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The key felt cold and heavy in Allie’s hand, a solid weight of authority that felt like a complete lie. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs, each beat echoing in the silent, cavernous hallway. This is a terrible idea. The worst idea. The captain’s voice rang in her memory, a smug, knowing echo. They’re manipulative. You won’t last a month. They’ll have you smuggling in cigarettes, drugs…

But this wasn’t about contraband. This was about the man behind the door. Rex.

For weeks, he’d been the only flicker of kindness in the gray monotony of the cellblock. He’d shielded her from the jeers and crude offers of other inmates, his voice a low, calm command that actually made them listen. Their talks through the bars during her rounds had started as professional, a guard checking on a seemingly model prisoner. They’d slipped into something else entirely—personal. He’d told her about his past, the bad choices, the dealing. I see a future when I look at you, Allie. A better one. I want to change. She’d wanted to believe him so badly.

And now, after lockdown, his request. Come to my cell. Please.

Her palm was slick with sweat. The metallic clunk of the lock disengaging was deafening. She pushed the door open just enough to slip inside, the scent of cheap soap and masculine heat washing over her.

He was standing by his bunk, his frame seeming to fill the small space. The dim light from the hallway cut across the sharp planes of his face.

“You came,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

“I shouldn’t have.” Her own voice was a breathy whisper.

“I know.” He took a step closer, and she didn’t retreat. The air between them crackled. “I’ve tried not to feel this, Allie. Tried to be what you need me to be—just an inmate. But I can’t. The way you look at me… it’s not like the others.”

Her professional resolve, so thin and fragile, shattered. “How do I look at you?” she breathed.

“Like you see me. Not the convict. The man.” He closed the final distance, his hand coming up to cradle her jaw. His thumb stroked her cheek, a touch so gentle it made her want to cry. “I have feelings for you. But I don’t want to get you in trouble.”

The confession broke the last of her restraint. “I feel it too,” she whispered, the words a guilty, thrilling admission. “God help me, I do.”

His lips met hers.

It wasn’t a gentle exploration; it was a claiming. A hungry, desperate collision of pent-up need. His mouth was warm and insistent, and she met his hunger with her own, her hands coming up to grip the rough fabric of his jumpsuit. The world narrowed to the heat of his mouth, the scratch of his stubble, the low groan that vibrated from his chest into hers.

When he broke the kiss, they were both breathless. His dark eyes held hers as his hands went to the buttons of his uniform. He freed himself, and her breath hitched. He’s so big. Thick and already fully hard, standing proud against his stomach.

The sight sent a jolt of pure, liquid heat straight to her core. Without a word, without a thought for the consequences, she sank to her knees on the cold concrete floor.

Her fingers trembled as she wrapped them around his base, feeling the powerful, velvety heat of him. She looked up, meeting his intense gaze, before leaning forward and taking him into her mouth.

He hissed, a sharp intake of breath, and his hand came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just holding. Oh god. She explored him with her tongue, tracing the prominent vein, savoring the taste of him—clean skin and raw masculinity. She took him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth, her other hand cupping his heavy sac, rolling his balls gently.

“Allie…” her name was a strangled prayer on his lips. “Fuck, that’s good. It’s been so long since I’ve had a woman.”

His hips gave a faint, involuntary thrust and she moaned around him, the vibration making him curse again. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the sounds of his pleasure, in the intoxicating power of having this formidable man unraveling for her.

With a growl, he pulled her to her feet. His hands were at her uniform, efficient and desperate. The buttons of her shirt gave way, and he pushed the stiff fabric from her shoulders. Her standard-issue bra was next, and then his hot mouth was on her breast, his tongue lashing her nipple into a tight, aching peak.

She cried out, her head falling back as sensation ripped through her. He suckled hard, alternating between breasts until she was writhing against him, her own hands tearing at his jumpsuit, pushing it down his shoulders to feel the hot skin and hard muscle of his back.

He guided her backward onto the narrow bunk, his body covering hers. He kissed his way down her stomach, his teeth scraping gently over her hip bones, and then he was yanking her trousers and panties down her legs in one swift motion.

The cold air hit her damp heat for only a second before his mouth was on her.

She gasped, her back arching off the thin mattress. His tongue was relentless, a wicked, clever thing that speared into her core before circling her throbbing clit with firm, delicious pressure. He held her hips down, pinning her as he devoured her. She could feel the tension coiling tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap. Her fingers twisted in the rough blanket, moans pouring from her lips, each one louder than the last.

“Rex… I’m… I’m gonna…”

He didn’t let up. He drove her over the edge with a final, sucking kiss, and her world exploded into a blinding white flash of pleasure. Waves of ecstasy wracked her body, her thighs clamping around his head as she bucked against his mouth with a broken cry.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving up her body, lining himself up. He paused, his eyes searching hers, his cockhead pressed against her slick entrance.

“Tell me you want this,” he demanded, his voice rough with need.

“Yes,” she begged, wrapping her legs around his waist. “Please.”

He thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful motion.

She gasped at the glorious, stretching fullness. He was so big, he filled her completely. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, his forehead pressed to hers, their breaths mingling.

Then he began to move.

He set a punishing, deep rhythm from the start, each thrust hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. The metal bunk frame rattled against the concrete wall with their motion, a rhythmic clang that was too loud, too telling, but neither of them cared. His grunts were a growl in her ear, animalistic and real. She met every one of his thrusts, her nails digging into the sweat-slicked muscles of his back.

“Turn over,” he rasped. “On your hands and knees.”

She obeyed instantly, the submissive position sending a new thrill through her. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He plunged into her again, and the new angle was even deeper, more intense. He pistoned into her, each snap of his hips a masterstroke of pleasure. The slap of skin on skin, their ragged breaths, her own wanton moans—it was a symphony of debauchery.

She could feel another orgasm building, deeper and more powerful than the first. “Don’t stop… oh god, right there…”

His pace became erratic, frantic. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles. It was all she needed. The climax ripped through her with a violence that stole her breath, her inner muscles clenching around him in rhythmic pulses. Her juices gushed around his thrusting length.

With a guttural roar, he followed her over, his body slamming into hers one final time as he emptied himself deep inside her, his hot release pulsing into her in wave after wave.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. He collapsed over her back, his weight a comforting heaviness.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. The reality of the cold cell, the scratched walls, the scent of sex, came crashing down. She moved first, pulling away, scrambling off the bunk on shaky legs to gather her clothes. She dressed in hurried, silent motions, unable to look at him.

The captain was right. She wasn’t cut out for this. She was a cliché.

As she fastened her final button, his hand caught her wrist. She finally met his eyes.

“This is our secret,” he murmured, his thumb stroking her pulse point. “No one will ever know.”

She merely nodded, her throat too tight for words. She slipped out of the cell, the lock clicking shut behind her with a sound of finality. She leaned against the cold bars, trying to steady her breathing. Shame warred with a dark, thrilling anticipation.

Rex’s voice, soft but clear, came from the other side of the door. “I can’t wait to see you tomorrow.”

2 - REVENGE WITH A RIVAL GANG
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The bass from the club’s speakers vibrated through Dara’s bones, a useless attempt to drown out the white-hot fury in her skull. Zack. His name was a poison pill on her tongue. The image of him, of her, their tangled limbs in their bed, was a film reel on a constant, punishing loop. She drained her whiskey, the burn down her throat a pale imitation of the fire in her gut. A Blades jacket meant loyalty. It meant family. He’d shit on all of it.

She pushed through the throng of dancing bodies, needing air, needing space, needing to hit something. That’s when she saw them. Leaning against the stained brick wall in the alley, the ambient light catching the unmistakable purple and silver of the Baby Jokers. Mac and Shawn. The enemy.

Her body went taut, a spring coiling. “The fuck you doin’ on our turf?” she snarled, stepping into their space, her voice cutting through the bass-heavy muffled music.

Mac, taller with a lazy grin, looked her up and down, not with threat, but with appraisal. “Easy, Blade girl. Just takin’ a break. Didn’t know we needed a permit.”

Shawn, stockier and quieter, just watched, a faint smirk playing on his lips. Their calm was a new kind of insult.

“You’re gonna need a hospital if you don’t move your asses,” Dara spat, her fists clenched.

Mac laughed, a low, easy sound. “All that fire. Heard your boy Zack’s been spreadin’ his around, too. Saw him with some chick from the westside.”

The mention of it, from him, was a physical blow. Her composure cracked. They saw it. Of course they saw it.

Mac’s eyes gleamed. “Look, we got a proposition. You’re clearly wound up. We’re headin’ back to our place. Come with us. We’ll help you… unwind. Quick cash in it for you. Easy.”

Revulsion was her first, automatic response. “Fuck you.” A Blade doesn’t fuck a Joker. It’s the rule.

But then… the image of Zack flashed again. His laugh. His betrayal. What better fuck you? a small, vicious voice whispered inside her. What’s more forbidden than this?

Shawn pushed off the wall, his voice a rough murmur. “Double it.”

The number wasn’t the point. The point was the audacity. The absolute, nuclear option. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of anger and a terrifying, thrilling curiosity. She looked at their expectant faces, the enemies she was supposed to hate. Yes. The word formed in her mind before she could stop it.

“Fine,” she heard herself say, the word foreign on her lips. “Let’s go.”

The apartment was what she expected. Beer cans, a beat-up couch, the faint smell of weed. Mac handed her a fresh drink, and she downed it, the liquid courage fortifying the wall between her old self and what was about to happen. The two men stood across from her, the air thickening, the pretense of small talk evaporating.

“Bedroom’s through there,” Mac said, his voice dropping an octave, all business now.

She followed, her boots echoing on the cheap laminate floor. The room was sparse, just a large mattress on the floor. Mac and Shawn positioned themselves at the foot of it.

“Let’s see what a Blade looks like,” Shawn said, his earlier smirk gone, replaced by a focused intensity.

With deliberate, slow movements, they unbuckled their belts, the clink of the metal obscenely loud. They pushed their jeans and boxers down, their cocks springing free. Both were already hard, thick and promising. They began stroking themselves, their eyes locked on her. They’re using me, she thought, and the power of that, of being so desired it was a transaction, ignited something deep and dormant within her.

For Zack, she told herself, but the thought was already fading, replaced by a raw, pulsing need.

Her fingers went to her own jacket, shrugging off the colors that defined her. Then her tank top. Her jeans. Her underwear. Each article that hit the floor felt like shedding a skin. She stood before them, completely bare, the cool air kissing her skin, her nipples hardening under their hungry gaze. Their hands moved faster on their lengths, a silent, potent tribute.

“On your knees,” Mac commanded, his voice husky.

She dropped down, the rough carpet scratching her shins. Shawn stepped forward first, guiding himself to her lips. She opened her mouth, and the first touch of him, the silken heat, made her gasp. She took him in, her tongue swirling around the head before sinking down, taking more of him. She tasted salt and skin, her world narrowing to the texture of him filling her mouth, the low groans from above. She worked him expertly, a skill Zack had always praised, now weaponized.

After a few minutes, Mac tapped Shawn’s hip. “My turn.”

They switched. Mac was different, thicker. She had to open wider, her jaw aching as she bobbed her head, her saliva slicking his shaft. His hands fisted in her hair, not roughly, but possessively, guiding her rhythm. This is revenge, she thought, but the thought was a distant echo drowned out by the primal sounds of their pleasure.

“On the bed,” Shawn growled once Mac had had his fill.

She crawled onto the mattress, the cheap springs groaning. Shawn hovered over her, his mouth descending on one peaked nipple. He sucked it deep, his tongue flicking and teasing until she cried out, arching her back. At the same time, Mac settled between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs. She was already wet, embarrassingly so.

His tongue lashed her in one long, flat stroke. Oh god. Her hips jerked off the bed. He didn’t tease for long. He feasted, his mouth a devilish instrument of pleasure. His tongue circled her clit, then plunged inside her, again and again, while his thumb pressed against the tight ring of muscle beneath. The dual assault, Shawn on her breast, Mac on her core, shattered her. A broken, strangled moan was torn from her throat as her first orgasm ripped through her, a lightning strike of pure sensation that left her trembling.

Before she could recover, Mac was moving. “Turn over. On your hands and knees.”

She complied, her body pliant. He positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip. She felt the broad head of his cock press against her soaked entrance. And then he was pushing in, filling her in one smooth, relentless thrust. She gasped, the stretch exquisite, the feeling of being so completely taken overwhelming her.

As Mac began to move, setting a deep, pounding rhythm that shook the bed, Shawn moved to her face. He guided himself back into her mouth, and she accepted him hungrily, the taste of herself on his skin a further intoxicant. She was the center of their universe, the sole focus of their pleasure. Mac’s thrusts grew frantic, his grip on her hips bruising. With a guttural roar, he drove into her one last time, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her depths.

He pulled out, spent, and Shawn immediately took his place. There was no hesitation. He entered her from behind, his own groan muffled by the headboard slamming against the wall. She was so sensitive, so full of Mac, that every one of Shawn’s strokes was an electric shock of pleasure. He fucked her with a single-minded intensity, and the coil in her belly tightened again, impossibly tight.

“I’m gonna cum,” he grunted, his pace becoming erratic.

It was the permission she needed. The sight of Zack was gone, replaced only by the feeling of being utterly owned, used, and cherished all at once. Her second orgasm detonated, a silent, seismic wave that clenched around Shawn’s thrusting length. Her vision whited out. Feeling her convulse, he slammed into her one final time, his own release joining Mac’s inside her, a hot, claiming flood.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing. Shawn pulled out, and Dara collapsed onto her stomach, spent, a sticky warmth leaking onto the sheets beneath her.

Mac tossed a thick wad of cash onto the pillow beside her head. The rustle of the bills was a cold, hard reality check.

She lay there, the scent of sex and sweat thick in the air, the feel of them still imprinted on and inside her. A Joker’s cum is inside me. The danger was absolute. If anyone found out… But beneath the terror, a treacherous, thrilling warmth spread through her. She had enjoyed it. God, she had loved it.

Shawn looked down at her, his expression unreadable. “So? You wanna do it again sometime?”

Dara hesitated, her mind a riot of consequences and remembered pleasure. She looked at the money, then back at their expectant faces. “Okay,” she whispered.

3 - THE BOSS’S APOLOGY
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The report landed on her desk with a definitive, dismissive thud. Katherine stared at the red ink bleeding across her meticulous work, each criticism feeling like a personal slight.

“Again?” she murmured, the frustration a hot coil in her stomach.

Nate’s looming presence materialized beside her cubicle, his tailored suit doing little to soften the severity of his expression. “The data analysis is superficial, Katherine. I need depth. I need insight. Not this… collegiate summarization.”

His voice was a low rumble, the same one that had haunted her first month at this job. She’d had enough. Pushing back her chair, she stood, meeting his steely gaze head-on. “What is your problem with me? Did I run over your dog in a past life or something? Because this feels… personal.”

A muscle ticked in his jaw. For a long moment, he just looked at her, his eyes tracing the lines of her face with an intensity that felt entirely new. The anger in his expression flickered, then dimmed, replaced by something more complex. Something like regret.

He let out a slow breath, the rigid set of his shoulders finally relaxing. “My problem,” he said, his voice softer now, almost weary, “is that you remind me of my ex-wife.”

Katherine blinked, her own anger momentarily derailed. “I… what?”

“The resemblance is uncanny. And she… well, she took my heart, my trust, and half of everything I’d built, and she ground it all into dust.” He ran a hand through his perfectly coiffed hair. “It was unfair of me. Unprofessional. I’m sorry, Katherine. You’ve done nothing to deserve my… bitterness.”

The apology was so unexpected, so raw, that the last of her defensiveness evaporated. She saw him then, not just as her imposing, infuriating boss, but as a man who was genuinely hurting.

“To show you I mean it,” he continued, a new, more dangerous warmth entering his eyes, “let me take you to dinner. A proper apology. No shop talk.”

This is a spectacularly bad idea, a voice of reason screamed in her head. He’s your boss. This is inappropriate.

But that voice was drowned out by the sudden, thrilling hammer of her heart. And by the simple, undeniable fact that Nate was devastatingly handsome.

“Okay,” she heard herself say, the word breathless. “Okay, yes.”

The restaurant was all low lighting and whispered conversations. Nate was a different man outside the office. Charming, witty, his attention utterly focused on her. His foot brushed against hers under the table. Then, his hand. It settled on her knee, a warm, heavy weight that sent a jolt straight through the thin fabric of her dress. His thumb began a slow, deliberate stroking motion along her inner thigh.

Sparks. Little electric sparks tracing a path north.

She didn’t pull away. She pressed her legs together, trapping his hand, a silent plea for more. His answering smile was predatory and promised everything.

They barely made it to the parking lot. Under the dim glow of a halogen light, he pushed her gently against the sleek black door of his car, his body caging hers. “I’ve been wanting to do this since your first day,” he growled against her lips before capturing them in a searing kiss.

It was nothing like the tentative kisses she was used to. This was all possession and pent-up hunger. His tongue plunged into her mouth, tasting of expensive wine and pure, masculine want. Her hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him closer. Yes. This. More.

His house was a modern fortress of glass and steel, breathtaking and impersonal. But she barely had time to process the soaring ceilings before he was leading her, hand in hand, to his bedroom. It was dominated by a massive bed, and in the center of it, he turned her to face him.

His fingers went to the zipper of her dress. He pulled it down with a slow, torturous hesitation, his knuckles grazing the sensitive skin of her spine. The dress pooled at her feet. His heated gaze traveled over her lace-clad body, and a low groan escaped him. “Christ, Katherine. You’re perfect.”

