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Chapter One
Damon


The snow comes down in thick, silent curtains, smothering the mountain in white. Good. I stand at the window of the cabin, my palms flat against the cool glass, and watch the storm worsen. There is a strange, grateful relief twisting in my gut. This isn’t just weather; it’s a barrier. A beautiful, isolating blanket of white that will guarantee the solitude I’ve been chasing for months. No calls, no publicists, no flashing cameras. Just silence. Just me. For the next few days, at least. The thought settles deep in my bones, a quiet comfort.

Forty-one years old, and I’m tired of my own goddamn face. Tired of the manufactured charm I have to paste on for premieres, the soul-crushing interviews, the absolute farce the studio had just put me through for the last movie’s press tour. That ridiculous PR stunt of staging a “secret” romance with my co-star, the manufactured photos, the lie of it all curdling in my stomach for weeks. It was all part of the game, I knew that, but it had scraped something raw inside me. I need to remember what it feels like to be just Damon. To breathe air that isn’t thick with expectation.

Just as the thought solidifies, a flicker of movement cuts through the white wall of the storm. My jaw tightens. A car. A small, completely unsuitable sedan is crawling up the winding road toward the cabin, its tires struggling for purchase on the accumulating snow. Irritation pricks at me. Who the hell is this? The rental agency promised total privacy. My hard-won sanctuary is being breached.

The car parks, lopsided, near the porch. I’m still standing there, hidden by the gloom of the cabin’s interior, when the driver’s door shoves open against the wind. A figure in a thick, puffy coat scrambles out, a flash of bright pink scarf against the white. And then she turns, and the world goes quiet.

The irritation, the frustration, the annoyance... it all vanishes, vaporized by a single, gut-wrenching look at her. The snow seems to hold its breath around her. She’s young, her face framed by the whipped-up dark curls escaping her hood, cheeks flushed from the cold, her eyes a deep, warm shade of brown in the dim light. She is, without question, the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. It’s not just her features, though they’re perfect. It’s something in the way she stands, small and determined against the raging storm, a lone spark of warmth in a world gone cold.

The thought hits me like a physical blow: Mine.

It’s not a thought, really. It’s a deep, primal knowledge that settles in my soul, a kind of bone-deep certainty that I’ve never felt with anyone else before.

And in the next instant, it’s followed by a surge of fury. What is she doing? Driving in this? In that deathtrap of a car? The protective instinct is so intense it’s almost violent, a mad, roaring need to shake her for being so reckless, to bundle her up and lock her somewhere safe where the world and its dangers can’t touch her. I have to force my hands to unclench, to smooth the rage from my face before I move. I can’t scare her. God, I can’t scare her away before I’ve even spoken to her.

She’s wrestling with the trunk now, the wind whipping her hair across her face. I shrug on my jacket, and then I shove the cabin door open and step out into the biting cold.

“What are you doing here?” My voice comes out rougher than I intend, a low growl that cuts through the howl of the wind.

She jumps, letting out a little gasp, her wide brown eyes flying up to meet mine. “Oh! I, uh... I’m staying here?” She gestures vaguely at the cabin, her voice small and hesitant. She’s pulling at a large suitcase, a stubborn piece of luggage that’s jammed in the trunk. “It’s... stuck.” She strains again, her face scrunching up with the effort. The wind snatches at her scarf, and I watch her shiver.

Without a word, I move past her. My hands wrap around the handle of the suitcase. It’s heavy, but I lift it out with one smooth motion. She just stares, her lips slightly parted. She looks so soft, so fragile. I want to wrap her up in my arms and carry her inside, away from all of this.

“I rented it,” she says, finally finding her voice, her eyes still a little wide as she looks from me to the suitcase and back again. “For the week. What are you...?”

“I rented it too.” I slam the trunk shut, the sound echoing in the muffled silence of the storm.

Her cheeks flush a deeper shade of pink. “Oh. There must be some mistake with the booking.”

“Maybe.” I don’t give a damn about the booking. I just want her inside. “What’s your name?”

“Melody,” she whispers, as if she’s afraid to give it to me. As if it’s a precious thing.

“Melody.” I test the name on my tongue. It fits. “I’m Damon.”

There’s no flicker of recognition in her eyes. No sudden gasp, no star-struck smile. Nothing. She just looks at me, her expression a mix of confusion and a sweet, nervous fluster that makes my chest tighten. God, it’s the most incredible thing I’ve ever experienced. To be seen as just a man. Not a character, not a brand. Just... Damon.

“Well,” she says, hugging her arms around herself. “I guess I’ll just... I’ll drive to the next town. Find a hotel.” She reaches to take the suitcase from my hand, but I quickly pull it back.

“No.”

The word comes out hard, sharp. It’s not a suggestion. It’s an order. Her eyes widen again, and I immediately soften my tone, hating that I might have frightened her. “No, Melody. You can’t. It’s not safe. The roads are only getting worse. You could get stuck somewhere, or get in an accident.”

She bites her full bottom lip, her gaze darting from my face to the raging snowstorm and back again. She knows I’m right. The relief that washes over me is potent. She’s staying.

“Okay,” she whispers, her breath fogging in the cold air.

“Okay.” I turn, her suitcase still in my hand. “Let’s get inside.”

I lead the way back to the cabin, holding the door open for her. She brushes past me, bringing with her a scent of strawberries and vanilla. A scent that has my cock hard in an instant as I realize she smells good enough to eat. I close the heavy door, shutting out the storm and sealing the two of us in. The silence that follows is heavy, charged.

She stands awkwardly in the middle of the rustic living room, her arms still wrapped around herself, while I set her bag by the door. The cabin is warm, the fire I built earlier crackling merrily in the stone hearth, but she still looks cold. Or maybe just lost.

When I start taking off my coat, she shrugs out of her own, revealing a simple, soft-looking cream-colored sweater. It’s tight across her chest, outlining soft, full curves that make my mouth water. Her body is lush, generous. Exactly how a woman should be. I want to get my hands on her, to feel the weight of her in my arms. Instead, I take her coat and scarf from her and hang them next to mine.

“Thank you,” she murmurs, not meeting my eyes.

“You’re welcome, Melody.” Her name feels good on my tongue. I want to say it again.

I move toward the fireplace, giving her space. “Hopefully the rental company will sort it out when the weather is a little better. But for now, we’re both stuck here.”

“Right,” she says softly, her gaze finally lifting to me. Her eyes are huge and nervous in the firelight. “I’m really sorry about this. I can sleep on the couch. I don’t want to put you out.”

I turn to face her fully. The thought of her, soft and warm, sleeping out here while I’m just a few feet away in the bedroom... it’s torture. And it’s not happening. But I don’t want to make her worry about that yet. “We can deal with the sleeping arrangements later.”

I watch as she nervously twists the edge of her sweater. Her cheeks are still flushed, and the firelight catches in her dark hair. She’s exquisite. The thought of her sleeping in the same space as me, even if it’s just in the same cabin, sends a thrill shooting through me. A few days with Melody, alone. Maybe more if this storm keeps up.

“The cabin’s well stocked,” I say. “There’s food, firewood. We’ll be comfortable.”

Her eyes dart around the cabin, taking it all in. “It’s beautiful.”

“It is,” I agree, my gaze fixed on her. “But it’s better now that you’re here.”

The words are out before I can stop them, and I see her breath hitch. Her cheeks flush that gorgeous pink again, and she looks away, her shy fluster a direct hit to my control.

“I... I should probably check my phone,” she stammers, patting her pockets. “Let my parents know I’m okay.”

“Good idea.” I give her a nod. “There might not be much signal out here, but you can try.”

She pulls out her phone and looks at the screen, her brow furrowing in disappointment. “Nope. Nothing.”

I pull my own phone from my pocket, already knowing the answer. “Same here. The storm’s blocking everything. We’re completely off the grid, Melody.”

I say her name again, letting it linger in the warm air between us. The realization seems to hit her then, a dawning awareness of our isolation. I watch her swallow, her throat working, and I have to force myself to stay where I am.

