anything else had all night. 

Her eyes went heavy-lidded, slow and deliberate as they traced me from top to bottom. She licked her lips, thighs pressing together as if she could already feel me there, and breathed, almost reverently, “Oh my god… what a body. And you’re big too, aren’t you?” 

The way she looked at me—openly, hungrily, like she couldn’t wait to devour me—was unreal. I’d never been seen like that before, never felt so wanted, so intensely desired. It was enough to make my chest tighten, my cock throb, and every instinct in me lock onto one thought only: getting back inside her, exactly the way she asked.

I’ve always kept myself in decent shape, but swinging a hammer and hauling weight all day long does more than any gym ever could. My body stays hard and carved whether I think about it or not—muscles earned the old-fashioned way, stomach tight enough to make women trace it with their mouths without being asked, all leading down to a cock that never seems to lack for attention. I won’t pretend I haven’t enjoyed plenty of it. Desire has never been scarce in my life. 

But in that moment, none of that mattered. There was only her. The way she reached for me like she was starving, eyes dark and intent, lips parted as if she already knew exactly how I’d taste. The hunger in her expression made my pulse jump. I’d never wanted one woman so badly, so completely, as I did right then. 

The second her hand wrapped around me and her mouth followed, my head fell back without permission. Heat and slickness, her tongue dragging slowly along my length, starting low and taking her time as she worked her way up until she teased the sensitive tip. The sensation punched the air from my lungs. It was overwhelming in the best way, like my nerves had been lit on fire. 

And then she took me in fully—no hesitation, no coy pauses—opening her throat and pulling me deep. Stars burst behind my eyes. I came terrifyingly close to losing control right there, hips jerking as I fought the urge to spill myself down her throat. God, she was lethal. The way she used her mouth wasn’t just skill; it was instinct, like she understood exactly what I needed before I did. 

I couldn’t stop thinking how unreal she was. Beautiful in a way that felt almost unfair—lush curves, confident sexuality, and those soft green eyes that still held a kind of sweetness that made my chest tighten. The contrast drove me wild. She looked like every filthy fantasy I’d ever had, yet something about her made me want to claim her, ruin her, protect her, all at once. 

When my hands tangled in her hair and I began to move, guiding her rhythm, she only moaned around me, the sound vibrating straight through my body. She loved it—the rawness of it, the way we were using each other without shame. I’d had more mouths on me than I could count, but nothing compared to this. Her lips, her tongue, the subtle scrape of teeth that sent sharp jolts of pleasure up my spine—it was almost unbearable. 

Seeing her like that, my cock filling her mouth, her breasts rising and falling with every breath as she took me deeper, harder, like she couldn’t get enough—it was insane. We’d only just crossed paths, and already she had me undone, my body trembling on the edge, knowing I’d never forget the way she made me feel right then.

Somehow I managed to haul myself back from the edge, pulling free just in time instead of emptying myself down her throat. It took real effort, especially with the way she looked at me—dark-eyed and hungry—when she asked me to take her from behind. I won’t lie, there was a flash of regret at not finishing in her mouth, but it vanished the second I guided her up onto her hands and knees.

The view stopped me cold. Her body was pure temptation—ass full and rounded, skin gleaming, her sex slick and open, swollen and shining from what we’d already done. Even her tight little back door seemed to tease, as if it knew it had my attention. I groaned, my cock twitching hard in my grip, dangerously close to spilling all over her spine just from the sight of her. She was built to ruin a man. Absolute perfection. And her pussy—Christ—it was beautiful. Soft pink, flushed and worked open, practically begging to be filled. All I could think about was driving into her over and over until she was soaked with me, inside and out.

I slid two fingers into her first, slow and deliberate, just to feel her clench around me. She whimpered instantly, pushing back, wordlessly demanding more. I smiled to myself, stroked my cock once, then lined up and sank into her in one deep thrust. She made this low, satisfied sound that went straight to my gut as I buried myself all the way, balls pressed tight against her. From behind, she felt impossibly snug—hot, slick, gripping me like she didn’t want to let go. Watching myself slide in and out of her, disappearing into that tight, wet heat, felt like slipping into some kind of filthy paradise.

I couldn’t get over it—the way her body hugged me, the way her cunt pulsed and milked my cock as I moved. And all of it from something so stupidly ordinary. I’d gone down to wash my clothes, and now I was here, fucking a woman who looked like she’d stepped straight out of my dirtiest fantasy. Every time she rocked her hips back, urging me deeper, harder, it lit something feral in me. She took it like she was made for it, like she could never get enough. I had the overwhelming sense that I could fuck her for hours and she’d still be begging when I finally stopped.

Curious—maybe a little wicked—I dragged my thumb through the slick dripping from her and pressed it gently against her ass, easing inside while I kept fucking her pussy. The reaction was instant. She gasped, shuddered, and pushed back greedily, silently telling me she wanted whatever I was willing to give. I laughed under my breath, heat flooding me at how open she was, how eager.

Knowing that—knowing there were no real limits between us—made something settle in my chest. I already wanted her again. Again and again. How often does a guy find a woman who wants it as much as he does, who meets every hunger with one of her own? I sure as hell never had. Not before her.

Watching myself glide in and out of her was almost too much to take. My cock looked impossibly thick, gleaming with her slick, stretching her every time I drove back into that tight, hungry heat. The visual alone had my pulse skidding out of control, desire roaring so loud in my ears I could barely think. She was soaked, wrecked for me, and knowing I was the one doing that to her made my grip on her hips turn almost possessive.

I grabbed her harder and set a relentless rhythm, thrusting deep and sure, the sound of skin slapping skin filling the room in a filthy, perfect cadence. Her voice broke apart beneath it—low moans, half-formed gasps—and then she started whispering it, like a prayer she couldn’t stop. “Oh fuck… yeah. Just like that.” Every word punched straight through me. I knew, with absolute certainty, that I was skating on the edge.

I leaned over her, pressing my mouth to the smooth plane of her back, kissing her between breaths. “You like it?” I murmured against her skin, already knowing the answer but needing to hear it.

She shook her head, hair falling forward as she struggled to catch her breath. “No,” she panted, voice trembling with need. “I don’t like it. I love it.” She pushed back into me as she spoke, desperate, open. “The way you fill me, the way you take me—it feels unreal. And I know this sounds insane, but it feels like I’ve been waiting forever for this. For you.”

That stopped me for half a second—just long enough for the weight of her words to land. A woman like her, all confidence and raw sexuality, sounding like something had been missing until now. The thought went straight to my gut, dark and intoxicating. I reached under her without slowing, my thumb finding her swollen clit, circling it with just enough pressure to push her over the brink.

She shattered almost instantly. Her cry tore out of her, loud and unfiltered. “Oh my god—Dane—yes, yes, yes—fuck—oh wow.” Her body locked up, then trembled violently as she came, the sensation of her clenching around me dragging me right over the edge with her.

My release hit hard and fast. Heat coiled low in my belly, my balls drawing tight as that unmistakable rush tore up my spine. I drove into her one last time and let go, pouring everything into her, filling her until I could feel it spill deep inside, until there was nothing left of me to give. I wanted her to feel it—how completely undone she’d left me, how wrecked I was by her.

Her body kept fluttering around me, those inner muscles gripping and pulsing as aftershocks rolled through her. I stayed there, thrusting slowly through the haze, reluctant to leave that perfect, consuming warmth. Pulling out felt wrong, like separating from something I’d just found and wasn’t ready to lose.

Finally, I kissed my way up her back, lingering at her shoulders, her neck, before easing out and rolling onto my side. I lay there gulping air, then tugged her against me, holding her close. I brushed her hair back from her face and kissed her softly, the contrast almost dizzying. “You okay?” I asked, still half stunned.

She looked up at me with a lazy, satisfied smile that hit me harder than anything else that night. “I’m more than okay,” she said quietly. “After that? I’m incredible.”

I nodded, closing my eyes, feeling the calm settle in alongside the afterglow. It felt damn good just being there with her—wrapped up together, no expectations, no history, just heat and connection. I barely knew more than her name and the fact that she craved sex as fiercely as I did. But even then, I had a feeling this wasn’t the last time. I could already picture it—my number in her phone, her calling whenever she wanted, and me showing up without hesitation, more than happy to give her exactly what she needed.

Eventually, once my pulse slowed enough to form a thought that wasn’t purely physical, curiosity nudged its way in. There had to be more to her than the fact that she was devastatingly sexy and still trembling in my arms. I turned my head toward her, studying the soft curve of her throat as she caught her breath, and asked quietly, “So… do you live alone?”

Her chest was still rising and falling fast when she nodded. “I do.” She hesitated, then added, “I’m a high school principal. Which pretty much guarantees my personal life stays nonexistent. Dating where I work would be a disaster—gossip travels faster than the morning announcements.” A wry smile curved her mouth. “And between meetings, staff issues, students, parents… by the time I get home, I’m usually too exhausted to remember what a social life even looks like.”

I listened, surprised and intrigued, as she went on. “Ten years ago, I was engaged. He taught history at my school.” Her eyes flicked away for a moment. “Turned out he was also sleeping with the gym teacher. Big guy. Muscles, the whole cliché.”

I winced. “Damn. That had to sting.”

She lifted one shoulder in a small shrug and exhaled. “It destroyed me at first. The wedding was planned. Invitations sent. Explaining to everyone why it was suddenly off was humiliating.” Her gaze came back to mine, steadier now. “But eventually I realized I’d dodged a bullet. Better to learn who someone really is before you’re legally tied to them.”

“Yeah,” I said softly. “I’d call that lucky, even if it didn’t feel like it at the time.”

She shifted closer, rolling onto her side and propping herself up on one elbow, her body angled toward me in a way that made my attention sharpen all over again. “What about you?” she asked. “Anyone waiting for you?”

I shook my head. “No one. Not lately.” I held her gaze, wanting her to hear the honesty in it. “And I’m clean. If you wanted this to be just us… it could be.”

Her smile was immediate, warm and pleased, but then she paused, studying my face like she was fitting pieces together. “How old are you?” she asked.

I didn’t see the trap coming. “Thirty-one.”

The reaction was instant—a flicker of regret clouding her eyes, her lips pressing together. “Ah.” She sighed. “As incredible as this has been, I’m probably too old for it to be anything more than this one spontaneous… mistake.”

I shook my head, amused and more than a little enchanted, and traced my finger slowly along her lower lip. “When we’re naked like this,” I murmured, “and making each other feel this good, age doesn’t mean a damn thing. Especially since I was hoping to spend the rest of the day exactly where I am now—finding new ways to make you lose your voice.”

Her eyes brightened at that, heat flaring again, but then her expression sobered. “I should be honest,” she said. “I’m forty-three. Practically old enough to be your—”

“Older sister?” I cut in, grinning.

She laughed, the sound low and genuine, just as I pulled her closer and wrapped my arm around her. Her laughter dissolved into a sharp inhale when I dipped my head and closed my mouth around one of her nipples, drawing it in slowly before teasing it with my tongue. I felt her shudder against me, that familiar, delicious tremor running through her body, and knew age was the last thing either of us was really thinking about.

When she finally gathered the strength to move again, it was with a slow, deliberate confidence that made my pulse kick. She swung a leg over me and settled astride my hips, her knees pressing into the mattress, her palm wrapping around me with a knowing grip before she guided me home. The moment she lowered herself, inch by exquisite inch, until I was buried deep inside that tight, welcoming heat, I swear the world narrowed to the sight of her above me.

Watching her come undone like that—watching pleasure claim her—was pure art. Her head tipped back, throat exposed, breasts swaying with each roll of her hips, nipples flushed and aching. She bit down on her lower lip, those perfect white teeth flashing as she chased the feeling, unashamed, hungry, gloriously alive. She was stunning, devastatingly sexy, and the way she met my need stroke for stroke made something dangerous bloom in my chest. This didn’t feel like a one-off. I didn’t want it to be. God help me, I was already hoping for more.

When she finally shattered, her body locked around me with a strength that stole the breath from my lungs. She clenched hard, impossibly tight, and the sensation ripped through me. I came with a groan I couldn’t contain, spilling into her in heavy pulses, wave after wave, until there was nothing left but the aftershock. Even then, with her still seated on me, our skin slick and trembling, I knew—one day would never be enough. Not with her. Not when it felt this right.

So it wasn’t exactly a surprise when we decided not to stop. She worked late more often than not, and I learned the rhythm of her days, learned to wait for that call. When it came, I’d make my way down the hall, already hard with anticipation, ready to give her exactly what she’d been craving through endless meetings and stress and restraint.

Some nights we tore into each other like we were starving, pushing hard and fast until the room blurred and nothing existed but skin and breath and need. Other times, we slowed it down, savoring every touch, making love in that quiet, intimate way that left her soft and open afterward. I’d hold her then, her head on my chest, listening as she poured out the weight of her day. However it unfolded, being with her always felt right. Every moment counted.

After the last time—after she’d curled into me for the night, trusting and warm, and we’d woken together to share breakfast, and I’d pulled her onto my lap at the table and taken her again, slow and lazy in the morning light—I started to think what we had was damn near perfect. I was already turning over ways to tell her I wanted more than stolen hours, trying to figure out how to say it without scaring her off.

And then there was lunch at my mother’s house.

That was when sly, tempting little Stella entered the picture, all smiles and lingering looks, making it clear she wanted a taste of me too. How was I supposed to know that after she’d backed me into a corner of my mother’s basement, coaxed my mouth to her breasts and my fingers between her thighs, she’d turn out to be Josie’s equally ravenous niece?

A complete fucking disaster.

One minute I thought I had the ideal arrangement—a woman who matched my appetite, my energy, my desire—and the next, sexy little Stella showed up, threatening to blow the whole thing apart.

I’m sprawled on my couch, staring at nothing, that sick, hollow weight settling in my gut after running into them together in the garage. I can practically see it playing out in my head—Stella leaning in close to her aunt, flashing that sly little smile, spilling the story of how we “met.” Maybe she keeps it vague. Maybe she doesn’t. Maybe she lets slip just enough to scorch everything I have with Josie to the ground. And God help me if she decides to include the part about the basement, about my mouth on her breasts, my fingers buried between her thighs, working her slick and needy while she bit her lip to keep quiet.

I tell myself it could’ve been worse. I hadn’t given in to the way she begged, hadn’t shoved her dress up and fucked her until she lost her voice like she clearly wanted. Still, I know Josie wouldn’t exactly shrug off the fact that I’d been sucking on her niece’s tits and getting her off with my hand. Sure, I’d done far dirtier things with total strangers in packed clubs, hands roaming in the dark like it meant nothing—but this was family. And that made it explosive.

The knock at my door snaps me out of my spiral. When I open it, my heart lurches straight into my throat.

Stella.

She’s standing there in all her wicked, tempting glory, lips parted, tongue flicking out to wet them like she’s already imagining what comes next. I don’t even have time to speak before she slips past me, brushing close enough that I catch her scent, and strides into my condo like she owns the place.

“Relax,” she says quickly, turning to face me. “I didn’t tell my aunt anything. Not how we met. Not… what you did to me.”

What you did to me.

I just stare at her, stunned by the nerve of it. As if she hadn’t followed me down into that basement. As if she hadn’t been the one pressing into my space, whispering what she wanted, grabbing my cock like it was already hers. And now she’s here, offering silence like it’s a gift.

Every instinct I have is screaming that this is a trap. My stomach tightens as I wonder what kind of price she’s about to name.

I don’t have to wait long.

She drops in front of me without hesitation, knees hitting the floor, fingers already working my zipper with practiced confidence. I suck in a breath, my body reacting traitorously fast as she looks up at me, eyes wide and shamelessly hopeful.

“All you have to do,” she murmurs, voice soft and urgent, “is let me suck you off, Dane. That’s it. And my aunt never hears a word. Ever.”

Her hand brushes against me through my briefs, and I swear my pulse thunders in my ears.

“You drove me crazy down there,” she continues, licking her lips again. “I haven’t stopped thinking about it. About you. You’re so fucking hot, and I could tell—just from your jeans—that your cock has to be incredible.” Her fingers curl, teasing, barely touching. “I don’t want anything else. Just a taste. Just once. Please.”

I close my eyes for a split second, dread and desire twisting together in my chest, because the way she’s looking at me makes it painfully clear—this isn’t over, not by a long shot.

Under normal circumstances, a gorgeous blonde sinking to her knees with hunger in her eyes would be enough to make me forget my own name, let alone say no. I’d be out of my mind to refuse. But this wasn’t normal. Not even close. I knew—absolutely knew—that the second I let her mouth wrap around me, the second I surrendered to that heat and softness, everything I had with Josie would be standing on a fault line. One reckless indulgence, one lapse in judgment, and I’d blow apart the best thing that had ever happened to me. No orgasm on earth was worth that. I’d never forgive myself if I crossed that line with her niece, no matter how intoxicating the temptation was.

And God help me, the temptation was brutal.

Before I could find my voice—before I could even lift a hand—she was already pulling that innocent little pink sundress up and over her head. It slid off her body like it wanted to leave her too, and suddenly she was there in front of me, bare and unapologetic. My breath punched out of my chest when I realized she wasn’t wearing a bra. My eyes went wide, useless, devouring the sight. Her breasts were every bit as devastating as I remembered—full, high, and perfectly shaped, with tight, rosy nipples already peaked like they knew exactly where my attention was. My mouth actually watered, a visceral, aching need to taste her again burning through me.

While I was still reeling, she was busy. Efficient. Confident. Her fingers made quick work of my fly, and then she freed me, wrapping her hand around my cock like she’d done it a hundred times before. I barely had time to curse before she leaned in and took the swollen head between her lips. The sensation hit me like a blackout—hot, slick, and perfect. The second her mouth closed around me, my knees almost buckled. Fuck. I was done. Completely undone.

There had to be some kind of genetic blessing in that family, because the way she sucked me was criminal. Slow where it drove me insane, eager where it made my toes curl against the carpet. Her lips, her tongue, the subtle confidence of her movements—it was enough to wreck a man in seconds flat.

I knew I had to stop her. I knew it with every rational part of my brain. But when I looked down and saw her there—topless, flushed, eyes dark with want, her lips stretched around my throbbing cock—it was like my body had short-circuited. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. Couldn’t even breathe right. I stood there, trapped between guilt and desire, helpless as she worked me with single-minded determination.

Christ. The women in that family were dangerous. Beautiful, seductive, devastatingly dangerous. There should’ve been some kind of warning label attached to them, something to save men like me from falling hard and fast under their spell—before it was too late.

Her mouth drifts lower, lingering where she knows it drives me feral—warm lips teasing my balls, her tongue slow and reverent, one hand sliding in a steady, sinful rhythm along my shaft. My head is already gone, but then she speaks, and her words hit me almost harder than her mouth ever could.

“I know you’ve been wrecked before, Dane,” she murmurs around me, pulling back just enough to talk, her breath hot and damp against my skin. “Your sister told me. About the woman who walked away because she couldn’t handle you. Said you were too intense. Too much.” Her fingers tighten, possessive. “I’d never do that to you. Never.” 

She looks up at me then, eyes bright and earnest and dangerously sincere. “I’d let you take me until I was sore and shaking, until I was nothing but a wet, aching mess for you. And I’d still beg for more. If you want me, all you have to do is say it. You can have me any way you want—hard, rough, selfish. I don’t care. I’d even give you my ass if that’s what you wanted. Anything.” Her voice drops, thick with hunger. “Just once. Ever since you touched me… since you put your fingers inside me and your mouth on my breasts, I can’t think about anything else. I keep imagining that big, brutal cock of yours pounding into me until I’m screaming your name.”

Jesus Christ.

Is there something in the water in that family? Because this is beyond reckless—it’s unhinged, and it feels too damn good. She takes me deep again, swallowing me like she’s determined to erase every coherent thought from my mind. My balls draw tight, aching, my body already preparing to spill, the urge to let go roaring through me. I’m so close I can practically feel it—hot, relentless, ready to pour down her throat.

I know I have to stop her. I know it. I should’ve stopped her minutes ago. I should be telling her to pull away, to get dressed, to quit pinching and rolling her flushed nipples while she sucks me like she’s starving. Any second now, I tell myself. Any second.

But fuck—it’s hard to be noble when a woman is this good at taking you apart.

Then, like a lifeline, Josie flashes through my mind—bare skin, soft curves, that knowing smile she gives me when she looks up at me like I’m her choice, not her mistake. The woman who owns my heart, not just my cock. And suddenly this—no matter how intoxicating—feels wrong in a way I can’t ignore.

I look down at Stella, her cheeks hollowed, her lips working me like everything depends on it, and I know this has to end. I have to be the one to end it.

“No.” The word comes out rough but solid as I pull free of her mouth.

My cock gleams with her spit, a slick line of it stretching obscenely between us. She’s stunning—breasts rising and falling fast, lips swollen and flushed, eyes dark with want as she stares up at me. It nearly breaks me all over again.

But I force myself to hold the line.

“We’re not doing this,” I say, my voice steadier than I feel. “Get dressed. Now. And leave.” I swallow hard. “We’re going to pretend this never happened.”

She doesn’t move right away, and every second tests my resolve—but somehow, impossibly, I stay standing.

She doesn’t reach for her dress. She doesn’t even flinch. Instead, she stays exactly where she is, eyes locked on mine, head tilting slowly from side to side. There’s something sharp in her expression now, something cold and deliberate, and it sends a prickle of unease crawling up my spine. Then she smiles—lazy, knowing, dangerous.

“I’m not leaving,” she says softly, like she’s savoring every word, “until you fuck me, Dane.”

I grit my teeth. “That’s not happening. So you might as well get dressed and go.”

Her smile widens, cruel and triumphant. “Then I guess I’ll have to tell my aunt everything. I’ll tell her how you cornered me, how you pushed me down on my knees and made me suck you off.” She shrugs, feigning innocence. “Your choice. Either you fuck me hard and finally let me feel that big, scary thing you’re packing slamming into my pussy… or I ruin you.”

For a second, I just stare at her, stunned. Jesus Christ. I’ve slept with plenty of women, made my share of bad decisions, but this—this is a first. Being boxed into a corner by a beautiful little snake with a mouth full of threats and a body built to tempt every weak instinct I’ve got.

But even with my cock still aching and my pulse hammering in my ears, I can’t do it. I won’t. Whatever the hell this is, it’s not worth losing Josie. Not worth betraying the one thing that actually feels right.

“Listen to me,” I say, my voice low, almost desperate. “You can’t tell her. Please. You have no idea how much it would hurt her. Just… don’t.”

She only shrugs again, unimpressed, and her hands drift to her hips. Slowly—deliberately—she slides her panties down, letting them pool at her feet. Her bare sex is right there, smooth and exposed, shameless in its invitation.

“Why shouldn’t I?” she says lightly. “I think she deserves to know her sweet neighbor can’t keep his hands off a young, innocent girl who just stopped by to say hello.”

My jaw clenches so hard it aches. “You can’t,” I repeat, barely holding my temper. “She can never know. It would destroy her.”

Her eyes sharpen, then suddenly light up with understanding. A wicked little laugh slips from her lips. “Oh. Oh my God. I get it now.” She grins, slow and filthy. “You’ve been fucking my Aunt Josie, haven’t you? That’s why you’re so scared. Wow.” Her gaze drops to my cock. “Lucky her. She gets to take that monster for a ride.”

My mind screams deny, deny, deny. I shake my head, trying to keep my face blank, trying not to react—but it’s useless. Especially when she lets out a soft, breathy sound and slips her fingers between her slick folds, parting herself, teasing her own wet heat like she knows exactly how close to the edge she’s pushing me.

“So why are you so rattled, Dane?” she murmurs, watching me through her lashes while her fingers keep a merciless rhythm between her thighs. She works herself with deliberate intent, sliding in and out of her slick heat, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room, every thrust winding my nerves tighter. It’s like she’s trying to prove a point with each stroke—how little control I really have. 

Her tongue drags slowly across her lower lip, a soft, needy moan spilling from her mouth as her full breasts rise and fall, nipples tightening beneath the thin fabric. “I mean,” she continues, voice thick with satisfaction, “Josie’s still gorgeous. Any man with eyes would notice that.” Her gaze never leaves mine. “And now I’m thinking you two have been enjoying each other a lot more than casual neighborly hellos. You do live practically on top of each other.” 

She lets out a quiet laugh, breathless and knowing. “Actually, it all clicks now. When we ran into you in the garage earlier, she was glowing. Flushed. Happy.” Her fingers curl just right and she gasps, thighs trembling. “I assumed it was because you looked ridiculously good today—shirt clinging to every muscle, those jeans doing absolutely nothing to disguise how impressive you are.” Her eyes dip pointedly to my crotch. 

The room fills with the unmistakable scent of her arousal, rich and heady, wrapping around me like a physical thing. She keeps touching herself without shame, faster now, clearly enjoying how hard I’m struggling to keep my composure. 

“But,” she adds softly, almost kindly, “if you really care about her… if you don’t want to destroy whatever you’ve built together…” 

She eases herself back onto the floor, lowering down with slow, deliberate grace, then opens her legs wide. My breath catches at the sight—her slick, flushed sex on full display, glistening under the light as her fingers continue their relentless work. 

“…then all you have to do,” she finishes, batting her lashes up at me, “is fuck me properly. Hard. And then I’ll be gone.” 

She smiles, sweet and poisonous all at once. “Come on,” she teases. “A man built like you can surely handle a young girl like me. I’m practically untouched.” 

I almost choke at that. The claim is laughable, especially coming from someone who moves and moans like she’s been doing this for years. Nothing about her says innocent—everything about her screams practiced, hungry, dangerous. 

The rational voice in my head is shouting at me to shut this down, to tell her to get dressed and walk out the door. But the louder voice—the one pulsing in my groin—won’t shut the hell up. My cock is already painfully hard, straining against my jeans, and she’s right there on the floor, open and inviting, daring me to take what she’s offering. 

Goddamn it. 

Do I betray Josie, break the promise I made, just to keep the peace and make this problem disappear? Or do I hold the line and risk this spoiled, manipulative little temptress running straight to her aunt with a story designed to blow my life apart? 

Either way, I’m trapped—and she knows it.

No matter how I turn it over in my head, there’s no clean way out. Both paths lead straight into the wreckage. If I give in—if I step forward and give this spoiled, tempting little menace the rough, punishing fuck she’s so boldly demanding—I’ll carry that choice like a stain. One slip, one moment of weakness, and everything I have with Josie could shatter the second the truth comes out. And it always comes out.

But if I harden my resolve and tell Stella no—tell her to pull her clothes back on, wipe that smug look off her face, and walk out—I don’t know that I’m safe either. She’s too sharp, too smugly confident, and there’s something in her eyes that promises consequences. I don’t trust her mouth, or what she might whisper once she’s angry and humiliated. Either way, I’m standing on a fault line, waiting for the ground to split.