He worshiped her with his mouth. He kissed the frantic pulse at her throat, the slope of her shoulder. He peeled away her bra, his lips closing around one taut nipple, his tongue flicking and sucking until she cried out, her knees buckling. He held her up, lowering her to the edge of the bed, kneeling to remove her panties.

Then he stood, and his own clothes came off with an efficiency that spoke of supreme confidence. And there it was. His cock was thick and heavy, already fully erect, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. Big. The word echoed in her mind, followed by a flood of pure, liquid heat between her legs.

She didn’t wait for an invitation. She slid off the bed and knelt before him, taking his length in her hand. It was like velvet-covered steel. She looked up, meeting his dark, hungry eyes, and then she took him into her mouth.

She swirled her tongue around the broad head, tasting his unique, musky salt. She hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper, her other hand cupping and gently massaging his heavy sac. His groan was a raw, guttural sound of pleasure. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, as she established a rhythm, sucking and licking, lost in the power of reducing this powerful man to a trembling state of need.

He pulled her up, laying her back on the cool duvet. He kissed his way down her stomach, his stubble a delicious abrasion on her soft skin. He parted her thighs, and his mouth was on her.

Oh, god.

His tongue was a master. It lashed her clit with sinful precision, then flattened to press firm, wide circles against the swollen nub. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her back arch clear off the bed with a shattered cry. He feasted on her, drinking her in, his low moans vibrating through her very core. She came apart violently, her orgasm crashing over her in a wave of blinding white pleasure.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving. Positioning himself between her legs. The broad head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance. He pushed in.

So full. The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, burning fullness. He filled her completely, and when he was fully sheathed, he paused, letting her adjust, his forehead pressed to hers, his breath ragged.

Then he moved.

His thrusts started slow and deep, each one a deliberate, soul-searching plunge. But the pace quickly escalated. He fucked her hard, just as she’d wanted, the slapping sound of their bodies a primal rhythm in the luxurious room. She clawed at his back, meeting every thrust with a desperate lift of her hips.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice hoarse.

On her hands and knees, she felt exposed, wanton. He entered her from behind, his grip on her hips possessive, almost brutal. The new angle was deeper, more intense. She whimpered, pushing back against him, begging for more with her body.

He reached for a bottle on the nightstand. A click of a cap. A cool drizzle of lube. His slick finger probed the tight furl of her ass, circling, pressing. The intrusion was shocking, a sharp contrast to the pounding she was taking. But the shock melted into a dark, forbidden pleasure. She moaned, pushing back against his hand.

“Nate…”

“I know, baby. I know.”

He replaced his finger with the head of his cock. The pressure was immense, unbelievable. He pushed, slowly, relentlessly, stretching her impossibly. She gasped, the sensation a wild mix of pain and the most intense pleasure she had ever known. And then he was in, buried to the hilt in her ass.

He held still for a heartbeat, both of them panting. Then he began to move again, a slower, more grinding rhythm that set every nerve ending on fire. She felt every ridge of his cock, every slight shift. It was overwhelming. It was everything. Her climax began to build again, a tight coil low in her belly, fed by the filthy, incredible feeling of being taken so completely.

Her ass clenched around him involuntarily, a series of spasming grips that pulled a ragged shout from him. “Katherine… I’m gonna…”

His own release triggered hers. She came with a broken scream, her vision blurring, her entire body convulsing around his still-pumping cock. He emptied himself deep inside her with a long, shuddering groan, collapsing over her back, spent.

Later, tangled in his sheets, his arm a heavy, comforting weight across her stomach, she nuzzled into his neck. The scent of their sex clung to both of them.

“We have to keep this quiet at the office,” he murmured, his lips against her hair. “No one can know.”

A secret. A thrilling, dangerous secret. She traced the lines of his chest, a slow, contented smile spreading across her face. “I know.”

4 - A STORM OF UNEXPECTED DESIRE
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“Oh yes. That feels so good,” Robyn whispered, the words a hot breath against Jason’s neck. Her hips stuttered, then stilled, the incredible fullness of him a shocking, perfect anchor in the chaos.

He groaned, a deep, ragged sound that vibrated through her entire body. “Don’t stop. Keep riding my dick.”

Her nails dug into the hard muscle of his shoulders as the last hour rewrote every assumption she’d ever had about the man buried deep inside her.

—

It started with the flag.

Three days ago, Robyn had watched from her window, her morning coffee turning to acid in her stomach, as the moving truck disgorged not just furniture, but an ideology. A large, yellow Gadsden flag was the first to go up, the “DON’T TREAD ON ME” snake seeming to mock her from its pole. Then came the political sign, jammed into the perfectly manicured lawn, touting some Republican candidate she’d already donated heavily to defeat.

She’d fumed for a full day before she couldn’t take it anymore. She’d marched across the damp grass, her righteous fury a shield.

He’d answered the door wearing that Maga hat. A slow, infuriatingly handsome grin spread across his face as he took in her scowl.

“Can I help you?” he’d asked, his voice far too calm.

“Your flag. Your sign. They’re offensive. They’re symbols of hate,” she’d snapped, pointing an accusatory finger.

He’d actually laughed. A rich, genuine sound that made her angrier. “It’s called free speech, sweetheart. You might try it sometime. Maybe take down that rainbow flag of yours if you’re so opposed to personal expression.”

The slam of his door had been his final word.

Then came the storm. The news called it historic. The wind howled like a dying animal, rattling the windows of her bungalow. The power died first, plunging her into a nervous twilight. Then the sickening, splintering crack. The entire house shuddered as an ancient oak tree in her backyard surrendered, its massive trunk crashing through her roof. Rain and debris poured into her living room.

Terrified and utterly alone, she’d huddled in a hallway closet, listening to the world tear itself apart. A frantic knocking on her front door nearly stopped her heart. She’d wrenched it open to find Jason, his Maga hat swapped for a rain-soaked hoodie, his expression grim.

“Come on,” he’d yelled over the gale, his hand outstretched. “Your roof’s compromised. My basement’s fortified. Now!”

There was no choice. She took his hand.

In the stark, utilitarian safety of his basement, the anger had deflated, leaving only shame and a pounding heart. “Thank you,” she’d muttered, hugging herself. “And… I’m sorry. For before. I was a jerk.”

He’d just nodded, his eyes soft. “It’s a scary time. Apology accepted.” He’d busied himself with a camp stove, opening cans of chili, the simple, domestic act feeling profound. They ate in silence, the roar of the storm their only soundtrack.

And that’s when she’d noticed it. The way his forearms flexed as he stirred the pot. The surprising kindness in his eyes when he handed her a bowl. The sharp, intelligent wit lurking behind his political bravado. The attraction was sudden, illogical, and utterly overwhelming.

He caught her staring. A slow smile touched his lips. “What? Never seen a conservative eat canned chili before?”

“I guess I thought you’d only consume the souls of the working class,” she shot back, but her tone was playful, not sharp.

He laughed again, and this time, it didn’t infuriate her. It warmed her. He moved to sit beside her on the old leather couch, the space between them crackling with a new, dangerous energy.

“You’re not what I expected, Robyn.”

“You’re not what I expected either, Jason.”

His hand came up, his fingers brushing a stray strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was electric. Her breath hitched. This is insane, her mind screamed. He’s the enemy. But her body leaned into his touch.

She closed the distance. Her lips met his.

It wasn’t a hesitant kiss. It was a conflagration. Weeks of pent-up political frustration mutated into raw, primal need. His mouth was demanding, tasting of coffee and chili and something uniquely male. A groan rumbled from his chest as his arms encircled her, pulling her flush against him. Her hands tangled in his hair, dislodging his hood, and she didn’t care about anything but the heat of his tongue dancing with hers.

His hands were everywhere, mapping the terrain of her back, squeezing her hips, sliding under the hem of her sweater. His thumb brushed the underside of her breast and she arched into him with a sharp gasp.

“Please,” was all she could manage, a broken syllable against his mouth.

He needed no further instruction. His hands pushed the sweater up and over her head. Her bra followed, and then the cool basement air hit her skin, raising goosebumps that were instantly soothed by the heat of his mouth. He lavished attention on one breast, his tongue circling her nipple before drawing it deep, sucking hard. A jolt of pure pleasure shot straight to her core, making her cry out. His other hand kneaded her other breast, pinching the nipple gently between his fingers, the dual sensations pushing her toward a dizzying edge.

He worshiped her breasts until she was writhing, her fingers clutching at his shoulders. Then his mouth began a slow, torturous descent. He kissed a burning trail down her stomach, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her yoga pants and underwear. He peeled them down her legs, his eyes dark with hunger as he took her in.

He didn’t hesitate. He settled on the floor between her legs, his hands spreading her open for his gaze, his touch, his mouth.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her back bow off the couch. “Jason!”

He hummed against her, the vibration intensifying the incredible sensation. He was relentless, a man on a mission. His tongue explored every fold, every secret, sensitive part of her. He licked and sucked, his hands holding her hips down as she bucked against his mouth. He focused on her clit, circling it, flicking it, gently sucking it into his mouth until she was incoherent, babbling his name and a string of curses and pleas.

The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, shattering explosion that left her trembling, boneless, and utterly consumed.

Before she could even come down, he was stripping off his own clothes, his movements hurried. And then she saw him. All of him. His body was solid, powerful. And his erection, thick and veined and proudly standing straight out from his body, made her mouth water.

He sat on the edge of the couch, his gaze locked on hers. “Come here.”

She moved on unsteady legs, straddling his lap. She reached between them, guiding him to her entrance. She sank down onto him in one slow, exquisite motion, a moan torn from both their throats as he filled her completely.

She began to move, a slow, tentative rock of her hips that quickly built into a desperate, pounding rhythm. Her hands were on his chest, her head thrown back. This. This is what I needed. The friction was incredible, each stroke hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. She rode him with a frantic energy, the slap of their skin echoing in the basement, punctuated by their ragged breaths.

“God, you feel… incredible,” he gritted out, his hands gripping her hips, guiding her, helping her find an even deeper rhythm.

Just as she felt another climax coiling tight in her belly, he stopped her. “Turn around,” he breathed. “I want to see you from behind.”

She complied, a new thrill coursing through her. On her hands and knees on the couch, she felt him position himself behind her. He entered her again, this time with a deep, possessive thrust that stole her breath. He fucked her with a powerful, steady pace, one hand gripping her hip, the other tangling in her hair. The change in angle was overwhelming, each thrust a direct assault on her most sensitive spots. She pushed back against him, meeting his power with her own, lost in a sea of sensation.

The second orgasm was even more powerful than the first. It tore through her with a guttural scream, her inner muscles clenching around him in rhythmic pulses that milked his own release from him. With a final, deep thrust, he groaned her name, his body shuddering as he spilled himself inside her.

They collapsed together on the couch, a tangled, sweaty mess of limbs. The storm outside was finally subsiding, its fury spent, mirroring their own. His arms wrapped around her, holding her close against his chest. Her head found the space between his chin and shoulder, and she breathed him in.

She had been so wrong. So completely, utterly wrong.

His voice was a soft rumble against her ear. “Be my girlfriend.”

The question was absurd. It was crazy. It was perfect.

“Yes,” she said without a moment’s hesitation, a smile spreading across her face. “Yes.”

5 - FROM BULLETS TO BEDROOM PASSION
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The muzzle flash erupted from the alleyway, a sudden star of violent light in the oppressive dark. Hailey’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of pure adrenaline. Before her training could even register the threat, a solid weight slammed into her side, driving the air from her lungs and throwing her behind the relative safety of their unmarked sedan.

Tires screeched. More gunfire, the pop-pop-pop deafeningly close, chewing chunks out of the asphalt where she’d just been standing.

Hank’s body was a shield over hers, his own service weapon already drawn and returning fire. “Stay down!” he barked, his voice a low, commanding growl she’d never heard from him before.

It was over in seconds. The squeal of the assailant’s car fading into the city’s hum, leaving behind only the acrid smell of spent gunpowder and the ragged sound of their breathing. Hank slowly eased his weight off her, his eyes scanning the dark, his pistol held steady in a two-handed grip.

Hank had joined the police force a few months ago. After Hailey’s long-time partner, Joe, was killed in the line of duty, Hank had been assigned as her new partner. She’d rolled her eyes. He can never take Joe’s place. No one can. Hailey was determined to dislike Hank. But in that alleyway, he wasn’t the clumsy new guy trying to fill Joe’s shoes. He was just a cop. A damn good one.

Hours later, back in the sterile, fluorescent buzz of the precinct, the adrenaline had curdled into a shaky exhaustion. The paperwork was a blur. Hailey finally tossed her pen down, the clatter loud in the empty bullpen. She looked over at Hank, who was meticulously finishing his report, his brow furrowed in concentration.

“Hank,” she started, her voice rough. He looked up, his expression neutral, expectant. “Look… about today. Out there. Thank you. And… I’m sorry. I’ve been a bitch. You’re a good cop.”

He held her gaze for a long moment, a flicker of something unreadable in his eyes. “You were grieving Joe. It’s understandable. Let me drive you home. You shouldn’t be alone.”

She wanted to refuse, to cling to her stubborn independence, but the memory of those muzzle flashes made her nod. “Yeah. Okay.”

The ride to her apartment was quiet, the city lights streaking past the windows. The silence wasn’t hostile, just… heavy. Full of things unsaid. At her door, she fumbled with her keys, her hands still not quite steady.

“You want to come in?” The words were out before she could stop them. “For coffee. I make terrible coffee, but… it’s there.”

A slow smile touched his lips. “I’ve survived precinct coffee. I think I can handle yours.”

Inside, the normalcy of her apartment felt alien. She busied herself with the coffee maker, her back to him, hyper-aware of his presence filling her small kitchen. She heard him step closer.

“Hailey.” His voice was soft, close to her ear.

She turned. He was right there, his body taking up all the space, all the air. The look in his eyes was no longer unreadable. It was heat. Pure, undiluted want.

“This is probably a bad idea,” he murmured, his gaze dropping to her lips. “But I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since they assigned me to your car.”

Her heart leapt into her throat. This is a mistake. He’s your partner. But the thought was weak, drowned out by the pounding of her blood. The memory of his body covering hers, saving hers.

“Me neither,” she whispered, the admission shocking her.

That was all he needed. His hand came up to cup her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. He leaned in, and his lips met hers.

It wasn’t a gentle exploration. It was a claiming. A hungry, desperate collision of pent-up tension and raw need. Her arms snaked around his neck, pulling him closer, her fingers tangling in his short-cropped hair. His taste was coffee and something uniquely, intoxicatingly him.

She broke the kiss, breathless, and took his hand. Wordlessly, she led him out of the kitchen, down the short hall, and into her bedroom. The dim light from the streetlamp outside cast long shadows across her bed.

They came together again, a tangle of lips and hands and frantic breaths. His hands roamed down her back, pulling her tight against the hard ridge of his erection straining against his trousers. A soft moan escaped her. He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged.

“I need to see you,” he breathed, his voice thick with desire.

He undid his belt, the buckle clinking softly, and pushed his pants and boxers down just enough. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy and fully erect, the head already glistening.

Her breath hitched. God, he’s big.

“Touch me, Hailey,” he urged, his eyes dark pools of need.

She wrapped her fingers around his length, her hand barely meeting. He was hot and velvety steel in her grip. A shuddering groan ripped from his chest as she began to stroke him, a slow, firm pump of her wrist. He kissed her again, deeper this time, his tongue mimicking the rhythm of her hand.

The need for him was a throbbing ache between her own legs. She sank to her knees on the soft carpet, never breaking eye contact. His hands cradled her head as she leaned forward and took the head of his cock into her mouth.

He hissed, his fingers tightening in her hair. ”Fuck…”

She swirled her tongue around the sensitive tip, tasting his saltiness, before taking him deeper. She moved slowly at first, learning his shape, his size, using one hand to stroke the base while her mouth worked the length she could take. His groans were the only sound in the room, a symphony of pleasure that fueled her own rising hunger.

“Stop,” he gasped, pulling her gently to her feet. “My turn.”

His hands made quick work of her uniform, unclipping, unbuttoning, peeling away the layers until she stood bare before him. The cool air on her skin was a shock, followed immediately by the searing heat of his gaze. He drank her in, from her flushed face to her aching breasts to the damp patch between her thighs.

“On the bed,” he commanded softly. “Show me. Show me how you touch yourself.”

A fresh wave of heat flooded her cheeks, but the command in his voice, the raw desire in his eyes, made her obey. She lay back on the comforter, propped up on her elbows. She let her knees fall open, exposing herself completely to his view. She brought her fingers to her slick center, a soft sigh escaping her as she found her clit.

She circled it slowly, her eyes locked on his. She saw his Adam’s apple bob as he watched, his hand slowly stroking his own hard length. ”That’s it,” he breathed. “You’re so beautiful. So fucking wet for me.”

Watching him watch her, hearing his ragged breath, pushed her higher. Her hips began a tiny, involuntary rhythm against her own fingers. The room was filled with the soft, wet sounds of her touch and his low, appreciative groans.

He couldn’t take it anymore. He moved onto the bed, settling between her thighs, pushing her hand gently away. “My turn,” he murmured again, and then his mouth was on her.

He didn’t just lick her. He devoured her. His tongue was a flat, firm stroke against her core before he focused on her clit, sucking the sensitive nub into his mouth. She cried out, her back arching off the bed. He held her hips down, his grip firm, as he feasted on her. He licked and sucked and explored until she was a writhing, begging mess, her fingers clutching desperately at the sheets.

Just as she felt the coil of her orgasm beginning to tighten, he rose above her. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her wet heat. He looked into her eyes, a question in his.

“Yes,” she gasped, pulling him down to her. “Hank, please.”