I don’t think I’ve ever been more grateful for a snowstorm.

It’s giving me time alone with her. Time to get to know her without the rest of the world interfering. A few days, maybe a week, where she’s all mine.

And I’m going to use that time to make sure she’ll never want any man but me for the rest of her life.


Chapter Two
Melody


The flames from the fireplace lick at the logs, dancing and casting long, flickering shadows across the wooden walls of the cabin. I’m sitting on the thick, woolly rug right in front of it, the heat soaking through my jeans and warming me to the bone. It’s early evening, but it feels like midnight. The power went out a couple of hours ago, and now the only light in the whole cabin comes from the fire and the dozen or so candles Damon has placed around the room. They make everything look soft and golden, like a dream.

From the kitchen, I can hear the soft clinking of Damon moving around, the sound of cupboards opening and closing. He’s looking for something for us to eat. He told me to wait here, to stay warm by the fire, and his voice was so calm and sure that I just... did.

My mind keeps replaying it all. The way he appeared out of the swirling snow, all tall and dark and imposing. The way he’d lifted my suitcase like it weighed nothing, his big hands wrapped around the handle. And the way he looked at me. He has an intense, focused stare that makes my stomach do little flip-flops. It’s like he’s seeing right through me, all the way down to the parts I try so hard to hide.

He has to be at least a decade older than me. Maybe two. There are faint lines around his eyes, a little bit of silver at his temples, and it just makes him look... distinguished. Solid. Like he’s seen things, lived a life. A life that is probably so different from my own.

And he’s just so handsome. It’s almost ridiculous. His jaw is sharp, his mouth is serious, and his eyes... they’re this deep, dark blue, like the ocean at night. I can’t believe my luck. Of all the people to be double-booked with, it had to be him. A reckless, silly part of my brain, a part that has never existed before now, starts to wonder if maybe something could happen between us. We’re trapped here in this cozy little cabin, with the snow falling outside... it’s like something out of a movie. What if he kissed me? The thought sends a hot, prickly rush all over my skin. What would his mouth feel like? What would his hands do?

But then the fantasy shatters, just like that. The memory of my ex, Brent, slams into me. We only broke up two weeks ago, but the look on his face when he found out my little secret still haunts me. The way his lips had twisted in disgust. “That’s just... weird, Melody. It’s not normal.” His words echo in my head, and I hug my knees to my chest as a familiar shame washes over me.

Nothing can happen between me and Damon. He’d definitely think I’m a freak. Besides, a man like him... a man who looks like that, who carries himself with that much confidence... he’s not going to be interested in a twenty-year-old college student who’s never even... well. A girl like me has secrets she can’t share, and a man like him probably has a different girl in every city.

“Found us a feast,” Damon’s voice rumbles from the doorway, and I jump, my cheeks burning.

He’s holding two plates, and the sight of the food makes my stomach grumble. “It’s not exactly gourmet, but it’s the best I could come up with when we have no power,” he says, walking over to where I’m sitting and lowering himself gracefully to sit opposite me on the rug. He places the plates between us. “It’s better than nothing though, right?”

I look down at the plates. Crackers with peanut butter, some beef jerky, and a couple of apples he’s managed to slice up. “This looks great,” I say, my voice a little too bright. “Thank you.”

“We’ll make it work,” he says, his voice low. His eyes are on me again, that intense stare that makes my skin feel all tingly. “So, Melody. What do you do when you’re not getting stranded in snowstorms?”

I pick up a cracker, my fingers suddenly feeling clumsy. “I’m... I’m in college. Studying early childhood education.”

He nods slowly, a small smile touching his lips. It transforms his whole face, making him look softer. Younger. “Teaching little kids,” he says. “That fits.”

“What do you mean?” I ask, taking a bite of the cracker. It’s crunchy and salty.

“You have a... gentle energy,” he says, his gaze unwavering. “I can see you being good with kids.”

My face feels hot again. No one’s ever described me like that before. “What about you? What do you do, Damon?”

The smile fades a little, becoming something more neutral. “I’m an actor.”

“Oh, wow,” I say, genuinely impressed. “Like, theater work? Do you do plays?”

“Sometimes,” he says, popping a piece of beef jerky into his mouth. He chews slowly, watching me. The way he does it, so deliberate, makes my heart beat a little faster.

“That’s amazing,” I breathe. “I can’t imagine being on a stage like that... I think I’d just freeze up.”

“It takes a certain kind of person,” he agrees, his eyes still locked on mine. “What made you want to work with kids?”

The question is so simple, but it feels... huge. Like the answer is important to him. “I don’t know,” I say, my voice quiet. “I guess I just... I like the idea of helping them learn. Of making them feel safe and happy. I had a teacher in second grade who was so kind. She made everyone feel special. I want to be that for someone.”

He’s quiet for a long moment, just looking at me. The fire crackles between us. “I think you already are,” he says, his voice so low it’s almost a whisper.

My throat feels tight. I have to look away, my cheeks burning. I don’t know what to do with that kind of compliment. It feels too big, too heavy, for someone like me.

We continue to eat in silence, and after a few minutes, a familiar ache starts in my chest. It’s a heavy, full feeling, a pressure that’s been building all day. I glance down at myself, wanting to make sure I’m not leaking milk. I should have pumped hours ago. A fresh wave of panic washes over me. What if I do leak? What if he notices? The thought is mortifying.

I scramble to my feet, my movements jerky and awkward. “Thanks for dinner, but I, uh... I’m just going to go have a quick shower,” I say, not meeting his eyes. “To warm up.”

“Okay,” he says, his voice calm, but I can feel his eyes on me as I practically flee the room.

My suitcase is in the bedroom now, and I search through it until I find my pump, saying a silent little prayer of gratitude to whoever might be listening that I'd had the foresight to make sure the battery was fully charged before I left home earlier today. Otherwise I would have been in a lot of trouble with the power cut. I grab the pump and a clean pair of pajamas before hurrying to the bathroom. I lock the door, leaning back against it, my breath coming in short, panicked gasps. I’m safe. I didn’t leak, and Damon didn’t find out my secret. There’s no reason why he should stop looking at me in the overwhelming way that makes my heart flutter.

I turn on the water in the shower, letting it run hot and steam up the small room until the air is thick and warm. The noise of it is a comfort, a barrier between me and him. There’s no way he will be able to hear the pump over the sound of the shower, even if he’s standing right outside the door. I strip off my clothes quickly, my breasts feeling tender and heavy. The pressure is almost painful now. I fumble with the pump, my fingers clumsy with nerves. I finally get it set up and lean back against the tiled wall, the coolness of it a stark contrast to the heat of the room. I close my eyes as the machine starts its rhythmic, gentle pull, the relief so immediate and so intense that I almost groan out loud.

And then my brain does a terrible, wonderful, awful thing. It replaces the mechanical sound of the pump with a different sound. The soft, wet sounds of a mouth on my skin. Damon’s mouth.

The thought hits me with the force of a physical blow, a hot, liquid surge of want pooling low in my belly. I imagine him kneeling in front of me, his big hands cupping my breasts, his dark blue eyes looking up at me as he leans in and takes my leaking nipple into his mouth. I can almost feel it. The heat of his mouth, the gentle pressure, the suction.

It’s such a forbidden, dirty thought. It’s something no one would ever, ever want to do. Least of all, a man like Damon. But the idea of it, the idea of him doing it, is the most arousing thing I have ever imagined. I can feel myself getting wet, my body responding to the fantasy with a mind of its own. The hand that isn’t holding the pump moves on its own, sliding down my stomach, my fingers finding the slick heat between my legs. I circle my clit, pressing with a firm pressure that feels impossibly good. My breath hitches, and I bite my lip to keep from making a sound. The image in my head is so clear. His dark hair between my fingers as I hold him close, his low groan of satisfaction as he drinks from me.

It doesn’t take long. A few more strokes of my fingers, a few more pulls from the machine, and I’m there, a sharp, sudden wave of pleasure crashing over me. I have to clamp my lips together tightly to stifle the cry that wants to escape. My whole body trembles, and I slump against the wall, my legs feeling like jelly.