My cock throbs painfully, my conscience just as loud, and I’m stuck between guilt and disaster, loyalty and lust. I go back and forth, chewing on the choice until it tastes like blood, and still I can’t land on an answer.

So tell me—honestly—what the hell is a man supposed to do when every option is a sin, and walking away might be just as dangerous as giving in?


Chapter 3

I can only shake my head, stunned by the reality unfolding at my feet. There’s Stella—gorgeous, wicked Stella—splayed out on my living room floor, thighs open, skin flushed, breath breaking into those obscene little sounds that curl straight through my spine. Her fingers are buried between her legs, moving with shameless precision, coaxing her slick heat toward a climax she clearly has no intention of stopping.

Meanwhile, I’m fighting a losing battle with my own body, fumbling to shove my hard-on back into my jeans, praying I can zip myself up before I completely lose control. All I want is for her to stop—stop touching herself, stop looking at me like that, pull her clothes back on and get the hell out before this spins any further off the rails.

That’s when the knock comes.

Sharp. Insistent. Perfectly, disastrously timed.

We both turn our heads toward the door, the sound cutting through the room like a blade. My heart drops into my gut. Of course. Of fucking course.

“Dane?” a familiar voice calls through the door. “Are you in there? I’m looking for Stella.”

Josie.

Before I can even open my mouth, before I can form a single coherent lie, Stella shoots me a glance and flashes a grin that’s pure poison. Then she raises her voice, sweet and panicked all at once. “Oh, thank God, Aunt Josie,” she cries. “Dane’s got me naked on the floor.”

My blood freezes.

I had been so blindsided when Stella barged in earlier, so distracted by her confidence and those eyes, that I never locked the damn door. I watch in slow-motion horror as the handle turns, the door swings open, and Josie rushes inside, bracing herself for some kind of disaster.

And there it is.

Stella, still sprawled on her back, suddenly all innocence and vulnerability. Tears—actual tears—are streaking down her cheeks now, her sobs convincing enough to deserve an award. She scrambles to cover herself with her hands, pressing her palms over her breasts, curling her fingers between her legs like she’s trying to hide herself from the world.

“It was awful,” she whimpers, voice trembling. “He ripped my clothes off almost the second I walked in. I think he was trying to take my virginity. And you know I’ve been saving myself for marriage.”

I roll my eyes so hard it nearly hurts. Virgin? Please. That’s the biggest load of bullshit I’ve ever heard. She’s about as untouched as my Aunt Marie, and that woman’s got a dozen kids to prove otherwise.

Josie, on the other hand, looks like she’s been hit by a truck. Her mouth hangs open, eyes locked on Stella’s naked body, then snapping to me with pure fury. The way she’s glaring, I’m pretty sure I’m already dead in her mind.

“How could you?” she demands, disgust dripping from every word.

And standing there, half-dressed, red-faced, with Stella naked on my floor, I can’t even blame her for believing it. The scene doesn’t exactly scream innocence on my part.

But then Josie’s expression shifts. Confusion flickers across her face. She blinks, brow furrowing as something Stella said finally lands.

“Wait,” she says slowly. “Did you just say you’re saving yourself for marriage, Stella?”

Judging by the way Josie’s brow furrows, I’m clearly not the only one choking on Stella’s fairy tale about being some untouched ingénue. Hell, if her aunt had shown up even ten minutes earlier, she would’ve walked in on a very different picture—her sweet little niece on her knees, mouth slick and eager, working me with the confidence of someone who’d done it plenty of times before, whispering filthy encouragements and begging me to lose control inside her. Whatever man Stella eventually marries is in for a rude awakening if he’s expecting purity wrapped in white lace. That ship sailed a long damn time ago.

Josie just stands there shaking her head at me, disappointment written all over her face like a verdict already passed. I lift my hands slowly, palms out, trying to look less like the villain in her eyes. “I know how this looks,” I say, and even to my own ears it sounds weak. It looks catastrophic. Her niece is naked on my living room floor, her thighs still open, her cunt visibly slick, nipples tight and dark with arousal that hasn’t had time to fade. “But you’ve got to believe me. She’s the one who came after me. I was blindsided when she strutted in here asking—begging—to suck my cock.”

Josie lets out a sharp gasp, scandalized. “Language,” she snaps, defaulting to that crisp, authoritative tone that probably keeps hallways full of teenagers in line. “She is barely twenty. She doesn’t need to hear that kind of talk.”

My patience snaps. I roll my eyes hard, the absurdity of the moment almost making me laugh. Lifting a finger, I force my voice into something mockingly polite. “My apologies. What I meant to say is that she came in here requesting the opportunity to perform fellatio on my genitals.” Then I look down at Stella, really look at her—at the wicked glint still hiding behind her fake innocence. “And for someone so ‘young,’ she knows exactly what the fuck she’s doing.”

The realization slams into Josie. Her eyes go wide, shock overriding propriety. “Oh my god,” she blurts, the rules clearly forgotten. “Stella… you sucked his cock?”

Stella finally drops the act. She shrugs, biting her lip, guilt flickering across her face but not enough to mask the hunger underneath. “I couldn’t help it, Aunt Josie. Just look at him. He’s gorgeous.” Her gaze slides to me, slow and appreciative. “And his cock—well, I think you can imagine. It’s huge. Thick. I just had to know what it tasted like.”

Josie looks between us, back and forth, trying to assemble the mess of desire, accusation, and naked truth sprawled across my living room floor.

Then Stella tilts her head, eyes softening as she turns to her aunt. “But… maybe we don’t have to fight about it,” she says gently, like she’s offering a compromise. “There’s two of us and only one of him. We could share. I’m sure Dane wouldn’t mind a threesome—probably wouldn’t even be his first. We’d all get what we want.”

“What?” The word slips out before I can stop it. I stare at her, stunned. She’s completely out of her mind.

Before I can shut it down, before I can tell Stella to knock it the hell off, Josie recoils, horror flashing across her face as she spits, “Share him? Are you out of your fucking mind?”

Stella only shrugs again, maddeningly unbothered, her mouth quirking as she adds, “I honestly don’t see the problem. With a cock that big, there’s plenty to go around. More than enough for both of us.”

Josie lets out a low, broken sound, something between a groan and a curse, rubbing her temples as if this whole scene might disappear if she squeezes her eyes shut hard enough. “I cannot believe this,” she murmurs, disbelief dripping from every word.

“You can’t believe this?” I snap back, heat flaring in my chest. “Try being me. How do you think I felt when she strolled in here like she owned the place and demanded I fuck her?”

That’s it. Josie’s hands go up, palms out, a full stop. “Enough,” she says sharply, her voice cold now, all authority and no warmth. She turns on Stella, eyes blazing. “Get dressed. Now.”

She glares at both of us like we’re equally to blame, disgust etched deep into her expression. The finality in her tone hits me square in the gut. This isn’t just about embarrassment or anger. This feels like an ending.

I stand there shaking my head, stunned, watching the woman I’m falling for look at me like she barely recognizes me anymore. All I can think is that I’m about to lose her because of her niece’s reckless, horny impulse—and the fact that I didn’t stop it fast enough.

And I do lose her. For a solid week.

I call. I text. I leave messages that swing wildly between apologetic, desperate, and painfully honest. I even go to her place and knock like a fucking idiot, hoping she’ll crack the door just enough to yell at me. She never does. Not once.

With every unanswered call, the dread settles deeper in my chest. A heavy, sick certainty that what Josie and I had—something real, something rare—is gone. Wrecked by Stella and her inability to keep her hands, and her mouth, off me.

The worst part is how much Josie means to me. I’m not just into her—I’m all in. She’s smart, sharp, funny as hell, and she challenges me in ways no one ever has. And when we’re alone, when the clothes come off, she owns me completely. She makes me feel things I didn’t even know I was capable of feeling. Twelve years older or not, what we have feels damn near perfect.

If Stella hadn’t come after me… if she hadn’t dropped to her knees and tried to take me into her mouth… Josie and I would still be happy. I’m sure of it.

By Saturday afternoon, I’ve resigned myself to the idea that it’s over. I’m restless, miserable, and bored out of my skull, so I haul a basket of dirty clothes down to the basement laundry room just to do something—anything—that doesn’t involve thinking about her.

And then I see her.

Josie’s already there, loading clothes into a washer. The sight of her hits me like a punch to the lungs. For a moment, she doesn’t acknowledge me at all, acting like I’m invisible. But she doesn’t leave either. That tiny mercy sparks a fragile thread of hope.

I set my basket down, my heart pounding too hard to ignore. I cross the room before I can talk myself out of it, gently cupping her cheek, needing to feel her, to make sure she’s real.

“God,” I whisper, the words tearing out of me. “I’ve missed you.”

She exhales slowly, her shoulders sagging, and when she speaks her voice trembles just enough to kill me. “I’ve missed you too,” she admits. Then she looks away. “But I really think it’s best if we end this, Dane.”

“What?” I search her face, desperate. “Why would you say that when we’re so good together?”

Her eyes meet mine again, sad and resolute. “Because I finally see it clearly,” she says softly. “You should be with someone closer to Stella’s age. That’s probably why she went after you—and why you let her.”

“That’s not—”

“She told me what happened in your mother’s basement,” Josie continues, cutting me off. “She told me you’re attracted to her.”

My chest tightens as she delivers the final blow. “You need a woman you can build a future with. Someone you can marry, have a family with. And at my age…” Her mouth presses into a thin line. “We both know I’ll never be that woman.”

For a second I just stare at her, stunned by the way she’s cutting us off before we’ve even really talked. Then instinct takes over. I scoop her up without another word and set her on top of one of the washers, the metal cool beneath her thighs. My hands slide into her hair, pushing back those soft, sandy waves until I can see her clearly—those green eyes that undo me every time.

“Listen to me,” I say quietly, urgently. “I don’t want anyone else. I want you. What we have—it’s real, Josie. I don’t need younger, I don’t need different. I can’t even picture my life without you in it.”

She searches my face, torn, breathing a little faster. I can see the fight in her, the fear, the wanting she’s been trying to bury all week. And then it’s like something inside her finally gives. Her mouth curves into a smile that feels like coming home, and she grips my chin, pulling me down into a kiss so fierce it steals my breath. Her lips crash into mine, desperate and hungry, and relief floods through me so hard my knees almost buckle.

I don’t waste a second. My heart is hammering as I stride to the door and flip the lock, already undoing my jeans before I even turn back to her. When I face her again, she’s watching me with that familiar heat in her eyes, the kind that tells me she wants exactly what I’m about to give her.

I step between her knees and lift her red sundress up and over her head, letting it fall forgotten to the floor. A low groan tears out of me at the sight of her—full breasts cradled in delicate white lace, flushed skin glowing under the harsh fluorescent lights. She’s impossibly sexy, all woman, all curves, and I swear no one on earth has tits like hers.

I bend and take one into my mouth through the lace, sucking hard, dragging my tongue over her nipple until it pebbles beneath the fabric. Her fingers tangle in my hair, holding me there as she exhales a shaky little moan. 

“Oh God… I’ve missed this. I’ve missed you,” she murmurs.

“Me too,” I answer honestly, my voice rough as I hook my fingers into the waistband of her thong and slide it down her legs. I flick it away without looking, because I can’t take my eyes off her now—naked and spread on the washer, breasts rising and falling, nipples dark and tight, her pussy open and already slick, shining with need.

The sight of her nearly wrecks me. I palm myself, hard and aching, and hiss a breath through my teeth. She’s done this to me—she always does. I pull her closer to the edge, gripping her hips, lining myself up as I press a kiss to her mouth.

When I push into her, slow and deep, we both groan at the same time. She’s tight, warm, perfect—like she was made to take me exactly like this. I bury myself as far as I can go, my forehead dropping to hers as the sensation slams through me. Fuck. Being inside her again feels unreal, like my body finally remembers what it’s been missing.

Her arms come around my shoulders, nails digging in as I start to move, drawing almost all the way out before sliding back into her with agonizing slowness. I want her to feel every inch, to know exactly how much I’ve craved this. She meets each thrust with a soft gasp, her body opening to me, pulling me deeper.

We’re completely lost in it—breathing each other in, moving together—when suddenly the handle on the door rattles, followed by a sharp knock. I barely register it. No chance in hell I’m stopping now.

“I’m working on the machines,” I call out, voice strained. “Come back later.”

Josie laughs, a breathless, delighted sound, and tightens her legs around me, and that’s all the encouragement I need to keep going.

“How much later?” a voice calls through the door.

I shoot Josie a slow, wicked grin before answering, my hands still anchoring her in place. “Give us an hour,” I say easily. “Maybe two.” Long enough to forget the rest of the world exists.

Her laugh trembles against my mouth, but it dissolves into a breathy moan as the heat between us crests. I can’t get enough of the sight of her like this—skin flushed rose-pink from collarbone to thighs, a delicate sheen of sweat making her glow under the harsh lights, her body quivering with every thrust. Her eyes have gone dark and glossy, pupils blown wide, and I know that look. I know exactly how close she is. There’s nothing more intoxicating than Josie on the edge.

My legs are shaking when I claim her mouth again, the kiss scorching, messy, desperate. I drive into her harder now, deeper, giving in to the animal pull of it, to how perfectly she takes me. The sounds she makes—those broken little whimpers she can’t hold back—go straight to my spine, lighting me up, pushing me past restraint.

I grab her ass, fingers digging in, and stop being gentle. I slam into her, fast and relentless, the washer rattling beneath her as she arches and cries out, her head tipping back. “Yes—yes—yes,” she shouts, the word tearing free again and again as she comes apart.

The sound of her sends me over. I choke out a groan and still inside her, every muscle locking as release crashes through me. It’s overwhelming, violent in the best way, my cock pulsing as I spill into her, heat flooding her until it can’t all stay contained, slick evidence of how badly I’ve missed this—how badly I’ve missed her—sliding down and streaking the metal beneath us.

When it’s over, she shudders in my arms, boneless, and I fold around her, holding her close while our breathing slows. I press my mouth to her ear and whisper the truth that’s been clawing at me. “I never want to lose you again.”

She hugs me tight, pulling my head against her chest. “You won’t,” she murmurs, sure and steady.

And with her breasts right there, warm and soft against my face, I can’t resist. I trace them with my tongue, licking slowly, savoring the way she tastes, then draw one nipple into my mouth, then the other, sucking until she sighs and her eyes flutter closed. She melts into my touch, content, trusting, and the simple intimacy of it hits me just as hard as the sex did.

Even after we’re spent, I don’t let go. I stroke her back, kiss her lips, her temple, lingering because I’ve missed this closeness more than I knew how to say. She’s rare. She’s everything. And a part of me wants to believe she’s mine.

Eventually we clean up, finish the laundry, pulling on clothes between stolen kisses and stupid, giddy smiles. I tuck both baskets under my arm and we ride the elevator up together, pressed close, like teenagers sneaking around instead of two people who should know better.

At her door, I lift her chin and kiss her softly, then whisper, “Have dinner with me tonight.”

Her mouth curves with regret as she traces a finger over my lips. “I want to,” she says, “but I’ve got a school conference upstate first thing tomorrow. I have to leave before sunrise, so I need to get some sleep. Maybe when I’m back in a few days, we can plan something?”

I nod, hiding the disappointment, and kiss her one last time. “Then I’ll see you when you get back. Be safe, baby. I’m going to miss you.”

Now I’m the one counting the seconds.

I let myself into my condo with a crooked smile tugging at my mouth, the door clicking shut behind me as the reality finally sinks in. She said yes. An actual date. Dinner, out in the world, not stolen moments and half-promises. Whatever we broke before feels mended now—stronger, sharper, humming with possibility. I shake my head, a low laugh in my chest, because I know damn well how close it all came to imploding. Her wild, reckless niece nearly torpedoed us beyond repair, and somehow we’re still standing. Better than standing. Thriving.

That night, sleep takes me hard and fast.

I’m deep under when my body suddenly locks, every nerve lighting up at once. Something is happening—something slow, wet, and devastatingly precise. For a few hazy seconds I’m convinced I’m dreaming, because it feels like a mouth wrapped around me beneath the sheets, warm and slick and skilled enough to make my breath stutter. I reach down blindly, heart thudding, and my fingers slide through impossibly soft hair.

A groan tears out of me.

The sensation is too vivid, too detailed—tongue, suction, the subtle hum of pleasure vibrating straight through my spine. My hips twitch helplessly as the phantom keeps working me, unhurried, merciless, until I’m rock hard and my toes are curling into the mattress. I actually smile, half-delirious, thinking this has to be the kinkiest dream my subconscious has ever cooked up.

Except… it’s too real.

My balls draw tight, that familiar pressure building fast, and even in my foggy state I know I’m seconds away from soaking the sheets if this keeps up—especially when she starts humming, the sound buzzing around my cock and shooting straight up my back. That’s when awareness creeps in, slow and chilling, and my eyes crack open.

There’s a body moving over mine. A real one.

Under the covers, someone shifts lower, mouths me lazily, then drags her attention to my balls, lips and tongue making me swear under my breath. My pulse roars in my ears as I silently beg for it to be Josie—some impossible, impulsive return, her finding a way into my place because she couldn’t stay away. The figure slides up, presses against me, her hand wrapping around my shaft and guiding it, insistently, between slick, waiting heat.

I fling the covers back just as the head of my cock nudges into her, and in the dim light my blood runs cold.

It’s Stella.

For a heartbeat I can’t even process it—my mind snagging on the impossible image of her in my bed, naked, breathless, eyes blown dark with want. Then the shock hits full force. I jerk upright and snap on the lamp. She mirrors me, sitting back on her heels, chewing her lower lip, all nerves and exposed skin while I stare at her like she’s lost her damn mind.

“What the fuck are you doing here?” My voice comes out rough, edged with disbelief. “And how the hell did you get into my condo without a key?”

She flinches, color flooding her cheeks. “I, um… I told the guy downstairs I was your kid sister,” she says, wincing. “And that you said I could stay here. When he still wouldn’t let me up…” She trails off, then shrugs helplessly. “I might’ve shown him my boobs. Just a peek. He used his pass key and let me in.”

I stare at her, stunned, words failing me for a long second. Then disbelief turns into a sharp, incredulous laugh. “You’re telling me he risked his job—his whole fucking job—just to sneak a look at your tits?”

She lifts one shoulder in a careless little shrug, like she’s confessing to sneaking an extra drink instead of bribing her way past security. “I mean… I might’ve let him grab them. Maybe even taste them a bit.”

Jesus.

If you passed her on the street, you’d never guess. Soft, pretty face. Big innocent eyes. Long blonde hair that falls just messy enough to look natural. A body that curves in all the right places without screaming for attention. She looks like the kind of girl people trust. The kind you’d never suspect of pulling something this unhinged. And yet here she is, standing in my bedroom like this is perfectly reasonable behavior.

There has to be something off in her head. A loose wire. A missing filter.

And I’m exhausted by it.

I don’t care how skilled her mouth is, or how expertly she’d dragged me out of sleep and into a rock‑hard, aching awareness. There is no universe where I’m okay with someone sneaking into my bed and trying to fuck me while I’m unconscious. That’s not kinky—that’s crossed, stamped, and sealed in red.

All I can think about now is Josie. If she ever finds out about this, it won’t just be awkward—it’ll be catastrophic.

“Okay.” I point straight at the door, my voice flat, final. “This ends now. You’re leaving. Immediately. Do you hear me?”

She doesn’t even flinch.

Instead, her gaze drops—slow, hungry—tracking the outline of my erection like it’s calling to her. Her lips part, and there’s that familiar look again, the one that says she’s already imagining how I’d feel inside her.

“But Dane,” she murmurs, almost tender, “you’re already hard. I just want one ride. Just once. You know you’d like it.” Her voice softens into a plea. “Please. Let me fuck you.”

I squeeze my eyes shut for a second, disbelief washing over me. I’ve turned down job offers, bad ideas, maybe a fight or two in my life—but this? This might honestly be the first time I’ve ever said no to sex when it was standing naked in front of me, asking.

And it’s not easy.

But I finally have Josie back. Something real. Something fragile and good. I’m not blowing that up for a reckless, desperate hook‑up, no matter how hot she looks or how badly my body is betraying me right now.

I shake my head, slow and deliberate, grounding myself in the words as I say them. “No. This is done. You get dressed, you walk out that door, and you don’t come back. Ever. Do not contact me again.”

Her eyes widen—not with fear, but with something raw and obsessive. “But I want to have your baby, Dane.” The words tumble out like they’ve been waiting. “We’d be so good together. I’d make you happy. I’d fuck you morning, noon, and night if you wanted. I can’t stop thinking about you—not since we were together in your mom’s basement. I want you so bad it hurts. I can’t even think straight.”

“What the fuck?”

The room feels like it tilts. Baby? Is she serious? Is she actually this far gone?

For a split second, I’m clinging to the hope that this is all some twisted dream—that I’ll wake up alone, sheets tangled around my legs, my heart still intact. Because the alternative is standing naked in my bedroom with a woman who’s clearly crossed from horny into unhinged… and that’s a hell I want no part of.

But instead of doing what I told her, she stays right where she is, perched on the edge of my bed like she owns it. Slowly, deliberately, she spreads her legs, shameless, giving me a clear view of the slick heat between her thighs. My stomach tightens as she hooks a finger under one flushed nipple, tugging until it pebbles harder, her other hand sliding lazily through herself, dragging along her folds like she’s got all the time in the world.

Her voice drops, syrupy and confident. “If you really want me gone,” she murmurs, “all you have to do is use me. Just once. Fill me up with that big, hard cock of yours, give me a good, rough fuck, and I’ll disappear. No one has to know. I swear.”

“But I’ll know,” I say, my voice rougher than I’d like. And that’s the problem. That’s the line I can’t cross.

God help me, she looks incredible. My body is reacting like a traitor, blood pounding where it shouldn’t, but it doesn’t matter. I don’t care how wet she is, or how easy she’s making it. I won’t cheat on Josie—not for this, not for anything. Not even if it would make Stella finally back off and leave me the hell alone.

Standing there, breathing through the ache, it hits me just how far gone I am. Because if I can turn down something like this—raw, willing, practically offered on a silver platter—then whatever I feel for her aunt is real. Deep. The kind of thing you don’t torch for a few sweaty minutes and a lifetime of regret. There’s no version of this where I give in. Not a chance in hell.

When it becomes obvious she’s not listening to a single word I’ve said, I reach for my phone on the nightstand.

“Who are you calling?” she asks, the confidence cracking, a flicker of nerves flashing across her face as I unlock the screen.

I shrug, keeping my voice calm. “Technically, I should call the cops. You broke into my place and tried to force yourself on me.” I glance up at her, meeting her eyes. “But I think it might be more effective to call your Aunt Josie and let her handle this. I’m sure the whole family would love to hear what their sweet, innocent girl’s been up to.”

That does it.

Her eyes widen, panic blooming, and she practically launches herself off the bed, scrambling for her clothes like the floor’s on fire. As she yanks things on, hands shaking, she snaps, “Fine. Put the phone down. I’m leaving.” Then, bitterness dripping from every word, she adds, “But I don’t get it. How could you choose some old woman like my aunt over me? What does she have that I don’t?”

I let out a slow breath, Josie’s face filling my mind, the way she laughs, the way she looks at me like I actually matter. What we have isn’t something you can reduce to skin and sex.

Stella’s hot—no denying that—but it’s empty heat. Josie’s sharp and funny and grounded, someone I actually want to talk to, someone I want to be with even when we’re not naked. Compared to that, Stella is all surface and selfish hunger, manipulative and shallow to the core.

I wouldn’t touch her again if she were the last woman alive. Not even if she begged. Not even if she sucked cock like she thought it was an Olympic sport.

Funny how life sneaks up on you.

Turns out I’ve got principles after all.

When the door finally clicks shut behind her and the apartment sinks back into silence, relief hits me hard and slow. I let out a long breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding, my pulse still thudding from the tension she left behind. The room smells faintly of her perfume and sex, a ghost I’m eager to erase. I glance at the clock on the nightstand—four in the goddamn morning.

Too early to be awake. Too late to feel rested.

I drag the blankets back up around me, rolling onto my side, willing my body to settle, my cock to finally relax, my mind to shut the hell up. Outside, the city hums softly, distant and indifferent. Inside, everything is quiet except my thoughts, circling the same truth I can’t seem to escape.

Sleep eventually starts to pull me under, heavy and warm, and I know exactly where my dreams are headed. To her.

Sandy-brown hair that slips through my fingers so easily. Green eyes that see too much and still want me anyway. A woman whose hunger matches mine stroke for stroke, whose confidence makes me feel chosen, not just wanted. The kind of woman who laughs with me, challenges me, fucks me like she knows exactly what she’s doing—and then goes again because she can’t get enough.

Somewhere between one breath and the next, it hits me with brutal clarity: I’m not just lusting after her. I’m already gone. Crazy, head-over-heels, dangerously in love with her, and aching for the day I don’t have to imagine her anymore.

Wrapped in sheets, half-hard and helplessly smiling in the dark, I drift off knowing one thing for certain—she’s the only woman I want to wake up to, and I can’t wait to make her mine.


Chapter 4

Josie had been gone for three endless days—three days that dragged like a slow burn, followed by two nights that felt downright cruel. As ridiculous as it sounded, my body hadn’t let up once. I’d walked around half-crazed, aroused and restless, as if some part of me was permanently keyed into her absence. I missed her in a way that settled under my skin and refused to leave.

So when her text came through, telling me she’d be home tonight, the rush hit me hard. Relief. Excitement. Hunger. I was wound tight just thinking about seeing her again, my body already reacting like it knew exactly what was coming.

But somewhere in those quiet, empty hours without her, something had shifted. I finally admitted to myself that what I felt wasn’t just about getting her naked anymore. It was deeper than lust—warmer, scarier. Love, if I was being honest. And that realization changed everything.

Instead of showing up at her door the way I usually did—empty-handed and ready to devour her—I wanted to do this right. I stopped at a florist and picked out a dozen long-stemmed roses, deep red and unapologetic. I grabbed her favorite Merlot, the one she always pretended she didn’t love quite so much. I even ordered dinner from that upscale steakhouse she adored, thinking we could savor the evening before I showed her, in every possible way, just how much I’d hated having her gone.

When she opened the door, she looked at me like I was a surprise she hadn’t known she wanted. Her gaze dragged slowly over me, head to toe, taking in the pressed shirt with actual buttons, the tailored slacks, the leather shoes I’d dusted off just for her. A small, knowing smile curved her mouth, equal parts amused and intrigued.

I smiled back, because despite the effort I’d put into looking composed, my body was anything but. I was already aching for her, imagining how the night would unravel once the door closed behind me.

The second I stepped inside and set the flowers and wine down, restraint snapped. I pulled her into my arms, breathing her in, and kissed her like I’d been starved. It was messy and urgent, my mouth claiming hers until we were both breathless and a little unsteady.