He pushed inside her in one slow, relentless stroke, filling her completely, stretching her in the most exquisite way. She cried out, a sound of pure relief and pleasure. He stilled, letting her adjust to his size, kissing her neck, her jaw, her lips.

Then he began to move.

It wasn’t gentle. It was hard and deep and exactly what she needed. Each thrust was a punctuation mark on the fear of the day, driving it out of her, replacing it with blinding sensation. Her nails dug into the hard muscles of his back as he pounded into her, the sound of their bodies meeting a slick, frantic rhythm. She could feel her second orgasm building, faster and more intense than the first, a pressure coiling impossibly tight deep inside her.

“I’m gonna…” she choked out.

“Come for me, Hailey,” he grunted, his pace becoming even more frantic, more possessive.

The world shattered. Her climax ripped through her, a convulsive, blinding wave of pleasure that made her see stars. She clenched around him, milking his length, and that was all it took. With a guttural roar, he drove into her one last, deep time, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his own release filling her. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor, their sweat-slicked bodies sticking together as they both struggled to breathe.

After a few minutes, he rolled to the side, pulling her with him, keeping her tucked against his chest. She listened to the steady, strong beat of his heart under her ear, feeling a peace she hadn’t known in months. Joe was gone, and that ache would always be there. But Hank was here. Solid. Capable.

He kissed the top of her head. “Be my girlfriend,” he said, his voice still rough.

She froze. “Hank… the precinct. The rules…”

“I know,” he said. “We keep it a secret. But I want this. I want you.”

She looked up at him, at the earnest hope in his eyes, and felt the last of her walls crumble. She wanted it, too. The fear, the risk—it was all there. But the desire was stronger.
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The words on the screen burned. ‘Soulless,’ ‘overwrought,’ ‘a cacophony of misguided ambition.’ Jessica’s knuckles were white as she gripped the edge of her desk, the scathing review from ‘Gordo’s Gastro Gripes’ feeling like a physical blow. Six months of eighteen-hour days, of perfecting sauces, of personally selecting every linen and piece of cutlery, reduced to a pithy, brutal takedown. Anger, hot and sharp, coiled in her stomach. Without overthinking it, her fingers flew across the keyboard, crafting a reply that was equal parts defense and defiance, challenging the anonymous critic’s palate and his professionalism.

His response came quicker than she expected. Not another public jab, but a private email. Gordon Hoover. His real name. He was… intrigued. By her fire. He proposed a truce: one more dinner, a chance for a fair reassessment.

He arrived alone at eight, a man with thoughtful eyes and a surprisingly easy smile that didn’t match the venom of his prose. Jessica watched from the kitchen pass, her heart a trapped bird, as he meticulously tasted the very dishes he’d maligned. She saw the moment it happened—the slight raise of an eyebrow, the slower, more considerate chew, the way he set his fork down with a quiet nod. He saw it now. He tasted it.

When he asked her to join him, she found herself pulling out the chair opposite him, her professional armor cracking under the weight of her curiosity.

“I owe you a significant apology, Jessica,” he said, his voice a low hum that vibrated through the elegant stem of his wine glass. “My previous review was… haughty. Unfair. I was in a foul mood and I took it out on your restaurant. It was unprofessional. The food tonight is extraordinary. I’ll be writing a full retraction.”

The anger she’d nursed for days evaporated, leaving behind something far more volatile. Relief. Attraction. He was charming, witty, and his gaze held a heat that had nothing to do with the kitchen’s pass. His leg brushed against hers under the table and a jolt, sharp and electric, shot up her thigh.

“A retraction is a start,” she said, hoping her voice sounded steadier than she felt. “But an apology this grievous might require more than just words.”

His smile turned wolfish. “I have a very nice bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon at my place. We could… negotiate the terms.”

It was a terrible, reckless idea. He was a critic. She was a restaurateur. The conflict of interest screamed from every corner of her rational mind. But the heat in his eyes drowned out the noise. Yes. The word was a whisper in her head, a throbbing pulse between her legs. “After closing,” she heard herself say.

The drive to his modern loft was a blur of nervous anticipation. He opened the door, and the space was exactly as she’d imagined: clean lines, shelves overflowing with books and vinyl, the warm, woody scent of good taste. The wine was poured, rich and dark. They talked about everything but food—art, travel, the frustrating allure of a worthy opponent.

He set his glass down. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about that email you sent,” he murmured, moving closer. “The passion in it. The fire.” His hand came up, his fingers brushing a stray strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was feather-light but it seared her skin.

“Maybe you bring it out in me,” she breathed.

That was all the invitation he needed. His mouth captured hers, not with tentative exploration, but with a confident, claiming hunger that made her knees weak. His tongue tasted of wine and desire, and Jessica melted into him, her hands tangling in his hair, her earlier resolve completely incinerated.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Bedroom. Now.”

He led her by the hand, not letting go. His room was dominated by a large, low platform bed. In the dim light, his gaze was dark, intense. He turned her around, his fingers making quick work of the buttons on her blouse. The fabric whispered away from her skin. His hands slid around to her front, cupping her breasts through her lace bra, his thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened into aching peaks against his palms.

“So beautiful,” he growled against her neck, his teeth grazing her skin as he unhooked her bra. He spun her back to face him, his eyes devouring her naked torso. He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one taut nipple, and Jessica cried out, her head falling back as he laved and sucked, his hand working its magic on her other breast.

He knelt before her, peeling her skirt and panties down her legs in one fluid motion. She stepped out of them, standing bare and trembling before him. His hands stroked up her calves, her thighs, spreading them apart.

He pressed his face into the apex of her legs, inhaling deeply. “God, you smell incredible.”

He didn’t wait. His tongue found her core, a slow, languid stroke that made her gasp and clutch his shoulders. He was relentless, expertly circling her clit with the flat of his tongue before sucking gently, then plunging deep into her soaking entrance. Jessica’s moans filled the room, her hips beginning to move against his face of their own volition. Just as a climax began to coil tightly within her, he slid a single, slick finger down, pressing against the tight furl of her ass.

The dual sensation was overwhelming. The wet, rhythmic penetration of his tongue, the slow, insistent pressure of his finger. “Please…” she begged, not knowing what she was asking for.

“I know, Jessica. I know what you need,” he murmured, his breath hot against her wetness.

He pushed, just the very tip of his finger breaching that forbidden entrance, and a wave of intense, shocking pleasure-pain crashed over her. She came with a broken scream, her body convulsing around his mouth, her juices flowing over his chin.

He rose, kissing her deeply, letting her taste herself on his lips. She fumbled with his belt, her hands desperate to feel him. She pushed his pants and boxers down, and her breath hitched. He was thick and hard and… impressive, the length of him standing proud from a thatch of dark hair.

She pushed him back onto the bed and knelt between his legs, taking him into her mouth. She lavished attention on the smooth head, running her tongue along the sensitive vein underneath before taking him deeper, her hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t accommodate. His groans of pleasure were her fuel. She loved the way his hips jerked, the way his fingers twisted in her hair, the salty taste of him as a droplet of precum spilled onto her tongue.

“Enough,” he finally grunted, pulling her up. “I need to be inside you.”

He guided her on top, her knees straddling his hips. She positioned herself, lowering onto him slowly, feeling every magnificent inch stretch and fill her. A low, guttural moan escaped her throat as she settled, fully impaled. She began to move, a slow, grinding roll of her hips that made him curse. She rode him, leaning forward to let her breasts brush his chest, setting a rhythm that was pure, unadulterated sensation.

He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he thrust upward to meet her. “You feel… too good…”

Suddenly, he flipped her onto her hands and knees with a strength that surprised her. He positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself back to her slick entrance. He drove into her from behind, and the angle was devastatingly deep. Each thrust hit a spot that made her see stars, the sound of their bodies meeting a wet, rhythmic slap in the quiet room.

“Is this what you wanted?” he rasped, pounding into her. “When you sent that email… is this the negotiation you had in mind?”

“Yes! God, yes, Gordon!” she cried out, pushing back against him, meeting every powerful thrust.

The coil wound tight again, tighter than before, a spring about to snap. Her entire world narrowed to the feeling of him pistoning inside her, the friction, the fullness, the sheer animalistic pleasure of it.

Her climax erupted without warning, a violent, shattering wave that tore a scream from her lungs. Her inner muscles clamped down on him, milking him, and with a final, deep thrust, he followed her over the edge. A raw, guttural shout was ripped from his throat as he emptied himself inside her, his hips spasming against her ass, his warmth flooding her core.

They collapsed together onto the sheets, a tangled, sweaty mess of limbs. He pulled her against his chest, his heart hammering against her back. His lips found her shoulder in a soft, lingering kiss.

After a long, comfortable silence, his voice was a soft murmur in the dark. “Be my girlfriend.”

She should say no. This was so fast. What would people think? But she knew she wanted this. “Yes,” she finally replied.
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The air in the dimly lit bar was thick with the clinking of glasses and the low murmur of anonymous conversations, a perfect camouflage for a restless Esposito. Mariana swirled the ice in her nearly empty gin and tonic, the cool condensation on the glass a stark contrast to the heat simmering under her skin. She was hiding in plain sight, a cardinal’s daughter in a den of neutral parties, seeking a few hours where her last name wasn’t a target or a weapon.

Then he walked in.

He didn’t so much enter as occupy the space, his broad shoulders filling the doorway before he moved to the bar with a confident, almost predatory grace. His gaze, a sharp, penetrating blue, scanned the room and landed on her. Held. Mariana felt a jolt, a visceral zing of pure electricity that had nothing to do with family allegiances and everything to do with the raw, magnetic pull he exuded.

He slid onto the stool next to her. “Mind if I sit here?” he asked, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through her. He gestured to her glass. “Can I buy the next one?”

“Depends on the company,” she fired back, her own voice surprisingly steady despite the flutter in her chest.

“Gaston.” He offered a hand. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers. Dangerous, a voice in the back of her mind whispered. This one is dangerous. It only made the flutter worse.

“Mariana.”

Their conversation was a rapid, effortless volley of wit and veiled intention. He was clever, sharp, and the way he looked at her—like he was already undressing her with his eyes—sent waves of heat pulsing through her body. When he leaned in to emphasize a point, the scent of his cologne, something dark and spicy like amber and sandalwood, wrapped around her. She was drowning in it, and she didn’t want to come up for air.

His hand brushed against hers on the polished wood of the bar. A simple, accidental touch. It wasn’t accidental. His pinky finger hooked around hers, a question. Her answer was to turn her hand over, to let their palms meet. The connection was electric, a live wire of want.

He leaned in closer, his voice dropping to an intimate murmur meant only for her. “I’m going to kiss you now, Mariana.”

It wasn’t a request. It was a promise. And when his lips met hers, it was a claiming. The world, the bar, the muted threat of her family name—it all melted into a blur of sensation. His mouth was demanding and expert, his tongue sweeping past her lips in a bold invasion she welcomed with a desperate moan. She fisted her hands in the crisp fabric of his shirt, pulling him closer, losing herself in the taste of whiskey and pure, unadulterated man.

Breathless, they finally broke apart. “My place,” he said, the words leaving no room for argument.

She just nodded, her blood singing with a need that overrode every sensible thought.

It was only as he pulled out a sleek, black credit card to settle the tab that the world came crashing back in. The bartender handed back the card and the receipt. Gaston tucked the card away, but not before Mariana’s eyes, sharpened by a lifetime of suspicion, caught the name embossed on the front.

RUSSO.

The name hit her like a physical blow. Russo. The rats. The snitches. The family whose treachery had put her father behind bars. The enemy.

She recoiled as if burned. “No.” The word was a choked whisper. “I can’t. Your name… Russo. I’m an Esposito. My family… they’d…”

Gaston’s expression hardened for a fraction of a second before softening into something dangerously persuasive. He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Look at me. Look at me. They won’t know. This is just you and me. Nothing else exists tonight.”

The war in her head was brief, violent, and utterly one-sided. Her body had already chosen. The pulsing need between her legs, the memory of his kiss, the promise in his eyes—it all screamed louder than a lifetime of loyalty. With a trembling breath, she took the hand he offered.

His penthouse was all cold, modern lines and breathtaking views of the city, but they saw none of it. The door had barely clicked shut before he had her pinned against it, his mouth crashing down on hers. This kiss was different—hungrier, fueled by the forbidden line they were crossing. They were a frenzy of grasping hands and tearing fabric. Buttons scattered across the marble floor. His shirt. Her blouse. His belt buckle clanged, a sharp, metallic sound that echoed the frantic beat of her heart.

She sank to her knees on the plush rug, her fingers working the button of his trousers. He looked down at her, his gaze dark with feverish anticipation. She took him into her mouth, and his guttural groan was the most satisfying sound she’d ever heard. She worshipped him with her tongue, tracing every hard inch, savoring the salt-and-silk taste of him, the way his hips gave a tiny, involuntary thrust.

Her name was a prayer on his lips, “Mariana… fuck…”

He pulled her up, his strength breathtaking, and half-carried, half-dragged her to the bedroom. He turned her, bending her over the foot of the massive bed. The cool, black silk of the duvet was a shock against her heated skin. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips, and then his mouth was on her.

He feasted on her. His tongue, so skilled and demanding at the bar, was now an instrument of pure, undiluted pleasure, laving and circling her core until her legs trembled and she was sobbing into the bedding. Just when she was on the precipice, he moved lower. Oh god. The first slick, hot stroke of his tongue over her asshole made her cry out, a shattered sound of surprise and utter, debauched ecstasy. The intimacy of it was shocking, taboo, and it sent her spinning into a higher orbit of pleasure.

She was mindless, reduced to a single, pleading mantra. “Please… Gaston… I need you inside me. Now.”

He obliged. The blunt, thick head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance and he pushed in, one long, devastating slide that stretched her, filled her, completed her. A guttural moan was torn from her throat, matched by his own ragged breath. He set a punishing rhythm, each thrust hitting a spot deep within her that sparked white-hot behind her eyelids. The slap of skin on skin, his groans, her keening cries—it was a symphony of their betrayal.

He flipped her onto her back, lying down and pulling her on top of him. She rose above him, impaling herself on his length, taking control. She rode him with a frantic, desperate pace, her nails digging into his chest, her head thrown back. She could feel her climax coiling, tight and inevitable. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her, his eyes locked on hers, seeing every flicker of pleasure and shame that crossed her face.

“Come for me, Mariana,” he growled, his own release imminent.

That was all it took. Her orgasm detonated, a seismic wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his own climax from him. He shouted her name as he pulsed deep inside her, a hot, liquid claim.

Spent, she collapsed onto his chest, their slick skin sticking together, their ragged breaths slowly evening out. The reality of what she’d done began to seep through the blissful haze. Russo. The name echoed in the silence. She had fucked the enemy. And she had loved every second of it.

She felt the rumble in his chest before she heard the words. “This doesn’t have to be the only time.” His fingers traced idle patterns on her back. “We can be careful. No one has to know.”

Mariana closed her eyes, nuzzling into the crook of his neck, inhaling the scent of their sin. The wrongness of it was a cold knot in her stomach, but it was utterly smothered by the warm, throbbing memory of his body inside hers. She wanted more. She needed more.

“Okay,” she whispered against his skin, the agreement feeling like both a death sentence and a salvation. “Next Thursday. The Carlton Hotel.”
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The elevator doors slid open with a whisper, revealing a penthouse that smelled of money and menace. Jennifer’s hand, already resting on the butt of her concealed service weapon, twitched. This is it. The takedown. Across the vast, minimalist living space, Trip stood silhouetted against the floor-to-ceiling windows, the city’s skyline twinkling behind him like a spilled diamond necklace.

He turned, a slow, predatory pivot that made her breath catch. He was devastatingly handsome, a fact she’d noted with professional disdain during their first meeting. Now, it felt like a personal assault. He wore a black silk shirt, unbuttoned at the collar, and tailored trousers that hinted at the power coiled beneath.

“Jessica,” he purred, the false name sounding like a shared secret on his tongue. “Right on time.”

She forced her posture into one of cool, businesslike efficiency. “I don’t like to be kept waiting. And I don’t like games. Do you have my product?”

A slow, unnerving smile spread across his face. He didn’t gesture to a briefcase or a package. Instead, he took two deliberate steps toward her, closing the distance. The air crackled. “We both know you’re not here for the product, Officer.”

Her blood ran cold. No, no, no. Every protocol, every warning scream in her head told her to draw her weapon, to call for backup that was waiting six blocks away. But her feet were rooted to the polished concrete floor. Her cover was blown. She was alone. He’s going to kill me.

A terrified whimper escaped her lips before she could stop it.

Trip’s expression softened, but the intensity in his dark eyes never wavered. “Hey. Look at me. You’re safe. If I wanted you dead, you wouldn’t have made it past the lobby.” His voice was a low, hypnotic rumble. “I’ve known who you were from the second you walked into the club. That desperate little act, trying to look hard? It was… adorable.”

Humiliation warred with sheer, blinding fear. He took another step, now close enough for her to smell his cologne, something expensive and darkly spicy. He reached out, and she flinched, but his fingers only brushed a stray strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was electric, a jolt that went straight to her core.

“I’ve been watching you, too,” he murmured, his gaze dropping to her lips. “Thinking about this.”

This is insane. He’s a criminal. I’m a cop. The mantra was weak, drowned out by the pounding of her heart and the sudden, shocking wetness gathering between her legs. He saw the conflict in her eyes, the way her breath hitched.

“Tell me to stop,” he challenged, his voice barely a whisper. His thumb stroked her jawline. “Tell me to stop, and I’ll let you leave. The door is right there.”

She opened her mouth. The word “stop” formed on her tongue, but it died there. I want this. The realization was terrifying and exhilarating. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible shake of her head.