For a moment, I just stand there, my heart pounding. A wave of shame washes over me, hot and swift. What is wrong with me? I’m in here fantasizing about a man I just met, a man who would probably be disgusted if he ever found out my secret, and I’m... doing this. It’s pathetic. I’m pathetic.

I finish pumping quickly, the mechanical sound of the machine suddenly loud and intrusive. I empty the milk into the sink, my hands shaking, and then I climb into the shower. The hot water sluices over me, washing away the sweat and the guilt, but not the ache in my chest. The ache for him.

God, the next few days might end up being a sweet form of torture that I’m not ready for.


Chapter Three
Damon


The fire is a bed of glowing embers now, the heat no longer pushing back the encroaching chill of the cabin. She’s been in the shower for over twenty minutes, and my mind supplies images, unbidden and potent. Melody, naked and wet, steam curling around her soft curves. Her skin, flushed from the heat. Droplets of water caught in those dark curls of hers. I shift on the floor, my sweatpants suddenly feeling tight. I’m so hard it’s almost painful, a persistent, throbbing ache that started the second I saw her and hasn’t let up since.

The bathroom door finally clicks open. I don’t look up right away, forcing a casualness I’m far from feeling. I focus on poking the last of the logs, making sure they’re well and truly out. Then, I hear her soft footsteps on the wooden floor.

“Feel better?” I ask, my voice rougher than I’d like.

“Mm, much,” she says. “The warm water was nice.”

I finally turn. She’s standing there, looking small and soft in a pair of light blue pajamas. They have a ridiculous pattern of cartoon cats chasing balls of yarn all over them. The sight of them hits me with a force I don’t expect. Something warm and possessive blooms in my chest. They’re so fucking cute. They suit her. And even though every cell in my body is screaming at me to picture her naked again, seeing her like this, wrapped in something so innocent and adorable, does something to me too. I can’t help the small smile that tugs at my lips. “Those are... something.”

Her cheeks flush that pretty pink again. “Oh. They’re old.” She tugs self-consciously at the hem of the shirt.

“They’re perfect,” I say, and my voice is low. I mean it. They’re perfect on her.

She glances at the fireplace, her brow furrowed in confusion. “You put it out.”

“I did.”

“I was going to sleep out here,” she says, her voice quiet. “By the fire. To stay warm. I thought you could have the bed.”

The sheer, unthinking generosity of it makes my chest ache. She was going to sleep on the floor, on a rug, just so a near stranger could be more comfortable. My sweet, thoughtful girl. My Melody. The possessive thought comes easily, naturally. “No.”

Her eyes snap up to mine, wide with surprise at the hard finality in my voice. “No?”

“No, that’s not safe, Melody.” I push myself to my feet, the movement slow and deliberate. “An unattended flame is a big fire risk. We’re in a wooden cabin in the middle of nowhere during a blizzard. There are no fire trucks coming to save us if this place goes up.”

I watch the logic sink in, her expression shifting from confusion to a dawning anxiety. “Oh. I... I didn’t think of that.”

“Look,” I say, trying to keep my tone calm and even, “we’re both adults. We can share the bed. And I promise to behave and keep my hands to myself.” I let a small, deliberate beat pass before I can’t resist adding, “But I’ll happily break that promise if you ask me nicely enough.”

Her breath catches. A beautiful dark pink blush spreads from her cheeks down her neck, disappearing into the collar of her ridiculous, perfect pajamas. She drops her gaze, her suddenly shy fluster acting like a direct hit to my already strained self-control. I love it. I love that I can affect her so easily, that I can put that sweet, embarrassed look on her face with just a few words. God, I want to see what other expressions I can pull from her. What she looks like when she’s overwhelmed with pleasure. When she’s begging.

“Go on,” I say, gesturing toward the bedroom with a tilt of my head. “Get in bed. Warm up.”

She looks up at me, her eyes still wide and uncertain, but after a moment she gives a small, hesitant nod. “Okay.”

She turns and walks toward the bedroom, and I watch her go, my gaze fixed on the soft sway of her hips, the way the pajama pants hug her curves. Once she’s out of sight, I let out a slow, unsteady breath. My entire body is taut, wound tight with a tension that has everything to do with her and nothing to do with the stress of my career for the first time in what feels like a lifetime.

I move around the room, blowing out the candles one by one. The soft hiss of the flames dying out is the only sound. I leave one, a single pillar candle on the mantle, and carry it with me. The small flame casts long, dancing shadows, making the cabin feel even more intimate. More secluded.

When I push open the bedroom door, she’s already in bed, tucked under the heavy duvet, the blankets pulled up to her chin. Only her face and a few dark curls are visible. She looks like she’s trying to make herself as small as possible, to take up as little space as she can. The sight of her, so timid and uncertain in the bed, sends another sharp pang of possessiveness through me.

I set the candle down on the nightstand on my side of the bed, then slide in beside her. The mattress dips with my weight, and I feel her stiffen. I don’t touch her. I lie on my back, rigidly staring up at the ceiling, a good foot of space between us. But even without touching, I can feel her. A faint, delicate warmth radiating from her body, mingling with the clean, sweet scent of strawberries and vanilla. It’s a better perfume than anything I’ve ever smelled, and it’s driving me insane.

My cock is a hard, heavy line against my sweatpants, a constant, aching reminder of her proximity. I take a slow, deep breath, trying to get a grip on myself. I made a promise. A promise I have every intention of breaking, but not tonight. Not until she admits it’s what she wants.

I reach over and pinch the candlewick between my fingers, extinguishing the flame. The room is plunged into darkness, a blackness so deep it feels like a physical presence. I thought it would help. I thought the darkness would be a buffer, would give me some measure of control.

I was wrong.

It makes everything worse. Without the distraction of sight, my other senses kick into overdrive. I can hear the soft, even rhythm of her breathing. I can feel the subtle shift of the mattress every time she moves. I can smell her more intensely now, her scent filling the space around us with a sweet, intoxicating cloud that I’m breathing in with every lungful of air.

She’s right there. So close I could reach out and touch her. So close I could slide my hand under the covers, trail it up the soft curve of her waist, and cup the weight of her breast in my palm. The thought is so vivid, so tempting, that I have to clench my fists at my sides, my fingernails digging into my palms. It takes every ounce of my willpower not to do it. Not to reach out and pull her into my arms, to feel her soft, warm body pressed against mine from head to toe.

I have no idea how I’m supposed to keep my promise. No idea how I’m going to get any sleep when the only thing in the world I want is lying right next to me, wrapped in ridiculous pajamas and smelling like heaven.

I close my eyes, but it’s no use. All I can see is her. The way her cheeks flush when I tease her. The wide, nervous look in her eyes. The way she bites her full bottom lip when she is flustered. I want to know what that lip tastes like. I want to know what she sounds like when she’s whimpering my name. I want to know what she feels like when she comes undone in my arms.

My dick is a steel rod against my belly. I’ve never wanted anyone this badly in my entire life. Not just for a night, not just for a quick fuck. I want her for good. I want to wake up with her in my arms every morning. I want to see her sleepy smile. I want to make her breakfast. I want to take care of her.

She is mine. She just doesn’t know it yet. She is a soft, sweet thing, and I am a hard, possessive man who has been starved for something real for far too long. And here she is, a gift from the gods, delivered to my doorstep by a snowstorm. A gift I’m never going to let go of.

I listen to her breathing. It’s slow and even, but I don’t think she’s asleep. I think she’s just as awake as I am, just as aware of the tension thrumming between us. I wonder if she’s scared. Or if she’s feeling it too. This magnetic pull that’s drawing us together. This impossible, undeniable connection.

I have to hope she does.

Because I can’t let her go now that I’ve found her.