When we finally broke apart, she blinked up at me, eyes wide and bright. “Wow,” she said softly. “Somebody’s been lonely.”

I laughed, because there was no point pretending otherwise. “You have no idea. I missed you like hell, baby. I’m just… really glad you’re back.”

She brushed her thumb along my cheek, smiling into my eyes. “I was only gone three days, Dane.”

She didn’t know what those days had done to me. Didn’t know about the moment that snapped everything into focus—when I’d been tempted in a way I never would have turned down before. Her niece, grown and reckless, had shown up uninvited, bold and naked in her intent, trying to pull me into something purely physical. Old me would’ve let it happen without a second thought.

But I hadn’t. I’d stopped it. Sent her away. Walked myself back from the edge, even knowing Josie would never find out. That was the moment it hit me—how much Josie mattered, how deeply she’d gotten under my skin. Wanting her wasn’t just about sex anymore. It was about choosing her, even when no one was watching.

And somehow—miraculously—I kept my hands to myself, even though Josie looked so delicious it was practically cruel. Dinner hadn’t even been touched yet, and already I was starving for her. She wore this sleek black wrap dress that hugged every dangerous curve, tied just tight enough to make me itch to undo it. The heels—those lethal stilettos—changed the way she moved, made her hips sway with slow, knowing confidence. I kept imagining my fingers slipping beneath the fabric, loosening the ties, peeling her open inch by inch until there was nothing left between my mouth and her skin.

At forty-two, she was devastating. Not just beautiful—commanding. The kind of woman who didn’t need to try, who owned every room she walked into. One look at her had my cock jumping like it recognized its home, heat pooling low in my belly, my body betraying just how badly I wanted her. She did this to me effortlessly, just by existing.

And God, the sex. The best I’d ever had. With her, nothing was off the table—no hesitation, no shame, just pure, fearless hunger. She matched me stroke for stroke, appetite for appetite, like we’d been built to meet each other there. I think that was part of what hooked me so deep: neither of us ever had to pretend to want less. We burned at the same temperature. I knew that once the plates were cleared, we’d barely make it to the bedroom before we were tearing at each other like animals.

I could already picture it—afterward, when we were both wrung out and shaking, skin slick and hearts still racing. I’d pull her close, feel her breath slow against my chest, and finally say the things I’d been carrying around for days. Let her see that this wasn’t just about sex anymore, that what I felt ran deeper than lust. I wanted her to know I saw a future—us choosing each other, not just stealing nights here and there. Because lately, a couple of hookups a week felt painfully insufficient.

The truth was, I wanted her everywhere—in my mornings, my plans, my life. Not just naked beneath me, though God knew I wanted that too. She was sharp and curious, funny as hell, the kind of woman you could talk to for hours and still want more. Sexy didn’t even begin to cover it. No wonder I’d fallen so hard. No wonder I was already imagining a life with her.

I’d even caught myself noticing things—like the new row of elegant townhouses going up not far from her school. Close enough to her work, with little yards out front. I could see her there, hands in the dirt, tending a small garden the way she’d once told me she used to with her mom. We could grill on warm evenings, invite people over, do all those ordinary, intimate things couples do when they share a home. The thought of it felt right in a way that surprised me.

Especially now that the mess with her niece—Stella and all that reckless, unwanted chaos—seemed to be behind us. I wanted to move forward. With Josie.

I was grateful when the surf and turf arrived quickly, still hot, the way I’d insisted it be. I’d made it clear to the steakhouse owner that this wasn’t just any order—this was a reunion, and only the best would do for my Josie. We could’ve gone out somewhere fancy, sure. But tonight, I wanted privacy. I wanted the door closed, the world shut out, and the promise of what would come after dinner hanging thick and electric between us.

Because once we were done eating, I fully intended to undress her slowly, thoroughly—and make this reunion unforgettable.

Just the idea of peeling her out of that dress had my body reacting without permission. Desire hit me low and hard, a familiar ache that came from knowing exactly how explosive we were together. Whatever spark lived between us turned into a wildfire the second skin met skin. Nothing else in my life compared to the way it felt when I was deep inside her—when she surrounded me completely, heat and softness and need all wrapped around me. Being with her felt inevitable, like my body had already decided long before my head caught up. She fit me. Everywhere. And that certainty settled deep in my bones.

While she fussed with the roses, trimming stems and sliding them into a vase, I moved in behind her. I pressed my mouth to the delicate curve of her neck, breathed her in, and let my lips linger there just long enough to make her shiver. “Go sit,” I murmured. “Let me take care of you.”

She did, smiling as she watched me plate the food, that knowing glint in her eyes. She leaned forward and brushed a quick kiss against my cheek. “So,” she asked lightly, “what’s the occasion, handsome?”

I kissed her properly then—soft, slow, promising. “Can’t a guy just be happy to have his woman back?” I said. “They’re not wrong about absence. I missed you like hell, Josie.”

Her expression softened. “I missed you too,” she admitted. “There were a few nights I almost called you, just to hear your voice.”

I lifted my brows, playful but honest. “You should’ve. We could’ve made it very worth your while.”

She laughed. “I thought about that. But I figured we’d just end up even more worked up once we hung up.”

“Maybe,” I said, my voice dropping. “But hearing you whisper what you wanted, all the dirty, wicked things you planned to do to me? That might’ve been all I needed.”

Her smile turned slow and hungry. “In that case,” she said, reaching for her fork, “we should probably eat quickly.”

She dug in, clearly as eager as I was to get past the civilized part of the evening. But the food did its job. After her first bite, she let out a low, appreciative sound and slowed down, savoring it. “God, this is amazing,” she said. “Thank you, Dane. Really.”

I cut into my steak, watching her. “I just wanted you to come home and relax,” I told her. “No thinking, no stress. Just… us.”

She reached across the table and squeezed my hand, giving me that crooked smile I was helpless against. “You know,” she said, “for such a big, intimidating man, you’re incredibly sweet.”

Sweet on her didn’t even begin to cover it. And before the night was over, I planned to show her exactly how sweet—and how devastating—I could be.

As good as everything tasted, I couldn’t help regretting the cheesecake waiting in the fridge. Dessert meant more time sitting still, more waiting, when all I wanted was to have her beneath me, breathless and flushed. Then a thought struck, sharp and delicious, and a slow, decidedly wicked grin spread across my face.

Of course the idea that bloomed in my head was wicked as hell.

“Enjoying the cheesecake?” I asked casually.

Josie nodded, her eyes already darkening, her tongue slipping out to wet her lower lip as she held my gaze. She was just as impatient as I was, and we both knew it. “God, yes,” she murmured, her hand drifting to my thigh, fingers pressing higher, deliberately close to where she could feel how hard I was getting for her.

I tapped my leg. “Then come here,” I said quietly. “Have dessert with me.”

She didn’t ask questions. She never did when that tone crept into my voice. Before she could lower herself onto my lap, I caught the ties of her dress and loosened them. The fabric slid down her body in a soft whisper, pooling at her feet, and I had to drag in a sharp breath.

She was devastating.

Black lace barely covered her, sheer and teasing, a bra and thong that left nothing to the imagination, paired with towering heels and thigh-high stockings that hugged her long legs like they were made for her alone. I’ve always had a weakness for stockings, but on her? It was downright lethal.

My cock jumped hard against my boxers, reacting instantly, painfully, as if it recognized home.

“Jesus…” slipped out of me, because my brain had short-circuited. Every filthy thought hit at once—plates swept aside, her spread across the table, my mouth tearing at lace, my hands claiming everything I could reach. I wanted her messy and breathless, wanted to feel her melt under me.

It took real effort not to give in right then.

I pulled her onto my lap instead and kissed her deeply, unhurried, tasting her, letting my hands roam over her curves like I was relearning her body. I smiled against her mouth as I dipped my finger into the cheesecake, coating it thickly. Her eyes widened when she noticed, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

When I brushed the cool, creamy sweetness over her mouth and down her chin, she shuddered, her breathing already uneven. She reached behind her back, unclasped her bra, and let it fall away, offering herself without a word.

I took my time. I traced her nipples with my finger, painting them slowly, watching them tighten as she arched into the touch. Then I dragged my hand down her stomach, circling her navel, savoring the way her muscles tensed in anticipation. My finger slipped beneath the edge of her thong, spreading the cheesecake over her slick heat, leaving her coated and gasping.

That was enough.

I shoved everything off the table, lifted her by the hips, and set her in front of me. I stood and stripped without ceremony, enjoying the way her eyes locked onto me as my cock sprang free, thick and aching, impossible to ignore.

Her hunger mirrored mine.

She had to know—absolutely know—that once my clothes were gone, I wasn’t holding back anymore.

Just the thought of tasting her had me rock solid, my body tight with need, pre-come slicking the tip as I stood there drinking her in. Josie was devastating like this—bare except for that sliver of black lace hugging her hips, her nipples pebbled and aching, a glossy trail of cherry-sweet cream drawing a sinful roadmap down her body. My mouth watered, my pulse thudded, and for a moment I honestly didn’t know where I wanted to begin.

I finally sank back into my chair and pulled her to me, my hands anchoring her close as I claimed her mouth. I kissed her slowly at first, then hungrily, licking around her lips to gather up the sugar and cream before slipping my tongue between them, sharing the taste with her. She gasped softly, melting into me, fingers curling into my hair as if she needed the leverage just to stay upright.

She tasted like dessert and desire, and she smelled even better—warm skin, arousal, that unmistakable invitation that told me how ready she was. The knowledge lit something feral and familiar inside me. Taking my time with her, unraveling her like this, had always been my favorite indulgence.

We kissed until our breathing went ragged, until my chest ached with restraint. When I finally pulled back, I smiled at her, brushing my thumb over her swollen lips before lowering my mouth to her jaw. I kissed along the line of her throat, slow and deliberate, my tongue tracing her collarbone as she shivered beneath me. Inch by intoxicating inch, I worked my way down until my mouth closed over her breasts.

She made the prettiest sound—half gasp, half plea—as I took her into the heat of my mouth, one breast and then the other, my tongue circling her tight peaks, tasting the last of the sweet cream there. I groaned against her skin, savoring the way she trembled, the way her breath hitched into soft, desperate whimpers that told me exactly how close she was getting.

I lingered there on purpose. I teased and tormented, nipping lightly, licking slowly, grazing her with my teeth until her control unraveled. When she threw her head back and cried out, her whole body shuddering against mine, I felt the moment she broke—hard, intense, and completely unguarded.

I knew it from the way she sagged, from the way her nails bit into my shoulders. And I loved it.

But she had no idea how far I planned to take her tonight. This was only the beginning. Before I was done, I intended to have her calling my name again and again, wrung out and boneless before I finally let her sleep.

I knew she wanted me inside her—I could feel that hunger radiating from her—but I was far too intoxicated by the slow exploration of her body to stop now. Not yet.

I tipped her back against the cool surface of the table, enjoying the way her breath hitched at the sudden change. A low, animal sound tore from my chest—half growl, half promise—and it made her laugh, that breathless, delighted sound that always went straight to my cock. I caught the thin strip of her thong between my teeth and dragged it down her hips, over her thighs, slow enough to torture us both before I flung it aside.

Then I just stared.

Christ. Naked. Open. Offered to me without a shred of hesitation. Her chest rose and fell in sharp little gasps, her breasts heavy and flushed, and between her thighs she was already glistening, need spilling from her in a way that made my head go light. She was so wet, so achingly ready, that I had to grit my teeth to keep from spilling myself just from the sight of her spread wide and waiting.

When I finally closed my eyes and let my tongue meet her, the first slow drag across her heat made her body jump. She clenched instantly, a helpless spasm that told me exactly how sensitive she was. The taste—fuck—the sweetness of her mingled with the lingering cream had my senses reeling, like something decadent and forbidden melting on my tongue. It didn’t feel real. She didn’t feel real.

“Oh God… that feels so good,” she breathed, her voice soft and wrecked, as I settled in and feasted.

I took my time, letting my tongue travel from the tight, trembling ring at the back of her to the swollen nub at the top, again and again, unhurried, relentless. I lapped her slowly, greedily, collecting every drop she gave me, groaning low as her flavor flooded my mouth. She tasted like she was made for me—sweet, slick, intoxicating.

“Mmm, fuck,” I murmured against her, unable to help myself. “You’re unbelievable.”

I wanted every bit of her on my tongue, didn’t want to leave a trace behind, especially knowing how soon I was going to bury myself inside her and give her the hard, punishing fuck her body was already begging for.

I spread her with my thumbs and shook my head in open appreciation. She was beautiful there—soft, pink, swollen with desire, her sex open and glistening like an invitation I had no intention of refusing. Perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect.

I pressed my tongue into her, slow and deep, while my thumb found her clit and began to move in tight, deliberate circles. The combination shattered her. She cried out my name, fingers clawing into my hair, her whole body locking up before she started to shake, the tremors rippling all the way down to her toes.

She came hard, her pussy fluttering desperately around my tongue, still quivering when I finally pulled back. I smiled to myself, satisfied with the way she was left boneless and wrecked—orgasm number two claimed, her body still pulsing with aftershocks.

But she had no idea what I had planned.

Even as she struggled to catch her breath, still shuddering beneath my hands, I could tell she had more in her. And the next one—the third—I was already plotting it carefully, savoring the thought of how close I could push her, how I might just make her slide right off the table before the night was through.

I eased two fingers back into her heat, curling them just right while my mouth stayed busy. My tongue teased first—light, deliberate strokes—before I closed my lips around that sensitive little knot and drew it in, suckling gently, relentlessly. I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I worked her with patient devotion until I felt it—the way her body heated from the inside out, the way her slick clenched around my fingers, the way the tremor started deep in her belly and rippled outward until she was shaking hard enough to rattle the table beneath her.

I loved the way she tasted—salt and sweetness, raw and intoxicating—but what undid me completely was watching her unravel. The way her control slipped, the way her face went slack with pleasure, the way she came apart knowing I was the one doing it to her. That I was inside her head as much as inside her body.

And she did the same to me.

She invaded my thoughts when she had no right to. I’d be at work, muscles straining as I hauled cement or lined up bricks, sweat running down my spine—and suddenly there she’d be. Josie, sprawled naked in my mind, legs open, sex shining. I could almost see the wet sheen of her arousal, almost breathe her in. I’d imagine dragging my tongue slowly through her, fucking her with my mouth, taking my time, tasting every drop of that honeyed heat before making her scream my name. Sometimes the image would shift—her nails biting into my back, her breath breaking as I drove into her hard and deep—and I’d be so painfully hard I’d have to stop, just to get control of myself before I did something stupid behind a stack of drywall.

That was how I knew I was done for. If a thought could get me off from halfway across the city, I didn’t stand a chance.

“Fuck, Dane,” she gasped, her voice thin and wrecked, dragging me back to the present. “You keep this up and I’m going to black out.”

Right. Present tense: my mouth between her thighs, her taste on my tongue, her body still shuddering on the kitchen table.

I pulled back just enough to breathe, to grin, and decided it was time for a change of scenery. I wanted space. I wanted leverage. I wanted to really take my time with her.

I laid her out on the bed and straightened, wrapping my hand around my cock. I dragged my thumb through the thick bead of pre-cum at the tip and smeared it slowly over the swollen head, giving myself a few firm strokes. I knew she liked watching—knew how her eyes tracked every movement.

And God, the sight of her nearly ruined me.

She looked shameless. Hungry. Lips parted as she licked them slowly, lashes low over darkened eyes, thighs spread wide and inviting. Her pussy glistened, full and ready, and her breasts rose and fell with each impatient breath, her whole body silently begging to be taken—hard, thoroughly, without mercy.

When she let out that frustrated little growl, sharp and needy, I laughed. She was done waiting.

So I climbed onto the bed and settled between her legs. What kind of man would I be to deny her now?

I wrapped my hand around myself again, guided the thick head to her entrance, and pressed forward just enough to breach her. The moment that slick, tight heat closed around the tip, we both groaned—long and slow, the sound of anticipation finally breaking—right before everything else disappeared.

There was nowhere on earth that ever felt as right as being sheathed inside my Josie. The moment I was there, fully claimed by her heat, everything else faded—noise, time, even my own thoughts—until all that existed was the way her body wrapped around me like it had been made with me in mind.

I dragged just the head of my cock through her slick folds, slow and deliberate, letting her feel the promise without the relief. “Is this what you want?” I murmured, already knowing the answer. The flash of irritation that crossed her face made me laugh under my breath. She didn’t need the question; she needed me to stop teasing and give her exactly what she was aching for.

So I did.

I drove my hips forward and sank into her in one hard, claiming thrust, burying myself to the hilt. Her eyes fluttered shut instantly, her mouth parting on a breathless sound that wasn’t quite a moan, wasn’t quite a sob—pure relief, pure pleasure. Watching that look sweep over her face, knowing I was the one giving her what she’d been craving, made my chest tighten. I never wanted to pull out. Not now. Not ever.

Fuck—there was nothing like it. She was so tight, so perfectly warm, clenching around me like she didn’t want to let go. Being that deep inside the woman I loved felt unreal, like my cock had finally found heaven and had no intention of leaving.

I slid my hands under her, lifting her hips, angling her just right, and then I really started to fuck her—long, deep strokes that grew harder with every roll of my hips. Her breathing turned ragged, soft little sounds spilling from her lips, and I knew I had her right where I wanted her. It wouldn’t be long before she shattered around me. And when she did, I was going to leave her overflowing, marked by how badly I wanted her, for days afterward.

“Fuck,” I groaned, losing myself in the feel of her. “I love being inside you.”

She met my gaze and nodded, a slow, blissed-out smile curving her lips. “Oh God… you feel so good. Even being so big, filling me up like this—it’s perfect.”

She was right. What we had was as close to perfect as it got. We burned for each other, couldn’t get enough, yet outside the bedroom there was something just as intoxicating—hours of talking, laughing, sharing the small details of our days, teasing each other until we ended up tangled on the couch. We’d eat together, half-watch whatever was on TV, and eventually drift back to bed, kissing like the world might end by morning.

Now, though, the pressure was building fast. My balls tightened, that familiar, urgent pull telling me I was right on the edge. I leaned down, took one of her nipples into my mouth, suckling it slowly while my thumb found her clit and began to circle. The reaction was instant—her body clenched around me, her back arching, her head thrown back as she cried out. I braced myself on my fists, thrusting deep, teeth gritted as I growled through it, my cock pulsing hard as I finally let go, spilling myself inside her until I knew there was no way she wouldn’t feel it.

I drove into her a few more times, deep and slow, savoring the sight of her—eyes closed, a satisfied smile on her face as she sighed and came again, her body milking me, coating my cock in her heat and essence.

When I finally eased out of her, I didn’t go far. I drew her against me immediately, needing her warmth, her weight, the soft fit of her body tucked into mine. Our mouths met, slow and unhurried, and I felt her smile bloom against my lips as she kissed me back, tender and sated. Then she curled herself around me, arms and legs clinging tight, holding on like the world might disappear if she loosened her grip.

We lingered that way for a long while, wrapped together in the quiet afterglow, content with nothing more than shared heat and the steady rhythm of each other’s breathing. Eventually her breaths softened, drifting lighter, sleep edging in. I brushed her hair away from her face, kissed her gently, and murmured, “Sleep tight, baby,” before pulling her close again.

Morning came with the sweetest temptation imaginable—Josie’s lush ass pressed snug against my groin, every curve perfectly aligned to remind me exactly where I was. I kissed the back of her neck, slow and deliberate. She stirred, turned her head just enough to catch my eye, and flashed me that wicked, knowing smile. Then she rocked back against me, deliberately, until there was no mistaking the way my body responded.

“Looking for a little morning fun, big guy?” she teased.

My hands slid up to her breasts, palms full and warm, thumbs finding her nipples and gently twisting as I kissed and nipped along her back. She was already breathing heavier, soft sounds spilling from her lips.

“Josie,” I said against her skin, “you know by now—morning, noon, or night, I’m never saying no to you. Why don’t you swing that leg over mine and let me prove it.”

She shivered as she did, anticipation rippling through her. Then her hand slipped between us, wrapping around me, stroking slow and sure. I was already leaking for her, and she laughed softly. “God, you get hard so fast,” she murmured, tightening her grip, dragging her thumb through the slick at the tip and spreading it along my length. My head tipped back as she worked me, unhurried and cruelly perfect.

I gave her ass a squeeze before my fingers found her, hot and ready. “How could I not?” I said. “Waking up with your soft, warm ass tucked right against me? Pretty sure my dick woke up before I did once he realized where he was.”

She laughed again, but it dissolved into a moan when I guided myself to her entrance and began to push in. “Oh… wow,” she breathed. “That is a beautiful way to start the day.”

I kissed her shoulder, inching deeper, savoring the way she opened for me. “And it’s Saturday,” I murmured. “No reason to rush anywhere. I’m thinking we stay right here. Play until we’re exhausted, nap a little, then start all over again.”

“Mmm,” she sighed. “If that’s the plan, I could happily stay tangled up with you all day.”

When I rolled my hips and slid fully into her, she gasped, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Oh god, Dane… you feel so good.”

“So do you,” I murmured, my mouth tracing slow, lazy paths over the elegant slope of her shoulders. My lips lingered, tasted, worshipped. “God, you feel incredible. So snug, so impossibly warm… if I could stay right here forever, sunk deep inside you, I swear I’d leave this world a satisfied man.”

Josie answered me by pressing back against me, a silent demand for more, and the sound that tore out of my chest was pure, helpless need. I wasn’t exaggerating—nothing had ever compared to the way she held me, tight and silken and alive, like my body had been made for this exact place. The promise of the day stretching ahead of us, lazy and overheated and full of each other, sent a rush of happiness through me so intense I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close enough to feel her breath hitch.

Before it tipped us over the edge too fast, she slipped free, just long enough to steal my balance. Suddenly I was on my back, staring up at her as she smiled down at me—wicked, confident, beautiful. She swung her leg over me, straddling my thighs, her hands already guiding me back where I belonged. Slowly, deliberately, she lowered herself, drawing me into that familiar heat until I was seated deep inside her, completely claimed, exactly where I wanted to be.

I caught her by the back of the neck and pulled her down, our mouths colliding. We kissed like we were starving, tongues tangling, breathless sounds swallowed between us as our bodies rocked together. When she finally lifted her head, her gaze held mine—open, shining, undone in the best way—and the truth spilled out of me before I could second-guess it.

“I love you, Josie.”

She didn’t answer right away. Her throat worked, her lashes fluttered, emotion softening her face until I felt it right in my chest. I drew her close, my voice low and steady as I added, “And I want a future with you. A real one.”

Her nod was small but certain, and the relief that flooded me was almost overwhelming. When she finally spoke, her words brushed my neck like a promise. “I want that too.”

Then she pulled back just enough to cradle my face, her thumbs warm against my cheeks. “God help me,” she said softly, “I love you too. I just… sometimes I worry. I’m older. What if one day you regret this? Wish you were with someone closer to your age?”

I answered her the only way that felt honest—by lifting my hips, letting her feel exactly how much she affected me. She laughed, a breathless, delighted sound, and tightened around me in response. I met her eyes. “You’re it for me,” I said. “What I feel isn’t passing. It’s real. As real as anything I’ve ever known.”

That was all it took. She started to move, riding me with purpose, her body rolling and clenching, driving us both higher until we were gasping, calling out each other’s names, the sheets beneath us once again soaked with evidence of how badly we needed this. When it finally broke, it shattered through us together, leaving us trembling and boneless.

We collapsed into each other’s arms, chests heaving, limbs tangled, still floating in the afterglow of a shared release when a sharp sound cut through the haze.

A knock.

We both turned our heads toward the door, wide-eyed, hearts still racing as reality came rushing back in.

I don’t even know what possessed me, but the words slipped out anyway. “Don’t answer it. Whoever it is, they’ll give up and leave.”

Josie shot me a doubtful look, her brows knitting together. “And what if it’s something important?”

She slid out of bed before I could stop her, reaching for her robe and shrugging into it as she headed down the hall. I just lay there for a beat, staring at the ceiling, my gut tightening for no clear reason.

You know that feeling—when unease crawls up your spine without an explanation? Like your instincts are ringing an alarm you don’t yet understand. That was me. Every cell in my body was screaming that whoever was pounding on that door was about to detonate our perfect little bubble.

Then I heard her voice, sharp with surprise. “Stella? What are you doing here so early?”

My stomach dropped straight to my feet. Of course. Of fucking course. Stella never showed up without dragging chaos behind her like a storm cloud.

I yanked on my jeans, shoved my legs through in a hurry, and grabbed my shirt, buttoning it as I stalked toward the living room. Whatever game that little hellcat was playing, I needed to see it with my own eyes.

I reached the doorway just in time to hear her say it—calm, dramatic, like she was delivering the line she’d rehearsed all night.

“Aunt Josie, I didn’t know who else to turn to. And I hate to be the one to tell you this, but I’m pregnant. And Dane’s the father.”

The world tilted.

My eyes went wide, my brain lagging a full second behind the words. What the actual fuck? My heart slammed against my ribs as the pieces refused to fit. The same woman who, just nights ago, had been begging me to knock her up was now standing here claiming it had already happened? That she was carrying my kid?

Jesus Christ. Had she finally snapped completely?

Josie gasped, the sound sharp and wounded, and when she turned to look at me, it felt like someone had driven a blade straight through my chest. Shock flickered first, then hurt—raw and immediate—followed by a disappointment so heavy it nearly buckled her knees. And then came the fury. Cold. Absolute. Directed straight at me.

I’d never seen her look at me like that. Never seen that much revulsion, that much anger in her eyes. She was already condemning me, already convinced I’d betrayed her with her own niece.

I lifted my hands, palms out, desperate to stop the avalanche before it buried us both. “Josie—no. Whatever the hell she’s saying, it’s not true. If she’s pregnant, I swear to you, there is no way in hell that baby is mine.”

Stella’s lips curled into that smug, poisonous smile I’d grown to hate, the one that promised destruction. “Are you really going to stand there and deny you had your cock inside me, Dane?”

I squeezed my eyes shut and shook my head, a bitter laugh scraping out of my chest. The truth was ugly, but it wasn’t what she was selling.

“The only reason any part of me was in you,” I said, forcing the words out, “is because you climbed on top of me while I was half-asleep in my own damn bed.”

But what I couldn’t stop asking myself was why—why today, of all fucking days, did she have to show up and light the fuse again. I’d finally managed to get her off me the other night, pry her fingers away, get her dressed, and shove her back out the door after she’d sweet-talked her way past my concierge with a flash of skin and a crooked smile. I honestly thought that was the end of it. I sure as hell hadn’t seen any reason to poison things by telling Josie what kind of unhinged, horny stunts her niece had been pulling while she was away. I’d convinced myself I was protecting her.