Trip’s smile returned, triumphant and hungry. He took her hand, his fingers lacing through hers, and led her away from the door, away from her old life, and into his bedroom.

The room was dominated by a huge, low platform bed. He turned her to face him, his movements deliberate. His knuckles grazed the zipper of her tight black dress. “May I?”

She could only nod, her throat too tight for speech. The sound of the zipper was obscenely loud. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in simple black lace. His heated gaze raked over her body, and she felt herself flush under the scrutiny.

“Beautiful,” he breathed, hooking his fingers into the sides of her panties.

He knelt as he drew them down, placing a hot, open-mouthed kiss just above her pubic bone that made her knees buckle. He guided her back onto the edge of the bed, his hands cupping her breasts through her bra before he unhooked it. His mouth found a nipple instantly, his tongue lashing the taut peak before drawing it deep, sucking with a firm, relentless pressure that had her arching off the bed with a sharp cry. He worshipped her breasts, nibbling and sucking until she was writhing, her fingers tangled in his hair.

He stood then, and undressed himself with a confident, unhurried grace. And then he was naked. Her eyes widened. Oh, god. He was thick and fully erect, jutting proudly from a thatch of dark hair. He was magnificent.

He reached into a drawer, and her breath caught again, a remnant of fear. But he pulled out not a weapon, but a sizable, gleaming black dildo. He held it out to her, his eyes burning with dark fire. “Show me,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire. “Show me how you touch yourself when you think about this.”

Her hand trembled as she took it. This was a line, a chasm she could never cross back over. She looked from his face to the toy and back again. And then, driven by a need she could no longer deny, she leaned back on her elbows, parted her legs, and placed the cool, silicone tip at her entrance. A gasp tore from her throat as she pushed it inside, her body stretching to accommodate its girth. She began to move it, slowly at first, then faster, her hips meeting each thrust as she fucked herself for him.

Trip watched, one hand slowly stroking his own hard length, a low groan rumbling in his chest. “Fuck, that’s a good look on you.”

He moved with panther-like grace, taking the toy from her and tossing it aside. He replaced it with his mouth, his tongue delving into her with a fierce, expert intensity. He licked and sucked her clit, driving her to the very edge of coherence. She was so close, teetering on a precipice.

He didn’t let her fall. He rose above her, his body covering hers, and positioned himself. The broad head of his cock pressed against her, and he pushed inside with one deep, devastating thrust that stole the air from her lungs. She cried out, her nails digging into his back as he filled her completely.

He set a punishing rhythm from the start, each drive of his hips hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. The slap of skin on skin, his guttural groans in her ear, the sheer fullness of him—it overwhelmed every sense. He flipped her onto her hands and knees without breaking stride, his hands gripping her hips hard, surely leaving bruises. The new angle was deeper, more animalistic. He pounded into her, his control finally shattering.

“You feel that, officer?” he grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic. “This is your arrest.”

The words, combined with the ferocious friction, shattered her. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream on her lips as her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his cock. The intense, rhythmic pulsing pushed him over the edge. With a raw, guttural shout, he drove into her one last time, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her with hot, possessive jets.

He collapsed beside her, pulling her damp body against his. They lay there in silence, the only sound their ragged breathing. Jennifer’s mind, finally clear of the sexual fog, began to race. What have I done? She’d just let a drug kingpin fuck her senseless. She’d come for him. She could lose her job, her badge, everything.

She felt his lips brush her shoulder. “Stop thinking,” he murmured, his voice lazy and satiated.

She turned her head to look at him. His eyes were already closed, a faint smile on his face. The danger was still there, a live wire in the room, but it was tangled up with something else now. Something addictive.

He cracked an eye open, catching her stare. “We can keep doing this. No one has to know,” he whispered.

“Absolutely not,” she insisted. “I can’t. I could… lose my job.” But deep inside, she knew it was a lie. She wanted this, and she would do it again.

9 - THE COP AND THE GANGSTER’S DAUGHTER
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The knock on the door was sharp, authoritative. Three quick raps. Bella knew who it was before she even looked through the peephole. Only one person knocked like that, like they owned the very wood of the door. Detective Doug Coulter.

She swung the door open, not bothering to hide her irritation. “What.”

He stood there, all broad shoulders and grim resolve in a worn leather jacket. His tie was loosened, a sign of a long day, but his blue eyes were sharp, focused entirely on her. “Bella. We need to talk.”

“We have nothing to talk about. My father isn’t here.” She moved to shut the door, but his foot, clad in a scuffed leather boot, blocked it.

“I know he’s not. I just have a few questions.” His voice was a low rumble, a tired cop’s voice, but it sent an unwelcome, traitorous shiver down her spine. She hated that she noticed the way his stubble shaded his jaw, or how his presence seemed to suck all the air from her hallway.

“I’ve answered all your questions. Leave.” She put every ounce of her father’s inherited steel into the word.

He held her gaze for a long moment, a silent battle of wills, before finally giving a curt nod and removing his foot. The door clicked shut, and Bella leaned against it, her heart hammering. She hated him. He was a shark circling her family.

An hour later, from her living room window, she saw it: his unmarked sedan, parked across the street. A dark, patient predator. Anger flared anew, hot and bright. How dare he?

She didn’t even grab a jacket. She marched outside, the evening air cool on her bare arms, and walked straight to his driver’s side window. He rolled it down, his expression unreadable.

“You’re wasting your time,” she stated, her voice cold.

“It’s my time to waste.” He looked past her, toward her building, then back to her face. His eyes crinkled slightly. “It’s cold out here. Can I come up?”

It was a terrible idea. A catastrophic, idiotic, dangerous idea. The daughter of Antonio “The Eye” Moretti inviting the cop who wanted to destroy him into her home. But that shiver was back, coiling low in her stomach. She saw the way his eyes flickered down to her lips for a fraction of a second.

“Fine. Five minutes.”

Inside her apartment, the space felt smaller with him in it. He didn’t sit, just prowled her living room, a caged animal.

“Your father is a dangerous man, Bella. More than you know.” He pulled a photo from his inside jacket pocket and held it out. It was a crime scene photo. A man, bloody and still on a warehouse floor. “This was last night. A rival. He used a corkscrew. Your dad’s signature.”

Bella’s stomach turned. She looked away. “Don’t. I don’t know anything about that.”

“I think you know more than you say.” He was close now, too close. She could smell the faint scent of coffee and his clean, soapy skin. The psychology was clear—good cop, bad cop, and he was playing every angle. But her own psychology was betraying her. The danger of him, the sheer illicit thrill of his proximity, was a potent, dizzying drug.

His hand came up, not to threaten, but to gently tilt her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. His thumb brushed her lower lip. The air crackled.

“This is a bad idea,” she whispered, the protest weak even to her own ears.

“The worst,” he agreed, his voice husky.

And then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t gentle. It was hungry, full of all the pent-up tension between them, the professional frustration, the personal animosity, the raw, undeniable attraction. His tongue sought hers, and she met it with equal fervor, her hands gripping the lapels of his jacket. Her father’s enemy. The thought was a splash of cold water that was instantly vaporized by the heat flooding her body.

She broke the kiss, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Her fingers went to his belt, fumbling with the buckle. He watched her, his eyes dark with lust, making no move to help or stop her. She unbuttoned his jeans, the sound of the zipper lowering unbearably loud in the quiet room. She pushed the rough fabric down his hips, and he sprang free, thick and already fully hard.

Bella dropped to her knees.

The coarse hair of his abdomen brushed her forehead. She took him in her hand, feeling the silken skin stretched taut over the rigid heat of him. She licked a slow, deliberate stripe from base to tip, tasting the clean, salty prelude of him. A low groan rumbled in his chest. God, that sound.

She took him into her mouth, deeper, her tongue swirling around the head before sinking down, her lips forming a tight seal. Her world narrowed to this: the weight of him on her tongue, the faint musk of his skin, the way his hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk. She set a rhythm, one hand working his length while her mouth focused on the sensitive head, her other hand cupping and gently squeezing the heavy weight beneath.

His fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing, just holding on, his breaths coming in harsh pants. “Bella… Christ.”

He pulled her up, his kiss frantic now, and led her to the bedroom. Clothes were a frenzied obstacle. His jacket hit the floor, then his shirt. She pulled her sweater over her head, and he unsnapped her jeans, pushing them and her panties down her legs in one swift motion. He laid her back on the bed, his mouth leaving a scorching trail down her neck, over her collarbone, until he found her breast. He drew one taut nipple into his mouth, sucking deeply, his tongue flicking over the peak until she cried out, her back arching.

He moved lower, his hands spreading her thighs. Wide. His breath was hot against her inner thigh. And then his tongue was on her.

She gasped, her fingers clutching the sheets. He didn’t tease. He devoured. Long, flat strokes that made her toes curl, followed by the focused, maddening pressure of his tongue circling her clit. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, pulling her closer, and she was lost, a writhing, moaning mess beneath him. The pleasure was a tight coil winding deep inside her, pulled tighter and tighter with every lick, every suck.

“Doug…” His name was a plea. The coil snapped. Her climax roared through her, a wave of pure, shattered sensation that left her trembling.

Before she could even come down, he was moving up her body, his weight settling between her legs. He positioned himself at her entrance, and she felt the broad head of him press against her wet heat. She looked into his eyes, seeing the same frantic need she felt.

“Now,” she breathed, her voice ragged.

He pushed inside. A slow, inexorable invasion that stretched her, filled her so completely she couldn’t breathe. He paused, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the incredible fullness. Then he began to move.

It was a relentless, driving rhythm. Each thrust hit a spot deep within her that made her see stars. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every one of his thrusts with a roll of her hips. The slap of skin on skin, their ragged moans, the creak of the bed—it was a symphony of their taboo sin.

“Turn over,” he growled. “I want to see you.”

She got on her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. His hands gripped her hips, his grip almost painfully tight, and he entered her from behind. This angle was deeper, more animalistic. He fucked her with a powerful, piston-like rhythm that stole her breath. One hand slipped around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles. The dual sensation was too much. She felt another orgasm building, faster, harder than the first.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she moaned, her words dissolving into a wordless cry as her body convulsed around him, milking his length.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar, he plunged deep and held there, his body shuddering as his own release poured into her, hot and endless. They collapsed onto the sweaty sheets, a tangled heap of limbs. His arm was heavy across her waist, his breath warm on her neck. The guilt descended instantly, a cold, heavy cloak. She had just betrayed her father in the most intimate way possible with the man trying to destroy him.

“I’ll never give him up,” she whispered into the darkness, the words a vow to her father, a warning to Doug. “I’ll never tell you where he is or what he does.”

Doug’s arm tightened around her. He nuzzled her hair. “I know,” he murmured, his voice thick with satiation. “That’s not why I’m here. I’m here for you.”

The words should have been a comfort. They were a grenade. She knew she should push him away, get him out of her bed and out of her life. But as she felt the steady, solid beat of his heart against her back, all she could think was that she didn’t want to give him up.
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The clink of chips and the low murmur of concentration were the only sounds Jeanette allowed herself to hear. She was deep in the zone, her focus absolute. For hours, she’d commanded the table, her stack of chips a growing fortress. A flush here. A full house there. A well-timed bluff. Every calculated risk paid off. But her eyes kept drifting to one man. Carson.

He was her white whale, her personal Moby Dick in a crisp black suit. He’d beaten her in tournaments from Vegas to Monte Carlo, his calm, unreadable demeanor a constant thorn in her side. Tonight, however, was her night. She could feel it.

Then came the hand. Pocket aces. The ultimate promise. The flop was a bit concerning, king, queen, jack. Carson could have a straight. The turn was an ace, giving her three of a kind, but she still had to worry, because there were now three cards to a flush. The river was a beautiful, beautiful king. A full house, aces over kings. Unbeatable.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of triumph. She met Carson’s cool gaze across the green felt. She pushed her entire formidable stack to the center. “All in.”

He didn’t even flinch. His eyes held hers for an eternity before he matched her bet and flipped over his cards. “Call.”

The reveal was a gut punch. A straight flush, ten to ace. The one hand that could destroy her. The room spun. The dealer pushed the mountain of chips toward Carson, and his lips quirked into the faintest, most infuriating smirk. Jeanette’s sigh was a ragged thing, torn from a place of pure, unadulterated frustration.

An hour later, the main game broke up. As Carson collected his winnings, Jeanette found herself marching toward him, pride be damned.

“Heads up,” she demanded, her voice low and sharp. “My place. Right now. No distractions.”

His eyebrow arched. “That’s a dangerous invitation, Jeanette.”

“It’s not an invitation. It’s a challenge. Unless you’re scared.”

A slow, predatory smile spread across his face. “Lead the way.”

Her penthouse was silent except for the frantic shuffle of cards. She lost. Again. She threw her cards down in disgust, staring at the ceiling as if it held answers.

“Damn it,” she hissed.

Quietly, Carson counted out a stack of chips equal to her losses and slid it across her marble coffee table.

She stared at it, then at him, fury igniting in her veins. “I don’t want your charity, Carson. I wanted to win it back.”

“It’s not charity,” he said, his voice losing its casino-cool edge, becoming softer, more intimate. He moved around the table, stopping just inches from her. “It’s an investment.”

“In what?” she scoffed, though her breath hitched as he stepped closer.

“In you.” He reached out, his fingers brushing a stray strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was electric. “I’ve been watching you for years, Jeanette. You’re brilliant. You’re fierce. And it drives me absolutely insane.”

Her protest died on her lips. The air between them thickened, charged with a tension that had nothing to do with poker. This was a different game entirely. His eyes weren't smug now; they were dark, hungry.

“This is a terrible idea,” she whispered, even as she leaned into his touch.

“The worst,” he agreed, his thumb tracing her jawline.

She closed the distance herself. Her mouth met his in a clash of pent-up aggression and raw need. It wasn’t gentle. It was a conquest. A claiming. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her flush against him, and she surrendered to the sensation, her fingers tangling in his perfectly styled hair. She couldn’t believe what she was doing, but her body was overriding every logical thought, screaming yes.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Bedroom. Now.”

She took his hand and led him down the hall, her own pulse a wild rhythm in her ears. In the dim light of her room, the pretense fell away completely. He turned her to face him, his fingers making quick, expert work of the buttons on her blouse. The silk slid from her shoulders, pooling on the floor. His heated gaze traveled over her lace-clad body, and a low growl escaped him.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire.

He unhooked her bra, freeing her breasts to the cool air, and his mouth was on hers again as his hands cupped their weight. His thumbs swept over her nipples, and she gasped into his mouth at the jolt of pleasure. He laid her back on the duvet, his lips leaving a searing trail down her neck, over her collarbone, until he took one taut peak into his mouth. He laved it with his tongue, sucking gently, then harder, until she was arching her back, a moan tearing from her throat.

He continued his descent, kissing a hot path down her stomach. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her pants and underwear, pulling them down her legs in one smooth motion. She was completely bare to him now, exposed and trembling with anticipation.

He settled between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs wider. “I’ve imagined this,” he breathed against her inner thigh, his hot breath a promise. “For so long.”

And then his mouth was on her.

His tongue was an artist. He started slow, languid strokes that made her toes curl. He explored every fold, every sensitive ridge, learning the rhythm that made her whimper. He found her clit and circled it, slowly, teasingly, before closing his lips around it and sucking. A cry ripped from her lungs. The sensation was unbearable, a tight coil of pure heat winding deep inside her. He licked and sucked, his tongue relentless, driving her higher and higher toward a peak she could barely comprehend.

She was bucking against his mouth, her hands fisted in the sheets, incoherent pleas falling from her lips. The coil snapped. Her orgasm exploded through her, a blinding, white-hot wave that left her shuddering and breathless, her cries echoing in the quiet room.

He kissed his way back up her body, a look of male satisfaction on his face as he stripped off his own clothes. And then she saw him. Really saw him. His body was all hard muscle and defined lines, and jutting from that masculine perfection was his erection. It was thick, veined, and impressively large. The sight sent a fresh, needy pulse through her spent body.

Without hesitation, she pushed him onto his back and straddled his hips. She wrapped her hand around his length, stroking him once, twice, feeling him throb in her grasp. Then she leaned down, taking him into her mouth.

She swirled her tongue around the head, tasting his unique, salty flavor. She took him deeper, reveling in his guttural moans, the way his hips jerked slightly off the bed. She worked him with her mouth and hands, lost in the power of reducing this formidable man to a groaning, desperate mess.

“Jeanette,” he growled, his voice strained. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

She rose above him, positioning herself. She guided him to her entrance, still slick from his attention and her own arousal. Slowly, inch by exquisite inch, she sank down onto him.

He filled her completely, a perfect, stretching fullness that stole her breath. She began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips. His hands gripped her thighs, his eyes glued to where their bodies were joined. She rode him, setting a rhythm that built a new, deeper fire within her. Leaning forward, she braced her hands on his chest, changing the angle, and he hit a spot that made her see stars.

“God, Carson,” she moaned.

With a primal growl, he flipped them over, pinning her beneath him. He drove into her, his thrusts deep and powerful, each one hitting that perfect, sensitive place. The Headboard tapped a frantic rhythm against the wall. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper still, meeting every thrust with one of her own. The pleasure was a crashing tide, pulling her under.

He reached between them, his thumb finding her clit again, and pressed. It was all she needed. Her second climax tore through her, a seismic event that made her entire body convulse. A gush of her release slicked between them as she cried out, her vision blurring at the edges.

Feeling her clench around him, his own control shattered. He buried himself to the hilt with a ragged shout, his own release pulsing deep inside her in hot, endless waves.

He collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms. They lay there, panting, slick with sweat, in a tangled heap of limbs. She nestled her head against his chest, listening to the frantic beat of his heart slow to a steady rhythm. A strange sense of peace settled over her. She was glad, so profoundly glad, she’d let him in.