Chapter Four
Melody


I wake up slowly, drifting up from a deep, warm sleep like surfacing from the bottom of a pool. I’m lying on my side, which is how I always sleep. But I’m not alone. There’s a warm, solid weight pressed up against my back. A heavy arm is draped over my waist, holding me close. And I can feel him. All of him. His chest is a firm wall of muscle against my spine, and his thighs are tucked up right behind mine. And... oh, God. His hips are pressed snugly against my bottom, and I can feel him. He’s hard. So hard. The thick, solid length of his erection is nestled right between my ass cheeks, even through the layers of our pajamas.

A hot, liquid rush of want floods my system, so sudden and intense it makes me dizzy. I squeeze my eyes shut, my heart starting to pound against my ribs. I don’t know how it happened. We were so far apart when we went to sleep. We must have moved toward each other in the night, drawn together by some invisible force, seeking the warmth and comfort of another body. It feels... right. It feels perfect. Like I was made to fit right here, in his arms.

I wish I could turn around. I wish I could wake him up with a kiss, my hand trailing down his chest to find out just how big he really is, to feel all that hard, warm skin under my palm. The thought is so bold, so unlike me, that it makes my cheeks burn. But I can’t. I can’t do any of that. Not with my secret. What if he got closer, touched me, and... and he found out? He’d be disgusted. He’d pull away. The memory of Brent’s sneer is a cold, sharp pain that cuts right through the warmth. I can’t risk that. I can’t risk him looking at me with that same revulsion.

And speaking of my secret... it’s starting to make itself known. A familiar, heavy ache is blooming in my breasts. They’re already starting to feel full, tight, the skin stretched and tender. I need to get up. I need to go to the bathroom and use my pump before things get uncomfortable. Before... before I leak.

I have to get out of here.

I try to move as carefully as I can, my limbs feeling heavy and clumsy with sleep and lingering arousal. I gently lift his arm from around my waist, my breath held tight in my chest. He doesn’t stir. He just lets out a soft sigh, settling deeper into the pillow. I’m free. I slip out from under the covers, my feet landing silently on the cold wooden floor. I grab my breast pump from where I hid it last night at the bottom of my suitcase, my fingers closing around the familiar plastic case. Okay. I can do this. Just a quick trip to the bathroom, and he’ll never even know I was gone.

Before I can even take a step, I hear a rustle of sheets behind me.

“Is that... is that a breast pump?”

My heart stops. I freeze, my blood turning to ice. I spin around, clutching the pump behind my back like it’s a weapon. “No,” I say, the word coming out as a squeak.

He pushes himself up on his elbows, the blankets pooling around his waist, revealing the broad, sculpted planes of his chest through the tight, white T-shirt he’s wearing. His dark hair is a mess, and he squints at me, his blue eyes still heavy with sleep, but sharp enough. “Yes, it is,” he says, his voice a low, sleepy rumble. “My sister has one. I know what it looks like.”

My face burns with a humiliation so intense it feels like a physical force. I’ve been caught. The secret I’ve been so desperately trying to hide is out. I can feel the tears pricking at the back of my eyes.

“I... I take medication,” I blurt out, the words tumbling over each other in a rush to get out. “For migraines. I used to get these really bad ones, and this is the only thing that works, but it has a... a side effect. It’s... it’s this.” I gesture vaguely at my chest, my eyes fixed on the wooden floor. I can’t look at him. I can’t see the disgust on his face. “It’s so awkward. I’m so sorry. I’m just going to... I’m going to go.”

I turn to flee, my vision blurring with unshed tears, but before I can take a single step, he’s moving. He’s off the bed in one fluid, surprisingly fast motion, and he’s in front of me, his fingers closing gently but firmly around my wrist.

“Wait,” he says. His voice is no longer sleepy. It’s deep, but clear, and it stops me in my tracks.

He pulls, not hard, but with a steady, insistent pressure, walking backward toward the bed. I have no choice but to follow, my feet stumbling over each other. He sits down on the edge of the mattress, pulling me forward until I’m standing right in front of him, between his spread knees. The position is intimate, overwhelming, and his face is so close to my breasts. He has to tilt his head back to look up at me, and I’m trapped, looking down into those intense, dark blue eyes. I expect to see pity, or even worse, revulsion. But I don’t. All I see is a deep, unblinking curiosity.

“Let me see,” he says, his voice a quiet command as he pulls the breast pump out of my hand and places it down on the bed. “Show me.”

My heart hammers against my ribs, a frantic, panicked beat. “I... I shouldn’t,” I whisper, shaking my head. “It’s weird.” The words are torn from me, the echo of Brent’s judgment still so raw in my memory.

“There is nothing weird about this, Melody,” he says, his voice firm. “And there is nothing for you to be ashamed of.” His hands come up, resting on my hips, a light, warm touch through the thin fabric of my pajamas. “Nothing.”

His gaze holds mine, and in it, I see something that shatters me. Not disgust. Not pity. It’s a kind of raw, naked hunger that sends a bolt of desire straight to my core. My resolve crumbles into dust. I can’t deny him anything when he looks at me like that.

My own hands are trembling as I bring them to the buttons of my pajama top. My fingers fumble, clumsy and unsure, but I manage to undo the first one. Then the second. Damon’s eyes follow my every move, his breathing growing a little heavier with each inch of skin I reveal. He doesn’t rush me. He just waits, his hands still on my hips, a steady, grounding presence.

When I finally undo the last button, the two sides of my shirt fall open, exposing my breasts to the cool, dim light of the bedroom. They feel heavy, full, the skin stretched tight. My nipples are hard, peaked with a mixture of cold and a nervous, aching arousal. I squeeze my eyes shut, bracing myself for the inevitable rejection.

A single, pearly bead of milk wells up at the tip of my right nipple, growing heavier until it breaks free, trickling down the soft curve of my breast in a slow, glistening path.

I hear a sound then, a deep, guttural groan ripped from Damon’s chest. My eyes fly open.

He’s looking at me like he’s starving. Like I’m a feast laid out just for him. He licks his lips, a slow, deliberate motion that makes my whole body clench, and my mind is suddenly filled with the same kind of fantasies I had in the bathroom last night.

“Beautiful,” he breathes, the word a reverent whisper. “So fucking beautiful, Melody.”

His hands slide from my hips around to my back, urging me towards him. I take a hesitant step, and then another, until my knees bump against the mattress. His face is right there, so close to my chest. I can feel the warmth of his breath fanning over my skin.

“Damon,” I whisper, my voice trembling.

“Let me,” he murmurs, his eyes fixed on the glistening trail on my skin. “Let me taste you.”

His words don’t feel like a question. They feel like a command I am powerless to resist. I’m shaking, my heart beating frantically against my ribs. But I don’t pull away. I can’t.

He leans forward slowly. He doesn’t go for the bead of milk straight away. Instead, he presses a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the sensitive skin just beside my areola. I gasp, my fingers instinctively tangling in the dark hair at the nape of his neck. It’s soft, so much softer than I imagined. He trails a line of hot, wet kisses up the curve of my breast, following the path the droplet of milk took. When he reaches the peak, he stops, his lips hovering just above my aching nipple.

I’m holding my breath, my entire body tense with anticipation. I’ve never felt anything like this before. This slow, deliberate worship. This absolute focus. It’s overwhelming.

Finally, he closes the last small distance, leaning in to seal his mouth around my nipple.

A soft cry escapes my lips as a jolt of pure, liquid electricity shoots from my breast straight down to my core. His mouth is warm, wet, and the gentle, rhythmic suction is so much better than the cold, plastic pump. So much better than my own clumsy fantasies. It’s real. It’s him. And the relief is so intense, so immediate, that my knees go weak. I have to lean into him, my hands clutching at his shoulders to keep from falling.

He doesn’t seem to mind, though. His arms wrap around my waist, pulling me even closer, his hands splayed wide across my back. He’s holding me up, anchoring me, taking my weight as if I’m nothing.

“Damon,” I whisper, his name a prayer on my lips.

I can feel the milk letting down, sending a rush of warmth into his mouth. I expect him to pull back, to be repulsed by the reality of it. But he doesn’t. He just groans again, the sound more urgent this time, and drinks from me, his tongue stroking against my sensitive flesh with each pull. I can feel my other breast start to leak, a warm trickle sliding down my skin, a mirror to the path his tongue had just taken.