Turns out I was just lying to myself. And standing there now, watching this unfold, I knew I should’ve told her everything from the start.

Stella clasped her hands together like she was about to pray, her face twisted up in practiced anguish. She looked small, fragile, wounded as she turned to her aunt. “While you were gone,” she said softly, “Dane had me at his condo. He seduced me, Aunt Josie.” She sniffed, blinking rapidly. “I didn’t feel like I could say no. I was so overwhelmed, and I just… I let him do what he wanted. Again.”

Something inside me snapped. My teeth clenched so hard my jaw ached, my hands curling into fists at my sides. The rage was sharp, immediate, burning away any restraint I had left. I lifted my arm and pointed straight at her. “You and I both know that’s bullshit,” I said, my voice tight. “The only reason my dick has ever been anywhere near you is because you refuse to leave me the fuck alone. So tell me—what the hell is wrong with you? Why are you so obsessed with me?”

She didn’t even flinch. She nodded, like she was agreeing to some harmless truth, and her mouth curved into something soft and sincere. “I am obsessed,” she admitted calmly. “Because I love you, Dane.” Then her hand slid over her flat stomach, slow and deliberate. “And I want us to raise our baby together. A real family. A mother and a father—like a child deserves.”

Josie sank down onto the couch as if her legs had given out, shock draining the color from her face. She looked shattered. I could barely look at her. Instead, I stared at Stella, at that calculating little smile hovering beneath her tears, and wondered—again—what kind of twisted fantasy she was living in.

I shook my head and turned to Josie, forcing my voice to stay steady. “That’s never going to happen,” I said firmly. “Not now. Not ever. I’m in love with you.” My eyes cut back to Stella. “And we both know that no matter how many times you’ve thrown yourself at me, there has never been anything between us. There never will be. And I’d bet my last dollar you’re no more pregnant than I am.”

Her lower lip started to quiver, and for a split second, I almost bought it. Tears spilled over, sliding down her cheeks, her shoulders shaking. A performance worthy of an award. But I knew better.

Josie finally stood, her voice trembling but resolved. “Dane, I think you should go. I need to talk to my niece. Alone.”

I rolled my eyes, biting back everything I wanted to say. I slipped my feet into my shoes, wrapped my fingers around the doorknob, and paused. Turning back, I met Josie’s eyes one last time. “Josie,” I said quietly, “I swear to you—I have never done anything with your niece. And there is no possible way she could be carrying my child. If she’s even pregnant at all.”

By the time I reached my floor and slid my key into the lock, my chest felt tight with it—hope and dread twisted together. I needed Josie to believe me. Needed it like oxygen. Because if even a sliver of doubt lodged in her mind, everything we’d been building—every quiet plan, every future promise—would rot from the inside out. All because her manipulative little nightmare of a niece had decided she was entitled to me, whether I wanted her or not.

And I absolutely, unequivocally did not.

I don’t get headaches. Maybe once a year, if that. But this one was a monster, a skull-splitting, eye-throbbing bastard that made my pulse feel loud. It almost felt ironic—my head threatening to detonate when Stella was the real pain in my ass. Given the way she’d just tried to blow up my life, my body should’ve been sore in other places entirely.

I swallowed down a couple of aspirin in the bathroom, splashed cold water on my face, and tried to breathe. As I headed back toward the living room, I caught the faint sound of a knock. Soft. Tentative.

For one stupid second, my heart lifted. I pictured Josie on the other side, telling me she knew the truth, that she trusted me, that we were still us.

I should’ve known better.

When I opened the door, there she was. Stella. Standing in my hallway like she belonged there, shoulders drawn in, nerves etched into her face. She looked smaller somehow, unsure. Vulnerable. It would’ve been convincing—if I didn’t know her.

“Can I come in?” she asked, worrying her bottom lip between her teeth.

Every instinct in me slammed the brakes. Every time she’d crossed my threshold before, it had turned into some twisted attempt to drag me into her fantasies. I was in no mood for games. Not tonight.

“No,” I said flatly. “Whatever you’ve got to say, you can say it right here.”

Her eyes flicked down the hallway, then back to me. She stepped closer, lowering her voice. “It’s… personal. I don’t want to talk about it out here. And I swear—no bullshit this time. I just need a minute.”

I studied her, suspicion hardening in my gut. Then, against my better judgment, I stepped aside. “One minute,” I warned, letting her pass.

Inside, she didn’t move far. Just stood there, hands twisting together, staring at the floor like it held the answers she couldn’t find. The silence stretched, thick and uncomfortable, until it scraped my nerves raw.

Finally, she spoke. Soft. Almost fragile. “I’m sorry. For all of it. For the mess I’ve caused you.”

I didn’t soften. Didn’t let myself. “You should be.”

She lifted her gaze then, and something in her eyes shifted. The act dropped—or maybe this time, it wasn’t an act at all. When she spoke again, her voice was steady, stripped bare.

“But I really am pregnant.”

The words hit like a punch to the gut.

“Fuck,” I breathed. Then, instantly, firmly, “But it’s not mine. We both know that.”

She nodded. No hesitation. “No. It’s not yours.” A faint, almost sad smile curved her mouth. “Because we never actually slept together. No matter how much I wanted to pretend otherwise.”

I exhaled, slow and heavy. She was right. God knew she’d tried.

“So,” I said at last, bracing myself. “Then who’s the father?”

She snorted softly and rolled her eyes, her mouth twisting like the taste had gone sour. “Some idiot I met at a party a couple months ago. Total cliché—leather jacket, bad-boy swagger, the kind of guy I’ve always been stupid enough to fall for.” Her voice hardened, but there was something raw underneath it. “He knew exactly what to say. We drank together, flirted, laughed. And then… I don’t know. The last drink he handed me tasted off, and after that everything goes blurry.”

She swallowed, fingers curling tight against her palm. “Next thing I knew, I was waking up naked. He was already dressed, standing over me, laughing while he pulled on his jacket. He actually called me a slut and told me he’d see me around.” Her jaw clenched. “A few weeks later, when I figured out I was pregnant, I asked around. Turns out he’s a professional freeloader—never held a job, lives for parties. He’s already got kids he doesn’t even acknowledge. So there was no way I was going to tell him about the baby.”

I stared at her, the weight of it settling into my chest. “So why drag me into this mess?”

Color finally crept into her cheeks. Real embarrassment—something I’d never seen on her before. “When I went to lunch at your mom’s that Sunday… and you walked in…” She shook her head. “I couldn’t believe how good-looking you were. And then your sister started going on about your job, how well you do for yourself, how you own your own place.” She let out a shaky breath. “I panicked. I thought… if I could just get you to want me, I could tell you the baby was yours.”

Everything clicked into place with a dull thud. Her relentless flirting. The way she’d pushed herself on me. Even crawling into my bed while I slept, desperate enough to try anything. It all made sick sense now.

As angry as I was, a knot of pity tightened in my gut when she started talking about her family. “You don’t get it, Dane,” she said quietly. “My parents are hardcore. My dad’s made it clear—if any of us brings shame on the family, we’re done. Kicked out. Cut off. No second chances.” Her voice trembled. “There’s no way he’d ever accept me having a baby on my own. I didn’t have a choice. I had to fix it somehow.”

I exhaled slowly. “Does your Aunt Josie know any of this?”

She shook her head, worry flashing across her face again. The shift in her energy made my skin prickle. 

“No,” she said. “Because…” She hesitated, chewing on her lip.

“Because what?” I pressed.

She blurted it out like ripping off a bandage. “Because now that you know the truth, I was hoping you’d agree to marry me.”

“What?” The word barely made it past my teeth.

“Just temporarily,” she rushed on, hands lifting in a frantic gesture. “Only until the baby’s born. Then we could say it didn’t work out. The kid wouldn’t be born without a father, and I’d even sign papers saying the baby isn’t yours. No child support. Nothing. Once we split, you’d be completely free.”

She looked at me like her entire future was balanced on my answer, eyes wide and pleading, the air between us thick with desperation and consequences.

Fuck—my temples throbbed like someone was pounding nails into my skull. The whole thing made me want to sit down and breathe through it. But now that the truth was out in the open, now that I could see the panic and calculation behind her choices, I couldn’t stay furious. Not really. The bizarre stunts, the crossed lines, the way she’d tried to wedge herself into my life—it all screamed desperation more than malice. I felt a reluctant tug of sympathy tighten in my chest.

Still, that sympathy had limits.

I wasn’t about to do something unhinged like marry her. Not as a favor. Not as a lie. Not even “just until the baby came.” The very idea made my stomach twist.

Especially when my thoughts kept drifting—uninvited but persistent—to Josie. To the woman I actually wanted. I’d already decided that once this mess stopped smoldering, once the air cleared, I was going to ask her if she’d marry me. Assuming, of course, she was still willing to look at me after this latest disaster detonated between us.

I opened the door, needing physical space before the conversation suffocated me. “I’m sorry, Stella,” I said, keeping my voice firm even though my head was still buzzing. “That’s not happening. Not now. Not ever.” I paused, choosing honesty over comfort. “You need to tell your family the truth. All of it. It’s going to be ugly at first, yeah—but I think once the shock wears off, they’ll show up for you. And for your baby.”

She gave a small, uncertain shrug, her mouth pulling into something sad and tired. “I hope you’re right.” Then, softer, almost wistful, “I figured I had to try. Just in case.” She looked at me for a long moment. “My aunt’s lucky, you know. Josie. A guy like you doesn’t come around often.” A faint smile. “You’re one of the good ones, Dane.”

After she left, the apartment felt too quiet. And as the silence settled, something else surfaced—irritation, sharp and persistent. I’d forgiven Stella, more or less. Understanding her motives dulled the edge of what she’d done. But Josie? I couldn’t ignore the sting there. From the moment we’d crossed that line together, she’d been the only woman I wanted. I’d never even flirted with the idea of stepping out—despite temptation being shoved practically into my bed.

And yet she’d listened to lies. She’d doubted me without letting me explain.

I told myself it made sense. Stella was her niece. Blood had weight. Protectiveness came naturally. I could understand it, even if it pissed me off.

By the time I crawled into bed, my headache still hadn’t loosened its grip. I stared at the ceiling, then finally shut my eyes, hoping sleep would scrub my thoughts clean. I decided I’d talk to Josie tomorrow—after cooler heads, after some distance, after we’d both had time to breathe.

I didn’t expect her to be the one who reached out.

So when my phone rang the next morning, just after I got back from my run, sweat still cooling on my skin, and I saw her name on the screen, it caught me off guard. I answered with a simple, careful hello, my pulse ticking up as I waited to hear what she was going to say.

She was quiet for a few seconds, long enough that I could hear her breathing on the other end of the line. Then she let it out slowly, like she’d been carrying the weight of it in her chest.

“When you showed up that night,” she said at last, her voice softer now, stripped of its edge, “all dressed up, flowers in your hands, wine, that incredible dinner you’d ordered… I wondered if you were trying to make up for something. It felt almost too perfect. So when Stella came to me saying she was pregnant and that you were the father, a part of me thought—” She paused, swallowing. “I thought maybe that’s why you’d gone to all that trouble. Guilt.”

My jaw tightened even though she couldn’t see it.

“But then,” she went on, more sure of herself now, “things just didn’t add up. Even before she admitted the truth. She’d already told me she only met you a few weeks ago at your mom’s place, when she had lunch with your cousin. And suddenly she wanted me to believe you’d been sleeping with her for months behind my back?” A quiet, humorless huff escaped her. “And when I asked her point‑blank if the baby was yours, she couldn’t even look at me.”

I could picture it too clearly—Stella’s eyes sliding away, the hesitation.

“I work with kids all day, Dane,” Josie continued. “Kids who lie like it’s an art form. You learn to recognize it—the little tells, the inconsistencies. It didn’t take long for me to know she was making it all up. Still…” Her voice dipped. “I should have trusted you. I should have believed you from the start. And I’m so sorry I didn’t.”

My chest loosened at those words.

“I just… I needed you to know that. And I was hoping—” Her breath caught, nerves sneaking back in. “I was hoping maybe we could find our way back to where we were. Before all of this. If you even still want that. If you even still want me.”

The truth was, I didn’t stand a chance against her. Not when she sounded like that. Not when it was her niece who’d thrown the grenade between us, not Josie herself.

“We’re good,” I said gently. “Really. I’m just glad it’s done.”

I leaned back against the couch, the tension draining out of me as something warmer, darker slid into its place. I lowered my voice, letting it turn intimate, deliberate. “So…”

I let the silence stretch just long enough.

“What are you wearing?”

“What am I—” she echoed, clearly thrown for half a second. Then she laughed, that familiar laugh that always did things to me, the realization settling in. “Oh. I see.”

I imagined her glancing down at herself, at that old, soft baseball shirt she loved to sleep in, stretched thin and faded from too many washes. I heard the faint rustle as she pulled it up and over her head, the sound alone making my pulse jump.

“Right now,” she whispered, playful and slow, “I’m not wearing anything at all.”

“Jesus,” I breathed, fumbling with my jeans, my cock already thickening fast. “Fuck me…”

The zipper finally gave, my hand wrapping around myself as I closed my eyes, picturing her skin, bare and warm. “Tell me,” I said, my voice rough now, “are your nipples hard?”

A soft, pleased hum answered me. “Mm. Yes, Dane. So hard.”

That was all it took. I groaned, my grip tightening. “Touch them for me. Pull on them. Twist them,” I urged, heat pouring into every word. “Twist them hard, baby.”

Josie’s smile stretched wide as she set the phone down and switched it to speaker, freeing her hands. The air felt charged now, alive. A low, needy sound slipped from her throat as her palms closed over her breasts, fingers kneading before pinching down on her nipples. She rolled them between her fingertips, deliberately rough, and the sharp spark of sensation tore a breathy gasp from her lips, the ache shooting straight through her belly and settling hot and heavy between her thighs.

I was still stunned that this was actually happening. I let myself fall back against the couch, bare skin hitting the cushions, and dragged my hand down my stomach to my cock. It was already thickening fast, pulsing with every sound she made. God—this was unreal. My pulse thundered as I pictured her exactly like this, naked and flushed, fingers working those lush breasts I knew so well.

My grip closed around myself, and I groaned at how solid I felt, how quickly desire had taken over. Just the thought of her alone in her bedroom, touching herself because of me, was enough to push me to the edge of losing control. Every dirty image I’d ever had of her crowded my head at once.

Her voice floated through the phone, low and husky, wrapped in want. “I wish it was you here,” she breathed. “Your hands on me… pulling at my nipples, your mouth on them, licking and teasing.”

“Tell me,” I said, my voice rough as my hand moved, slower now, firmer. “Where do you want me most? Where do you need me to touch you?”

She didn’t hesitate. “Everywhere,” she whispered. “My chest, my legs, my ass… but especially between my legs. God, Dane, I need your hands. I need your mouth on me, all of me.”

A sharp curse left me as I squeezed harder, my rhythm faltering. Heat pooled low in my gut, my balls tight and aching. “Do it for me,” I told her. “Touch yourself. Slide your fingers down there and tell me what you feel. I want to hear how wet you are. Don’t leave anything out.”

A soft, broken sound answered me, followed by her words, slow and blissed-out. “It feels incredible,” she murmured. I could hear the shift of fabric, the slide of skin on skin. “I’m so wet for you.” Her breath hitched as she pushed a finger inside herself. “I’m soaked, Dane. You’ve got me dripping. God… it feels so good.”

I pumped my hand faster now, sweat prickling along my spine, my whole body strung tight. I had never felt this hard, this close, just from her voice and her need. “I should be there,” I groaned. “I should be on my knees, tasting you. I’d drag my tongue over your nipples, suck them into my mouth, bite just enough to make you gasp. Can you feel it? That little sting?”

Her reply came on a shaky breath. “Yes… yes, I can feel it.” She sounded wrecked, undone. “They’re buzzing, Dane. The heat’s everywhere—down my chest, into my belly. I’m burning up for you. You’re doing this to me.”

“And now I’m on my knees for you, Josie,” I breathed, letting my voice drop into something slow and sinful. “My mouth is tracing its way down your body, over your stomach, taking my time until my tongue finds you. I’m parting you with it, sinking it into that heat, pushing deep, working you until you’re gasping. I’m eating you like I’m starving, baby. You taste unreal—sweet and addictive. Tell me you feel it. Tell me how good it is to have my mouth right there.”

“Oh—oh God,” she whimpered, her voice shaking. “It feels too good. I think I’m going to come. Just hearing you, the way you’re talking to me… it’s already doing it. I’m burning up, I’m soaked, and I swear you have to hear how wet I am through the phone. I wish it really was your tongue inside me, making me lose it. I can almost feel it—pushing in, fucking me, over and over. Dane, I’m so close.”

Her moans spilled out louder now, broken and needy, and I could hear the rhythm change as she slid two fingers deep inside herself, driving them harder, faster. She threw her head back, yanking at her nipple, her breath turning ragged as her body started to tremble, control slipping away by the second.

Then she was whimpering for real, that raw, helpless sound that told me she was coming apart completely.

I was stroking myself without mercy, my fist slick, precum smeared down the length of me, all the way to my balls. My jaw locked, eyes squeezed shut as I pictured her—open, wet, shaking, smelling like pure temptation. Heat poured off me, sweat gathering everywhere, and I knew, with absolute certainty, that nothing had ever felt this intense in my life. Dragging my arm across my forehead, I groaned into the phone, “That’s my tongue, baby. That’s me between your legs. And you can feel how hard I am for you, can’t you? Feel me in your hand, squeezing me, jerking me off. It’s so fucking good I’m about to come all over your fingers.”

“Ahhh—yes,” she gasped, breaths coming fast and shallow, and I could practically see her hand moving between her thighs, fingers pumping in and out of her slick heat. “God, it feels amazing. But I need you, Dane. I need you inside me. I need it so bad right now.”

“Don’t stop,” I told her, my voice rough. “Come for me, Josie. Let go. I want to hear it—say my name when you do.”

My heart was hammering so hard it drowned out everything else. I glanced around my bedroom, spotted a pair of black sweats draped over a chair, and moved on instinct. I tossed the phone onto the couch and hurried into them, still rock hard, still shaking. When I looked down, I let out a breathless laugh—my erection straining obscenely against the fabric. I could only hope I didn’t run into anyone in the hallway, because there was no hiding the fact that I was completely, hopelessly undone.

I crossed the distance to her door in just a handful of strides, my pulse thundering, the phone still pressed to my ear. My voice dropped, thick and rough with need. “Josie… are you telling me you need me to fuck you? Is that what you’re asking for?”

Her answer came in a broken rush of breath. “Yes. God, yes. Dane, don’t stop now. Don’t leave me like this. I need you so bad I can barely breathe. Please… I’m begging you.”

A slow, wicked smile curved my mouth, heat and affection tangling in my chest. “You want me that badly,” I teased, then let the words fall, reckless and true, “that you’d marry me?”

The line went utterly silent.

The quiet stretched, heavy and terrifying. I dragged my hand down my face, suddenly wondering if I’d lost my damn mind. Maybe proposing in the middle of filthy phone sex wasn’t exactly textbook romance.

Then her voice came back, barely more than a whisper. “Did you just say… you want to marry me?”

Relief flooded me so hard my knees almost gave. Just hearing her breathe again grounded me. “Yes,” I said softly. “Yes, Josie. I want you. I’m crazy about you, and I want you to be mine. All of you. So… what do you say?”

“Oh, Dane…” Her voice cracked, emotion bleeding through every syllable. I could hear tears in it now. “I wish you were here with me.”

My lips brushed the words into the phone. “Then open the door.”

The moment it swung open, my breath caught. She stood there naked, vulnerable and stunning, swiping at the tears on her cheeks. Her skin was flushed pink with arousal, her body still trembling, and God, she looked perfect like that—soft, open, real. She smiled at me, watery and beautiful, then rose onto her toes and wrapped herself around my neck, kissing me like she’d been holding it in forever.

“I love you too, Dane,” she whispered against my mouth. “And I would love to marry you.”

Hearing her say it shattered something open inside me. I’d never felt so full, so sure, so relieved in my life. I wanted to shout, to pound my chest like an idiot in victory—but instead, with her naked in the doorway and desire written all over her, I scooped her up. I kicked the door shut behind us and kissed her all the way down the hall, my mouth claiming hers like I’d earned it.

In her bedroom, I laid her back on the bed, spreading her thighs and taking my time drinking her in. Her pussy gleamed, swollen and slick, begging. I groaned, shaking my head as I slid my fingers through her wetness. “Jesus, baby… you are drenched.”

She laughed softly, eyes dark and shining, and reached out to press her hand over my sweatpants, palming my hard-on with a curious little poke. “And you,” she said, giggling, “are really hard.”

I chuckled, my smile tight with need. “No surprise there. You were right—phone sex is fun.” I leaned down, my voice low and urgent. “But I’m damn glad you’re just down the hallway, because I need to be inside you so bad right now I can barely think straight.”

She opened her arms and drew me down to her, hunger and tenderness tangled in the same breath. Our mouths met, slow and searching, and I guided myself between her thighs, easing the thick heat of me against her slick entrance. I pushed in inch by delicious inch, just enough to steal that helpless sound from her throat. She moaned into my mouth as we sealed together, bodies fitting so perfectly it felt inevitable, like this was the way we were always meant to align. I loved that sound—loved the way she melted when I was buried inside her, the way she clutched at me as if she might never let go. Especially now. Especially knowing she’d said yes, knowing this wasn’t just desire binding us, but a future.

We moved slowly, unhurried, savoring each roll of hips and quiet gasp. I took my time loving her, stretching the moment until time itself seemed to soften around us. By the time we finally broke apart, more than an hour later, we were both shaking, spent and glowing, our climaxes still echoing through us, toes curled, hearts pounding in the same rhythm.

I pulled her close, tucking her against my chest, my fingers brushing her hair back from her face. I kissed the tip of her nose, smiling at the faint, satisfied curve of her mouth. But beneath it, I caught a flicker of uncertainty in her eyes.

She studied me for a long moment before she spoke. “I just need to know,” she said quietly. “That you’re sure. I don’t ever want you to wake up one day and resent me. I don’t want you to feel like you gave up a family… or someone your own age.” She swallowed. “You know we probably won’t ever have children.”

“Children?” I stared at her, honestly startled. “You think that’s what I’m worried about?”

She nodded, her brow creasing. “I don’t want you wishing later that you’d had kids of your own. I’m almost forty-two, Dane. I don’t even know if I could get pregnant anymore.”

Instead of answering right away, I smiled and asked, “Have I ever told you about my Aunt Marie?”

She blinked. “No. I don’t think you have.”

“Well,” I said, chuckling, “she and my uncle have twelve kids.”

Her eyes widened dramatically. “Twelve? Oh my God. That’s… that’s a small army.”

I laughed, loving the look on her face. “Exactly. And because they’re all way younger than my sister and me, guess who got drafted as full-time babysitters every time my aunt and uncle needed a breather?” I shook my head. “Which was often. By the time the youngest was out of diapers and the food fights finally stopped, and the house wasn’t constantly echoing with screaming and chaos, I swore I was done. Forever.”

I brushed my thumb along her arm. “I like babies. They’re cute. But I also really like being able to give them back—especially when they start leaking from places they shouldn’t and smelling a little questionable. So believe me, I’ve never had some secret dream of fatherhood. I don’t want kids. I want you.” I shrugged lightly. “Just us. And if you ever feel like it, maybe we can help Stella out once in a while with her baby. I’m sure she’d appreciate the break, especially if she’s doing it on her own.”

She lifted her hand and tipped my chin up, her gaze softening until it felt like it wrapped around me. She kissed me—slow, deep, full of feeling—and when she pulled back, her eyes were warm and shining.

“This,” she murmured, “is exactly why I love you. For all that strength and confidence, you’ve got the softest heart in there.” She smiled, brushing her thumb over my chest. “A heart of gold.”

As long as she kept saying she loved me, nothing else really mattered. That was the truth I kept circling back to, the steady thrum under everything else. I was gone for her—completely, recklessly in love—and I wasn’t trying to fight it.

I reached for my phone and pulled up the photo I’d been saving, the one I’d looked at more times than I cared to admit. Turning the screen toward her, I said casually, “So… what do you think? Pretty nice, right?”

She studied the image, her brow softening, her mouth curving into a slow smile. “It’s beautiful,” she said. “Whose place is that?”

I couldn’t help the grin that spread across my face. “It could be ours. If you want it.” I tapped the screen. “I was looking at the end unit for us. No neighbors on one side, and it’s got a big backyard and a side yard too. Plenty of space for you to get your hands dirty, grow whatever you want.”

Her eyes shimmered as she lifted them to mine, emotion pooling there. “I can’t believe you remembered that,” she whispered. “That I used to garden with my mom.”

“Of course I remembered.” I brushed my thumb along her cheek. “I actually listen when you talk, Josie. And once we’re married, I figured it’d be nice to have a little more room.” My mouth tilted into something far less innocent. “More rooms means more places for me to take my time with you. Everywhere. From the master bedroom all the way down to the finished basement.”

She caught her bottom lip between her teeth, trying—and failing—not to smile. “Are we really doing this?” she asked softly.

“We are.” I shifted us so she was straddling me, my arms coming around her, holding her close, her body fitting against mine like it always had. “And I think today we should go find you an engagement ring. The kind that makes it real. Official.”

She melted into me, her head tucking into the curve of my neck, her breath warm against my skin. “I’ve got a feeling,” she murmured, “that I’m really going to love being married to you, Dane.”

I squeezed her ass, slow and possessive, my palm molding to her, a surge of satisfaction rolling through me at how right this all felt—after everything we’d weathered to get here. Having her draped over me, soft and warm and mine, it didn’t take long for my body to respond all over again. I slid my hands down, parted her thighs, and met her gaze as I pressed into her, filling her inch by inch until she was holding me tight.

“This,” I whispered against her mouth, “this is our life now. No more sleeping apart. Ever.”

There didn’t seem to be any reason to wait. Two weeks later, we were married.

It was small and intimate—just family and a handful of close friends—and even Stella looked genuinely happy for us. But when Josie appeared at the end of that aisle, wearing a knee‑length white dress that floated around her like something out of a dream, I swear my heart nearly stopped. She looked impossibly beautiful, radiant and sensual and so damn sure, and I couldn’t believe a woman like her was choosing me.

The second we said our vows, I was grinning so hard people laughed. I didn’t even wait for the priest to clear his throat—I wrapped her up in my arms and kissed her like I’d been starving, like she was already my wife in every way that mattered.

A dream come true didn’t even begin to cover it. Standing there with her, knowing she was mine and I was hers, I felt like the luckiest bastard alive.

I honestly thought I’d already won the jackpot—an unbelievably beautiful wife who still looked at me like she couldn’t wait to get her hands on me, a home that felt solid and ours in every sense of the word, and a yard that had exploded into color under Josie’s patient, loving care. Every bloom felt like proof that our life together was thriving.