He kissed her forehead. “You’re a hell of a player, Jeannette. But you get reckless when you’re emotional. Tells all over your face.”

She smirked against his skin. “Is that so?”

“Mmm. You could use a bit of guidance. Some one-on-one coaching.” His hand traced idle patterns on her back. “What do you say?”

She looked up at him, at the genuine offer in his eyes, and felt a thrill that had nothing to do with cards. She couldn't wait to see where it would lead. “I say… deal me in.”
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The scent of stale beer and fried food hit Mia the moment she pushed open the heavy door, a familiar Friday night haze. She was scanning the crowd for her friends when a figure at the end of the bar made her freeze. Dave.

Her sister’s ex-husband. The man who had shattered Becky’s heart into a million jagged pieces.

A hot wave of pure hatred flushed through her. She turned on her heel, intending to vanish back into the night, but his voice cut through the din. “Mia? Mia, wait.”

She kept walking, her heels clicking a furious rhythm on the stained floor.

“Please,” his voice was closer now, right behind her. “Just let me explain.”

She spun around, her eyes flashing. “Explain what, Dave? You’re going to perfectly justify sticking your dick in your intern? Save it.”

He flinched, and for a second, he looked so much like the broken man she’d seen at the divorce proceedings that her anger wavered. He looked older, the lines around his eyes deeper. “I know. I know what you think of me. And you’re right. But… we were friends once, Mia. Weren’t we? Let me buy you a drink. One drink. For old time’s sake.”

That got her. Memories, unbidden, flooded her mind: Dave laughing with her at family BBQs, the two of them teaming up to give Becky a hard time, the easy, comfortable friendship they’d shared. She did miss that. She hated that she missed it.

“One drink,” she said, her voice tight. “That’s it.”

They found a small, sticky table in a dim corner. The first sip of her whiskey sour was tart and cold. He didn’t speak until she’d taken a second.

“I am sorry,” he said, his voice low and earnest. “For hurting her. For hurting your family. It’s the biggest regret of my life. Things were… complicated. But that’s no excuse. I was weak, and I was stupid.”

Mia studied him. The apology seemed real. The pain in his eyes seemed real. And as she watched his hands wrapped around his beer bottle, she noticed things she’d purposely ignored for years: the strength in his forearms, the way his shirt stretched across his broad shoulders. A treacherous, unwanted thrill shot through her. No. This is wrong.

One drink turned into two. Two into three. The sharp edge of her anger blurred into a warm, hazy buzz. The bar noise faded into a dull roar, and all she could focus on was him. The deep timbre of his laugh, the way he looked at her—not like a sister-in-law, but like a woman.

When he reached across the table and his fingers brushed hers, she didn’t pull away. A jolt of electricity, hot and immediate, arced up her arm. This is so fucked up.

His eyes darkened, holding hers. The world narrowed to the few inches of space between them. He leaned in slowly, giving her every chance to retreat. She held her breath. I can’t do this to Becky, some distant part of her mind screamed. But a louder, more primal part was screaming something else entirely.

His lips met hers.

It wasn’t gentle. It was hungry, fueled by whiskey and years of pent-up… something. And she kissed him back. Her hand came up, tangling in the hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer. A low groan rumbled in his chest, and the sound went straight to her core, heating her from the inside out.

“Outside,” he mumbled against her mouth, his breath hot. “Now.”

She just nodded, dizzy with desire and alcohol. He took her hand, leading her through the crowd, out the back door, into the cool, damp air of the alley. The door slammed shut, muffling the music, trapping them in the shadows between two brick walls. The scent of garbage and wet asphalt filled her lungs.

He pushed her up against the rough brick, his body a hard, welcome weight against hers. His mouth crashed down on hers again, his tongue plunging deep, tasting of hops and want. His hands were everywhere—cupping her face, sliding down her back, gripping her hips. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing insistently against her stomach, and a fresh wave of liquid heat pooled between her legs.

Mia knew this was wrong, but god, she wanted it.

With frantic hands, he unzipped his jeans. She heard the sound like a gunshot in the quiet alley. He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Touch me,” he breathed, his voice husky and raw.

Her fingers, trembling slightly, reached into the opening. She wrapped her hand around his cock. It was thick and hard and velvety smooth, pulsing with a life of its own. So big. A shiver of pure anticipation raced down her spine. She began to stroke him, her fist moving up and down his length, feeling him swell even thicker in her hand.

He threw his head back with a guttural moan. “Fuck, Mia.”

Seeing him undone, knowing she was the cause, obliterated the last of her resistance. She sank to her knees on the dirty pavement, the gravel biting through her thin stockings. She didn’t care. She took him into her mouth.

He gasped, his hands flying to her hair. She loved the taste of him, the musky, masculine saltiness. She swirled her tongue around the head, teasing the sensitive slit, then took him deeper, hollowing her cheeks.

His hips bucked involuntarily, and he muttered a stream of curses and praises. “Yes… just like that… oh god, your mouth…”

The filthy words, the obscene wet sounds, the feeling of his complete surrender—it was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known. She worked him with her mouth and hand, lost in the rhythm, in the power she had over him.

He gently pulled her up, his eyes blazing with unchecked lust. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He spun her around to face the wall. The cold, rough brick scraped against her cheek. He hiked up her skirt, his hands rough and urgent. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and tugged them down to her knees. The cool air hit her wetness, and she shuddered.

He positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding his cock. He rubbed the broad head through her slick folds, making her gasp. He teased her entrance, pressing against it but not entering, driving her mad with need.

“Please,” she heard herself beg, the word torn from her throat.

With one powerful, relentless thrust, he filled her completely.

She cried out, a sharp, choked sound as he stretched her, buried himself to the hilt inside her. He was so deep, so impossibly full. He held himself there for a moment, both of them panting, adjusting to the overwhelming sensation.

Then he began to move.

He set a punishing, rhythmic pace from the start, each thrust a masterclass in exquisite friction. His grip on her hips was firm, holding her in place as he drove into her, the slap of skin against skin echoing in the enclosed space. With every plunge, a jolt of pure pleasure-pain ripped through her. She could feel every inch of him, the way he stretched her, the raw scrape of the brick against her palms bracing against the wall.

“You feel… so fucking good,” he grunted, his voice strained. “Tighter than I ever…”

She couldn’t form words. Her world had narrowed to the feeling of his cock pistoning inside her, the building pressure coiling tighter and tighter in her lower belly. Her orgasm built with shocking speed, a tsunami gathering force. It crested without warning, shattering through her with a violence that stole her breath. She came with a silent, open-mouthed scream, her inner muscles clenching around him in rhythmic, pulsating waves.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar, he slammed into her one last time, his body locking up behind her. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release fill her, a wet, claiming heat that seemed to go on and on. He collapsed against her back, his weight pressing her into the wall, his breath hot on her neck.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing mingling in the cold air.

Reality, cold and ugly, began to seep back in. He softened inside her and slowly slipped out. A trickle of his cum dripped down her thigh. The metaphor wasn’t lost on her.

He tucked himself away and zipped his pants. She pulled her panties up, the cotton now damp and uncomfortable, and smoothed her skirt down. She couldn’t look at him.

“Mia…” he started, his voice soft.

“Don’t,” she cut him off, finally turning around. Her voice was shaky but firm. “Don’t tell anyone. Especially not Becky. This can never happen again.”

He just nodded, a complex look of guilt and satisfaction on his face.

She turned and walked away on unsteady legs, the heat of him still between her thighs, the scent of him all over her. It was a mistake. A terrible, drunken mistake. She repeated it like a mantra all the way to her car.

But as she slid into the driver’s seat, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks, she knew she was lying to herself. The guilt was a sharp, acidic burn in her gut, but beneath it, a darker, more thrilling ember glowed. She knew it wouldn’t, couldn’t, be the last time.
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The manuscript landed on Greg’s mahogany desk with a soft, final thud. He didn’t look up, just stared at it as if it were something unpleasant he’d stepped in. Gemma’s heart, which had been fluttering with hopeful anticipation, sank like a stone.

“Well?” she prompted, her voice tighter than she intended.

He finally lifted his gaze, his expression one of pained condescension. “Gemma. It’s… it’s just not there. The spark from your last book is gone. The plot is derivative, the characters are flat. Frankly, it’s terrible.”

The words were a physical blow. Two years of her life, poured onto those pages, dismissed in three cruel sentences. Heat flooded her cheeks, a mix of humiliation and raw fury. “I see,” she said, her voice icy. She stood, snatching the manuscript back. “Then I’ll find a publisher who actually recognizes talent when they see it.”

She didn’t wait for a reply, storming out of his opulent office and into the elevator, tears of rage pricking her eyes. The entire ride down, she rehearsed every scathing thing she should have said.

Hours later, curled on her sofa with a glass of wine that tasted like ash, her phone buzzed. Greg’s name flashed on the screen. She almost didn’t answer. But a stubborn, masochistic part of her won out. “What?” she snapped.

“Gemma.” His voice was different. Softer. Contrite. “Please. Come to my house. We need to talk. I… I was an ass.”

Suspicion warred with a desperate need for validation. Against her better judgment, she went.

His home was surprisingly warm, all soft lighting and bookshelves, not the sterile modern cage she’d imagined. He offered her a drink, his movements uncharacteristically nervous.

“I’m sorry,” he said, the words seeming to cost him dearly. “Truly. I read it again after you left. I was too harsh. The merit is there. It’s actually… brilliant. I was just…” He ran a hand through his hair. “I was being a jealous old critic. I want to publish it. I want to work with you.”

The anger in Gemma’s chest loosened its grip, replaced by a swelling wave of relief and vindication. “Oh,” was all she could manage.

Then he stepped closer, his usual professional mask completely gone. “And there’s something else. The reason I was so critical, maybe. I have… a crush on you, Gemma. I have for years.”

Her breath hitched. Shock was too small a word. This man, whose scowling disapproval had been a constant in her professional life, was looking at her with pure, unvarnished want. He liked her. The realization was a key turning in a lock deep inside her.

When he leaned in, she didn’t pull away. His lips met hers, and it wasn’t a gentle exploration. It was a confession. A claiming. His mouth was hot and insistent, and a low moan escaped her as his tongue slid against hers. Her hands came up, not to push him away, but to clutch at the front of his shirt, pulling him closer. The taste of him, whiskey and mint, filled her senses, intoxicating.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “I’ve wanted to do that for so long,” he whispered against her mouth, his hands sliding down to her hips, pulling her flush against him.

She could feel the hard ridge of his erection through his trousers, and a fresh, liquid heat pooled low in her belly.

He took her hand and led her silently to his bedroom. The world outside, the manuscript, the anger—it all faded into a distant hum. There was only this room, this man, and the throbbing need he’d unlocked.

In the dim light, he unfastened his pants, and her eyes widened. He was big. Thick and long and already glistening at the tip. A thrill of pure, carnal anticipation shot through her. She didn’t wait for an invitation. She sank to her knees on the plush rug, her fingers wrapping around his base. He gasped as her tongue flicked out, tracing the velvety head, tasting the pre-cum that beaded there. She swirled her tongue, then took him into her mouth, sinking down as far as she could.

His groan was a ragged, broken thing. “God, Gemma…” His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, as she began to move.

She loved the weight of him on her tongue, the way his hips gave a tiny, involuntary thrust, the salty taste of him. She worked him with her lips and tongue, one hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t take, lost in the rhythm and his choked sounds of pleasure.

He gently pulled her up, his eyes dark with hunger. “My turn,” he murmured, his hands going to the buttons of her blouse.

He undressed her slowly, reverently, his knuckles brushing her skin, leaving trails of fire. When she stood naked before him, he cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples before he lowered his head.

His mouth was hot and wet on her breast, his tongue flicking and circling her nipple before he drew it deep, sucking hard. She cried out, her head falling back as the sensation arrowed straight to her core, making her clench around nothing. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, until her legs were trembling.

He laid her back on the bed, spreading her legs and kneeling between them. He didn’t dive in immediately. He just looked, his gaze searing. “So perfect,” he breathed, before leaning forward and dragging his tongue through her wetness in one long, slow stroke.

Gemma arched off the bed, a broken gasp escaping her. His tongue was relentless, circling her clit, flicking against it, then plunging into her. He ate her pussy with a focused intensity that stole her breath, his hands gripping her thighs, holding her open for his devouring mouth. The pressure built, coiling tight and unbearable within her. She was babbling, pleading, her fingers clutching the sheets. “Right there, oh god, don’t stop…”

Just as she felt herself teetering on the edge, he rose above her, positioning himself at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question in his. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him closer.

He pushed inside her in one smooth, devastating thrust. She cried out at the feeling of being so utterly, completely filled. He was everywhere, stretching her, hitting a depth that made her see stars. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly escalated. Each thrust was a promise, a punishment, an apology. The slap of skin on skin, their ragged breaths, her whimpering moans—it was the only music in the room.

She met him thrust for thrust, her hips rising to meet his, chasing the feverish pleasure coiling tighter and tighter inside her. He shifted angle slightly, and on the next thrust, he hit a spot that made her vision whiten.

“Greg!” she screamed as her orgasm ripped through her, a violent, shuddering wave that seemed to break her apart. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length.

The sensation was too much for him. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release pumping into her in hot, pulsing jets. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor as they both struggled to breathe.

After a long moment, he rolled to the side, gathering her against him. They lay in a tangled, sweaty heap, the silence now comfortable. Gemma nestled her head on his chest, listening to the frantic beat of his heart gradually slow. She felt… glorious. And victorious.

He kissed her forehead. “I’m going to make your book a massive success,” he promised, his voice rough with sleep and satisfaction. “I promise.”

She smiled into his skin. “Thank you,” she whispered.
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The thumping bassline was a physical presence in her tiny apartment, a relentless, percussive invasion that vibrated through the cheap floorboards and rattled the single wine glass on her counter. Bella pressed a pillow over her head, but it was useless. The noise was inside her skull, a mocking soundtrack to her loneliness. Forty-seven, divorced, unemployed, and now tormented by some noise-polluting punk. It was the final indignity.

She couldn’t take it. Enough.

Stomping into the hallway, her rage was a hot, focused thing. She hammered on his door, the sound swallowed by the guitar solo ripping through the wood. The music cut off abruptly, and the door swung open.

He was younger than she expected. Maybe late twenties. Messy dark hair, a faded band t-shirt stretched across a lean frame, and eyes that held a flicker of annoyance before shifting to surprise. He wasn’t expecting a pissed-off middle-aged woman.

“Can I help you?” he asked, his voice a low rumble.

“Your music. It’s too loud. It’s always too loud. Some of us have to live here,” she snapped, her words sharper than she’d intended, fuelled by weeks of pent-up frustration.

He crossed his arms, a smirk playing on his lips. “It’s 10 p.m. on a Saturday. Not exactly a crime.”

“It’s a crime against common decency! Do you ever think about anyone but yourself?” The words poured out, harsh and condescending. She called him selfish, immature, a cliché. He fired back, defensive, calling her a prude who needed to loosen up. The argument was short, brutal, and entirely her fault. She spun on her heel and marched back to her silent, empty apartment, slamming the door.

But the silence that greeted her was worse than the music. It was filled with the echo of her own nastiness. She slumped against the door, shame washing over her. He was just a guy playing music. She was the one who was miserable. The honesty of that thought was a punch to the gut.

Taking a steadying breath, she went back. She knocked, softly this time.

He opened the door again, caution in his eyes. “Back for round two?”

“No. I… I’m sorry,” she said, the words feeling foreign on her tongue. “That was rude. I’m having a really shitty time, and I took it out on you. It’s not an excuse. It’s just… an explanation.”

The defensiveness melted from his posture. “Jack,” he said, offering a small smile. “And it’s okay. Apology accepted. Want to come in? I promise the music stays off.”

His apartment was a mirror of hers in size but cluttered with guitar cases, amplifiers, and vinyl records. It felt lived in. He offered her a beer, and she took it, her fingers brushing his. A tiny, unexpected spark.

They talked. Really talked. She found herself telling him about the divorce, the hollow feeling of her corporate job letting her go, the profound sense of being obsolete. He listened, his gaze intense and unwavering. He told her about his own recent breakup, the band’s struggles to get a record deal. The years between them seemed to dissolve in the dim light.

“You’re not obsolete,” he said, his voice firm. “You’re just in between chapters.”

The next evening, she stood outside his door again, her heart fluttering. This was a terrible idea. He’s a child. But when he opened the door, his smile was genuine. “You came.”

Inside, the air was thick with unspoken tension. They drank cheap red wine from coffee mugs, the conversation easier now, laced with a new, electric charge. He put on a record, something low and melodic this time. She could feel his eyes on her, tracing the lines of her face, the curve of her neck.

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” he murmured, his voice husky. “Since last night.”

“Jack, I’m… I’m so much older,” she whispered, the protest weak even to her own ears.

“So?” he said, moving closer. “I don’t see a number. I see a beautiful woman who fascinates me.”

That was all it took. He closed the distance, his lips meeting hers. It wasn’t a gentle first kiss; it was hungry, full of pent-up desire that mirrored her own. A low moan escaped her throat as his tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of wine and promise. Her hands came up, tangling in his soft hair, pulling him closer. This is madness. But it was a madness her body craved.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Are you sure?”

Instead of answering, she kissed him again, her hands sliding down his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath his shirt. Her fingers found the waistband of his jeans, fumbling with the button. He groaned into her mouth as she popped it open, her hand sliding down, palming the hard, thick length of him through his boxers. Oh god.