He shifts, one of his hands leaving my back. I feel a loss for a second, but then it slides around to my front, moving up to cup the weight of my other breast. His thumb brushes over my tight nipple, smearing the milk there, and I gasp, my thighs pressing together against a fresh wave of arousal that’s so strong it’s almost painful.

After a few more moments, he gently releases my nipple, his lips leaving me with a soft, wet sound. He looks up at me, his dark blue eyes hazy with something I can only describe as bliss. His lips are wet, and a single drop of milk clings to the corner of his mouth. Without thinking, I reach out to brush it away with the pad of my thumb. He catches my wrist, turning his head to press a soft kiss to my palm. The gesture is so tender, so intimate, that my heart feels like it’s going to beat right out of my chest.

“You taste so sweet,” he says, his voice a low, husky rumble that vibrates right through me. “So fucking sweet, Melody.”

Then he moves to my other breast, and I wonder how I’m supposed to live without this when the snow is gone and it’s time for us to leave.


Chapter Five
Damon


The taste of her explodes on my tongue. It’s warm and impossibly sweet, and it’s the most exquisite thing I’ve ever tasted. More addictive than any drug, more intoxicating than any liquor. I’ve had actresses, models, women who are considered the most beautiful in the world, throw themselves at me. And not a single one of them holds a candle to this. To her. To the simple, honest perfection of Melody. I never thought I would find this part of her so erotic, but I want all of it. All of her.

My cock, already hard, throbs within my sweatpants, a demanding, insistent presence. I want her so badly it’s a physical pain, a deep, gnawing ache in my gut. I want to bury myself inside her, to claim her in the most primal way possible, to make her mine in a way she can never deny. But I also want this. This quiet, intimate act of worship. This strange, beautiful connection. I want to drink from her until there’s nothing left.

Her fingers are still tangled in my hair, her grip tightening with each pull of my mouth. She’s making these soft, breathy little sounds, quiet whimpers of pleasure that go straight to my dick. Her body is pliant against mine, trusting, and the trust is a heady thing, a potent aphrodisiac that makes my blood run hot.

Her hands release their grip on my hair and begin to wander. They drift down my chest, tracing the hard lines of my muscles through the thin cotton of my T-shirt. Her touch is hesitant at first, exploratory, but it grows bolder, more confident. Her fingers splay wide, feeling the breadth of my chest, the hard plane of my stomach.

Then her hands slide lower, and her fingers brush against the hard length of my shaft through the fabric of my sweatpants. I groan against her breast; the vibration making her gasp. Her touch is light, almost accidental, but it feels like a bolt of lightning.

Her fingers hesitate for a second, then they’re back, a little more deliberate this time. She traces the shape of me through the soft material, a slow, curious exploration that’s about to shatter the last of my control.

“Melody,” I warn, my voice a low growl against her skin. “Careful, baby. I’m hanging on by a thread here. You keep touching me like that, and I won’t be able to hold back.”

I pull my head back to look at her, my breath catching in my throat at the sight. Her eyes are dark and heavy-lidded with arousal, but there’s something else there, too. A flicker of... something I hadn’t noticed before. A vulnerability that goes beyond the initial shyness. A kind of innocence that hits me with the force of a physical blow.

I watch her as she considers my warning. Her cheeks flush a deeper pink, and she bites her bottom lip, but her eyes don’t leave mine. Her hands pause their exploration, hovering over the hard evidence of my desire.

“Melody,” I say again, my voice softer now. I reach up to cup her cheek, my thumb stroking over her soft skin. “Have you... have you ever done this before?”

Her breath hitches, and her gaze drops for a second before she meets my eyes again. She gives a small, almost imperceptible shake of her head.

My mind reels. A virgin. A sweet, beautiful, responsive... virgin. How is that even possible?

“Jesus,” I breathe, the word a whisper of disbelief. “How? How is that possible, Melody? A woman like you...”

Fresh tears well up in her eyes, and she looks away, her cheeks burning with shame. “My... my ex,” she whispers, her voice cracking. “When he found out... about the... the lactation... he said it was weird. He didn’t... he didn’t want me after that.”

A wave of fury washes over me. I want to find this man. I want to wrap my hands around his throat and squeeze until he understands what a monumental fool he is. To have a woman like Melody, and to throw it away because of something so... so beautiful.

I grip her chin, turning her face back to me, forcing her to meet my eyes. “He’s a fool,” I say, my voice firm and sure. “A goddamn idiot. He had no idea what he was throwing away.”

Her tears spill over, tracing glistening paths down her cheeks. I lean in and kiss them away, my lips tasting the salt on her skin. “Don’t cry for him, baby. He’s not worth a single one of your tears.”

I pull back to look at her, and I see the raw vulnerability in her eyes. I see the hurt, the lingering insecurity. And I see a flicker of hope, too. I need to extinguish that doubt. I need to replace it with the truth.

“I want you, Melody,” I say, my voice a low, intense growl. “I want you so damn badly. All of you. Every single part. I want your softness, your sweetness. I want your innocence. And I want this.” I glance down at her breasts, still bare and glistening in the dim light. “I want every drop of you. Do you understand me?”

Her breath hitches, and her hands start moving again, this time with a new determination. Her fingers slide past the waistband of my sweatpants, and then her small, warm hand is wrapped around my cock. The skin-on-skin contact is electric, a jolt of pure pleasure that snaps what little control I have left.

Something inside me breaks.

I stand up, lifting her off her feet in one smooth motion. She lets out a surprised squeak, her hands flying from my pants to my shoulders. I carry her the few steps to the head of the bed, my eyes never leaving her face, my body thrumming with a need so powerful it’s almost terrifying.

I lay her down on the mattress, her dark hair fanning out around her head like a halo. Her pajama top is still hanging open, and her breasts are bare to my hungry gaze. I can see the lingering wetness on her nipples, and my mouth waters, a fresh wave of desire washing over me.

I take a step back, my eyes drinking in the sight of her. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” I growl. “So perfect.”

I strip off my T-shirt, tossing it aside. Then, I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my sweatpants, pushing them down and off. My cock springs free, hard and heavy and aching for her.

Her eyes widen, her gaze fixed on me. She looks nervous, but there’s a hunger in her eyes, too, a curiosity that makes my blood sing.

I climb onto the bed, kneeling between her legs as I pull her pajama bottoms down, revealing the soft, delicate skin of her thighs, the neat, dark triangle of curls at the juncture of her legs. She’s perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect.

I lean down, my hands braced on either side of her head, my body hovering over hers. I can feel the heat coming off her, a warm, inviting wave that makes my cock throb. “I’m going to make you mine, Melody,” I say, my voice a low, intense growl. “I’m going to claim every inch of you until you forget any other man ever existed.”

I lower my head, my mouth finding hers for a deep, possessive kiss. She kisses me back, her lips soft and pliant, her arms wrapping around my neck, pulling me closer. I deepen the kiss, my tongue delving into her mouth, tasting her, claiming her. She’s so sweet, so responsive, and I can feel her body starting to arch up against mine in a silent plea for more.

I break the kiss, my lips trailing down her neck, my teeth nipping at her sensitive skin. She gasps, her fingers digging into my shoulders. I kiss my way down her chest, my mouth finding her breasts again. I take one nipple into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, my teeth scraping gently. She whimpers, her back arching off the bed.

I move lower, my lips trailing over her soft stomach, my tongue dipping into her navel. I can smell her arousal; a sweet, musky scent that makes my head spin. I settle between her legs, my shoulders pushing her thighs wider apart. I look up at her, her face flushed and her eyes dark with desire.

“I’m going to taste you here, too,” I say, my voice a deep, husky rumble. “I’m going to taste this sweet, wet little pussy until you’re screaming my name.”