But our first anniversary rewrote my understanding of what “having it all” really meant.

I stood at the foot of her bed, barely breathing, my chest so tight with love it almost hurt. Josie was propped against the pillows, her hair loose and glowing in the soft light, her smile slow and exhausted and radiant all at once. In her arms were our twins—six perfect pounds each, warm and alive and utterly ours. Michael, our son, named for my father, with his tiny clenched fists and serious little mouth. Sophia, our daughter, named for Josie’s mom, delicate and beautiful, her lashes already unfairly long.

They were flawless. Both of them. All three of them.

I’d always claimed I didn’t need kids, that my life was already full. And maybe I believed that once. But standing there, watching Josie cradle them with such instinctive tenderness, feeling something ancient and overwhelming settle into my bones, I knew I’d never been more wrong. These two tiny miracles unlocked a depth of awe and gratitude I didn’t have language for.

And the funny thing was, I wasn’t even worried. Between the years I’d spent helping raise my Aunt Marie’s army of babies, I knew exactly what I was doing. Josie would rest, heal, let herself be adored—I’d handle the rest without complaint.

I didn’t think a man could feel more blessed than I did in that moment. I’d gotten the woman—the one who still made my pulse race just by smiling at me—and now I had this… this perfect, fragile, impossible family.

Life even smoothed out around the edges in ways I hadn’t expected. Stella ended up marrying her high school sweetheart after all, the guy showing up and doing right by her once he learned she was pregnant. A few months ago, she had a baby girl—Starr—and now, somehow, she was already expecting again.

Turns out the women in that family weren’t just passionately hungry for life in every sense of the word—they were impressively fertile, too.

I blinked hard, brushing the wetness from my eyes as Josie lifted her gaze to mine, her expression soft and knowing, a baby tucked into each arm. She looked content. Complete. So damn beautiful it almost undid me.

It still amazed me that what started as a reckless, delicious little fling with my stunning neighbor had turned into the greatest truth of my life. If I hadn’t taken that chance, hadn’t held on through the strange parts and the hard ones, I wouldn’t be standing here now—overwhelmed, grateful, staring down at everything I never believed I deserved.

Maybe that’s all it really takes. You stay. You fight through the awkward, the messy, the unbelievable. You choose each other again and again. And one day, you look up and realize you’ve come out the other side—closer, fuller, and more in love than you ever imagined possible.


Double Take

Cal walking out on me—running off with some digital fantasy he’d met online—had left me standing in the wreckage of a life I thought was settled. Now the house had to go, and I had to figure out who I was without a husband, without the familiar weight of a man beside me at night. I was learning, awkwardly, how to exist alone again. How to quiet my body when it ached for touch. How to make myself come when there was no one else there to do it for me.

He hadn’t always been like that. Toward the end, yes—distant, distracted, his hands rarely finding me—but before that, Cal had been insatiable. A man who used to look at me like hunger itself, who fucked me with an appetite that left me deliciously sore and smiling. Looking back, I should have known something was wrong when that fire went out, when weeks passed without him touching me, when his desire seemed to evaporate overnight. Our sex life had been spectacular, right up until it wasn’t. Right up until he found someone new.

There was no sense torturing myself over it now. Whatever we’d had was over. He’d made that painfully clear when he told me I could keep the house, as if he were doing me a favor. Generous of him—considering I’d been the one who paid for it. Now I was left managing all the repairs he’d ignored for years, fixing up the place so I could put it on the market and finally close that chapter of my life.

Money wasn’t the issue. Between my investments and the inheritance my grandparents had left me, I was more than comfortable. But the house was big—too big for one woman rattling around inside it alone. As much as I loved it, I didn’t need all this space anymore. I needed something simpler. Something that didn’t echo with memories.

After a long morning hunched over my laptop, reviewing portfolios—my clients’ and my own—I felt cross‑eyed and restless. Working from home had its perks, but by noon I was craving air, water, sensation. I peeled off my clothes and slid into my tiniest bikini, a barely-there scrap of white fabric dotted with red, more suggestion than coverage. I pulled my long red hair back into a ponytail, already imagining the cool shock of the pool against my overheated skin.

The moment I opened the back door, the heat slammed into me—thick, oppressive, stealing my breath. August was relentless, the kind of day where the air clung to your body like a damp hand. I was seconds away from heading straight for the water when the doorbell rang.

I groaned softly, rolling my eyes. Of course. I’d hired a couple of guys—recommended, reliable—to start work on the patio and driveway, just another step toward making the place presentable for sale. The house itself was spacious, four generous bedrooms and a wide yard, built for the family Cal and I had once planned. Built for a future that never arrived.

That was the ache that lingered the most. Nearly thirty-six, alone, no man in my bed, no child on the horizon. Standing there in my skimpy bikini, heat pressing in on me from all sides, I felt the sharp, quiet fear that some dreams don’t wait forever—and that mine might already be slipping away.

The moment I swung the front door open, my brain short‑circuited.

Standing on my porch were two men who looked like they’d been carved from the same wicked fantasy, tall and thick through the shoulders, all hard muscle and easy confidence. Their black tank tops clung to broad chests darkened by the sun, jeans riding low on narrow hips, the fabric stretched obscenely tight where it mattered. Thick, dark hair framed faces that were unfairly handsome, all sharp jaws and full mouths curved into matching, unapologetic grins.

For a heartbeat, I forgot how to breathe.

Heat unfurled low in my belly, fast and traitorous, my body reacting long before my common sense could catch up. If I were the kind of woman who indulged in reckless fantasies—and God help me, in that moment I absolutely was—I could already picture exactly how much trouble two men like this could cause. Judging by the slow, needy clench between my thighs, my pussy was more than willing to explore the idea.

It had been months—too many months—since I’d had a man touch me. Even before Cal walked out, it had felt like a drought. Still, no matter how obscene the thoughts flickering through my mind, I knew better than to tangle myself up with the hired help. Tempting or not, that way lay chaos.

My gaze betrayed me anyway, slipping lower before I could stop it, catching the unmistakable outline pressing against denim on both of them. I swallowed, forcing myself to remember why they were here. Patio. Driveway. Concrete and stone—not sex and sweat.

The one with slightly longer hair stepped forward, confidence rolling off him in waves. He reached for my hand, his eyes taking their time as they traced me from my ponytail down over my bare shoulders, the skimpy bikini barely containing me, all the way to my red heels. My pulse spiked the second his fingers closed around mine—warm, strong, unapologetically firm.

“I’m Adrian,” he said, his grin pure sin. “And this is Luis. We’re here to take care of your pool surround and driveway.”

I nodded, aware that he was still holding my hand, aware of everything—his touch, his scent, the way his gaze lingered like he was already undressing me. It took real effort to tug my hand free. When I spoke, my voice came out softer than I intended, breathier.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Ginger.” I gestured toward the backyard, my fingers trembling just a little. “If you’ll come with me, I’ll show you what needs to be done.”

I turned and led the way, blissfully unaware of the exchanged looks behind me—the elbow in the ribs, the shared smirk—as their eyes followed the sway of my hips. Unaware of how the thin strip of my bikini disappeared between my cheeks, leaving very little to the imagination.

Maybe that was for the best.

Because if I’d known just how interested they already were, I might not have been able to stop myself. Not with how long it had been since I’d been touched, not with how much overtime my vibrator had been putting in. I could feel it already—the ache, the craving for something real.

And something told me that if I ever did give in, those two would know exactly how to tune me up just right.

The moment we stepped out into the brutal glare of the noon sun, the heat wrapped around us like a living thing. I led them along the edge of the pool, gesturing to the spiderweb of small fractures in the concrete, the crumbling seams of mortar, the flagstones that had settled unevenly over time. I pointed out the patio where age had dulled the surface and stubborn weeds had begun claiming the cracks as their own, then traced the length of the driveway where the poured concrete had started to look tired and neglected after years of weather and wear.

Luis—his hair cropped just enough shorter to be my only reliable way of telling him apart from his friend—took it all in with a thoughtful nod. “Got it,” he said finally. “I’ll head out and grab what we need. Shouldn’t be long.”

When he disappeared around the side of the house, the space felt suddenly more intimate, the air thicker somehow. I turned to Adrian, acutely aware of how alone we were. “I was about to cool off with a swim,” I said, trying for casual and probably failing. “You don’t mind if I take a dip while you get started, do you?”

His gaze lingered on me—far too long, far too deliberate—before slowly lifting from my breasts to meet my eyes. That smile again, devastating and unapologetic. “Not at all,” he said. “As long as you don’t mind me ditching the jeans. It’s way too hot to work like this.”

When he started stripping, my body reacted before my brain could catch up. Desire slammed through me, sharp and dizzying. He shrugged out of his shirt, and I swear my knees nearly buckled. Broad shoulders, a powerful chest dusted with dark hair that tapered down his torso, every muscle carved and defined like he’d been sculpted for sin. And lower—God—there it was, that thick, arrogant swell pressing against his black shorts, impossible to ignore.

Two of them. Two outrageously beautiful, young, dangerous men. I felt almost drunk on it.

As he tugged off his jeans and folded them with infuriating calm, my imagination betrayed me, tracing the lines of his body as if my tongue were mapping every ridge and plane—over his pecs, across his hard stomach, down to where his shorts clung shamelessly to the unmistakable outline of a long, already half-interested cock. My breath hitched, and I had to fight not to make a sound.

He caught the look on my face and smirked, like he knew exactly where my thoughts had gone. Like he knew how badly I wanted to know what that heat would feel like under my hands… or inside my mouth… or buried deep where I ached most. He set his clothes on a nearby lounge chair, unhurried, confident, and entirely too aware of his effect on me.

Then his eyes flicked toward the house, grounding me back in reality as he asked, “So… you live here alone?”

It took me a second to remember how to speak. “Yes,” I said finally. “Just me now. My ex and I split up a few months ago.”

His gaze slid over me again, slow and assessing, and that smile returned—predatory this time, sharp and knowing. Like a fox eyeing an unguarded henhouse. As if he could sense the absence in my life, the hunger I’d been trying so hard to ignore… and just how ready I was to be devoured.

Somehow—barely—I wrenched my gaze away from him. My lungs finally remembered how to work and I let out an unsteady breath, turning toward the patio table. I grabbed the sunscreen and squeezed a generous amount into my palm, telling myself to focus on something practical, something harmless. With my pale skin and freckles, the sun had always been a ruthless enemy. Burning was not an option.

I smoothed the lotion over myself slowly, deliberately, lingering as I coated my chest and stomach, the slick coolness a sharp contrast to the heat pooling between my thighs. When I’d finished my front, I twisted awkwardly, reaching behind me, fingers straining to cover what I couldn’t quite reach.

The bottle vanished from my hand.

I startled with a small cry, every nerve ending igniting at once. A second later, warmth pressed in close behind me, and Adrian’s voice—low, unhurried, devastating—brushed the shell of my ear.

“Let me.”

The word sank into me like a promise.

His hands—large, sure, impossibly confident—settled at the nape of my neck, slick with lotion. He didn’t rush. He worked it in slowly, thumbs circling, easing tension I hadn’t realized I was holding. Pleasure rippled through me so sharply I had to brace myself, my toes curling as I fought the urge to melt back against him and beg.

He moved with maddening patience, palms gliding down my spine, spreading heat and slickness in their wake. When his hands swept outward, tracing my waist, his fingers brushed the sides of my breasts—just enough. A teasing graze. I gasped, my body reacting instantly, nipples tightening as a shiver tore through me.

“God,” he murmured softly, almost to himself, breath warm against my skin. “You’re so smooth.”

His hands kept going.

They slid lower, claiming the curves of my ass, kneading firmly, unapologetically. My body answered without hesitation, slick heat blooming between my legs, arousal flooding me so fast it was almost embarrassing. I bit down hard on my lip, stifling the sound that threatened to spill out as he worked me like he already knew exactly how I liked to be touched.

Then his hands drifted down my thighs, slow and deliberate, thumbs brushing dangerously close to where I needed him most. He lingered there, just shy of contact, tormenting me with the nearness before continuing on, palms gliding over my legs, down to my calves, my ankles, my feet. By the time he finished, my skin hummed, oversensitive, my breath coming in shallow, ragged pulls. I felt wrung out and lit up all at once, like I might crawl right out of my own body.

I had never felt so seen, so expertly handled. As if he’d memorized me in seconds.

I turned to face him, chest rising and falling, nipples painfully hard, still stunned by how deeply he’d affected me with nothing more than his hands. He stepped back, calm and infuriatingly composed, set the sunscreen on the table, and met my gaze with a lazy, knowing smile.

“There,” he said lightly, as if he hadn’t just undone me. “You’re all set.”

Good? The word barely registered. My body was in open revolt, every nerve screaming for him, and I had no idea how I was still standing there instead of dragging him down onto the hot concrete and finding out exactly how hard he could make me come. One look betrayed me anyway. I dropped my gaze and there it was—undeniable, thick and straining against the snug fabric of his shorts, the blunt outline of him pressing forward like he was daring me to notice. Daring me to touch.

Heat curled low in my belly, a slow, wicked coil that had nothing to do with the blazing sun overhead. Just imagining giving in—letting that big, impatient body pin me, letting that mouth and those hands finish what they’d started—sent a tremor through me so sharp I almost gasped.

It had been too long. Long enough that need had gone feral inside me, long enough that the idea of a cock that substantial paired with hands that intuitive made my thoughts blur around the edges. I was aching for it, desperate in a way that felt almost embarrassing, my mind filling in sensations my body already believed in.

I squeezed my eyes shut, breathing through it, knowing I was losing the fight. God help me, I wanted him. Wanted to just say yes with my body and deal with the consequences later.

Instead, I shook my head hard, as if I could rattle the desire loose, and marched to the edge of the pool. Arms stretched overhead, I dove cleanly into the blue.

The water wrapped around me like a shock of sanity—cool, enveloping, blessedly distracting. I pushed myself down, gliding along the bottom, counting strokes, forcing my focus into the rhythm of my body cutting through the water. For a while, I almost forgot the man I’d left standing there, all heat and promise.

Almost.

I swam until my muscles burned pleasantly, until the sun and sweat and longing eased their grip. The pool was perfect, the temperature just right, smoothing me out from the inside.

Then I surfaced.

Adrian was still there. Watching. His hand slid lazily over himself through his shorts, a slow, unmistakable stroke paired with a smile that was pure invitation. No rush. No pressure. Just confidence and heat and the unspoken promise of what would happen if I came to him.

Fuck.

As if I needed the encouragement. My body had been dripping with need long before I hit the water, and now it was worse—tight, slick, restless. I glanced around out of habit, confirming what I already knew. Privacy. Safety. No one to interrupt if I decided to stop pretending I had any self-control left.

The decision landed with a quiet, reckless thrill. Why not? This wasn’t my life—it was a moment. A delicious, anonymous moment I didn’t have to explain to anyone, least of all myself.

I swam to the ladder nearest him and climbed out slowly, water streaming down my skin, my teeth chattering as much from anticipation as from the cool. I lifted my gaze to his, breath catching, and let him see exactly how badly I wanted whatever came next.

The moment I stopped pretending to hesitate, he seemed to feel it. That subtle shift in me—my breath catching, my body angling toward his—was all the invitation he needed. Adrian closed the distance between us, his hands coming up to cradle my face with an intimacy that stole my breath. His thumbs brushed my cheekbones, warm and sure, and then his mouth covered mine.

God. That was it. Any last scrap of resistance dissolved on contact.

His lips were soft but confident, coaxing rather than claiming at first, until my knees went weak and I rose onto my toes without even realizing it. I melted into him, my arms sliding up and locking around his neck as I opened for him, meeting his tongue with a hunger that shocked me with its intensity. He kissed like a man who knew exactly what he was doing—slow, unhurried, devastatingly thorough—and the way he tasted, clean and male and faintly of sun, sent heat flooding straight to my core.

If he could do this with his mouth, I couldn’t help imagining what those lips would feel like lower down, between my thighs, where I was already trembling and aching for attention.

As if reading the thought in my mind, he broke the kiss only long enough to scatter soft, lingering presses of his mouth over my cheeks and jaw. Then, with an ease that made me gasp, he scooped me up into his arms. I let out a startled laugh that turned into a breathless moan as he carried me across the patio to one of the lounge chairs tucked beneath the shade of a broad tree. He set me down gently, reverently, and then leaned over me again, reclaiming my mouth in a kiss that was deeper, slower, designed to make me forget my own name.

By the time he pulled back, I was dazed, my skin buzzing, my body humming with need. He sank to his knees between my legs and reached for the ties of my bikini bottom. His fingers brushed my hips as he eased the fabric down, inch by torturous inch, until it slipped free. When his gaze dropped to me, fully bare and unmistakably ready, a low groan tore from his chest.

Heat flooded my face, but I couldn’t look away. I was slick, throbbing, completely exposed to him—and his reaction made it impossible to feel anything but desired. I let out a soft, needy sound, knowing with absolute certainty that my long, lonely drought was about to end in spectacular fashion.

He looked almost entranced as he reached out, his fingers combing gently through the small nest of red curls at the apex of my thighs. “Don’t ever get rid of this,” he murmured, his voice rough with appreciation. “I love it. These little red curls… they’re perfect.” His hands slid down the length of my legs, slow and reverent, before traveling back up, his palms skimming my skin. He smiled up at me, his eyes dark and intent. “And this skin,” he added softly. “So pale. So smooth. I love the freckles—everywhere. Especially here.” He leaned in, pressing featherlight kisses to the tops of my breasts, making them swell and ache. Holding my gaze, he said, “You’re a very beautiful, incredibly desirable woman, Ginger.”

When he drew back, still smiling at me like that—hungry, admiring—I could only stare. My chest felt tight, my eyes stinging unexpectedly. It had been so long since anyone had looked at me that way, since anyone had said those words and meant them. My ex hadn’t seen me in years, not really. And this—this gorgeous, confident younger man—could have had anyone. The idea that he wanted me felt almost unreal.

Then he stretched out over me, his body covering mine, solid and warm and unmistakably male. I moaned into his mouth as he kissed me again, deeper this time, and when his hand slid down between my legs I arched instinctively, desperate for the contact. His fingers parted me, already slick, and then one slipped inside.

The sensation stole the breath from my lungs. He moved slowly, deliberately, easing in and out of me while my body clenched around him, embarrassingly wet, completely undone. I whimpered into his mouth, my nails digging into his back as the pleasure built, sharp and delicious and long overdue.

“So wet,” he breathed against my lips, his voice thick with satisfaction. “You’ve been needing this, haven’t you?”

I didn’t bother pretending otherwise. There was no pride left to protect, no hesitation worth clinging to. I dipped my chin in a slow, helpless nod and met his dark, searching gaze, letting him see exactly how undone I already was. “Yes,” I breathed, the word trembling out of me. “God… yes. I want it. I need it.”

His mouth curved into a wicked, knowing smile, the kind that promised he intended to give me everything I was begging for and more. Then he slid another finger inside me, stretching me open, working me with deliberate skill, and I cried out softly at the sudden fullness. He didn’t rush—he fucked me with his hand like he was savoring it, curling and stroking until my hips were lifting on their own, chasing the friction. At the same time, his other hand came up to my chest, fingers closing around a nipple through the thin fabric, tugging hard enough to send a bolt of sensation straight to my core. My whole body lit up, humming, vibrating, like I’d been tuned too tight, and my pussy clenched helplessly around his fingers, already fluttering on the edge.

I couldn’t stand the barrier between us anymore. With clumsy urgency, I reached up, fumbled with the tie at the front of my bikini top, and shrugged it off my shoulders, letting it fall away so my breasts were bare to him. His reaction alone was worth it—his eyes darkened, widened, locked onto me like he was starving. I felt a flash of reckless clarity: I didn’t care that I barely knew him. He was touching me like he understood my body, like he knew exactly how long it had been, how desperate I was. That, combined with the fact that he was devastatingly beautiful, all lean muscle and masculine heat—and very clearly endowed enough to ruin me in the best possible way—made the decision effortless.

I needed this. I needed him. And I needed him to take me hard, to fuck me until I forgot every lonely night that had led me here.

My cunt was buzzing, oversensitive, aching in a way no silicone substitute had ever been able to satisfy. No toy could compare to the promise of a real man, real hands, real weight. I lay there panting, barely holding together, imagining the feel of him pushing into me, filling me completely with that thick, heavy cock I’d already felt pressed against my belly. Just that contact had told me everything—I was in for something unforgettable.

Every nerve ending was alive, my scalp tingling, my toes curling, my breath coming in short, needy gasps as I waited for the release I’d been craving for months. He straightened slowly, deliberately, giving me a teasing smile that made me whimper as I watched him hook his thumbs into his shorts and push them down his hips.

And then he was free.

I bit down hard on my lip as his cock sprang up, impossibly long and hard, flushed and gleaming in the sunlight like it knew exactly how magnificent it was. My mouth actually watered at the sight of it, my gaze fixed on the swollen head, on the thick vein pulsing along its length, on the bead of precome shining at the tip. I could almost taste it already, imagined that salty sweetness on my tongue.

I was torn—aching to wrap my lips around him, to feel my mouth stretched and filled… and at the same time desperate beyond reason to feel him drive into me, to have him buried as deep as he could go.

Fuck. I was past ready. There wasn’t a single part of me left that could resist him. In that moment, I knew—without doubt—that he could do anything he wanted to me, take me any way he pleased, and I would give myself to it completely.

That wicked, knowing curve of his mouth was still there as he dropped to his knees, his dark, velvet-soft gaze never leaving mine. He hooked my legs up and over his shoulders as if I weighed nothing, spreading me open to him with deliberate care. Then his mouth began its slow descent—reverent kisses pressed to my toes, my arches, my ankles—each one sending little sparks skating over my skin. By the time his lips traced the backs of my calves and drifted higher, I was already trembling, my breath stuttering, my body bracing for what I knew was coming.

When his mouth finally reached me, it was like being struck by lightning. Warm lips sealed over my sex, confident and unhurried, and my head fell back as a broken sound tore from my throat. My hands fisted in the arms of the lounge chair, knuckles white, because I honestly didn’t know where else to put all that sensation. Every nerve ending felt lit up, jangling, like I’d been tuned too tight.

God help me, the man knew exactly how to worship a woman. His tongue moved with devastating purpose, slow where it needed to tease, firm where it made me see white. Then his fingers joined in—thick, insistent, driving into me with a roughness that made my hips jerk helplessly. The combination was unbearable in the most exquisite way. I shattered around him, crying out, my body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through me so hard I thought I might black out. I’d never come like that in my life—never—and the aftershocks left me limp, spent, and shaking.

He looked up at me then, clearly pleased with the ruin he’d made, and gave me one more lingering, open-mouthed kiss that had me whimpering all over again. I was still catching my breath when his gaze darkened, heat flaring there, and he wrapped his hand around himself. Watching him guide the thick head of his cock to me nearly undid me a second time.

When he pressed inside, my eyes flew open. I clutched the chair harder, a sharp breath hissing between my teeth as he worked his way into my tight, over-sensitive body. The stretch burned just a little—enough to make me wince—but it was fused with pleasure so intense it made my toes curl. He was massive, filling me completely, and even as he paused, buried deep, I knew I was already hopelessly addicted.

As he withdrew and then pushed back in, slow and deliberate at first, my body welcomed him greedily, opening more with every thrust. I stared up at the sky, dazed, wondering how on earth I’d stumbled into something that felt this obscenely good. When he changed the angle, rolling his hips just right, the pleasure detonated inside me. Stars burst behind my eyes, and a broken moan spilled from my lips as I clung to him, silently begging him never to leave my body.

He drove into me harder then, deeper, his movements sure and relentless, while his hands roamed up to my breasts, tormenting my swollen nipples with sharp little tugs that made me gasp. I was completely lost—lost in the sound of our bodies, lost in the stretch and slide of him, lost in the way he seemed to know my body better than I did myself.

It wasn’t until much later, when I was utterly consumed by the rhythm of him thrusting into me, that I failed to notice Luis stepping into the yard.

When I finally lifted my head, I realized Luis was naked too—completely bare, his body lean and flushed, his cock rigid in his fist as he stroked himself slowly, deliberately, while watching Adrian grit his teeth and drive into me without mercy. The sight of him stole what little breath I had left. My mouth fell open on instinct, need blooming hot and reckless, and I reached for him without a shred of shame, craving the weight of him on my tongue, aching to taste that glossy drop gathered at his tip.

The moment my fingers closed around him, he let out a low, rough sound that went straight through me. My mind reeled at the impossibility of it—one man buried deep inside my body, filling me, stretching me with every brutal thrust, while I pulled the other toward my lips and took him in, inch by inch, until he pressed insistently at the back of my throat. The fullness of it, of both of them, made me dizzy with want.

A moan slipped from me as I traced my tongue around his crown, savoring him. He tasted intoxicating—salt and heat and something faintly sweet—his skin impossibly smooth as he slid over my tongue again and again. I couldn’t decide which sensation was undoing me faster: the relentless pounding between my thighs or the steady, hungry glide of Luis in my mouth. I didn’t want to choose. I wanted all of it.

I’d never felt so brazen, so deliciously unrestrained—lying there exposed to the open air, naked and throbbing, letting myself be used and adored by not one, but two stunning, eager young men who were intent on wringing every ounce of pleasure from my body. This was the kind of sex I’d only ever allowed myself to imagine in the darkest, most secret corners of my mind.

I hummed softly around Luis’s cock, the vibration making him tense, the reality of what we were doing sending another wave of heat through me. A wicked thought flickered through my haze—what Cal would think if he could see me now. He’d loved his filthy porn, always chasing the next extreme, but this? This was real. Raw. Happening right now. One man driving into me like he couldn’t get enough, fucking me deep and hard, while the other filled my mouth completely, my lips stretched around him, my throat surrendering as far as it could go. I knew Cal wouldn’t survive the sight of it.

Luis’s breathing grew ragged, his chest slick with sweat as he leaned closer, his fingers finding my nipples. He twisted and tugged them with merciless precision, sparks shooting straight to my core, my pussy clenching hard around Adrian’s shaft in response. I reached down to stroke his balls, rolling them in my hand, moaning helplessly against his cock as he began to thrust into my mouth with intent, hips flexing, using me just as shamelessly as I wanted him to.

Everything blurred into sensation. Pleasure overtook me in a thick, dizzying rush as I tipped over again, my body trembling violently. Adrian’s fingers circled my clit with practiced cruelty while he drove into me with long, punishing strokes, never letting up, never easing off. Above me, Luis rode my mouth, pushing me higher and higher, until the three of us were locked together in a fevered rhythm that I knew—without question—was carrying me toward the most devastating climax of my life.