He was already so hard, straining against the fabric. She unzipped his fly, the sound loud in the quiet room, and slipped her hand inside. His skin was hot. She wrapped her fingers around him, stroking slowly, feeling him swell even thicker in her grasp.

A strangled gasp tore from his throat. “Bella…”

Driven by a primal need she’d forgotten she possessed, she sank to her knees on the scratchy carpet. She looked up at him, at the raw desire on his face, before pulling his boxers down. His cock sprang free, and her mouth watered. She took him into her mouth in one slow, wet glide.

He cried out, his hands fisting in her hair. “Fuck…”

She worshiped him with her mouth, licking and sucking, taking him deep until he hit the back of her throat. She reveled in his taste, his scent, the way his hips began to thrust involuntarily. She was in control, and the power was an incredible aphrodisiac.

He gently pulled her to her feet, his eyes dark with lust. “My turn.” His hands went to her blouse, unbuttoning it with surprising deftness before tossing it aside. He unhooked her plain, practical bra, and it joined the blouse on the floor. His breath hitched as he looked at her. “You are so fucking beautiful.”

He lowered his head, his mouth finding one nipple, then the other, sucking and laving them with his tongue until they were pebbled, aching points. Sharp, exquisite pleasure shot straight to her core, making her knees buckle. He held her up, his hands sliding her skirt down her hips, followed by her underwear. He stepped back for a moment, pulling his shirt over his head, then kicking off his jeans and boxers.

He was magnificent. Lean, toned, all taut muscle and smooth skin. And he was fully, completely hard for her. For her.

He led her to the unmade bed, pushing her down onto it. He didn’t climb on top of her immediately. Instead, he kissed his way down her stomach, his stubble a delicious abrasion against her sensitive skin. He parted her thighs, and his hot breath washed over her. Then his tongue was on her, in her, licking and probing with an expertise that had her crying out, her back arching off the bed.

He ate her pussy like it was his sole purpose, licking broad stripes through her wetness before zeroing in on her clit, sucking the tender bud rhythmically. She was writhing, her hands clutching the sheets, incoherent pleas falling from her lips. The orgasm built quickly, a terrifying, wonderful pressure. “Jack, I’m going to… oh god, don’t stop!”

He didn’t. He drove her over the edge with his mouth, and she shattered, a wave of pure, blinding ecstasy crashing through her.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, covering her body with his. He positioned himself at her entrance, his eyes locking with hers. “I need to be inside you.”

“Yes,” she gasped, spreading her legs wider in invitation.

He pushed in. Slowly. Filling her, stretching her in the most delicious way. He felt enormous inside her, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly accelerated. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the room. He fucked her with a powerful, desperate intensity, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars.

“Roll over,” he grunted, his voice thick with need.

She obeyed, getting on her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, and the new angle was even deeper, more intense. He gripped her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with every thrust. One of his hands snaked around her front, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

It was too much. The friction, the fullness, the sheer animalistic pleasure of it all. Another orgasm, tighter and sharper than the first, ripped through her. Her inner muscles clenched around him, a pulsing, milking grip that made him shout her name.

He pulled out suddenly, his hot release spurting across her lower back in thick, possessive stripes. He collapsed beside her, both of them breathless and slick with sweat.

After a moment, he pulled her into his arms, his body warm against hers. He nuzzled her hair. “I want to see you again,” he whispered. “Tomorrow.”

She smiled into the darkness, the heavy weight of her depression feeling miles away. “Okay.”
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The email landed in her inbox with a silent, digital thud. From: Tom Barlow. Subject: My Office. Now.

Janet’s stomach clenched. The argument over the Henderson project had been hours ago, a burst of pent-up frustration she’d immediately regretted. He was, after all, her boss. A decade younger, yes, surrounded by a sea of other twenty-somethings who navigated the open-plan office with an ease she’d never possess, but still her boss. She’d fully expected a write-up, or worse. She smoothed her blouse, took a steadying breath, and walked the long hallway to the corner office.

He wasn't behind his desk. He was standing by the window, looking out over the city skyline. He turned as she entered, and his expression wasn't the stern mask of authority she expected. It was… open. Apologetic, even.

“Janet. Close the door, please.”

She did, her heart hammering against her ribs. Here it comes.

“I reviewed the data you compiled on the Henderson account,” he began, his voice low and measured. “You were right. One hundred percent right. My projections were off. If we’d gone with my plan, we would have lost the client.”

The confession was so blunt, so devoid of ego, that it stole the air from her lungs. She just stood there, stunned.

“I’m sorry,” he said, taking a step toward her. “I was an arrogant prick in that meeting. The truth is…” He ran a hand through his dark hair, a surprisingly vulnerable gesture. “I look up to you. Your experience, your instincts… they’re what this team needs. What I need.”

He was closer now, well inside her personal space. She could smell his cologne, something clean and woody. The dynamic had shifted, the professional veil thinning to nothing.

“I know this is highly unprofessional,” he murmured, his gaze dropping to her lips for a heartbeat before meeting her eyes again. “But would you let me buy you dinner tonight? As an apology. And… as something else.”

Every sensible, self-preserving instinct told her to say no. To cite the HR handbook, to retreat to the safety of her cubicle. But the raw honesty in his eyes, the startling admission of respect, and the sudden, dizzying realization that he was an incredibly attractive man—it all coalesced into a single, breathless word.

“Yes.”

—

The restaurant was all low lighting and intimate booths, a world away from the sterile brightness of the office. Over seared scallops and a rich Cabernet, the last of her reservations melted away. He wasn’t her boss tonight. He was just Tom. Funny, sharp, and utterly captivated by her. With every laugh, every shared glance, the attraction she’d buried under layers of resentment surged to the surface, hot and undeniable.

The Uber ride to his apartment was a haze of anticipation. They didn’t speak. Their hands, resting on the leather seat between them, were inches apart. The air crackled.

His apartment was sleek and modern, but she barely registered the decor. The moment the door clicked shut, he turned to her, his expression intense. “I’ve been thinking about this all night,” he whispered.

“Me too,” she admitted, her voice husky.

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek, and then his mouth was on hers. It wasn’t a tentative first kiss. It was hungry and deep, a claiming that spoke of a desire held in check for too long. Her hands came up, one tangling in the soft hair at the nape of his neck, the other sliding down his chest. She could feel the hard plane of his stomach, the rapid, solid beat of his heart.

Her fingers found his belt, then the zipper of his trousers. She broke the kiss, her eyes locked on his as she slowly pulled the zipper down. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. She slipped her hand inside, past the soft cotton of his boxer briefs, and wrapped her fingers around his length.

He was already hard, velvet over steel. A low groan rumbled in his chest as she began to stroke him, her thumb smearing a bead of moisture over his tip. God, he’s perfect, she thought, marveling at the heat and weight of him in her hand. His hips pushed forward into her touch, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps against her neck as he kissed her there, his teeth grazing her skin.

“Bedroom,” he finally managed, his voice thick with need.

He led her down the hall, never breaking contact. In the dim sanctuary of his room, his hands went to her clothes, undressing her with a reverence that made her shiver. His thumbs brushed the sides of her breasts as he unhooked her bra, and when it fell away, he didn’t immediately lunge. He just looked, his gaze hot and appreciative.

“You are so beautiful, Janet,” he breathed, before lowering his head and taking one taut nipple into his mouth.

She cried out, her head falling back as his tongue circled and suckled, sending jolts of pure electricity straight to her core. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his free hand pinching and rolling the neglected nipple until she was writhing, her fingers clutching at his shoulders.

He laid her back on the cool duvet, her body trembling with anticipation. He stood at the foot of the bed, his eyes dark with lust. “I want to watch you,” he said, his voice a rough command that sent a fresh surge of wetness between her legs. “Touch yourself for me. Show me how you like it.”

A blush heated her cheeks, but the raw hunger on his face was a potent aphrodisiac. She let her legs fall open, giving him a full view. She trailed her fingers down her own stomach, through her neatly trimmed curls, until she found her center. She was already soaked. A low moan escaped her as she circled her clit, her eyes fluttering shut for a second before she forced them open, wanting to see him watching her.

His gaze was pinned on her moving hand, his own fist clenched at his side. “That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice gruff. “Let me see you come.”

But he couldn’t wait. He stripped off his own clothes in a few swift movements and joined her on the bed, his body covering hers. He kissed his way down her stomach, nudging her hand aside. “My turn.”

He buried his face between her thighs, and Janet’s world dissolved into sensation. His tongue was relentless, licking broad stripes before zeroing in on her clit with devastating precision. He sucked the sensitive nub into his mouth, and her back arched off the bed, a ragged scream torn from her throat. He held her hips down, devouring her, his tongue flicking and circling until she was mindless, bucking against his mouth, her hands fisted in the sheets.

The orgasm crashed over her, a violent, shocking wave that left her gasping and shuddering.

Before she could even come down, he was moving up her body, his cock prodding at her entrance. “I need to be inside you,” he growled, and she could only nod, wrapping her legs around his waist.

He pushed into her in one smooth, deep thrust, filling her completely. She gasped at the exquisite stretch, the feeling of being so utterly full. He began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm that made her see stars.

“You feel incredible,” he murmured against her ear, his breath hot.

Soon, the slow pace wasn’t enough. She pushed at his shoulders, a newfound boldness seizing her. “Let me.”

A grin spread across his face as he rolled onto his back. She straddled him, sinking down onto his length with a deep, satisfied sigh. She started to move, rising and falling, controlling the rhythm, the angle. She leaned back, bracing her hands on his thighs, and rode him hard, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room. His hands gripped her hips, his eyes glued to where their bodies joined.

“Fuck, Janet,” he moaned, his composure shattering.

She was close again, the coil of pleasure tightening deep within her. “I want you behind me,” she panted.

He obliged instantly. On her hands and knees, she felt him position himself and plunge back inside. This angle was deeper, more primal. He gripped her hips, fucking her with powerful, driving strokes that hit a spot inside her that made her cry out with every thrust. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

It was too much. The friction, the depth, the sight of his body slamming into hers—her second orgasm ripped through her, a cataclysm that left her trembling and weak, clenching around him in wave after endless wave.

The feel of her pulsing around him was his undoing. With a guttural shout, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release crashing over him. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his climax filling her, and the sensation prolonged her own shudders.

They collapsed onto the bed in a sweaty, breathless heap, limbs tangled. He pulled her close, nuzzling her hair. The silence was comfortable, filled only with the sound of their slowing breaths. After a long moment, he propped himself up on an elbow, his expression serious, tender.

“Janet,” he said, his finger tracing her jawline. “I know this is fast, but I don’t do casual. Not with you.” He took a deep breath. “Be my girlfriend.”

She looked into his eyes, seeing not her young boss, but the man who had just worshiped her body and bared his soul. The man she had so completely misjudged. A slow, genuine smile spread across her lips. “Yes, I’ll be your girlfriend.”
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“That’s not how we do things here, Albert.”

Georgia’s voice, usually a soft murmur reserved for quiet reading nooks, cut through the musty air of the history section. She stood with her arms crossed, a lone sentinel guarding the sacred, unchanging order of the Dewey Decimal System.

Albert, a good fifteen years her junior with an infuriatingly easy smile, just shrugged. He held a stack of graphic novels, their bright covers a vulgar splash of color against the muted browns and greens of the leather-bound classics. “Maybe it’s how we should do things, Georgia. These circulate. A lot. They should be up front.”

“The front is for new releases and displays,” she said, her tone as rigid as the shelves around them. “Not for… compendiums of cartoon violence.”

His laugh was a low, warm sound that inexplicably made her cheeks feel hot. “It’s a memoir about a family of bakers, actually. No violence. Just a lot of emotional turmoil and sourdough.” He slid the books onto a prime display table anyway, right next to the new Patterson bestsellers.

Georgia’s jaw tightened. The arrogance. The sheer, disrespectful arrogance of youth. She’d been at the Cherry Creek Public Library for twenty years. She knew its rhythms, its soul. He’d been here three weeks and thought he could waltz in with his “community engagement” ideas and his “maker space” proposals and just rearrange the very bedrock of the place.

The rest of the day passed in a familiar, simmering silence between them. She shelved returned books with sharp, efficient movements. He chatted animatedly with patrons, his laughter echoing in a building that usually only held whispers. It grated on her, every bit of it.

Later, as she was shutting down her computer in her small, book-crammed office, a soft knock interrupted the quiet.

Albert stood in the doorway, his hands shoved in his pockets, the confident swagger from earlier replaced by a hesitant slouch. “Got a minute?”

She gestured to the chair opposite her desk, saying nothing.

“Look,” he began, running a hand through his dark hair. “I’m sorry about before. I came on strong. I get… excited. I didn’t mean to disrespect you or the way things are run here.”

Georgia looked at him, really looked. Behind the bravado, she saw genuine earnestness. A flicker of doubt. She sighed, the fight leaving her all at once. “No, I… I’m sorry, too, Albert. Some of your ideas… the evening reading groups for teenagers… they are good. I’m just set in my ways.”

His smile returned, softer this time. “Old dogs, new tricks?” he ventured.

A surprised laugh escaped her. “Something like that.”

“Well, this puppy is starving. Let me make it up to you. Let me buy you a coffee.”

The invitation hung in the air. A coffee. It was so innocuous. So dangerous. Her mind raced. He’s too young. It’s inappropriate. What would people think?

But the memory of his laugh, the way his eyes crinkled at the corners, the sudden, startling desire to be near that energy instead of pushing it away… it all coalesced into a single, breathless word.

“Okay.”

The coffee shop was loud and bright, a stark contrast to her library. They talked for an hour, then two. She learned about his degree in literature, his failed attempt at a novelist career, his genuine love for this old, stodgy institution they both worked for. She found herself laughing, really laughing, for the first time in months. And with every laugh, she felt a dangerous, thrilling pull low in her stomach. A pull she immediately chastised herself for. He’s twenty-six, Georgia. Twenty-six. Don’t be a fool.

He walked her to her car under a blanket of stars. The night air was cool. The library parking lot was deserted.

“I had a really good time, Georgia,” he said, his voice quiet.

“Me too,” she admitted, her own voice barely a whisper.

He leaned against her car door, blocking her escape, but not in a threatening way. In a way that made her heart hammer against her ribs. “I have to say something, and you can tell me to go to hell if you want.”

She just looked at him, her breath catching.

“From the moment I saw you,” he said, his gaze intense, “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you. I know you’re older. I know it’s probably crazy. But the way you care so fiercely about things… it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Every logical argument, every reservation, evaporated in the heat of his words. He’s not a boy, she thought. He’s a man. And he was looking at her like she was the only woman on earth.

She didn’t tell him to go to hell. She closed the small distance between them, rose on her toes, and pressed her lips to his.

It wasn’t a timid kiss. It was a release. A dam breaking. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her tight against him, and his mouth opened to hers, tasting of coffee and want. Her hands came up, tangling in the soft hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer. The world, the library, the age difference—it all shrank to the points of contact: his lips, his hands on her back, the hard plane of his chest against her softness.

They broke apart, breathless. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. “My place is two blocks away.”

She nodded, her voice gone. She followed his car, her hands trembling on the steering wheel.

His apartment was what she expected—a little messy, books stacked on the floor, a guitar in the corner. The second the door clicked shut, he had her pinned against it, his mouth crashing down on hers again. This was different. This was not a tentative exploration. This was hunger.

His hands fumbled with the buttons of her conservative cardigan, pushing it from her shoulders. His lips left her mouth, trailing a scorching path down her neck, nibbling at the sensitive spot just above her collarbone. A moan, raw and unbidden, escaped her throat.

“God, Georgia,” he murmured into her skin, his voice thick with desire. “I’ve wanted to taste you since the first time you shushed me.”

He took her hand and led her to the bedroom. In the moonlight filtering through the blinds, he looked like a sculpture. He slowly, deliberately, undressed her. Each button of her blouse, the zip of her slacks, the clasp of her sensible bra. His eyes never left her body, worshipful and ravenous. When she stood naked before him, her skin prickling in the cool air, he let out a shaky breath.

“You are so beautiful,” he whispered, and for the first time in twenty years, she felt it.

He laid her back on the bed and lowered his mouth to her breast. His tongue swirled around one peaked nipple, then the other, licking, sucking, nipping gently with his teeth. Pleasure, sharp and bright, shot straight to her core, making her arch her back off the mattress. Oh god. So long. It’s been so long since…

He shed his own clothes then, and her eyes widened. He was all lean muscle and smooth skin. And he was… large. Thick and already hard, standing proud from a thatch of dark hair. The sight sent a fresh wave of liquid heat pooling between her legs.

He didn’t enter her. Instead, he kissed his way down her stomach, his hands sliding her thighs apart. He buried his face between her legs, and Georgia cried out, her fingers clutching the sheets.

His tongue was an artist. It traced the length of her, slow and languid, before finding her clit. He circled it, again and again, building a maddening rhythm. Then he sucked, gently at first, then with more pressure, and her hips came off the bed, a wordless plea for more. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot deep within that made her see stars. The dual sensation—his tongue flicking, his fingers stroking—was unbearable. The coil of pleasure tightened, tighter and tighter, until it shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seismic event that left her trembling and gasping for air.

Before she could recover, she pushed him onto his back, a new confidence surging through her. She wanted to taste him. She straddled his legs and took him into her mouth. He gasped, his hands flying to her hair. She explored his length and girth with her tongue, savoring his taste, the smoothness of his skin, the way he throbbed in her mouth. She took him deep, until she felt him hit the back of her throat, and he groaned her name, a broken prayer.

“Georgia… I’m not going to last…”

She released him, her own desire a raging fire again. She swung a leg over his hips, positioning herself above him. She looked into his eyes as she slowly, slowly, sank down onto him. He filled her completely, stretching her in the most exquisite way. For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, letting her body adjust to his overwhelming size.