Before she can respond, I lower my head, my tongue delving into her wet heat. She cries out, her hands flying to my hair, her hips bucking up against my face. I lap at her, my tongue exploring every inch of her, my lips closing around her clit. She’s so fucking wet, her juices coating my tongue and chin. I can feel her trembling, her thighs tightening around my head.

“Damon,” she whimpers, her voice ragged. “Oh God, Damon...”

I slide a finger inside her, my cock throbbing as I feel how tight she is. So fucking tight. I add another finger, stretching her, preparing her for me. I curl my fingers, finding that sensitive spot inside her that makes her see stars. She bucks her hips, her cries growing louder, more desperate.

“That’s it, baby,” I growl against her. “Come for me. Come all over my face.”

I suck her clit into my mouth, my tongue flicking against the sensitive bundle of nerves. Her body tenses, her back arching off the bed as her orgasm crashes over her. She screams my name, her body convulsing, her juices flooding my mouth. I drink her in, my tongue lapping at her, prolonging her pleasure as long as I can.

When her tremors finally subside, I kiss my way back up her body, my lips tasting the sweat on her skin. I’m hovering over her, my cock nudging at her entrance. I look down at her, her face flushed, her eyes dark with pleasure. She’s so fucking beautiful.

“Are you ready for me, Melody?” I ask, my voice a low, intense growl. “Are you ready to be mine?”

She nods, her eyes wide and trusting. “Yes,” she whispers. “Please, Damon.”

I position myself, the head of my cock pressing against her tight, wet entrance. “This might hurt a little at first, baby,” I say, my voice gentle but firm. “But I promise it’ll be so good.”

I push inside her slowly, carefully, my jaw clenching at the feel of her tight heat enveloping me. I can feel the barrier, the thin membrane that proves her innocence. I give a final, gentle thrust, and I’m through. A sharp cry escapes her lips, her body tensing beneath me.

“Shhh, baby,” I murmur, my lips brushing against her forehead. “It’s okay. I’ve got you. The worst is over.”

I stay still for a moment, letting her adjust to the size of me. She’s so fucking tight, her channel gripping my cock like a velvet vise. I have to fight the urge to move, to bury myself balls-deep inside her, to claim her in the most primal way possible.

After a few moments, I feel her relax beneath me, her body starting to move, a subtle rocking motion that’s an unspoken invitation.

“That’s it, baby,” I growl, my hands fisting in her hair. “Show me what you need.”

I start to move, my strokes slow and deep at first, letting her get used to the rhythm. Her whimpers of pain slowly morph into moans of pleasure, her body arching up to meet mine. I can feel her starting to loosen up, her slick heat welcoming my invasion.

“You feel so fucking good, Melody,” I groan, my hips starting to move a little faster. “So wet, so tight. This pussy was made for me.”

Her hands are gripping my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin, her breath coming in ragged gasps. I can feel another orgasm building inside her, her body trembling with anticipation.

“That’s it, baby,” I growl, my movements becoming more forceful, more demanding. “Take it. Take all of me.”

I’m losing control, the need to possess her, to claim her, overwhelming me. I want to be so deep inside her she can’t tell where I end and she begins. I want to fill her up until she’s overflowing with me, until there’s no room for anyone else. Not her ex, not anyone. Just me. Always me.

I’m fucking her harder now, my hips pistoning into her, the headboard banging against the wall with each thrust. I can feel myself getting closer, my balls tightening, a familiar heat coiling at the base of my spine.

“Look at me,” I command, my voice a low growl. “I want to see your eyes when I come inside you.”

Her eyes flutter open, and they’re hazy with pleasure, her pupils dilated, her lips swollen from my kisses. She’s so fucking beautiful like this, lost in the pleasure I’m giving her.

“I’m going to come so deep inside you,” I growl, my hips moving faster, harder. “So deep you’ll feel me for days. You’ll have no doubt that you’re mine. All mine.”

My words seem to push her over the edge. Her body tenses, her back arching off the bed as another orgasm crashes over her. She screams my name, her body convulsing around my cock, her tight, wet heat milking me, pulling me deeper into her.

The feel of her coming undone around me is all it takes. The last thread of my control snaps, and I’m coming, my hips jerking as I pour myself into her, my release so intense it’s almost painful. I bury my face in her neck, my teeth sinking into her soft skin as I groan her name, my body shuddering with the force of my climax.

I stay there for a long moment, my body heavy on hers, my cock still buried deep inside her. The room is quiet, the only sounds our ragged breaths and the frantic pounding of my own heart in my ears. I can feel her trembling beneath me, her body still quivering with the aftershocks of her orgasm.

I lift my head, my eyes finding hers. They’re wide, a little dazed, but there’s no fear, no regret. Just a soft, sleepy contentment that makes my chest ache.

“Are you okay?” I ask.

She nods, a slow, sleepy movement. “Yeah,” she whispers, a small smile playing on her lips.

I lean down, my mouth finding hers in a soft, lingering kiss. It’s different from the other kisses. It’s not hungry or demanding, but gentle, almost reverent. I’m claiming her with this kiss, too, but it’s a softer claim. A promise.

When I pull back, I brace my hands on the mattress and carefully pull out of her. A soft whimper escapes her lips at the loss, and I have to fight the urge to slide right back in. She’s so wet, so slick with our combined release, and the sight of my cum leaking from her, marking her as mine, is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

I roll off her, my body protesting the loss of her warmth. I lie on my side, propped up on an elbow, and look at her. She’s a mess. Her hair is a tangled riot of curls around her head, her lips are swollen and red, and there’s a faint red mark on her neck where I’d bitten her. She’s never looked more beautiful.

And I know, without a doubt, that I’ll never let her go.


Chapter Six
Melody


The room is quiet except for the crackling of the fire and the soft sound of our breathing. We’re curled up on the big, plush couch in the living room, wrapped together in a thick, woolly blanket. The fire casts a warm, flickering glow over us, and the candles I’d lit earlier dance and sway on the mantelpiece and the end tables. The world outside the windows is still a swirling mess of white, but in here, it’s warm and safe.

Damon’s arm is wrapped around me, my head resting on his chest, right over his steady, reassuring heartbeat. His other hand is drawing slow, lazy circles on my hip through the pajamas I’m still wearing. The heat from his body radiates through our clothes, warming me up from the inside out, and I can feel the rise and fall of his chest with each breath. I’m so comfortable, so content, that I feel like I could stay here forever. We haven’t said much, just existing together in this comfortable silence. It’s... nice. More than nice. It’s everything.

My mind keeps replaying the last few hours, over and over again. The way he looked at me. The way he touched me. The things he said. He didn’t care. He didn’t think it was weird or gross. He... he liked it. He said I tasted sweet. My cheeks flush with heat at the memory, and I have to bury my face deeper into his chest to hide my smile. I can’t believe this is happening. I feel like I’m living in a dream, a beautiful, wonderful dream that I’m terrified I’m going to wake up from at any second. I keep waiting for the other shoe to drop, for him to realize what a freak I am and to push me away.

But he doesn’t.

All day, he’s been... attentive. In the sweetest, most overwhelming ways. He’ll just be walking past, and he’ll stop, pull up my top without a word, and latch on. Not in a demanding way, but in this quiet, possessive way that makes my knees go weak every single time. And he actually told me I’m not allowed to wear a bra around him anymore, because he needs to be able to get to my breasts easily.

And the sex. Oh, God, the sex. We’ve barely left the bed, or the couch, or the kitchen counter. He’s insatiable, and so am I. I’ve never felt anything like this. It’s an all-consuming desire that seems to burn just as hot in him as it does in me. But there’s a part of me that knows I should be more careful. He never once mentioned a condom, and I never once thought to ask. I know I should have; I know it’s stupid and risky, but... I didn’t want to. I liked it. There’s a wicked, reckless part of me that loves the thought of him marking me, of him filling me up with his seed. I like him so much it hurts, and the thought of him getting me pregnant... it doesn’t scare me. Not really. It excites me. Because when the snow melts and we have to leave this cabin, and we never see each other again, I’ll still have a part of him with me. A secret little piece of him that no one can ever take away.