I was drunk on the obscene perfection of it—one thick, unforgiving cock driving into my slick, swollen pussy while the other filled my mouth to the brim. The sheer excess of sensation was so deliciously filthy it pulled a grin from me I couldn’t suppress. I felt wrecked and cherished all at once, stretched in every way that mattered, and I reveled in it.

Then, without warning, they both withdrew.

The loss hit me like a small heartbreak. I nearly whimpered, legs still open, mouth parted and empty, my body pulsing and begging as I stared at them in helpless confusion. Why would they stop when I was right there, aching, dripping, desperate for more?

The answer came quickly. Relief flooded me when they shared a knowing look and switched positions, confidence rolling off them as if this had always been the plan. Luis settled himself at the end of the lounge, his gaze darkening the second he took in the sight of me—my sex trembling, flushed and glossy from all that attention. He gave a low, appreciative sound, then lifted my legs onto his shoulders with deliberate care before easing himself forward. His cock was thicker, heavier, and when he pushed into me inch by slow inch, I felt every decadent centimeter stretching me open again, deeper this time, fuller.

Adrian moved close to my head, fingers slipping gently through my hair in a gesture that felt almost tender. He leaned down, voice calm and intimate as he explained, “Luis is a bit bigger than me. I wanted you good and ready so he could slide in without hurting you.”

Considerate bastard.

Maybe I should’ve bristled at how practiced they seemed, at the implication that they’d done this dance before. But standing there on principle felt impossible when my body was humming like this. Wanting him, I wrapped my hand around Adrian’s cock and guided it back between my lips, welcoming him eagerly. The taste was intoxicating—salt, heat, and the unmistakable mingling of all our arousal slicking my tongue.

I was so far gone I barely registered where we were anymore. The yard, the open air, the risk of it—it all faded beneath the fact that I was letting two men take me however they wanted, trading my mouth and my body between them without a single regret. I wanted it. All of it.

Adrian groaned as I worked him, his sounds rough and needy, and I hummed around him, savoring the glide of his length as my fingers played with his heavy balls. Every slow roll of my tongue drew another broken sound from him. At the same time, Luis’s hands clamped down on my ass, the sharp bite of his grip sending a jolt straight through me as he hauled me back and drove into me hard, like he was determined to leave his mark deep inside my soul.

I almost laughed at the thought of Cal—how utterly destroyed he’d be if he knew what I was doing now. Not just sex, but something raw and unapologetically filthy. Two men. Half his age. Taking me together. The idea only made it hotter, made me cling tighter to the moment and surrender to every thrust, every moan.

My pussy burned from the relentless stretch, from being worked so thoroughly by men built like this, but the ache was exquisite. The sting softened, bloomed, and transformed into something lush and overwhelming—pleasure so intense it bordered on unbearable. I welcomed it, opening myself to the sensation, knowing I was being pushed toward something wild, something unforgettable, and wanting nothing more than to be consumed by it.

A helpless sound slipped from me as Luis dropped to his knees and gathered my legs by the ankles, lifting them high and spreading me open to him. The angle made everything sharper, deeper—his body framed between my thighs as he stared down at the place where we were joined, mesmerized by the way his cock disappeared into my slick, swollen sex. I ached with the absurd wish that I could see what he was seeing, that I could witness myself being taken apart like this.

He drove into me with a force that stole my breath, harder than anyone ever had, and the pleasure was so intense it bordered on overwhelming. I knew—absolutely knew—that when I finally shattered, I’d soak him, drown his length in everything my body had been holding back.

“You’re stunning,” he breathed, his gaze never leaving mine as his hips rolled and snapped, each thrust deliberate, relentless. His cock filled me completely, stretching me, pounding me until my cunt throbbed around him. “God, you feel incredible. So tight. It’s like you’re pulling me in, like you don’t want to let me go.”

He wasn’t wrong. The need was feral, shocking in its intensity, and I could barely recognize myself in it.

A rough groan tore from him as he leaned forward, pressing reverent kisses to my ankles, his grip tightening as if he needed the anchor. “I can feel it,” he murmured thickly. “I’m close. So close—my balls are aching.” He lifted his head, eyes dark and intent. “Can I come inside you? I’m clean—I’ve always been careful. I just… I want to see you with me spilling out of you. I want to feel what you do to me when it happens.”

The image alone sent a shudder through my entire body. Heat curled low in my belly, and the want was immediate and undeniable. “Yes,” I whispered, then said it again with certainty. “I want you to come inside me. I want to feel you fill me.”

A private, reckless thought flickered through me as I smiled to myself—an old, impossible longing stirring awake. I hadn’t protected myself in months, not since Cal walked away. The idea was dangerous, intoxicating… and I let it linger.

“Fuck,” Luis growled, his hands locking around my ankles as his control finally splintered. “I’m coming.” He thrust hard, deeper than seemed possible, claiming every inch as his body tensed and shook.

I was lost in it—the heavy pulses of him erupting inside me, wave after wave flooding my clenching depths, warmth spreading as he filled me completely. Somewhere above me, Adrian broke with a low groan, his release spilling thick and hot down my throat. I moaned around him, savoring the taste, the way he kept moving as he emptied himself, and I swallowed everything he gave me without hesitation.

Luis stayed buried inside me, still twitching, still spilling, my pussy holding him tight as if it never wanted to let him go—overfull, aching, and blissfully ruined while his friend finished in my mouth and I took them both without shame.

I let out a breathy, almost disbelieving laugh, my eyes fluttering shut as the last of Luis’s release flooded me, warm and heavy, until I felt deliciously overfilled. At the same time, Adrian was still spilling into my mouth, pulse after pulse, my throat working desperately as I tried to keep up. It felt unreal—too raw, too decadent to belong to a woman like me. Being filled everywhere at once, claimed so completely, carried a wicked, almost sinful edge that made my skin prickle with awe.

When Adrian finally eased back, he grinned, clearly pleased with himself, watching a glossy string of saliva stretch obscenely between my lips and the head of his cock. Before I could even catch my breath, his hand slid down between my thighs. His fingers found my clit with knowing ease, circling and pressing, intent on wringing every last shudder from me. He didn’t stop until I was crying out, my head rolling helplessly from side to side, my body clamping down hard around Luis, who was still throbbing deep inside me. I hated the idea of letting him slip away, even for a second.

The pleasure was overwhelming—so intense it blurred my thoughts. I felt an enormous wave crest and crash through me, lighting up every nerve, leaving me trembling and undone. Giving in to them, to this reckless, irresistible temptation, had cracked something open inside me, and the release was nothing short of mind-melting.

I kept shaking long after, convinced I had never been taken so completely in my life. Never so deep. Never so thoroughly. I had never done anything this filthy or this daring, never tasted or felt so much at once. And yet, even as my body quivered from how hard they’d pushed me, I knew—astonishingly—that I wasn’t finished. The hunger was still there, low and insistent, whispering that I wanted more.

I looked from one man to the other, taking in their powerful chests rising and falling, the sheen of sweat tracing down their throats as they dragged hands over their faces. Smiling up at them, I sighed, a soft, grateful sound. I felt impossibly lucky, giddy with the knowledge that I’d shared something this wild with them. They felt like a fantasy made flesh, and I couldn’t help hoping they’d stay long enough for me to explore every dark, delicious desire still waiting inside me.

Still struggling to catch my breath, I reached down between my legs, moving carefully over the tender swell of my lips, curious about the evidence of what they’d done to me. Slowly, gingerly, I slid a finger into my still-quivering, slightly open core. A smile curved my mouth as I drew my hand back, mesmerized by the sensation—and the sight—of their warmth coating my skin, a silky, intimate trail sliding down toward my ass.

I had never felt so dirty in my life. Or so blissfully, dizzyingly happy. Letting go like this—doing something so shameless and free—felt intoxicating, almost liberating. And as I lay there, soaked and trembling, one thought pulsed clearly through the haze of pleasure: I hoped with everything in me that they weren’t done with me yet.

As I traced my fingers through the evidence he’d left inside me, Luis watched with a slow, knowing smile, his gaze locked on mine. Then he joined me, easing a finger alongside my own, moving with unhurried confidence, sliding in and out of me as if he wanted to make sure I felt every last aftershock of what we’d done. My breath hitched and my lashes fluttered closed, a tremor racing through me at the obscene, wonderful intimacy of him working that shared warmth back and forth while my body still clenched around nothing.

I’d never felt anything like this. Nothing had ever come close to the way these two made me feel—open, wanted, wrung out in the best possible way. I loved the way they’d touched me, taken me, and I loved just as much that I’d taken what I needed from them, too. This wasn’t something done to me; it was something I’d stepped into willingly, eagerly, with my eyes wide open.

Adrian’s hand slid into my hair, his touch unexpectedly gentle as his thumb brushed my temple. “You okay, Ginger?” he asked softly.

I opened my eyes and met his dark, searching gaze, smiling without a trace of doubt. “I’m more than okay,” I murmured. “That was… incredible.”

Relief softened his features, his smile warm and genuine. “Good. We both loved sharing that with you. How about we take you upstairs, get you cleaned up?”

I nodded, though part of me resisted the idea. Luis and I were still lazily exploring, my nerves lighting up all over again, and the thought of washing it all away—or stopping—made me ache. But then Adrian lifted me into his arms, holding me like I mattered, and kissed me with a tenderness that stole my breath. The gratitude in his eyes changed everything. Suddenly, I didn’t mind at all.

Luis opened the door for us, and the cooler air inside the house washed over my overheated skin, delicious and grounding. We moved together up the stairs, laughter and quiet touches trailing behind us, toward the expansive glass shower in my ensuite—toward whatever else the day still had in store.

I couldn’t help thinking how perfect it all felt. How far I’d come from the lonely, aching need I’d been drowning in before they showed up at my door.

Under the pounding warmth of the shower, they took their time with me, hands slick with soap, exploring every curve with slow appreciation. I reveled in it, in the absurd pleasure of being surrounded by two strong, beautiful men, their attention wholly on me.

Luis’s hands drifted lower, teasing, while his body pressed close behind me, his arousal a deliberate, provocative promise. At the same time, Adrian’s fingers found me again, coaxing, patient and precise, drawing soft sounds from my throat as my knees weakened.

It was decadent. Shameless. So good it almost hurt. And somewhere between the water and their hands and the way my body responded so easily, I realized I could very easily get used to this—to being wanted like this, played with, cherished and undone.

They were both already aching for me again, and the sight of it sparked something playful and generous inside me. I sank down between them, letting my hands and mouth repay the attention they’d given me, smiling around them as their groans echoed off the tiled walls, their fingers tightening in my hair while the water rained down on us all.

I’d never once fantasized about having a mouthful of two men at the same time before them—never even let the idea flicker—but the truth hit me fast and hard: some hungers don’t wake up until you give them permission. And once I did, there was no going back. The weight of them in my hands, the heat and heft of those thick, aching cocks filling my mouth one after the other, sent a low, constant vibration through my body. My pussy throbbed in answer, alive and needy, as if every nerve were tuned to them.

I lavished each flushed tip with my tongue, circling, tasting, breathing them in, already desperate for the moment they’d lose control. I wanted to see it—wanted the sight burned into me—two powerful men unraveling, spilling themselves in heavy, pulsing streams so I could catch every last drop, greedy and reverent all at once. It felt decadent, obscene in the best way, like being offered everything I’d never known to ask for.

Giving head had always been my secret pleasure, but this—this was excess. Sliding them deep, as deep as I could manage, trading one for the other, my jaw aching and my lips stretched full and tight around their girth. The sensations piled on until I was dizzy with it, until I thought I might cry out from how filthy and perfect it felt. Their sounds fed me—rough groans, breathless curses—while their fingers tangled harder in my hair, guiding, claiming. Their hips rolled forward in instinctive thrusts, using my mouth with a raw, blissed-out hunger that made my toes curl.

I could feel the strain in my lips, the delicious burn of being filled beyond comfort, but it only sharpened the pleasure. The faint ache was part of the offering, part of what made it intoxicating. My body was still lit up from what they’d done to me earlier, every muscle loose and buzzing, and I knew without a doubt there was nowhere else I’d rather be. Nothing I’d trade this for. Nothing.

Then—just as the tension crested, just before either of them tipped over—I felt a sudden shift. Hands stilled. A shared glance passed over my head, silent and decisive. Before I could protest, Adrian gently but firmly eased me back, lifting me away from his cock and drawing me to my feet. His voice was warm but resolute. “Come on, Ginger. Let’s get you out of here and dried off.”

The disappointment hit sharp and immediate. I’d wanted to watch them lose it together, wanted to be right there when it happened. Still, beneath the ache was a brighter, more dangerous hope—that they weren’t finished with me. Not when my skin felt too tight for my body, not when I was still humming with want. I was greedy, yes. Unapologetically so. I wanted more. I wanted all of it, wherever they chose to take me.

Because really—what was the point of finding yourself between two gorgeous, thickly built, outrageously endowed men if you weren’t willing to surrender to whatever they imagined?

They kissed me as they toweled me dry, soft and playful, laughter brushing against my mouth as their hands lingered. They took care of themselves quickly, efficiently, and then Adrian—who clearly enjoyed this particular privilege—scooped me up again. Cradled against his chest, still flushed and aching, I let him carry me straight into my bedroom, my body already bracing for whatever came next.

The moment Luis caught my eye and gave me that slow, heated smile, my body answered before my mind could. He stretched out on his back at the center of my king-size bed, all lazy confidence and invitation, and my nipples tightened into aching points. His cock stood proud and rigid against his stomach, thick and flushed, unapologetically hard—an unmistakable promise. My breath stuttered into a low moan as my pussy fluttered, already squeezing in anticipation, craving the weight of him, the friction, the sweet, punishing slide of taking him in.

Then my gaze snagged on Adrian’s hand as it reached for the oversized bottle of lube on my nightstand—the one I usually reserved for toys and late-night fantasies. My pulse spiked. Every wicked, reckless part of me flared to life. I didn’t say a word, but inside I was practically begging, hoping they were about to shatter one of my most depraved, long-held fantasies: being filled everywhere, claimed completely, my body opened and used until there was no space left to think.

The idea alone made my blood thrum. I’d spent more nights than I could count imagining what it would be like to have two powerful, relentless cocks pressing into me at once, stretching me, overwhelming me, leaving me deliciously undone. Now, standing there between them, it dawned on me that this wasn’t just fantasy anymore. It was happening. My cunt clenched hard, my veins buzzing, heat pooling low as my body reacted with shameless enthusiasm.

Anal wasn’t new to me. Cal had introduced it early on, back when we were still playing at forever. He’d loved the way my ass resisted him at first, how tight I was, how I gasped when he finally pushed inside. After the adjustment, after my body learned to yield, I’d discovered how intoxicating it could be—how different, how deep, how deliciously full it made me feel. I’d grown to crave it, to welcome that slow, insistent pressure from behind.

But this—this was something else entirely. The thought of Luis driving into my slick, aching pussy while Adrian took me from behind, claiming my ass with equal hunger, nearly sent me over the edge before a single touch landed. My sex throbbed, wetness spilling freely, sliding down my inner thighs as I imagined the impossible fullness, the raw, filthy perfection of it. This wasn’t just naughty anymore. It was downright obscene, and I wanted it more than I’d ever wanted anything.

Adrian’s hand came to rest on my shoulder, grounding me, pulling me back into the moment. His voice was calm but charged when he asked, “Have you ever done anal, Ginger?”

I grinned, heat flooding my cheeks and my core as I answered honestly. “Yes. And I love it.”

His reaction was instant. Satisfaction curved his mouth as he wrapped his hand around his cock, giving it a slow, appreciative stroke, clearly pleased by my confession—by the fact that I wasn’t nearly as innocent as I might appear.

“Good,” he murmured. “We’re going to take this slow. We want to make sure we can both have you like this.” His palm smoothed over my shoulder again, steady and reassuring. “Luis will take your pussy. I’ll be behind you.” He paused, eyes searching mine. “We’ll be gentle. Are you okay with that?”

I let my eyes drift shut, a shiver rolling through me as the fantasy sharpened into something almost too vivid to bear—both of them, impossibly big, filling me until there was no space left to think. “God… yes,” I breathed, my voice soft and needy. Their laughter followed, low and pleased, as they reached for the lube and slicked themselves with unhurried confidence, skin gleaming, cocks heavy and proud now that they knew there would be no hesitation from me.

A part of me noticed—cherished, even—that Adrian had asked first, that the choice had been mine. I knew, deep down, that if I faltered they would stop. The knowledge grounded me, made the wildness feel safe.

Not that I wanted safety. My pulse was hammering, my chest tight with anticipation. I’d never wanted anything the way I wanted this.

My body answered before my mind could catch up, my cunt tightening as Adrian’s fingers traced the length of my cleft, slow and deliberate, coating me with slick warmth. He took his time, careful, thorough, preparing me with a patience that made my toes curl, easing me open so I could take what was coming without pain—just pleasure. Meanwhile, Luis watched me with a smile that promised everything, his hand stroking along his thick length, precome glistening at the tip. The sight of him alone had me gasping, my breaths shallow and fast, aching to feel them both inside me, stretching me until the ache turned sweet.

When Luis crooked a finger and winked, my body moved without conscious thought. I lowered myself onto him, hands gripping his strong shoulders, instinctively bracing myself. His mouth met mine before I could steady my breath, his kiss slow and tender, grounding me even as my body burned. Between my thighs, he guided himself along my slick folds, teasing, dragging the blunt head through my wetness until I was squirming.

Then he pressed in. Inch by inch, he filled me, thick and unyielding, my inner muscles stretching to accommodate him as a soft moan slipped from my lips. He sank deep, so deep, until there was nowhere else for him to go, his weight anchoring him there, his presence overwhelming. I felt deliciously full already, my pussy snug around him, and the thought of taking even more sent a ripple of anticipation through me.

A breathy whimper escaped me when I felt Adrian again, this time easing a slick finger into my ass, gentle but sure, the promise unmistakable. My body trembled, caught between them, awareness split and heightened, every nerve ending singing.

Even before it happened, the knowledge of what was coming—both of them, claiming me together—had me shaking. The intimacy of it, the fullness, the surrender, all tangled together until I felt poised on the edge, ready to be taken, ready to be filled, ready to come apart with them.

As Adrian eased a second long, slick finger into me, taking his time as he gently worked my ass around him, the movement slow and coaxing, he murmured close to my ear, “Is that okay? Am I pushing you too far?”

I shook my head, breath shuddering as I glanced back at him. “No,” I whispered, my voice thick with need. “It feels incredible… having both of you inside me.” Then my gaze dropped to Luis, his eyes dark and intent beneath me, and I smiled. “Especially with him already stretching my pussy until there’s barely room to breathe.”

Adrian let out a low laugh behind me, the sound turning into a rough groan when I felt the blunt, insistent pressure of his cockhead pressing against my tight ring. I could feel the way my body resisted him, the squeeze unmistakable, and he moved with careful patience, inch by inch, until there was a slow, dizzying pop and the thick crown slid inside. “Relax for me,” he breathed, one hand gliding over my shoulder, grounding me. “I’ll go slow. I promise.”

As he began to sink deeper, unhurried and deliberate, filling me until I felt impossibly full, I closed my eyes and let out a soft, broken whimper. The sheer filth and intimacy of it washed over me all at once, a heady rush that made my knees weak. I had never felt so stretched, so completely occupied, and the realization that these two men had claimed every inch of me made my chest ache with something dangerously close to bliss.

The sensation was overwhelming—both of my needy holes pushed to their limits, my body humming with that sharp, intoxicating blend of pleasure and ache that pulsed through me with every heartbeat. I felt stretched to the brink, almost undone, yet utterly protected between them, held steady by their bodies and their care.

A slow, satisfied sigh slipped from my lips as they began to move, thick shafts sliding in and out of me in a measured rhythm, easing me into the kind of decadent double fullness I’d only ever dared to fantasize about. I was suspended between them, a perfect, delicious middle, every nerve ending lit up and begging for more.

“Still good?” Adrian asked, his voice strained as he pressed deeper, until I felt him finally settle fully inside me, his breath hot against my back, his hips snug against my ass. At the same time, Luis drew back and thrust in again, packing me full all over, and I clenched around them both, unable to stop myself from showing them exactly how much I wanted this.

“Oh—yes,” I gasped, the words barely holding together as the sharp edge melted into something lush and euphoric. My cunt throbbed around Luis while my ass burned and tingled around Adrian, the two sensations merging into one overwhelming wave of fulfillment that left me dizzy, glowing, and more complete than I’d ever felt in my life.

Even so, as their rhythm continued—strong, relentless, claiming—the sharp burn of being stretched so completely made my throat tighten, a breath away from begging them to stop, to give me mercy. My body trembled on that edge until I forced myself to inhale slowly, deliberately, drawing the air deep into my lungs. With every measured breath, I softened. I let go. I surrendered to the sensation of being taken so thoroughly, so unapologetically. 

And then it changed. 

What had felt overwhelming turned lush, intoxicating—like I’d pushed past the limits I’d always assumed were there and discovered I was stronger, hungrier, than I’d ever known. The knowledge that it was them, both of them, filling me so completely, fitting themselves into me without restraint, made my lips part on a shameless sound. I tasted my own desire and didn’t bother to hide it, groaning at the wicked intimacy of what we were sharing. 

They moved with more confidence then, bodies tightening, breaths rough and animal as they worked me from both sides. I felt achingly full, deliciously crowded in a way nothing else in my life had ever come close to. Every nerve inside me pulsed and sparked, heat gathering and spreading as pleasure rolled through me in dizzying waves. The intensity was almost blinding—an elation so pure it left me lightheaded, drunk on sensation. 

When they pressed in deep again, the fullness stole the sound right out of me. I couldn’t stop the cry that tore free, couldn’t stop the way my body clenched around them, overwhelmed by how heavy and tight it felt to have them both there at once. And threaded through it all was that impossible sense of rightness—of being held, claimed, utterly safe as I gave myself over to something so obscenely perfect. I loved being filled to the brink by them, loved the way their bodies boxed me in, solid and sure. 

“I love this,” I finally breathed, the words barely more than a plea. “Please… don’t stop.” 

They didn’t. They answered with movement, with heat, with every inch of themselves, again and again, perfectly in sync. 

Luis lifted his gaze to mine then, his smile slow and knowing before his mouth met mine in a kiss that stole what little breath I had left. His fingers teased and twisted, sending a sharp, electric jolt straight through me, lighting me up from the inside. 

At the same time, Adrian’s voice rumbled low against my back as his pace turned punishing, relentless. Hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as Luis followed his lead, driving deep and hard, while Adrian’s touch slid between us, finding exactly what made me gasp. 

I shattered there between them—open, claimed, and aching for more.

Eventually it all became too much—my sex, my clit, my breasts, my ass, every nerve ending lit and screaming at once. The intensity piled higher and higher until the world blurred at the edges, as if I were on the verge of disappearing into sensation alone. My body began to quake uncontrollably, a deep, rolling tremor that stole my vision and scattered my thoughts. I couldn’t even grasp what was happening to me anymore—only that it was vast, overwhelming, almost impossible to survive.

God. I’d always imagined that coming while being filled by both of them would be spectacular—especially with bodies like theirs—but this was something else entirely. The way they handled me, the way they drove into me and touched me and refused to let up, reduced me to a shaking, desperate thing. It felt like my mind was misfiring, like pleasure was cracking me open from the inside, splintering me into something raw and undone.

I hadn’t known sex could consume you like this, could erase everything else, until I was stretched around two powerful men who seemed determined to wring every last drop of pleasure out of me. They fucked me like they wanted to break me beautifully, like they wouldn’t be satisfied until I was senseless and wrecked and completely theirs. Somewhere in the haze, I wondered if I’d lose myself entirely before they were finished with me.

The orgasm rose fast and merciless, a massive swell I couldn’t outrun. My body betrayed me, clamping down hard around both of them, squeezing desperately as if I could anchor myself to something solid. Moans poured out of me without permission, my head rolling from side to side as the pleasure crashed through me. From scalp to toes, I shook, coming apart with the force of a tidal surge.

I heard myself cry out, voice high and broken. “Oh God—oh God—oh God—I’m coming. I’m coming so hard I can’t breathe.” Each word tore out of me between gasps. “It’s too much—fuck—it’s so good—please, don’t stop. Please—never stop.”

Their laughter drifted to me, warm and dark, clearly amused by the filth spilling from my mouth. I probably didn’t look like someone with such a wicked tongue, but I couldn’t have stopped myself if I tried. Pleasure had stripped me of all restraint.

My body seized again and again, clenching uncontrollably around the thick lengths driving into me as the orgasm swallowed me whole. It stole the air from my lungs, left me trembling violently, struggling just to remember how to inhale as wave after wave tore through me.

Then I felt them change. Their movements grew rougher, more urgent. Deep, guttural sounds rumbled from their chests as their bodies began to tense and shudder. Trapped between them, I shook even harder, caught in the storm of their impending release.

Luis squeezed his eyes shut and threw his head back against the pillow, thrusting upward with everything he had, burying himself as deep as possible until it felt like he’d reached the very center of me. At the same time, Adrian growled low against my back, lips brushing my skin as he slammed into my ass, driving deep—and then I felt it, the explosive heat of him spilling inside me, powerful and relentless, like fireworks detonating in my depths as he came hard.

Held between them, still twitching and oversensitive, I could do nothing but shudder and take it all, utterly undone by what they’d just pulled out of me.

Still panting, I sagged forward and let myself melt onto Luis’s slick, rising chest, every muscle boneless with aftershocks. Adrian closed around me from behind, his arms locking tight, possessive, until I was cocooned between them. Held there, surrounded by heat and strength, I let out a long, shaky sigh and smiled, acutely aware of the way both of them were still throbbing inside me, heavy and full, claiming space. I already knew I’d be leaking them for hours, my body slow to let go of what they’d poured into me.

My skin felt oversensitive, almost bruised with pleasure—both openings sore, stretched, still buzzing like live wires. Even so, a strange emptiness tugged at me when Adrian finally reached down, wrapped his hand around himself, and eased out of my ass.

That ache was short-lived. I felt it then—the lazy, molten slide of his release spilling free, slipping down the curve of my ass, trailing through my crack. It smeared over my swollen, aching sex and coated Luis’s balls beneath me, thick and warm and indecent. The mess of it made my stomach flutter. Being so thoroughly used, filled by both of them at once, felt wicked and intimate in a way that left me dazed.

Breathing hard, I carefully rolled off Luis and onto my back, staring up at the two of them as they hovered close, their faces etched with something like worry. Maybe they thought they’d pushed me too far. I smiled and shook my head, lifting my hands to their faces, my thumbs brushing over rough stubble. 

“That,” I said softly, honestly, “was the most incredible thing I’ve ever felt. Thank you. I’ll remember it for the rest of my life.”

Relief crossed their features. They leaned down together, each pressing a gentle kiss to one of my cheeks, a surprisingly tender gesture after what they’d just done to me. Luis straightened and stepped away from the bed, while Adrian lingered, his fingers smoothing through my hair.