Then she began to move. Slowly at first, a gentle rocking of her hips. Then faster, rising and falling, taking him deep with every stroke. He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her flesh, meeting her thrust for thrust. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a wet, rhythmic slap.

“Look at you,” he groaned, his eyes glued to where their bodies joined. “You feel… God, you feel incredible.”

She rode him harder, chasing another climax, the pleasure building even higher than before. Her breasts bounced with the motion, and he sat up slightly to capture one nipple in his mouth, sucking in time with her rhythm. It was too much. The visual of him worshiping her body, the feel of him pistoning inside her, the raw, animal sounds he was making—it all crashed over her.

Her second orgasm was a roaring, screaming thing. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking him, and she threw her head back as wave after wave of pure ecstasy convulsed through her. Her cry of release was what pushed him over the edge. With a guttural groan, he held her hips tight against him and poured himself into her, his own body shuddering with the force of his climax.

They collapsed together in a sweaty, sated heap, his arms wrapping around her, holding her close as their breathing slowly returned to normal. He nuzzled her hair.

“So,” he whispered, his voice rough and sleepy. “Does this mean you’ll be my girlfriend?” He laughed softly, but there was a hopeful sincerity underneath it.

She snuggled closer, a contented smile spreading across her face. She had been so determined to resist him, to resist change. Now, feeling the steady beat of his heart against her cheek, she couldn’t imagine anything she wanted more.

“Yes,” she whispered back. “I suppose it does.”

16 - BETRAYAL AT A DESERT MOTEL
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The engine’s final, shuddering cough was the perfect punctuation to Harriet’s misery. Silence, thick and heavy, descended upon the rental car, broken only by the soft ping of cooling metal.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Blake muttered, his hands still gripping the steering wheel.

Harriet just stared out the passenger window at the endless, empty stretch of highway. Of course this would happen. Of course. Stuck in the middle of nowhere with the one man who seemed to exist solely to critique her spreadsheets and, now, date her sister. The seven-hour drive had been a special kind of torture, a monologue on Amy’s perfect laugh, her brilliant mind, her incredible kindness. Each word felt like a paper cut.

The tow truck, the mechanic’s apologetic shrug, the news that the part wouldn’t arrive until tomorrow—it all passed in a blur of resigned frustration. The only motel for thirty miles had one vacancy. One. The universe was laughing at her.

The room was exactly what she expected: dated, faintly smelling of bleach, and dominated by one singular, undeniable fact.

One bed.

“I’ll take the floor,” Blake said immediately, his voice tight. He dropped his bag by the worn armchair, not meeting her eyes. “It’s fine.”

Hours later, after a tense, silent shower in the cramped bathroom and changing into her softest sleep shirt and shorts, Harriet lay rigid on the mattress. She could hear him shifting on the thin, scratchy carpet, every rustle a testament to his discomfort. Her own guilt was a physical weight on her chest. He was her sister’s boyfriend. A pain in her ass, but a decent guy. A decent guy currently sleeping on a filthy floor.

“Blake?” Her voice was small in the dark room.

“Yeah?”

“This is ridiculous. Just… get up here. It’s a big bed. We’re adults.”

A long pause. Then, the sound of him rising. The other side of the mattress dipped profoundly under his weight. He kept to the very edge, his back to her. The space between them was a canyon, yet she was hyper-aware of his every breath, the heat radiating from his body. She stared at the water-stained ceiling, her mind racing.

Then she felt it. A shift. The lightest, barely-there brush of his fingers against her calf.

She froze. An accident. He’s asleep. But the touch didn’t retreat. It lingered, a whisper of skin on skin, and then his fingers traced a slow, deliberate path up the back of her leg to her knee. Her breath hitched. Every nerve ending fired at once.

She should move. She should tell him to stop. But her body refused to obey, melting into the mattress under that single, electrifying point of contact.

He turned over. In the sliver of light from the parking lot filtering through the curtains, she could see his eyes, dark and intense, watching her. His hand slid higher, his palm smoothing over her thigh, his touch firm and sure now, no longer questioning.

“Harriet,” he breathed, her name a prayer on his lips.

And then he was moving, closing the canyon between them. His body was over hers, one knee between her legs, caging her in. He smelled of the same cheap motel soap, but underneath it was something uniquely, intensely him. His face was inches from hers. She could feel the want rolling off him in waves.

This is wrong. This is so wrong.

The thought was a distant echo, drowned out by the roaring in her veins. Her hands, of their own volition, came up to grip his shoulders. The cotton of his t-shirt strained over the hard muscle beneath.

He didn’t ask. He simply lowered his mouth to hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was hungry and desperate, a collision of all the unspoken tension that had built up over months of arguing in conference rooms and simmering in this car. His tongue swept into her mouth, claiming her, and a low moan escaped her throat. She kissed him back with equal fervor, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer.

“We… we can’t,” she gasped when he finally broke for air, her protest weak, hollow.

“I know,” he murmured against her lips, his hands already pulling her sleep shirt up and over her head. “I know.” His mouth found her neck, sucking at the sensitive skin there, and her head fell back against the pillow. God, yes.

His fingers made quick work of her shorts, tugging them down her legs. Suddenly, she was naked beneath him, the cool air a shock against her feverish skin. His gaze burned as it traveled down her body, and she felt a flush of heat that had nothing to do with embarrassment.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, and the reverence in his voice shattered her last pretense of resistance.

He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one taut nipple. She cried out, arching off the bed as he laved it with his tongue, then sucked deeply, rhythmically. The sensation was a direct line to her core, a deep, throbbing ache beginning to build. He switched to her other breast, giving it the same lavish attention, his teeth grazing lightly, making her whimper.

His hand slid down her stomach, through the wetness that had already gathered between her legs. He groaned, a raw, animal sound. “You’re so wet for me.”

He shifted, kneeling between her legs, and she watched, mesmerized, as he shoved his own pajama pants down. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and so much bigger than she had imagined. A thrill of pure, unadulterated lust shot through her.

She reached for him, wrapping her hand around his length, stroking him once, twice. He hissed, his eyes squeezing shut. “Fuck, Harriet.”

Pushing his hand away, she guided him to her mouth. She flicked her tongue over the head, tasting his salt, before taking him in. He was large, stretching her lips, and she relaxed her jaw, letting him slide deeper. His groan was her reward. She bobbed her head, using her hand to stroke what she couldn’t take, lost in the rhythm, in the power of having this arrogant, infuriating, beautiful man trembling above her.

“Stop,” he gasped, pulling her off him. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her. He looked into her eyes, a final, silent question. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him down.

He pushed inside her in one long, smooth, blissful stroke, filling her completely. They both cried out. For a moment, he was still, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to his overwhelming size. Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow and deep at first, each one a deliberate, soul-shaking possession. But the pace quickly escalated. The bed slammed against the wall with every driving movement. He fucked her with a raw, untamed intensity that stole the breath from her lungs. His mouth was on hers, his neck, her breasts—any patch of skin he could reach.

“Touch yourself,” he commanded, his voice ragged. “I want to feel you come on my cock.”

Her fingers flew to her clit, circling the swollen nub in time with his thrusts. The dual sensation was too much. The coil in her belly tightened, tighter, until it snapped.

Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy. Her inner muscles clenched around him rhythmically, milking his length, and she saw stars behind her eyelids.

The feel of her pulsing around him was his undoing. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last, final time, his body shuddering as he came, his hot release flooding her. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor, their sweat-slicked skin sticking together.

They lay like that for long minutes, the only sound their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. The reality of what they’d just done began to seep into the room, cold and sharp. Harriet’s heart, which had been pounding with passion, now hammered with a sickening guilt.

Blake rolled off her, onto his back. He ran a hand over his face. “We can’t… we can’t tell anyone. Especially not Amy.”

Harriet stared at the ceiling again, the water stain now a mocking Rorschach test of her shame. She felt torn, her body still humming with satisfaction, her mind screaming in betrayal. But beneath the guilt, a treacherous, hungry part of her knew with absolute certainty that she wanted more.

17 - BETRAYAL AT SEA

MF / Taboo / Cheating / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

The hum of the ship’s engine was a low, constant vibration beneath Diane’s feet, a feeling that mirrored the restless energy coursing through her. She swirled the amber liquid in her glass, the ice cubes clinking a soft, lonely rhythm. Across the small table, Jack laughed at something the bartender said, his smile so easy, so genuine, that it made her chest ache with a confusing mixture of resentment and desire.

How could he be so charming? she thought, her knuckles white around her glass. It’s all an act. A very convincing, very handsome act.

Her mother’s fiancé. The words tasted like ash. He was only a decade older than her own twenty-five years, a fact her mother seemed blissfully, foolishly ignorant of. All Diane saw was a gold-digger, a man preying on a wealthy, lonely widow. At least, that’s all she tried to see.

“Another?” Jack asked, his voice pulling her from her thoughts. He gestured to her nearly empty glass, his eyes catching the dim, moody lighting of the bar. They were a startling shade of blue, the kind you only see in deep, tropical water.

“Why not?” she said, her voice tighter than she intended. “Mom’s getting a massage. What else is there to do?”

He flagged down the bartender and ordered two more whiskeys, neat this time. “We could talk,” he suggested, turning his full attention to her. It was unnerving, how focused he could be. As if she were the only person in the room. As if her mother didn’t exist.

“What could we possibly have to talk about?” The bitterness slipped out, a defense mechanism she’d honed to a fine point.

Jack didn’t flinch. He just studied her, a faint, knowing smile playing on his lips. “I don’t know, Diane. The weather? The stock market? The fact that you’ve been looking at me like you want to either kill me or kiss me since the moment we met?”

The air left her lungs. He’d noticed. Of course he’d noticed. The heat that flooded her cheeks was immediate and infuriating. She looked down, suddenly fascinated by the polished wood of the bar.

“I don’t… I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she stammered, the lie pathetic even to her own ears.

“Don’t you?” he murmured, leaning in closer. His cologne, something clean and spicy, washed over her. “Because I’ve been trying to figure it out myself. Trying to be the good guy. The man who is lucky to be marrying your incredible mother.”

The new drinks arrived. Diane snatched hers and took a large swallow, the liquor burning a welcome path down her throat, giving her a shot of false courage.

“And what have you figured out?” she challenged, meeting his gaze again, her heart hammering against her ribs.

“That I’m not a very good guy,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, intimate timbre that vibrated right through her. “Because all I can think about when I look at you is how breathtaking you are. And how very, very wrong that is.”

The confession hung between them, thick and heavy and dangerous. It was everything she’d secretly hoped for and everything she knew she should run from. The fight drained out of her, replaced by a pulsing, needy warmth low in her belly.

“I think about it, too,” she whispered, the admission feeling like a betrayal and a liberation all at once. “God, I hate that I do, but I do.”

Jack’s jaw tightened. A war was raging behind his eyes. “Diane… we can’t. I’m marrying her. This is… it’s the worst thing we could possibly do.”

The rejection, though expected, was a physical blow. Humiliation washed over her, hot and swift. “Right. Of course. I’m… I’m so stupid.” She moved to stand, to flee, but his hand shot out and caught her wrist. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers.

“I said it was wrong,” he breathed, his eyes dark with a hunger that stole the air from her lungs. “I didn’t say I could stop.”

And then he was leaning across the small table, his free hand cupping her jaw, and his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claim. A hot, desperate press of lips that tasted of whiskey and pure, unadulterated want. A small, shocked sound escaped her throat before she melted into it, her lips parting, her own hand coming up to clutch the front of his shirt. The world—the ship, her mother, every shred of propriety—simply dissolved into the slick, heated sensation of his tongue sliding against hers.

When he finally pulled back, they were both breathing heavily. “My room,” she gasped, not recognizing her own voice. It was husky, wanton. “Now.”

The walk to her cabin was a blur of hushed urgency and stolen, heated glances. The second the cabin door clicked shut behind them, he had her pinned against it, his body a hard, thrilling line against hers. His mouth found hers again, more insistent this time, his hands roaming down her sides, skimming the curve of her hips.

“I need to see you,” he growled against her lips, his fingers finding the zipper of her sundress. He tugged it down slowly, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet room. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in only a lace bra and panties. His gaze raked over her, hot and appreciative. “Jesus, Diane. You’re perfect.”

He buried his face in the crook of her neck, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin there as his hands worked the clasp of her bra. It fell away, and his hot mouth was on her breast a second later, his tongue laving over her taut nipple before drawing it deep into the heat of his mouth. She cried out, her head falling back against the door as a bolt of pure pleasure shot straight to her core. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him to her as he worshiped her other breast with the same desperate attention.

Her own hands were frantic, fumbling with the buckle of his belt, then the button of his trousers. The zipper gave way, and she pushed the fabric down over his hips, her eyes widening at the hard, thick length of him straining against his boxers. She dropped to her knees, her heart pounding in her ears, and hooked her fingers into the waistband, pulling them down.

He was magnificent. Full and rigid, the tip already glistening. Without hesitation, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

A guttural groan ripped from his throat. His hand settled on the back of her head, not pushing, just holding. “Fuck… yes… just like that.”

She swirled her tongue around the head, tasting the faint, salty prelude of him, before taking him deeper, working him with a rhythm that was all instinct and hunger. His hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust and she relaxed her throat, taking more of him, lost in the power of his ragged breaths and the musky, masculine scent of his skin.

“Stop,” he finally gasped, pulling her gently to her feet. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He guided her to the bed, turning her so she was on her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her, one hand stroking the length of her spine before settling on her hip. The blunt, wet head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with one smooth, powerful thrust, he sheathed himself fully inside her.

She screamed, a raw, primal sound as he filled her completely. He held himself there for a moment, both of them trembling with the shock of the connection. Then he began to move, setting a deep, punishing rhythm that had her seeing stars with every drive. His fingers dug into her hips, holding her steady as he plunged into her, over and over, each stroke hitting a spot inside her that coiled the tension in her belly tighter and tighter.

Just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, she felt the slick press of his thumb against her other entrance, circling, applying a gentle, insistent pressure. Her eyes flew open in surprise, a moan caught in her throat.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice strained with his own effort. He pushed, just a little, and the sensation was so shockingly intimate, so forbidden, it sent a fresh wave of heat through her. He worked his thumb inside her, a tiny, stretching intrusion that made her gasp his name.

He withdrew his thumb, and she felt the now-slick head of his cock press there instead. The pressure was immense, unbelievable. “Jack… I…”

“Shhh,” he soothed, his voice a low rumble. “Just breathe for me.” He pushed, slowly, inexorably, and the stretch became a burn, then a breathtaking, full feeling as he slid deep inside this new, impossibly tight channel.

She was completely pinned, utterly possessed. He was in every part of her. The dual sensations of being so completely filled and the raw, taboo thrill of it all shattered the last of her control. Her orgasm crashed over her without warning, a silent, seismic event that clenched around him, milking his length as she shook and trembled, her vision whiting out.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a final, guttural cry, he drove into her one last time, his body going rigid as his own release tore through him. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of him filling her, the intimate flood a final, claiming shock.

He collapsed over her, his chest heaving against her back, both of them slick with sweat and spent. After a few moments, he gently pulled out and rolled them onto their sides, pulling her tight against his chest in the quiet darkness. The guilt arrived instantly, a cold, sharp knife twisting in her gut alongside the fading echoes of mind-numbing pleasure.

“We can’t ever do that again,” she whispered, the words tasting like a lie even as she said them.

His arms tightened around her. “I know.”

They lay in silence for a long time, listening to the distant hum of the ship and the even more distant sound of laughter from the deck above. The specter of her mother hung in the room with them.

“This stays here,” Jack said, his voice quiet but firm. “It never happened.”

“It never happened,” Diane echoed, her heart heavy and her mind racing. But deep down, she knew it was a lie. She wanted more.

18 - A CHEATER EXPOSED?

MF / Taboo / Cheating / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The screen glowed, a sickening pit opening in Hailey’s stomach. There he was. Marvin. Her sister Beth’s perfect, charming, handsome fiancé. His head was thrown back in laughter, a blonde woman in glittering pasties grinding in his lap. The caption underneath was a crude joke from one of his friends. #guy’snight #lastnightoffreedom?

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Sweet, trusting Beth. She was picking out china patterns while her future husband was getting lap dances. Hailey’s fingers trembled as she closed the app. She couldn’t show her. She couldn’t be the one to shatter that blissful ignorance. But she also couldn’t just let it go.

Before she could talk herself out of it, she was in her car, driving across town to Marvin’s modern townhouse. She knocked, the sound sharp and angry against the polished wood door.

It swung open to reveal Marvin, looking effortlessly handsome in a tight grey t-shirt and soft-looking sweatpants. A slow, easy smile spread across his face. “Hailey. This is a surprise.”

“We need to talk,” she said, her voice tighter than she intended.

“Of course. Come in.” He stepped aside, his gaze curious.

She marched past him into the spacious living room, not sitting down. She pulled out her phone, her thumb hovering over the damning image. “I saw something. On Mark’s page.”

His smile didn’t falter. He just raised an eyebrow. “Oh? And what did you see?”

She thrust the phone at him. “This.”

He took the phone, glanced at the screen, and let out a low, soft chuckle. He handed it back without a trace of shame. “Ah. That.”

“‘Ah, that?’” she spat, her disbelief morphing into pure fury. “That’s all you have to say? Beth is my sister! She’s planning her entire future with you!”

“And she’ll have that future,” he said calmly, stepping closer. The scent of his cologne, something clean and woodsy, filled the space between them. “Hailey, you don’t understand the dynamic we have. Beth and I… we have an arrangement.”