My thoughts are cut short by a sudden, loud hum. I jump, my head popping up from Damon’s chest. The lights above us flicker on, flooding the cozy room with a harsh, artificial brightness. I blink, my eyes struggling to adjust.

“The power’s on!” Damon’s voice is full of a genuine, boyish excitement that makes my heart do a little flip. He’s grinning, a wide, beautiful smile that I’ve never seen on him before. It transforms his whole face, making him look younger, carefree. “Thank god. Now I can make us some proper food. I’m starving.”

He gently untangles himself from me, standing up and stretching, his T-shirt riding up to reveal a strip of his toned stomach. I have to bite my lip to keep from sighing.

“I’m going to raid the kitchen,” he says, leaning down to press a soft, quick kiss to my lips. “Don’t move.”

He winks, and then he’s gone, disappearing into the kitchen. I listen to him rummaging around, the sound of cupboards opening and closing, the clatter of pots and pans. I sink back into the couch, pulling the blanket up to my chin. It feels a little colder now that he’s not here. I reach for the remote on the coffee table, my fingers fumbling with the buttons until the TV screen flashes to life. I mindlessly flip through the channels, looking for something we could watch while we eat.

I land on a news channel. I don’t usually watch the news; it’s too depressing, but my finger pauses on the remote. A pretty, blonde news anchor is smiling brightly, a picture of Damon hovering over her shoulder. It’s a still from a publicity shot where he’s looking broodingly intense in a leather jacket.

“Rourke’s latest blockbuster continues to dominate the box office,” the anchor is saying. “But it’s not just the movie that has everyone talking. It seems there’s some major off-screen chemistry between Damon Rourke and his stunning co-star, the beautiful and talented Sophia Stone.”

My heart sinks. The picture on the screen changes, replaced by a new one. Damon, looking handsome in a tailored suit, his arm wrapped around a woman who is, frankly, the most beautiful person I’ve ever seen. Sophia Stone. She’s tall and slender, with long, flowing blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. They’re standing on a red carpet, smiling for the cameras, and they look so... perfect. Like they belong together. Like they’re two halves of the same beautiful, glittering whole.

“Sources close to the pair confirm that the romance that sparked on set has continued long after filming wrapped,” the anchor continues, her voice a cheerful, singsong rhythm that’s starting to make me feel sick. “They’ve been spotted at several exclusive events together, and an insider tells us they’re ‘inseparable’ and ‘very serious.’ It looks like Hollywood’s most eligible bachelor may finally be off the market.”

A montage of pictures and video clips flashes across the screen. Damon and Sophia at a fancy restaurant, laughing together. Damon and Sophia at a movie premiere, him whispering something in her ear that makes her blush. Damon and Sophia leaving a hotel together, his hand possessively on the small of her back. Each image is a fresh stab to my heart.

I feel a hot, burning sensation behind my eyes, and my chest feels tight, like someone’s squeezing all the air out of my lungs. He’s not just some theater actor like I’d assumed. He’s a Hollywood superstar, from the looks of it. And of course he has a girlfriend. Why would a man like him be interested in me? A quiet college student with a weird medical condition? I was just a fling. A distraction. A bit of fun while he was stuck here in the middle of nowhere. All those things he said about liking me, needing me... they were just lines. A script. And I, like a fool, believed every single word.

The shame is a hot, acidic tide in my stomach, burning me from the inside out. I thought he was different. But he just saw an easy lay, a freak of nature he could experiment with for a weekend. The tears start to fall then, hot and silent, tracking paths down my cheeks. I can’t seem to stop them.

“Hey, I found some pasta, and some jarred sauce,” Damon says, his cheerful voice coming from the kitchen. “It’s nothing special, but it’ll be better than crackers again. I...”

He trails off as he walks into the living room and sees me. He sees the TV, and he sees the tears on my face. His smile vanishes, replaced by a look of confusion, then dawning horror.

“I swear, Melody,” he says, moving slowly closer to me, “this isn’t what it looks like.” He glances at the TV, where Sophia is blowing a kiss to the camera. “I’m not... we’re not...”

“It’s okay,” I whisper, my voice cracking. I can’t look at him. I can’t stand to see the lie in his eyes. “You don’t have to explain. I get it.”

“No, you don’t get it,” he insists, his voice urgent. He’s in front of me now, crouching down so he can look up at me. He reaches for my hand, but I pull it away, tucking it under the blanket. “It’s not real. It’s for the movie. The studio, they wanted us to generate some buzz, so they set us up on a few fake dates for the paparazzi. That’s all it was. Just PR.”

I huff out a bitter, watery laugh. “Right. PR. Of course.” I finally drag my eyes from the screen to look at him. He looks so genuinely distressed, so concerned, and for a fleeting second, a stupid, hopeful part of me almost believes him. But then I remember Sophia’s perfect face, their perfect life, and the hope dies. “She’s so beautiful, Damon. You belong with her. Not me.”

“Jesus, Melody,” he says, running a frustrated hand through his dark hair. “Will you listen to me? She’s not my type, because she’s not you. And I can promise you that I’m not her type either.”

That makes me laugh again, a real laugh this time, but it’s a sad, broken sound. “Oh, please. You’re everyone’s type. You’re perfect.”

“I’m not perfect,” he says, his voice low and intense. “And I’m definitely not her type.” He pulls out his phone, his fingers flying across the screen. “Look.”

He shoves the phone in my face, the screen glowing brightly. It’s a picture. A wedding picture. Sophia is standing there in a beautiful white dress, but she’s not looking at a groom. She’s looking at another woman, a stunning brunette in a matching white dress, with the biggest, happiest smile I’ve ever seen.

“Her name is Isabel,” Damon says, his voice soft. “She’s a writer. Sophia married her a month after we finished filming. I was there. I sat in the front row. They’re... crazy about each other.”

I stare at the picture, my mind racing. It looks real. It looks genuine. Sophia looks... happy. Genuinely, deliriously happy. Happier than she did in any of those pictures with Damon on the red carpet.

“Is this... is this real?” I ask, my voice barely a whisper. My eyes flick from the phone to his face. He looks so earnest, so desperate for me to believe him.

“It’s real,” he says, his gaze unwavering.

I look back at the phone, at the two beautiful women, so in love. And then I look at Damon. His face is open, vulnerable in a way I’ve never seen before. He’s putting it all on the line, just for me. And a part of me, a big, stupid, hopeful part of me, wants to believe him. But I can’t. I can’t let myself. The hurt is still too fresh.

“I... I don’t know if I believe you,” I whisper, the words tearing at my throat. I look down at my hands, twisting the corner of the blanket. “But it doesn’t matter, anyway.”

“What?” His voice is sharp, pained. “What do you mean, it doesn’t matter?”

I finally meet his eyes, and I see the flicker of panic in their depths. It almost breaks me. “Because we’re leaving, Damon,” I say, my voice flat. “When the snow melts, we’re leaving this cabin. And we’re never going to see each other again. You’ll go back to your Hollywood lifestyle, and I’ll go back to my studies. So it doesn’t matter if you’re with her, or with me, or with a dozen other women. This is all we have. Just... this.”

His face crumples. The panic is replaced by a raw, gut-wrenching despair. “No,” he says, shaking his head, a slow, deliberate movement. “No. That’s not what this is. That’s not what we are.”

I shrug, a small, defeated gesture. “It’s what it has to be.”

“It’s not!” he insists, his voice rising with desperation. He reaches for me again, and this time, I don’t pull away. He takes my face in his hands, his touch gentle but firm, forcing me to look at him. “Listen to me, Melody. I’ve been in this business for twenty years. I’ve met thousands of people. I’ve met women who are famous, who are beautiful in the eyes of the world. And not a single one of them... not one... has ever made me feel the way you do.”

My breath hitches, a small, betraying sound. His thumbs stroke my cheeks, wiping away the tears I didn’t even realize were still falling.