“I’ll clean you up again,” he murmured, his voice low and careful. “Then you rest. All right?”

I managed a small nod, completely spent, my body humming with exhaustion after the way they’d worked me over.

I didn’t protest when Adrian slipped his arms beneath me and lifted me easily against his chest. After being taken so thoroughly, pushed to the edge and past it by both of them, I wasn’t convinced my legs would have carried me even a few steps.

Luis headed downstairs, already talking about the pool surround, while Adrian carried me into the bathroom and set me gently on the vanity. He leaned in and kissed me, slow and unhurried this time. His knuckles traced my cheek, tender despite the hunger still simmering in his eyes.

“It’s just… different with you, Ginger,” he whispered against my mouth. “So damn good. I don’t think I could walk away from this.”

Hope curled warm and bright in my chest. Smiling up at him, I cupped his face, holding his gaze. 

“Then don’t,” I said quietly. “You know I’ve loved every single thing you’ve done to me. I’m already wishing there’s more.”

Something dark and unmistakable flared in his eyes. I felt it immediately when his body reacted, his cock giving a slow, interested twitch. His hand slid over my breasts, lingering, before drifting lower to my still-slick sex. He brushed my swollen lips with the lightest touch, making me gasp.

“Trust me,” he said, voice roughening, “we’ve enjoyed you just as much. Taking care of you? Every desire you have?” His thumb stroked again, promise heavy in the air. “That wouldn’t be a hardship at all.”

I couldn’t help the slow roll of my eyes, a private, indulgent gesture born of sheer, aching truth. I’d gone too long without a man—too long without being touched, wanted, devoured. After years married to Cal, a man whose appetite for me had been endless and unapologetic, my body still remembered what it was like to be chased and used and satisfied to the brink. The hunger never really left me. It only sharpened. And now, with two virile, confident men who seemed almost custom-made to unravel me—there were fantasies stacked up inside my head, clamoring for their turn. Why on earth would I shut any of this down when fate had practically delivered me two gorgeous, perpetually aroused solutions, eager hands and mouths ready to prove exactly how good they could make me feel?

By the time Adrian finished washing me—his touch reverent, unhurried, like he was memorizing me under the warm spray—my bones felt liquid. He dried me carefully, every glide of the towel coaxing little shivers from my overstimulated skin, then lifted me again as if I weighed nothing at all. Back in bed, he laid me down gently, pressed a soft, lingering kiss to my mouth, and murmured something I was already too far gone to fully catch. I don’t think my head even settled into the pillow before sleep claimed me. They had wrung every last ounce of strength from my body, and I surrendered gladly.

I drifted off smiling, though—of that I’m certain. Somewhere between waking and dreams, my mind was already spinning ahead, replaying what they’d done to me, reshaping it into wicked possibilities yet to come. I imagined hands and heat and being filled again once I’d recovered from being so deliciously, ruthlessly double-stuffed by the most obscene, beautiful pair of men I’d ever laid eyes on.