“An arrangement?” she scoffed, though a flicker of uncertainty cooled her anger. “You mean an arrangement where you get to cheat?”

“It’s not cheating if the rules are agreed upon.” His voice was a low, intimate murmur now. He was so close she could see the flecks of gold in his hazel eyes. “We have an open relationship. She has her… freedoms, and I have mine. We just don’t flaunt them in each other’s faces. It’s about trust.”

Hailey’s mind raced. It sounded insane. It sounded like a slick, convenient lie. But the absolute lack of guilt on his face was unnerving. He reached out, his fingers gently brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was electric, a bolt of pure heat that shot straight down her spine.

“You came all the way over here to protect your sister’s honor,” he murmured, his eyes dropping to her lips. “That’s… incredibly loyal. And incredibly sexy.”

Her breath hitched. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But the thought was a whisper, drowned out by the roaring in her ears. He was handsome, confident, and his gaze held a promise of something dark and thrilling she’d never allowed herself to want.

“Marvin, I…” she started, but the protest died in her throat.

He didn’t wait for permission. He closed the final inch between them, his mouth capturing hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was possessive. Demanding. His lips moved against hers with a practiced skill that made her knees weak. A small, shocked sound escaped her, and she felt his tongue slide into her mouth. Yes. The thought was clear and startling. Yes. Her hands, which had been clenched at her sides, came up to grip his shoulders, feeling the hard muscle underneath the soft cotton.

He broke the kiss, his breathing slightly ragged. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

She couldn’t form the words. She just shook her head, her eyes wide, her body screaming its consent. That was all the invitation he needed.

He took her hand and led her down the hall to his bedroom. It was all masculine lines and dark colours, dominated by a large, neatly made bed. He turned her to face him, his fingers finding the hem of her shirt. He pulled it up and over her head in one smooth motion, tossing it aside. His heated gaze raked over her lace-clad breasts, and a low groan rumbled in his chest.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, his thumbs hooking into the waistband of her jeans. He peeled them down her legs, along with her panties, leaving her standing bare before him, her skin prickling with anticipation and a thrill of vulnerability. He knelt, his hands skimming up her calves, her thighs. He looked up at her, his eyes dark with hunger, before he bent his head and licked a slow, wet stripe up her inner thigh.

She gasped, her head falling back. He kissed the sensitive skin there, his stubble a delicious abrasion, before his mouth found her core. His tongue was relentless, swirling around her clit with a precision that stole the air from her lungs. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her cry out. Oh god. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him there as he devoured her, his tongue and fingers working in a rhythm that was pushing her dangerously close to the edge already.

He stood up, his own arousal evident in the prominent bulge straining against his sweatpants. He shoved them down, and her breath caught. He was… big. Thick and long and perfectly erect. The sight sent a fresh wave of liquid heat pooling between her legs.

“I need to taste you,” she heard herself say, the words husky and foreign.

A wicked smile touched his lips. He sat on the edge of the bed and she sank to her knees before him. She took him in her hand, feeling the velvety-soft skin over the rigid shaft. She licked the bead of moisture from his tip, tasting his saltiness, before taking him into her mouth. She worked him slowly at first, learning his shape and rhythm, then deeper, taking more of him until he was groaning, his hips lifting slightly off the bed. The power was intoxicating. Hearing this confident man reduced to guttural sounds of pleasure by her mouth.

“Enough,” he finally growled, pulling her up. “I need to be inside you.”

He laid her back on the cool duvet, covering her body with his. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her. He looked into her eyes.

“Are you sure?” he asked again, the gentlemanly question a stark contrast to the raw need on his face.

“Yes. Please,” she begged, arching her hips up to meet him.

He pushed inside her in one long, slow, breathtaking thrust. She cried out as he filled her completely, a perfect, stretching fullness that bordered on pain before melting into pure, unadulterated pleasure. He began to move, setting a deep, deliberate pace. Each thrust was a claim. Her nails dug into his back as he drove into her, the sounds of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filling the room.

He shifted, hooking her legs over his shoulders, angling himself to go even deeper. The change in position made her see stars. “Right there,” she moaned, “God, right there.” He obeyed, pounding into that exact spot with relentless force, the coil of pleasure inside her winding tighter and tighter.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She scrambled onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He kneeled behind her, one hand gripping her hip, the other guiding himself back inside her. This angle was deeper, more animalistic. He plunged into her, each snap of his hips a jolt of ecstasy. She could feel every inch of him, and the visual of him taking her from behind, watching his powerful movements in the dresser mirror across the room, pushed her over the edge.

Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent, screaming wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his length. The intensity of it made her arms give out and she collapsed onto the bed, him following her down, never stopping his rhythm. He drove into her through her climax, his own control shattering. With a final, deep groan, he buried himself to the hilt, pulsing inside her as he found his own release.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He collapsed beside her, his body slick with sweat.

The reality of what she had just done crashed down on her. Beth. Her sister. Her future brother-in-law. A cold dread seeped into the warmth of her afterglow. This could destroy everything.

But as she lay there, feeling his seed trickle out of her, feeling the delicious, aching throb between her legs, one treacherous thought pushed all others aside.

She wanted to do it again.

19 - A DISRESPECTFUL BROTHER-IN-LAW’S DESIRES

MF / Taboo / Cheating / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

“Are you fucking kidding me with that noise?” Kate’s voice was a blade, sharp and cold, as she threw open the door to the spare room.

Jasper didn’t even flinch. He was sprawled on the bed, the laptop propped on his stomach, the unmistakable, rhythmic moaning echoing off the walls. He just smirked, his eyes flicking from the screen to her furious form in the doorway. “Something you need, Kate? Or are you just here for the show?”

“Turn it off. Now.” She took a step into the room, the scent of stale popcorn and cheap beer hitting her. “My husband is at work, and I will not have his degenerate brother polluting our house with this… this garbage.”

He paused the video with a lazy click. The sudden silence was somehow louder. “Polluting?” He sat up slowly, a predator uncoiling. “Seems to me you’re the one who came barging into my room. Maybe you like the garbage.” His gaze traveled over her, lingering on the way her crossed arms pushed her breasts together, down to her clenched fists. “Maybe you’re curious.”

She should have left. She should have turned, called Michael, and had this man-child thrown out on the street. Every sensible, wifely fiber of her being screamed at her to do just that. But that smirk… that infuriating, confident, knowing smirk held her captive. Michael’s smiles were gentle, reassuring. Jasper’s promised sin.

“You’re disgusting,” she spat, but the heat had left her voice.

“Yeah,” he said, standing up and closing the distance between them in two easy strides. He was so close she could smell the faint, musky scent of him beneath the stale food. “But you’re still here.” He didn’t touch her, just loomed, letting his presence wash over her. “That uptight prick you married… does he ever make you feel like this?” He gestured vaguely to the frozen, lurid image on the screen.

Michael. The thought of her husband, so proper, so predictable, so… safe, was the final push. It was the catalyst that shattered her resolve into a thousand glittering, dangerous pieces. A lifetime of being good warred with a sudden, desperate need to be bad.

Her hand moved of its own volition, grabbing a fistful of his t-shirt and yanking him down to her. The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision of teeth and clashing lips, a raw transfer of all her pent-up frustration and seething curiosity. And he met her with equal ferocity, his tongue plunging into her mouth, claiming it. One hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back to deepen the angle, while the other slid down her back, pressing her flush against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection against her stomach, and a bolt of pure, undiluted lust shot through her.

This was nothing like with Michael. This was a wildfire.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “That’s what I thought,” he murmured, his voice a low growl against her lips.

His hands went to the waistband of his sweatpants, and he shoved them down just enough. His cock sprang free, thick and already fully hard, curving up towards his stomach. God, he’s huge.

The sight of it, so blatant and demanding, made her knees weak. Without a word, she sank to the floor before him, the rough carpet scratching her knees. She didn’t hesitate. She took the length of him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the broad head, tasting the salty pre-come that already beaded there.

A guttural groan ripped from his throat. “Fuck, Kate.”

His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she worked him. She took him deeper, her jaw stretching to accommodate his girth, her world narrowing to the feel of him sliding over her tongue, the sounds he was making, the musky, masculine scent of him filling her senses. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, and his hips gave an involuntary jerk.

“Enough,” he rasped, pulling her up by her arms. His eyes were dark with hunger. “My turn.”

He made quick work of her clothes, yanking her shirt over her head and unsnapping her jeans. In moments, she was naked before him, her skin pebbling in the cool air of the room. He backed her toward the bed, his mouth descending on one nipple, sucking it deeply into the heat of his mouth while his fingers pinched and rolled the other. Pleasure, sharp and almost painful, lanced through her, and she cried out, her head falling back.

He laid her down on the messy sheets and shoved her legs apart, kneeling between them. He didn’t ask. He just dove in, his tongue spearing into her without preamble. It was messy and relentless, a masterclass in crude, effective cunnilingus. He licked broad stripes through her wetness before zeroing in on her clit, sucking the sensitive nub into his mouth while two of his fingers thrust deep inside her.

Her hips came off the bed, a broken sob escaping her lips as the coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter and tighter. “Jasper… oh god…”

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he stopped. He flipped her onto her hands and knees with a strength that left her breathless. She felt him positioned behind her, the blunt, wet head of his cock nudging at her entrance. And then he was inside her, filling her in one long, devastating thrust that stole the air from her lungs.

He didn’t give her time to adjust. He set a punishing rhythm, each drive of his hips pushing her further up the bed, the sound of their bodies slapping together obscenely loud in the small room. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing rough, tight circles that made her see stars. The other hand trailed lower, through her slickness, past where they were joined.

She felt the pad of his thumb press against her other hole, a question, a promise. She gasped, but didn’t pull away. She pushed back against him, a silent, desperate answer. He spit, a crude, wet sound, and then his thumb was pressing inside, a delicious, stretching invasion that made her clench around his cock inside her.

“You like that, don’t you?” he grunted, his pace never faltering. “You like being filled with my cock.”

Before she could even form a thought, his thumb was gone, replaced by the insistent pressure of his cock’s head. He pushed, and there was a moment of blinding, exquisite pressure, a burn that quickly melted into a deep, impossible fullness as he sank into her ass.

She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure ecstasy as he began to move again, this rhythm slower, more deliberate, each thrust a calculated invasion that touched something primal deep within her. She was completely at his mercy, impaled and used, and she had never felt more alive. The dual sensations, the filthy words he growled into her ear, the way his hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise—it was all too much.

Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a seismic event that clenched every muscle in her body, her ass milking his cock in rhythmic pulses that tore a ragged shout from his throat. He plunged into her one last time, his own release hot and deep inside her as he collapsed over her back, his weight pinning her to the mattress.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, he slid out of her. The sudden emptiness was a shock.

Kate scrambled off the bed, her hands shaking as she gathered her clothes, not looking at him. The guilt was a cold wave, dousing the afterglow. She had just cheated on her husband. In their own home. With his brother.

She was almost at the door when his voice, lazy and satisfied, stopped her. “Same time tomorrow?”

She refused to turn around. “Never. This never happened.”

But as she fled down the hallway, the sticky evidence of their betrayal cooling on her inner thighs, she knew it was a lie.

20 - A BROTHER-IN-LAW’S VISIT

MF / Taboo / Cheating / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Nipple Play / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The first two days of Rob’s visit were an exercise in sheer tolerance for Misty. He was a thunderstorm in her quiet living room, all loud laughs and boisterous stories about high-stakes deals and luxury cars. Every anecdote was a not-so-subtle brag, a performance for an audience of two where Dave was the appreciative crowd and Misty was the reluctant critic.

But on the third evening, something shifted. Dave’s phone rang with the particular shrillness that meant the hospital was calling him in for an emergency surgery. With a hurried apology and a kiss on Misty’s cheek, he was gone, leaving her alone with the brother she’d spent forty-eight hours silently judging.

“Well,” Rob said, slumping back onto the couch. “Guess it’s just us.”

“Guess so,” Misty replied, her tone neutral. She moved to the armchair, putting a comfortable distance between them.

Rob grabbed the remote. “Movie?”

She simply nodded, taking a sip of her wine. He scrolled through options, his earlier bravado seeming to dim without his brother there to witness it. He chose a slick-looking action film, and they lapsed into a silence that was surprisingly less awkward than she’d anticipated.

Halfway through the movie, he got up and returned from the kitchen with two fresh glasses of red wine. “Figured you could use a refill.”

“Thanks,” she said, and this time, her gratitude was genuine. He hadn’t just refilled his own.

As the explosions continued on screen, their conversation started up again, quieter this time. He asked about her work, her art, and actually listened to her answers. The arrogant facade cracked, revealing snippets of a drier, more self-deprecating wit. She found herself laughing, really laughing, at one of his jokes. Her eyes traced the line of his jaw, the way his forearms flexed as he gestured. He’s not just obnoxious, she admitted to herself. He’s… solid. Commanding.

The credits began to roll. The room was dark, lit only by the flickering TV screen.

“That was better than I expected,” Misty said, finishing the last of her wine.

Rob turned to her, his expression unreadable in the dim light. “Lots of things are.”

The air grew thick, charged with a tension that had nothing to do with the movie. His gaze dropped to her lips, then back to her eyes. He didn’t move, simply waited, a question hanging in the space between them.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was wrong. This was so wrong. But a treacherous, curious heat was spreading through her core, overpowering the guilt.

He leaned in slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. She didn’t. Oh god. His lips met hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry and confident, a claiming. His hand came up to cradle her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek as his tongue swept into her mouth. The taste of him—red wine and something uniquely, dangerously Rob—flooded her senses. A soft, involuntary moan escaped her throat, and she melted into him, her hands gripping his shoulders.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Tell me to stop, Misty.” His voice was a low, gravelly command that did things to her insides.

She couldn’t form the words. Instead, she kissed him again, her answer clear. His hands moved from her face, sliding down her back, pulling her flush against him on the couch. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing against her thigh, and a fresh wave of desire, sharp and urgent, shot through her.

His fingers found the hem of her sweater. “This needs to go.” He didn’t ask; he informed her. He pulled it over her head in one smooth motion, tossing it to the floor. His eyes darkened as they took in her lace bra. “Fuck, you’re gorgeous.” His calloused palms skimmed up her sides, making her shiver, before deftly unfastening the clasp. Her breasts spilled free, and he groaned, lowering his head to take a nipple into his hot mouth.

She cried out, her head falling back as he suckled and teased, his tongue circling the taut peak. The sensations were overwhelming, electric. One of his hands slid down her stomach, past the waistband of her leggings, past her panties. His fingers, so sure and skilled, found her soaked, aching center.

“So wet for me already,” he murmured against her breast, the vibration making her squirm.

He began to stroke her, a slow, torturous rhythm that had her hips lifting off the couch to meet his hand. He slid one finger inside her, then two, curling them just right, hitting a spot that made her see stars. Her moans grew louder, unabashed, as he fingered her with relentless precision, his thumb drawing tight circles on her clit.

“I need to taste you,” he growled, his voice thick with need. He slid down her body, hooking his fingers into her leggings and panties and pulling them down her legs in one swift, practiced motion.

He settled between her thighs, his hands spreading her wide. The first lick was a slow, flat stroke from her entrance to her clit. Misty’s back arched off the couch, a strangled gasp torn from her lips. He didn’t let up, his tongue lapping and probing, devouring her with a single-minded intensity that left her mindless. He sucked her clit into his mouth, and her thighs trembled on either side of his head. She fisted her hands in his hair, holding him there as the coil of pleasure tightened, tighter, until it snapped.

Her orgasm crashed over her, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy that left her shuddering and breathless beneath him.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, stripping off his own clothes. His body was all hard muscle and tan skin. He knelt over her, his cock, thick and erect, jutting toward her. He reached for a wallet, pulling out a condom and sheathing himself with a quick, efficient motion.

He positioned himself at her entrance, his eyes locked on hers. “Look at me.”

She did. He pushed inside her in one long, stunning thrust that stole the air from her lungs. She was so exquisitely full, stretched to accommodate him. He paused, letting her adjust, a sheen of sweat already on his brow.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep strokes at first, each one making her whimper. But quickly, the pace intensified. He drove into her, hard and fast, his hips slapping against hers. The lewd, wet sound of their joining filled the room. Every thrust sent jolts of pleasure radiating through her entire body. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his frantic rhythm.

“God, yes, right there,” she moaned, her nails digging into his back.

He fucked her with a raw, primal energy that Dave never had, a complete surrender to sensation. The couch creaked in protest. He shifted, pulling her up, turning her around. “On your knees. Over the couch.”

She complied without thought, bending over the back of the couch, presenting herself to him. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, and plunged into her from behind. This angle was deeper, more intense. He hit a place inside her that made her cry out with every pistoning thrust.

She felt another orgasm building, a tidal wave of pleasure gathering force at her core. His pace became brutal, frantic. “I’m gonna cum,” he grunted, his voice strained.

“Me too, don’t stop, please don’t stop!” she begged.

His thrusts became shorter, harder, perfectly angled. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in frantic circles. That was all it took. Her second orgasm exploded through her, a blinding, convulsing wave of pleasure that made her clench around him violently. With a guttural roar, he followed her over the edge, his own release pumping into the condom as he shuddered against her.

They collapsed together on the couch, a tangled, sweaty heap of limbs and satiated exhaustion. The only sound was their ragged breathing. After a long moment, he disposed of the condom and pulled her against his chest.

He kissed her temple, his voice a whisper in the dark. “Dave can never know.”

“Never,” she breathed, the guilt already coiling like a cold snake in her stomach. But as she felt his strong arm around her, and the lingering aftershocks of pleasure still humming through her body, another thought, dark and thrilling, pushed the guilt aside. I hope he doesn’t leave for a long time.
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