A quiet laugh escaped me as sleep deepened, the thought blooming warm and smug in my chest. That had to be it. That had to be why they came so highly recommended.

~~~

I woke slowly, smiling before my eyes even opened, the way you do when your body remembers pleasure before your mind catches up. I sat up and breathed in, certain the air itself had changed. Something rich and savory lingered, curling through the room, tugging me fully awake. Curious and suddenly hungry, I padded downstairs wearing nothing but my thigh‑high pink silk robe, the fabric whispering against my skin.

The kitchen answered my suspicions immediately. Adrian stood at the stove, and whatever he’d been cooking smelled downright sinful. I glanced at the clock and blinked—well past six. I must have been completely spent to sleep that long.

He noticed me at once, his face lighting up. Without a word, he poured a glass of red wine and handed it to me, his fingers brushing mine. 

“Feeling better after your nap?”

I took a sip and smiled, slow and suggestive, lifting my brows. “Better,” I purred. “Still a little sore. But exactly where I should be.”

He laughed, low and warm, and spooned food onto my plate. The paella filled the dish—fat shrimp, tender chicken, slices of sausage, vegetables gleaming with oil, the rice perfectly swollen with flavor. I took one bite and couldn’t help the sound that slipped out of me, a soft, needy moan.

When I looked up at him, I realized I was genuinely stunned. As if the day hadn’t already proven it, he’d revealed yet another talent. I covered my mouth, laughing breathlessly. “Oh wow. This is incredible.”

His smile held quiet pride. “I’m glad.”

He joined me at the island, close enough that our knees brushed. As we ate, my gaze drifted around the room, searching without quite realizing it.

He caught on. “Luis went out for more supplies so we can finish your yard,” he said easily. “He’ll be back early tomorrow.”

Then his voice softened. He leaned in, warm hands framing my face, thumbs stroking my cheeks. “I told him I’d stay tonight. Just to make sure you’re okay. And that we didn’t push you too hard today.”

I shook my head, grinning, heat blooming low in my belly. I set my fork aside, slid my arms around his neck, and kissed him—slow, deep, unapologetic. I let my tongue slide between his lips, letting him taste exactly how satisfied I was. I wanted him to know I hadn’t just endured what they’d done to me. I’d savored every decadent second of it, especially the dizzying, obscene pleasure of having them both so completely.

His response was instant. Desire sharpened his gaze, dark and intent. His hand slid up my thigh and closed over my ass, firm and possessive, and I could see the proof of him growing hard beneath his shorts.

He hadn’t finished inside me yet—not where it counted.

I slipped my robe from my shoulders and let it pool at my feet, bare and unashamed. His breath hitched as his hands explored me, skin to skin now, no silk between us.

With a groan, he bent his head and took my nipple into his mouth, licking and sucking until it tightened painfully, until my knees threatened to give out. I felt him shudder as he kicked off his shorts. I reached for him instinctively, wrapping my hand around his cock, still marveling at its weight and thickness. Cal had been well‑endowed, I’d thought so at the time—but this was something else entirely. Long, heavy, impressive in a way that made my pulse race and my mouth go dry.

And Adrian was mine to touch.

He gathered me against him and eased us down onto the cool tiles, his body shielding mine from the chill. For a moment he just looked at me, really looked, his gaze soft and intent as his mouth brushed over mine in a kiss that felt almost reverent. 

“I don’t understand it,” he breathed against my lips, voice low and rough, “but I can’t seem to get my fill of you.” 

Then he was moving, unhurried, kissing his way down my throat, over my breasts, lingering there until I was arching for him, before he sank lower still. His tongue found me, slow and deliberate, and when he slipped two fingers inside me at the same time, my breath shattered. 

The sight of him between my legs—dark hair, broad shoulders, completely focused on my pleasure—hit me almost as hard as what he was doing to me. I threaded my fingers through his thick hair, holding on as a tremor ran through me. “Maybe,” I whispered, my voice barely steady, “it’s the same reason I can’t get enough of you.” 

He answered with a groan, his mouth working me deeper, more insistently, until every nerve in me was humming. The pressure built fast, delicious and relentless, my body tightening around his fingers as I moaned helplessly, already knowing where this was going and loving him for taking me there. 

“Oh God,” I gasped, “don’t stop—please—” 

He didn’t. He took me right over the edge, the orgasm crashing through me so hard I cried out, my whole body shuddering as it broke and spilled. 

When I came back to myself, he was watching me with a satisfied, hungry look, his hand wrapped around himself as he nudged my thighs farther apart. He lined himself up and pushed into me, slow but powerful, filling me completely. 

“Like this?” he asked, his voice strained. “Does this feel good too?” 

I was still breathing hard, chest rising and falling as I met his gaze. “Yes,” I said, smiling despite myself. “So good. I love how you stretch me… how you make me feel like I belong right here.” 

He stopped suddenly, buried deep inside me, his expression changing as he looked down at me. “I really like the idea of that,” he said quietly. “Of you being mine. Just mine.” His hands gripped my ass as if to emphasize the point, and the sensation made me gasp. 

I was tender, still sensitive from everything we’d done earlier, but the ache only made this sweeter. The way he moved—strong, confident, perfectly attuned to me—had me climbing again, every roll of his hips sending sparks through my body. 

Then he went still once more, eyes locked on mine, his voice dropping to a whisper. “This might sound crazy, but… I wish one of my seeds would take. I wish I could put a child in you.” 

My eyes widened, my heart giving a startled leap. It was exactly the thought I’d been afraid to admit even to myself. And yet, as I looked at him—at the man who had carried me, cared for me, handled me with such surprising tenderness—I knew why it didn’t scare me. If there were anyone I could imagine trusting with something like that, it was him. He’d already shown me how gentle his strength could be, how carefully he treated me, as if I were something precious and breakable, and the realization settled warm and heavy in my chest.

I smiled up at him, slow and deliberate, and whispered, “Then don’t hold back.” The hunger in his eyes deepened instantly, dark and feral, as if the idea of marking me, of leaving something permanent inside me, had ignited something powerful and possessive in him.

He captured my mouth in a kiss that stole my breath, all heat and urgency, his lips claiming mine until I was clinging to his shoulders, a soft, helpless sound slipping from my throat. It felt less like a kiss and more like a promise, his body pressing into mine as though he intended to imprint himself on me forever.

Then his expression softened, almost reverent, as he braced himself above me and sank back into my body with agonizing slowness, inch by delicious inch, until I was stretched to my limit. “God, I love watching you come,” he murmured, his voice low and intimate. He shifted his hips with devastating precision, grinding into that perfect place inside me again and again, until my fingers clawed into his arms and my head fell back. The orgasm ripped through me so hard my vision blurred, my body shaking beneath him as if I might black out from the force of it.

As I shattered around him, he leaned down, brushing his mouth over mine, his words barely more than a breath against my lips. “I want my seed to take,” he whispered. “I want to be filling you with my child.”

The thought sent a reckless thrill through me. If he meant it—and god, he sounded like he did—I knew I would savor every moment of trying. He felt impossibly right inside me, thick and deep, his body tensing as he growled low in his throat and spilled himself into me in heavy, pulsing waves, flooding me with everything he had.

I held him close as he finished, still buried inside me, deliciously full, my body humming from the aftershocks. He wrapped his arms around me, smiling softly as he met my gaze, rubbing his nose against mine in a playful, tender gesture. “If the baby has your blue eyes,” he murmured, “and that beautiful red hair… I’d be so damn happy.”

Warmth spread through my chest at his words. I felt impossibly fortunate, as though I’d stumbled into something rare and unexpected. Maybe if we kept at it—long, slow, indulgent practice—he really could give me the child I’d always dreamed of. And if that baby took after him, I knew it would be stunning, with a heart as generous as his.

A small, rational part of me questioned my sanity—wanting this with a man I’d only just met—but I pushed it aside. Fate didn’t bring people together like this for nothing. Surely there was more to our collision than just the way he made me come apart in his arms… even if that alone felt miraculous.


Under Her Supervision

On my first morning as an intern at Harris, Fitzpatrick & Partners, my nerves were stretched tight beneath my pressed shirt, buzzing with a mix of ambition and barely contained excitement. I wanted to impress—needed to. This was the kind of opportunity people killed for, and I was determined not to waste it.

Still, nothing could have prepared me for being personally escorted through the firm’s sleek, glass-and-marble offices by Brad Harris himself. The senior partner. The name on the door. My pulse was already racing when he paused outside a corner office and turned to me with a proud smile.

“And this,” he said, “is my daughter, Lexi. You’ll be working directly with her.”

The moment she looked up, the world tilted.

She stood to greet us, all confidence and quiet heat, and when her eyes met mine, something unspoken sparked between us. Her smile was slow, deliberate—an unmistakable once-over that made my stomach tighten. She didn’t bother pretending she wasn’t taking me in, from my face to my shoulders to the way I filled out my slacks. I felt it everywhere. Embarrassingly, thrillingly, my body reacted instantly.

It wasn’t just that she was beautiful—though she was devastatingly so. Tall and athletic, curves in all the right places, full breasts straining subtly beneath her blouse, a narrow waist that begged for hands. Her blonde hair caught the light like silk, and her blue eyes held a knowing glint that made it clear she was enjoying my reaction as much as I was enjoying her attention. When she smiled wider, something wicked flickering there, hope flared hot and reckless in my chest.

I had just turned nineteen. I was smart, driven, ahead of my years academically—but when it came to women like her, I was hopelessly inexperienced. And already my mind was betraying me, filling with vivid, distracting fantasies. I imagined clearing her immaculate desk with a sweep of my arm, pulling her toward me, feeling her legs open as I pressed myself between them. The thought alone made my cock throb, and I had to grit my teeth and focus on Brad’s voice as he outlined my responsibilities, explaining how Lexi would be overseeing my work, acting as my guide.

Mentor. The word should have cooled things down.

It didn’t.

If anything, it made the situation more intoxicating. I wanted this internship badly—real-world experience, a foot in the door before college. I promised myself I’d keep my head down, follow instructions, ignore how magnetic she was.

That resolution didn’t last long.

Lexi flirted like it was second nature. Every excuse to close the distance, every passing moment became charged. She brushed past me in hallways, her hip grazing mine. She leaned too close when explaining assignments, her perfume wrapping around me, warm and distracting. And God help me, I loved it. The way she looked at me didn’t make me feel like a kid or an intern—it made me feel wanted. Desired.

When she spoke to me face-to-face, she’d smile like she knew exactly what she was doing, then let her hand drift over my chest, fingers splaying there before sliding lower, stopping just shy of my fly. Each time, my breath hitched, my body responding violently, imagination running wild with what her touch might become if she ever stopped teasing and actually took what she was clearly tempting.

She couldn’t seem to stay still around me. Her breasts brushed my arm when she reached for a file. Her lips hovered near my ear as she murmured instructions in a low, intimate whisper that sent shivers down my spine. Every casual contact lit me up, made me acutely aware that beneath her professional polish was a woman brimming with sensuality—and that she was letting me feel it, one deliberate touch at a time.

By the time three weeks had slipped by, working under Lexi’s direction felt both intoxicating and dangerous. I was learning fast—she pulled me into everything, trusted me with real responsibility, treated me like more than just an intern fetching coffee. And when we sat close, shoulder to shoulder over files or a laptop, her touch was always there. A palm settling on my thigh, fingers warm and deliberate, resting on muscle like it belonged there. I told myself it was just her nature—confident, tactile, unselfconscious—but my body never believed that lie.

I appreciated the education, the way she walked me through cases and explained strategy like she expected me to keep up. But if I’m honest, what thrilled me just as much was the unmistakable sense that her interest wasn’t strictly professional. The way her eyes lingered. The way her knee brushed mine and didn’t move away. The way her smile curved when she caught me watching her mouth.

One night we were still in the office long after the building had quieted, the city outside reduced to distant light and muted sound. We were prepping for a meeting with the family of a recently deceased client, combing through her will—pages detailing vast properties, investments stacked on investments. Serious work. Heavy work. The kind that demanded focus.

Lexi’s phone chimed, sharp in the hush. She picked it up, scanned the screen, and her face twisted in annoyance. “Fantastic,” she muttered under her breath, lips pressing together. “And just when I thought I might finally get laid.”

She tossed the phone onto the desk like it had personally offended her, rolling her shoulders as if the night had suddenly grown heavier. The disappointment in her posture was unmistakable.

“Everything okay?” I asked, trying to sound casual, even as my pulse jumped.

She lifted her head slowly and looked at me—really looked. Her gaze traveled with lazy intention, taking its time, and my cock reacted instantly, a sharp, traitorous twitch at the sheer appraisal in her eyes. It felt like she was measuring me, weighing something in her mind, imagining possibilities that made my mouth go dry.

People always said I looked older than nineteen. At six-three with a solid build, broad shoulders shaped by early morning runs and late-night weights, I’d grown into my body fast. Girls my age liked my smile, the dimple I couldn’t get rid of, the way my dark hair fell into my eyes when they tugged me in for a kiss. But standing there under Lexi’s gaze, I knew that whatever she wanted went far beyond fumbling hands and nervous make-outs. She radiated experience. Appetite. Confidence.

She finally sighed, long and frustrated. “I was supposed to have a date tonight,” she said. “Apparently, that’s not happening anymore.”

“That sucks,” I replied, straightening in my chair, nerves buzzing. “If you don’t want to be alone, I’d be happy to grab dinner with you.”

She laughed softly, a low sound that curled straight through me. “Oh, Mason,” she said, shaking her head. “If dinner was all I needed, I could have something delivered. But what I’m looking for…” Her smile turned knowing, wicked. “You can’t exactly order that in.”

So I hadn’t imagined it. She was frustrated in the exact way I’d been thinking about since the day we met. Still, reality pressed in just as fast. She had to be mid-thirties at least—beautiful, polished, sexually assured. A woman who knew exactly what she liked and how to get it.

And me? I was barely out of high school, my experience thin and awkward by comparison. The idea that she might even consider someone my age felt almost ridiculous… no matter how intensely I wanted to be wrong.

My brows lifted before I could stop them when she studied me in that slow, deliberate way of hers, like she was weighing a decision that pleased her. Then she asked, casually but with a spark in her eyes, “Mason… have you ever gone down on a woman?”

It took a second for the words to land. For my brain to reboot. I swallowed, heat flooding my face, and shook my head. No. Not once.

Her mouth curved into a knowing, wicked smile. “Then,” she murmured, “it’s probably time you learned. Don’t you think?” She tilted her head, clearly enjoying my stunned silence. “It’s the best place to begin if you want women to remember you for all the right reasons.”

I barely registered my own breathing as she rose from her chair and came around the desk. The office suddenly felt too small, too charged. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her short skirt and slid it up her hips, just enough to expose the black lace underneath. Then she stepped out of her thong with an unhurried little wiggle that nearly undid me.

I froze. Blinked. Tried to convince myself I was hallucinating.

I’d seen bodies on screens before—late-night clicks, stolen moments once the internet was finally unguarded—but this was nothing like that. This was my boss. Lexi. Right here. Undressing for me.

When she perched herself on the edge of the desk and opened her legs, I forgot how to breathe altogether. Her skin glowed under the office lights, smooth and inviting, her fingers drifting up her thighs with maddening slowness. She parted herself for me without shame, without hesitation, giving me an intimate, unmistakable view that made my pulse slam in my ears.

My heart raced. My cock throbbed, painfully hard. I felt drunk on the sight of her, on the realization that this was actually happening. Three weeks into the job, and she was showing me exactly how much trouble I was in.

She watched my reaction closely, smiling when my tongue swept over my lower lip without conscious thought. “Learn this properly,” she said softly, her voice lowering as her fingers continued their teasing path, “and I promise—women will talk. You’ll never lack for company.”

Her breath hitched just slightly as she went on. “When you’re between a woman’s legs, you don’t rush. You taste. You take your time. You make her feel like she’s the only thing that exists.”

I nodded quickly, eager, my focus narrowing to the heat and softness she was offering me. I would have done anything she asked in that moment.

“Good,” she whispered. “Then start by getting me ready. Use your finger.”

I pushed to my feet, my legs unsteady as I stepped closer, fitting myself between her knees. The second my finger slid inside her, warmth and tightness closing around me, a sharp jolt of pleasure shot straight through my body. I nearly groaned out loud.

I was already on edge just from looking at her—touching her felt unreal, overwhelming, like I was standing on the edge of something I’d never come back from.

My finger kept a slow, deliberate rhythm inside her, sliding deep and pulling back, slick with her heat. She grew softer, looser around me, her body answering without hesitation. I could feel how wet she was getting, how her hips subtly chased my hand. Her chest rose and fell in uneven pulls of breath, her nipples tightening beneath the fabric as she murmured, voice low and husky, “Why don’t you free that impressive thing in your pants too? It’s only fair I get a view.”

I didn’t hesitate. My zipper was down, boxers shoved away, my cock springing free before I even had time to think. When she looked at me, really looked, her reaction hit me straight in the gut. Her eyes widened, lips parting as a soft gasp slipped out. I’d always known I was bigger than average—long, thick, impossible to hide—but the way she stared made heat flood my face. If she had a taste for size, I was clearly giving her something to smile about.

“I need my mouth on that,” she said, decisive and hungry, fingers curling into my shirt as she pulled me closer until my erection was inches from her face.

One hand slid over my ass, firm and possessive, while the other wrapped around my shaft. Her eyes fluttered shut as her tongue traced me slowly, reverently, from my balls up to the swollen tip. I sucked in a sharp breath, legs threatening to buckle. She circled the head, teasing, then caught the bead of precum with a deliberate flick of her tongue, smiling as she swallowed it like a secret meant just for her.

When she finally took me into her mouth, the sensation was overwhelming—warm, wet, impossibly good. My head tipped back as she worked me with smooth, confident strokes of her lips and tongue, and it honestly felt unreal, like I’d crossed into some forbidden fantasy I’d never wake up from. Now I got it. Now I understood exactly why men lost their minds over this.

Looking down, seeing her lips stretched around me, watching my boss—this confident, sexy woman—pleasuring me without hesitation, nearly undid me. And the fact that she still wanted me between her legs afterward? It was too much, in the best possible way. This wasn’t just a fantasy come true. It felt like the kind of moment that would burn itself into my memory forever.

She drew back just enough to murmur, her voice a velvet purr, “That is a beautiful cock, Mason.” Her hand cupped my balls, gently kneading them, rolling their weight with practiced ease. “With equipment like this, I’d expect women to be clawing their way to you.”

I shifted, a little self-conscious despite everything. “Uh… not really.”

She didn’t stop touching me, her tongue still teasing the sensitive skin as she glanced up, confusion creasing her brow. “What do you mean?”

Might as well tell her the truth. “I’ve never actually… had sex.”

Her mouth fell open, eyes flying wide. “You’re joking.” Then she laughed softly, shaking her head in disbelief. “All that potential going to waste.” Her smile turned slow and knowing. “Well then, I think it’s time we fixed that little problem, don’t you?”

I nodded, a rush of relief loosening something tight in my chest. She hadn’t laughed. She hadn’t hesitated. More than that—she still wanted me. “Yeah,” I said quietly, but the word was loaded, trembling with everything I was feeling. “I do.”

Her gaze shifted, pupils blown wide and dark, the playful edge of her smile sharpening into something wicked and intent. When she spoke again, her voice had dropped, gone velvet-thick and commanding in a way that made my stomach clench. “Then come back over here, Mason. Sit down. I want your mouth between my thighs.” She paused just long enough for the words to sink in, for my breath to hitch. “You’re going to taste me first. Take your time. Get me slick and needy.” Her lips curved. “And when I’m ready, I’ll let you push that beautiful cock inside me and give me a proper, hard ride.”

My hand slid down to my shaft almost without permission, fingers curling around it, stroking slowly as she spelled out exactly how this was going to go. Eat her out. Then fuck her. The simplicity of it, the inevitability, made my head spin. This was really happening. I was about to lose my virginity—and not just to anyone, but to her. A woman so stunning it felt unfair she existed in the same world as me. I watched my cock swell thicker in my grip, heat building as I imagined what it would feel like to finally be inside someone, to finally know what sex really was, especially with a woman like Lexi.

My mind flashed, unbidden, to that clumsy moment years ago in high school, sitting in the dark of a movie theater with Mary Anne Casey. Back then, I’d thought I was king of the world just for getting my hands under her shirt, cupping her small breasts, feeling her nipples tighten shyly under my fingers. We’d tried to kiss, but her braces scraped my lip raw, blood in my mouth killing the moment before it ever really started. That was it. That had been my entire résumé.

And now—now I was here, standing in front of my boss, who was about to show me everything I’d missed.

My hands found her hips, big palms fitting perfectly over the firm, tight curve of her ass as I guided her back until she was perched at the edge of the desk. She shifted, a little shiver running through her, and when I looked down, my breath caught. She was already trembling, her sex on open display, glistening and inviting. I just stared for a second, stunned, wondering how my life had taken such a sharp, incredible turn, wondering if I was really about to taste her, about to put my mouth where I’d only ever fantasized.

I forced myself to breathe, slow and deep, but it was hard when she was breathing just as fast. Then, with a sharp tug, she popped open her blouse, buttons giving way as she pulled the fabric apart and slid her hands up to her breasts, squeezing them through the black lace of her push-up bra. My eyes flared. Jesus. They were full and heavy, straining against the cups, spilling over the top in a way that made my mouth go dry. She pinched and rolled her nipples through the lace, coaxing them into stiff, aching peaks—rosy and proud, begging for attention. They looked so perfect, so delicious, that all I could think about was getting my mouth on them, tasting her skin, finally, finally learning what I’d been missing.

She drew in a trembling breath, pulling me back to the task at hand. Her voice wavered, thick with need. “Make your tongue flat, Mason. Slow. Start low and glide it all the way up to my little pleasure point.” Her hips tipped subtly, offering herself. “That’s my clit. It’s sensitive—handle it like it matters. It’s what makes me come… if you touch it the right way.”

The thought of her unraveling beneath me—of being the reason she lost control—sent a rush straight through my spine. I braced my hands on her backside, the curve of her fitting perfectly into my palms, and did exactly as she asked. I spread my tongue and dragged it unhurriedly over her heat, tracing the slick seam of her from back to front, feeling her shiver as I went. When I reached that swollen nub at the top, she gasped, and I groaned into her, drunk already on the flavor of her. Sweet. Salty. Completely addictive. I licked my lips, stunned by how instantly I wanted more—by how fast I’d decided I could live on the taste of her alone.

After that first pass, restraint vanished. I pulled her closer, nearly lifting her off the desk as I buried my face between her thighs. I worked her with my mouth like I’d been starving—long, slow strokes, then firmer ones, my tongue teasing its way inside her before circling back up. I added my fingers, one, then two, moving with her rhythm, learning her sounds, the way her body tightened when I hit the right spot. She started to squeal, to shake so hard I had to hold her steady, my grip the only thing keeping her from sliding right off the edge.

“Holy fuck,” she panted, threading her fingers through my hair and tugging me closer. “Are you sure you’ve never done this before? Because—damn, Mason. You’re incredible.”

I shook my head against her, unable to pull away long enough to answer. I was lost in her—her scent, her taste, the way she reacted to every flick of my tongue.

When her body tipped toward the edge, when I felt her lips flutter and tremble against my mouth, she grabbed my hair with both hands and pulled hard, guiding me exactly where she wanted me. Her thighs locked around my neck, holding me there as she rocked against my face, feeding herself to my mouth. She moaned, her whole body quaking, head thrown back as she cried out, “Suck my clit. Roll it with your tongue—just like that. God, I’m so close. Don’t stop. Fuck… that feels so good.”

And I didn’t stop. Not for a second.

I closed my mouth over her, drawing her clit gently between my lips, worshipful and slow, while my tongue circled and teased that tight, swollen nub exactly the way she’d begged. My fingers kept their rhythm, sliding in and out of her slick heat, learning the way her body clenched and fluttered around me. I was drunk on her—on the salt-sweet taste of her skin, the soft sounds she made, the way she arched toward my mouth like she couldn’t get close enough. Somewhere in that haze, a fierce, simple truth settled in my bones: this was what I was meant to do. This—being on my knees, lost between her thighs, intent on undoing her completely.

Her warning came out broken and breathless. “Oh—fuck—here it comes.” Her legs locked tight around my neck, squeezing until my pulse thudded in my ears. Her hands tangled in my hair, pulling hard as she threw her head back and cried out, voice raw and unguarded. “I’m coming—Jesus—I’m coming so hard, you’re killing me.”

Her body told the rest of the story. She shook violently, from her toes all the way up, trembling against my mouth as wave after wave tore through her. I stayed right there, steady and relentless, until the last shudder rippled out of her and she finally began to soften. Her grip loosened—on my hair, on my throat—and I eased back just enough to breathe.

Then I leaned over her, the desk cool beneath my palms, and cupped her face. The look of surprise in her eyes when I smiled made something warm bloom in my chest. I kissed her softly, nothing rushed or hungry about it, just a quiet press of my mouth to hers, as if sealing what we’d just shared.

She blinked, then laughed softly, still dazed, still glowing. “Wow,” she said, shaking her head. “After that? You’ve got a permanent position. As long as you want it. Because now that I know what you’re capable of, I’m definitely not letting you go.”

Her words should have satisfied me, but my body had other plans. My cock throbbed painfully between us, heavy and insistent, and all I could think about was being inside her—about finally feeling her wrapped around me. I needed it with an urgency that bordered on desperation.

Breathing hard, she spread her legs wider, unapologetic, giving me a clear view of everything I’d just undone. “I’m clean,” she said, meeting my eyes. “And I know you are too, especially if this is your first time.” Her lips curved, slow and knowing. “So come on, Mason. Give it to me. Don’t you dare hold back—I want all of it. Every inch.”

That was it. I wrapped my hand around myself, guided the head of my cock to her entrance, and nudged forward. When I pushed in, the sound I made was half groan, half prayer. She was impossibly tight, her body gripping me like it had been waiting, pulling me deeper as I filled her inch by inch. The sensation stole my breath. One thrust in, and I already knew this wouldn’t be enough—once would never be enough.

“Oh fuck,” she murmured, heels digging into my ass, urging me closer. “That feels so good.” Her eyes darkened as she smiled up at me. “Now move, Mason. Ride me. Ride me hard. Give me everything you’ve got—and don’t you dare hold back.”

Eager didn’t begin to cover it. I hooked my hands around her ankles and lifted, opening her up until she was stretched wide and helpless beneath me, her body laid out and offered. Just like she’d demanded, I drove into her without mercy, deep and forceful, a low laugh breaking from my chest when her sharp cry filled the room. It hit me then—she loved this, loved the way I took control, the way I claimed her body like it was already mine. So I followed that instinct, the animal pull between us, and gave her exactly what she was asking for. I fucked her hard, relentless, my hips snapping forward as her ass slapped against the desk again and again, the sound obscene and perfect.

I couldn’t stop looking down at where we were joined. Nothing I’d ever watched came close to this—seeing my own cock disappear inside her, watching her body take me, feeling it. She was so tight it bordered on sinful, gripping me every time I thrust, each roll of my hips sinking me a fraction deeper until I was buried in her completely. Her swollen lips stretched around me, glossy and flushed, and the sight alone nearly undid me. I kept pounding into her, rough and unrestrained, while she answered me with broken sounds, her inner muscles clenching hard around my shaft as her hands stayed busy with her breasts, pinching and pulling at her nipples like she couldn’t get enough sensation.

I felt it building again in her—the way her body started to tense, the shiver creeping through her limbs—and I knew I was right there with her, balanced on the edge. My breath came ragged as my balls drew tight and that electric heat shot up my spine, my cock throbbing inside her, pulsing so hard it was almost dizzying.

“Do you want me to come inside you,” I rasped, barely able to form the words, “or pull out?”

Her eyes flew open, sharp and intense. “Don’t you fucking dare pull out,” she shot back. “I want to feel you come, every bit of it. And if this is your first time—” her mouth curved, wicked and knowing, “—I bet you’ve got a lot to give.”

She wasn’t wrong. I could feel it, the pressure coiled and ready, certain I was about to lose it completely. On a whim, just to tease her, I leaned down and dragged my tongue slowly along the back of her calf while I drove into her faster, harder. She writhed beneath me, gasping and squealing, her body betraying her as much as her sounds did.

When her hand slipped between her legs and she started circling her clit, still twisting a nipple between her fingers, my vision went white. My cock kicked hard inside her, and I came apart, spilling in heavy pulses deep inside her heat, wave after wave pouring out as she cried out at the same time, her whole body shaking.

“Oh, fuck—” she shouted, breaking, “I’m coming so fucking hard!”

I rode it out with her, buried to the hilt, feeling every tremor, every clench, until neither of us could do anything but shudder together.

I squeezed my eyes shut and went utterly still, stunned by the violence of the pleasure ripping through me. My cock throbbed like it had a mind of its own, jerking and pulsing as she clenched around me again and again, milking every last shudder out of my body. My head tipped back, a breathless laugh tearing out of my chest as it hit me—this was real. This was me, buried inside a woman, feeling something so intense it bordered on unreal. My balls tightened and released in helpless waves, spilling into her without end, a hot, relentless rush that left me dizzy, dazed, and utterly wrecked as I filled her until I was sure there was no more room.

When the aftershocks finally eased, one thought lodged itself deep in my mind and refused to let go: I never wanted this to be a one-time thing. Now that I knew what it felt like to be with her like this, I wanted it again. And again. Every stolen moment, every possible chance. I craved her—the way she tasted, the way she’d let me take her right here on her desk, turning some half-formed fantasy into something flesh-and-blood and breathtaking. For a guy who’d never even brushed a hand over a woman before, let alone slid inside one, it felt like I’d gone from zero straight into a waking dream.

I opened my eyes and looked down at her, smiling to myself at the sight. She looked deliciously spent, one arm thrown over her eyes, her body still trembling in faint little ripples as the remnants of her climax moved through her. Her chest rose and fell heavily, breaths uneven, breasts lifting with each inhale. And breasts they were—now fully freed, her bra undone so I could really see them. Full and pale and perfect, rounded and firm, crowned with soft, dusky nipples that made my mouth water on sight.

I decided then there was no way I was leaving this fantasy incomplete.

Keeping myself buried deep inside her, her legs still hooked over my shoulders, I leaned down over her body. I cupped one warm, heavy breast in my hand and traced her nipple with the tip of my tongue. She hadn’t been expecting it—her body jolted, then she laughed, breathless and a little shaky. 

“Mason,” she said, voice thick, “if you make me come again, I honestly don’t know if I’ll survive. God… I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard in my life.”

She lowered her arm and looked at me, eyes still glazed, and I smiled up at her before taking her breast fully into my mouth. I sucked slowly, reverently, licking around the swollen peak, savoring the taste of her skin, the soft sound she made as her pupils darkened all over again. To my own amazement, I felt myself responding instantly—thickening, swelling, growing hard inside her once more.

Her fingertips brushed my cheek, a tender contrast to the heat between us. “Now I understand why cougars love younger men,” she murmured, a low moan slipping out as she began to rock her hips up into me. “You must have the stamina of three middle-aged men put together.”

The words sent a fresh surge through me. I started to move again, slow at first, pumping into her while my tongue worked her nipple, rolling it, teasing it, even giving it a gentle tug with my teeth. Her moans deepened, her body responding eagerly, and I knew—with a heady mix of pride and disbelief—that I wasn’t anywhere near done with her yet.

She was slick and warm in a way that made my head spin, her body still soft and yielding after everything I’d poured into her. Sliding back into her was effortless now, like she was made to take me, drawing me in until I was buried to the hilt. Each roll of my hips had her tightening around me, milking me slowly, her mouth parted as she licked her lips in that absentminded way that told me she was savoring every second of it.

“God,” I breathed, unable to stop myself. “You feel incredible.” 

It wasn’t just talk. It felt like the axis of my world had shifted, like this—being inside her—had reset every idea I had about pleasure.

Her fingers flexed in my hair, her voice low and amused. “And so do you.” She smiled, wicked and thoughtful. “I’m starting to think we’ve stumbled onto the perfect routine. We spend the day working ourselves to the bone… and then at night, I make sure you’re good and hard, and we unwind properly. How does that sound, Mason?”

I laughed softly against her skin, still latched to her breast, the reality of it all hitting me at once. I couldn’t imagine a sweeter deal if I tried. I was learning the ropes, getting real experience in the field I wanted—learning from the best. And then there was this. Lexi. My stunning, confident boss, laid out beneath me while my hands gripped her ass and I drove into her slowly, deeply, already feeling that familiar pressure building again, my body eager to give her another round.

Instead of answering her, I leaned down and claimed her mouth. My tongue slid against hers, teasing, coaxing, until she melted into me, her arms coming around my shoulders. She clenched around me so tightly it stole the air from my lungs, and I knew—absolutely knew—we were racing toward another shared unraveling.

It made me think, absurdly, of my dad asking if I was learning anything from working so closely with such a respected attorney. I’d shrugged it off then. There was no way I could ever explain that the most unforgettable lesson so far had nothing to do with law—and everything to do with a woman teaching me exactly how good it could feel to be wanted.

The next afternoon, reality snapped back into place. We spent the morning buried in depositions for an upcoming case, the hours ticking by in a blur of paperwork and quiet focus. Late in the day, I sat nearby while Lexi walked a family through the details of a complicated will—prime real estate, impressive investments, the careful unraveling of a wealthy matriarch’s legacy. She was calm, thorough, compassionate, answering every question with practiced ease.

When it was done, she rose, offered her condolences, shook their hands, and escorted them out with the professionalism she wore so well.

The door clicked shut behind them.

And just like that, the composed attorney vanished. Lexi turned back toward me, her gaze darkening, that familiar, electric look sparking in her eyes—the one that told me she was already thinking about getting me alone again.

What she didn’t know was that I’d spent the day quietly arming myself. During my morning coffee break, tucked into the far corner of the break room with my back against the wall, I’d scrolled my phone low and discreet, making sure no curious eyes could catch what I was watching. While everyone else chatted and refilled their mugs, I was studying slick, breathless bodies tangled together, committing ideas to memory. Not out of desperation—but strategy. I had a feeling Lexi would enjoy me showing up informed, confident, ready to surprise her when we finally had the office to ourselves again.

By the time the hallways emptied and the building settled into that after-hours hush, my pulse was already kicking hard. I rose, crossed the room, and turned the lock with a soft, final click, never once breaking eye contact with her. She watched me approach her desk like she knew exactly what was coming—and couldn’t wait for it to hit.

“On your knees,” I said quietly. “On the desk, Lexi.”

Her reaction was instant. A sharp inhale. Pupils blown wide. She caught her lower lip between her teeth, smiling like I’d just given her a gift. Control lit her up.

“Funny,” she murmured, her voice low and amused. “I was just about to ask whether you felt pressured into any of this. But the way you’re looking at me right now?” She laughed softly. “I think you’re doing just fine with our after-hours arrangement.”

I didn’t bother answering. I only nodded once—slow, deliberate—then tipped my chin toward the desk.

She didn’t hesitate. Not for a second. Lexi rose, smoothed her skirt, and climbed up, turning and settling onto all fours with practiced ease. The sight of her there—confident, willing, offering herself exactly as I’d asked—sent a groan straight from my chest. I slid into her chair and pushed her skirt up, baring her ass inch by delicious inch.

Red lace. A whisper-thin thong cutting a perfect line between her cheeks, disappearing into the heat waiting beneath. My mouth went dry. She always wore thongs—silk, lace, daring little colors she knew drove me insane—and this one was no exception.

I reached for her hips and drew the fabric down slowly, over her curves, along her thighs. But instead of tossing it aside, I paused, smiling to myself as memory kicked in. I stood, rounded the desk, and took her hands gently in mine.

Without a word, I used the discarded thong to bind her wrists together.

Her head snapped up. Surprise flashed across her face, quickly followed by something darker, hotter. Her breasts were already rising and falling fast, skin flushed as the realization sank in—this time, she wasn’t in control.

“Well, fuck,” she breathed, half-laughing, half-awed. “Straight from your first real taste of sex to tying me up?” Her eyes glittered. “You really are a fast learner. Something tells me we’re going to have a lot of fun discovering just how far you want to go, my wicked little lover.”

I lifted her chin, kissed her slow and deep, letting her feel every ounce of intent behind it. When I pulled back, I murmured against her lips, “I just wanted you to know—I’m running things tonight. And I hope you’re ready, because I plan on making you come more times than you can count.”

The sound she made wasn’t quite a moan—more like a surrender. Her eyes rolled back, her body arching forward into the promise of what I’d just claimed, and I had to bite back a grin.

I reached for her blouse and worked the buttons open one by one, slow enough to make her breath hitch. The fabric parted to reveal warm skin and lace, and I slid my hands in, freeing her bra before it even had time to fall. Her breasts spilled into my palms, heavy and perfect, and I rolled her nipples between my fingers, giving each a deliberate, stinging twist that made her cry out.

I leaned closer, my voice low and filthy in her ear. “And I plan on fitting my cock right between these gorgeous things.”

“Oh, fuck, Mason,” she breathed.

I moved behind her, lowering myself until my mouth was level with her slick heat. My tongue traced her seam first, unhurried, savoring the way she trembled before I even touched her properly. Then I pressed in, tasting her, sliding a finger inside to see just how ready she was—how much my voice and my orders had already done to her.

I grinned when I felt how soaked she was.

I lost myself there, licking her deeply, pushing my tongue into her until her sounds turned sharp and needy, until her legs quivered and she started to shake against the desk. I kept at it longer than necessary simply because I couldn’t stop, because her pussy was addictive and I wanted her messy and aching for more.

When I finally stood, I did it slowly, letting the anticipation stretch. I opened my fly, shoved my boxers down, and wrapped my hand around myself, stunned all over again by the sight of her—my impossibly sexy boss bent over her desk, wrists bound, face turned to the side, ass perched right at the edge like an offering she knew I wouldn’t refuse.

I grabbed her hips, fingers digging in, and guided myself forward. The moment the thick head of my cock pressed inside her, she moaned, long and helpless. I slid in deeper, filling her inch by inch, and used my thumb to circle her clit as I began to move, setting a rhythm that made her body rock across the desk.

She was so tight it stole my breath, every thrust meeting resistance before she gave way, gripping me like she didn’t want to let go. The sensation was almost overwhelming—hot, slick, intense—and I drove into her harder, loving the way she took it, the way her body jolted with each stroke.

As I fucked her from behind, she gasped, “Oh God, Mason… this feels so good. I can’t believe it. How old did you say you are?”

“Nineteen,” I said, my hands firm on her hips as I slammed into her again and again, using her body to work myself deeper.

Her voice shook, ragged with pleasure, as she answered, “Jesus… nineteen and you already fuck like this? I think you’ve completely ruined me. It’s so intense, the way you’re stretching me, filling me up. I swear, I’m in love with the burn of it—never mind how wrong and delicious this all feels.”

I didn’t ease up or soften my grip, because I could feel it in the way her body answered me—she craved the roughness as much as I did. Seeing her like that, wrists bound, back arched, my cock driving in and out of her with a relentless rhythm, snapped something feral loose inside me. I slapped her ass, once, twice, loving the sound and the way she pushed back for more. Sweat slicked my skin, my thighs burned, and it hit me with startling clarity that nothing I’d ever felt before even came close to this. My legs trembled, barely holding me upright, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter as I edged toward the point of no return, desperate to bury myself deep and empty everything I had into her tight, greedy heat.

When I bent my knees and shifted my angle, she threw her head back and cried out, the sound raw and unguarded. That was all the confirmation I needed—I’d found the place inside her that made her unravel. 

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I’m going to come so hard.” 

Her body started to quake, not just shiver but truly shake, like the pleasure was ripping through her faster than she could contain it.

I reached around and circled her clit with my fingers, never slowing my thrusts, fucking her hard and deep, pouring everything into the way I moved inside her. Her breath hitched, then disappeared altogether as she cried my name, her inner muscles clamping down on me with shocking force. She came hard, soaking me in the aftershocks, her body going taut and then melting as she clenched around my cock like she was trying to keep me there forever.

That was all it took. With one last brutal thrust, I drove myself as deep as I could and shut my eyes, overwhelmed by the sensation of finally breaking apart. My cock throbbed inside her, pulsing again and again as I spilled into her, the feeling stretching out, endless, her body still squeezing, milking every last drop from me until I was completely spent.

The thought that I was taking her bare, filling her, leaving myself inside her like that—it sent a dark, possessive thrill through me that made my chest ache. It felt primal, intoxicating, like I’d branded the moment into both of us.

When I could finally catch my breath and trust my legs again, I eased back, slipped free of her, and let my forehead rest against her back for a second. I pressed slow kisses along her spine, tender now where I’d been rough before, then moved around to untie her hands. She looked utterly wrecked, beautiful and flushed, and I couldn’t help but smile as I brushed her hair away from her eyes and tipped her face up. 

“You okay?” I asked softly.

She nodded after a shaky exhale. “I think I will be… once my heart stops trying to escape my chest.” She wiped at her damp forehead, then squinted up at me, clearly suspicious. “Are you absolutely sure I’m the first woman you’ve been with? Because there’s no way this is beginner’s luck. How can you possibly be this good at your age?” Her mouth curved into a stunned smile. “All I know is, you get me off like no one ever has before.”

I answered without hesitation, lifting my hand in a solemn little vow. I promised her—swore it—that she was the first woman I’d ever been with. The words were barely out before I caught myself, a flicker of self-consciousness flashing through me. I almost laughed at how earnest it sounded, how naïve. A second later, I was mentally groaning, realizing how ridiculous I probably looked, confessing that not so long ago my idea of merit badges and honor codes had been painfully literal. Back then, the only tent I’d ever pitched was canvas and rope—not the hard, aching proof of how badly she unraveled me now.

She just stared at me, brow creasing slightly, clearly unsure what to make of that. Heat crept up my neck, but I didn’t let the moment linger. I eased back into her chair, drew her with me, and settled her onto my lap. This time, I slowed everything down. I kissed her deeply, deliberately, tasting her, letting my mouth tell her what my words couldn’t. She melted into me, and for a while we did nothing but hold each other, trading soft kisses and lazy breaths, letting the intensity ebb into something warm and intimate after how fiercely we’d taken each other.

Those first days blurred together into a heady stretch of discovery. Each morning seemed to open the door to something new—another way to touch her, another reaction to learn, another secret pleasure uncovered. I pushed gently at her limits, half-expecting resistance, only to find again and again that when it came to sex, Lexi didn’t believe in walls. Nothing felt forbidden. Nothing was off the table. And every time she surprised me, the thrill of it sank deeper into my bones.

One evening, after a punishingly long day, I watched her unravel in slow motion. We’d been on our feet since morning, working nonstop on a major case, and by the time the office clock crept toward six, she looked wrecked. She pressed her fingers to her temples, eyes squeezed shut, jaw tight with pain. When she spoke, her voice was strained. She told me how this happened sometimes—how skipping breaks and staring at screens all day would leave her head pounding. She said she should’ve stepped outside earlier, breathed real air, rested her eyes.

I hated seeing her like that. I moved in close behind her, wrapped my hands gently around her wrists, and guided them down to the desk. Then I took over. My thumbs found her temples, working in slow, careful circles. I felt her exhale, felt some of the tension give way beneath my touch. I slid my hands back, cradling her head, kneading the tight cords of muscle along her neck and shoulders. She leaned into me, trusting, pliant.

And then I looked down.

Her blouse gaped just enough to give me a view of smooth skin and the hint of lace beneath. Her lips had parted, breath turning shallow, and the soft sounds she made told me her headache was already slipping from the center of her thoughts. That’s when it hit me—there were far better ways to make her forget pain.

I let my hands drift down her shoulders, fingers brushing reverently over her skin, before I began to loosen the buttons of her blouse one by one. Each small click was answered by a quiet gasp. When I slipped the straps from her shoulders and unclasped her bra, her reaction was immediate. My palms filled with her warmth, her weight, and I began to massage her slowly, deliberately, savoring the way she responded. I teased her nipples, rolling them gently between my fingers until they hardened, until her body arched back into me without hesitation.

She whimpered softly, lips wet as she licked them, pushing herself into my hands as if she couldn’t get enough. The air around us changed—thickened with the unmistakable scent of her desire. And as I felt her body surrender, all from my hands on her breasts alone, a wicked thought took hold of me. I wondered just how far I could take her like this… whether touching her there, and only there, might be enough to make her come apart completely.

My palms cradled her full, heavy curves, thumbs circling as I teased and worried at her nipples, drawing them out slowly, deliberately, until they were swollen and aching, flushed a deep, hungry pink. They stood proud against my fingers, rigid and sensitive, and every tiny twist pulled a breathy sound from her throat. I leaned down, my mouth brushing the shell of her ear, my voice low and rough with want. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen breasts like yours, Lexi. They fit my hands like they were made for me. And knowing I’ll get to taste them—feel them on my tongue—I’m barely holding it together.”

She let out a shaky laugh that dissolved into a moan, her hips shifting restlessly in the chair. “Jesus, Mason… if you keep touching me like that, I’m going to lose it. I’m already right there.”

I spun her chair to face me, lifted her chin with my fingers, and claimed her mouth. My tongue slid between her lips as I kept my hands busy, still tugging and stroking those sensitive peaks. She trembled against me, a full-body shiver that told me exactly how deep I’d gotten under her skin. The way she reacted—so open, so unguarded—made my pulse hammer. I was already imagining her draped over me, sinking down, taking me inch by inch.

Holding her gaze, I undid my fly and freed myself, my cock springing out, thick and aching. Her eyes darkened instantly, heat flaring there as she watched my hand glide along my length. Her soft sounds filled the space between us, feeding my need. I hadn’t even decided where I wanted her when she made the choice for me.

She leaned forward, wrapped her hand around me, and then her mouth followed, lips sealing around my tip before taking me deeper and deeper until her chin brushed my balls. The sensation stole my breath. I’d never known anything like it—the drag of her throat, the way she relaxed and took me, like my body belonged exactly where it was. Pleasure ripped through me, raw and dizzying, and I knew I was on borrowed time.

She pulled back with a slow, wicked smile, eyes locked on mine as she released me with a wet little pop. I groaned, watching a slick trail of her spit slide down my shaft and drip along my thigh, the sight nearly undoing me. Every filthy, possessive thought I had flared at once, urging me to bend her over the desk and fuck her senseless until nothing else existed.

Instead, I forced myself to breathe. I lifted her easily, settled into the chair she’d vacated, and guided her onto me. Her knees framed my hips as she straddled my lap, heat hovering just where I needed her most. I slid my hands over her thighs and looked up at her, voice thick with promise. “Now,” I told her, “I want to feel you take me—slowly—until you’re sitting all the way down on me.”

She gave me a small, nervous nod, caught her bottom lip between her teeth, and lowered herself exactly the way I’d asked. Inch by delicious, deliberate inch, she sank down on me, a soft, breathy whimper slipping free every time my cock pressed deeper. The sensation was overwhelming—her heat closing around me, the slow stretch, the way our bodies seemed to argue and then surrender at the same time. By the time she was fully seated, her slick warmth resting against my aching balls, her ass fitting snugly on my thighs, we were both groaning, eyes half-rolled with it.

I could feel how full she was, how completely I had her, the faint resistance that told me I was pushing her limits—and the way her body welcomed it anyway. She’d told me before how that first sting, that moment of being opened and claimed, sent sparks straight through her. With my cock buried so deep I could swear the head was brushing her womb, I knew she was riding that edge just as hard as I was, her breath shuddering, her thighs trembling.

She never looked away. Her gaze stayed locked on mine as she braced her hands on my shoulders and pushed down hard, then lifted, then found a rhythm that made my jaw clench. She rode me steadily, confidently, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I grabbed her hips, thrusting up into her, meeting every roll of her body, driving us both past restraint. Our teeth were gritted, my head thrown back as she came apart, and I felt her climax ripple around me while I filled her, thick and hot, knowing she’d be left drenched on that chair. Given how often we used her desk—and everything around it—I was grateful, in some distant, practical way, that the chair was leather and easy to clean before we finally called it a night.

That was, more or less, how my summer internship went. We’d pretend to be focused all day, getting through meetings and deadlines, while I watched the clock, counting down to when the real fun would start.

Sometimes, if she was standing close to me at the end of the day, I’d tease her awake by sliding my hand up her skirt, slipping a finger inside her, already knowing how wet she’d be, how ready. Other times she didn’t even pretend to wait—she’d lock the door herself, drop to her knees, free my cock, and take me into her mouth with a hunger that made my knees weak. I loved it when she took control like that just as much as when she shoved me back, dragged my pants down, and sank onto me, riding me until we were both breathless and slick with release.

Nights were our favorite, though. I’d strip her bare, sink to the floor, and let her sit on my face while I devoured her, my mouth working her until she was crying out, fingers tangled in my hair, pulling hard. And when she was shaking and spent, I’d pull her onto all fours and take her from behind, a few sharp swats to her gorgeous ass, the delicious rush of control flooding me as I watched myself slide in and out of her tight, eager body.

When I look back on it now, I can say without hesitation that it was the best summer I’d ever lived. Not just because of the way Lexi made my body come alive, but because of how much she awakened my mind. Under her sharp eye and demanding standards, the law stopped being abstract theory and became something vivid, layered, and intoxicating. She challenged me, pushed me, expected more than I thought I had—and somewhere between long days and stolen glances, I realized this was what I wanted. I wanted the law. I wanted her world. I wanted to be a lawyer.

There was never any doubt I’d return the following summer. Working for Lexi wasn’t just a privilege—it was addictive. She was everything a mentor should be: brilliant, exacting, unflinchingly honest. Before long, I wasn’t thinking in terms of one more internship. I was already imagining myself coming back year after year, loyal as gravity, until I finally earned my degree. And quietly, almost superstitiously, I let myself hope that by then she might want me beyond office walls and closed doors—something real, something chosen in daylight as well as shadow.

She taught me lessons I’ll carry forever. That discipline comes before indulgence. That nothing tastes sweeter than pleasure you’ve earned. Work first, then play—fully, fiercely. But the lesson that branded itself deepest into me was the one no textbook ever mentions. Despite everything I’d been told growing up, I learned that a man’s happiness often finds its truest shape between a woman’s thighs—especially when that woman is Lexi. Every time she touched me, every time she let me touch her, it felt like stepping into a fantasy I hadn’t known how to dream yet.

And for a guy who was only nineteen, still learning the edges of himself, still discovering how much he could feel and how deeply—there was simply nothing that could ever top that.
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