“I’ve never felt this way about anyone but you,” he continues, his voice little more than a growl. “Ever. I don’t want to go back to my life. Not without you. I want to wake up with you. I want to make you laugh, and to hold you when you cry.” He leans in closer, his forehead resting against mine. “I want forever with you, Melody. I want marriage. I want kids. I want you. Nobody else. And even if you do decide to walk away after this, there will still never be anyone else for me but you.”

The words hit me like a physical force, knocking the air out of my lungs. Marriage. Kids. Forever. The reckless, secret desire I’d been nursing in my heart, spoken aloud. Promised to me. It’s too much. It’s everything. I search his face, looking for some sign of deceit, some hint that this is just another one of his lines. But I see nothing but absolute sincerity. His dark blue eyes are wide and pleading, filled with a raw, open vulnerability that takes my breath away.

He’s not lying. He’s not just saying what he thinks I want to hear. He means it. He actually, truly means it.

The last of my resistance crumbles into dust. The fear, the insecurity, the pain from seeing him with Sophia... it all washes away, replaced by a tidal wave of emotion so powerful it leaves me breathless. A sob escapes my lips, a sound of pure, overwhelming relief.

With a choked cry, I throw myself into his arms. He catches me, pulling me flush against his chest, his arms wrapping around me in a tight, possessive hold. I bury my face in the crook of his neck, inhaling his familiar, comforting scent. I’m clinging to him, my hands fisted in the back of his shirt, my body trembling with the force of my tears.

He holds me, rocking me gently, murmuring soft, soothing words into my hair. “I’ve got you, baby. I’ve got you.”

I pull back just enough to look at him, my hands cupping his face. His skin is rough with stubble, and his eyes are dark and intense, fixed on me. He looks so worried, so concerned, and it makes my heart ache.

“Forever?” I whisper, the word a fragile, hopeful prayer.

“Forever,” he confirms. “And then some.”

Then he’s kissing me. It’s desperate and hungry and messy. There’s no hesitation, no holding back. His tongue slides into my mouth, claiming me, and I kiss him back with everything I have. I’m pouring all my fear, all my relief, all my love into this kiss. All my unspoken hopes for the future.

His hands slide down my back, gripping my hips, pulling me even closer. I can feel him, hard and ready against me, and a fresh wave of desire washes over me, hot and insistent. I want him. I want all of him. Again and again.

He breaks the kiss, his lips trailing down my neck, his teeth nipping at my sensitive skin. “Let me show you,” he growls. “Let me show you how much I want you. How much I need you.”

Without warning, he stands up, lifting me into his arms. I let out a surprised squeak, my legs automatically wrapping around his waist. I cling to him, my arms around his neck, as he carries me toward the kitchen. He pauses just long enough to turn off the stove, the pasta water bubbling away forgotten, then he takes me back to the living room and lays me down on the rug in front of the fire.

“By the time I’m finished with you, baby, you’ll have no doubt that you’re the only woman for me.”

And God, I want to believe him so much it hurts.


Chapter Seven
Melody


The firelight paints his skin in shades of gold and shadow. He doesn’t bother with buttons this time. He grips the collar of my pajama top and pulls; the buttons popping off with a startling sound that makes me gasp. The pieces of my top fall to the side, exposing my breasts to the warm, flickering light. I don’t have a chance to feel shy. His eyes are on me, dark and hungry, and the look on his face is so full of want that it takes my breath away.

Then his hands are on me, and all thought evaporates. He’s not gentle like before. This is something different. Something more. His touch is a brand, searing into my skin. His fingers trace the curve of my breasts, and then he’s palming them, weighing them in his hands, his thumbs brushing over my tight, leaking nipples. My back arches off the rug, a choked sob catching in my throat.

“Damon,” I whimper, my hands fisting in the rug.

“Shhh, baby,” he murmurs, but there’s no comfort in his voice. It’s a low, possessive growl. “Just let me have you.”

He strips me of all my clothes, my pajamas and panties left discarded in a pile on the floor beside us. Then he’s standing over me, his body a powerful silhouette against the fire. He rips his own shirt over his head, the muscles in his chest and abdomen bunching and flexing in the firelight. He pushes his sweatpants down, and his cock springs free, hard and heavy, jutting toward me.

He doesn’t say anything. He just lowers himself over me, caging me in with his body, his knees nudging my thighs apart. I’m open to him, vulnerable, and my heart is hammering against my ribs in a frantic, wild beat. I can feel the heat of him, the hard, insistent length of his cock pressed against my slick, wet entrance.

He looks down at me, and his face is a mask of raw, primal need. His dark blue eyes are burning, focused, and the look in them makes my whole body clench in anticipation.

“Mine,” he growls, the word a deep, possessive rumble. And then he’s inside me.

He plunges into me in one hard, deep thrust, and a cry is torn from my lips. It’s not a cry of pain. It’s a cry of pure pleasure. He’s deeper than he’s ever been, filling me completely, stretching me to my limits. There’s no hesitation, no gentle coaxing. This is a claiming. A ferocious, desperate act of possession.

He sets a punishing rhythm, his hips pistoning into me, the force of his thrusts making my whole body rock. The rug is rough against my back, but I don’t care. I can’t feel anything but him. The hard, thick length of him sliding in and out of me, the friction sending sparks of pleasure skittering along my nerve endings.

“You feel so fucking good,” he growls, his hands fisting in my hair, forcing my head to the side. “So wet, so tight. This pussy was made for me, wasn’t it, baby? Made to take my cock.”

I can only whimper in response, my hands clutching at his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin. He feels so good, so right inside me, that I can’t form a coherent thought. All I can do is feel. All I can do is take it. Take what he’s giving me.

He leans down, his mouth finding my breast. He’s not gentle this time. His teeth scrape against my sensitive skin, and he sucks hard, his tongue lashing against my nipple. I cry out, my back arching off the rug as a jolt of pure electricity shoots from my breast straight to my core.

“That’s it, baby,” he growls against my skin. “Take it. Take all of me.”

He shifts, his angle changing, and the head of his cock brushes against a sensitive spot deep inside me. I see stars, my body convulsing around him.

“Fuck yes,” he groans, his movements becoming more erratic, more desperate. “You like that, don’t you? You like me fucking you deep.”

He’s muttering something, a low, guttural chant against my skin, and it takes me a moment to realize what he’s saying. The words are filthy, raw, and they make my cheeks burn with a shame that’s quickly consumed by a dark, thrilling excitement.

“Gonna knock you up,” he growls, his thrusts becoming harder, more forceful. “Gonna see you big and round with my baby, so everyone knows you belong to me. So you never doubt it.”

He’s fucking me with a wild, feral intensity now, a man possessed. His words are a primal chant that should terrify me, but it doesn’t. It does the opposite. It lights a fire inside me, a dark, wanton need that matches his own.

I love it. I love the roughness of his hands in my hair, the possessive grip on my hip, the way he’s pounding into me like he’s trying to crawl inside my skin. I love the thought of carrying his child, of having a piece of him with me always. I love the thought of being so thoroughly, so irrevocably his.

He shifts again, his mouth moving to my other breast, and he bites down, the sharp, sweet pain making me cry out. He’s drinking from me again, but this is different from before. This is desperate, almost greedy. He’s not just tasting me; he’s taking from me, claiming me. I can feel the pull of his mouth, the rhythmic suction, and it’s pulling another orgasm from the depths of me, building and building until I can’t breathe.

“Damon,” I gasp, my hands flying to his head, my fingers tangling in his hair. “Oh God, Damon.”

I shatter, my body convulsing around him, waves of pleasure so intense they border on pain crashing over me. I scream his name, my body bucking against his, my nails scraping down his back as I ride out the storm.

He doesn’t stop. If anything, he fucks me harder, riding out my orgasm, his own release building. He lifts his head, his lips glistening, and the look in his eyes is wild, almost desperate.

“Need to be deeper,” he growls, and before I can even process what he’s saying, he’s pulling out of me. I whimper at the sudden, hollow emptiness, but he doesn’t give me time to miss him. He grabs my hips, flipping me over with a rough, possessive strength that takes my breath away.

My hands fly out to brace myself, my palms flat against the rug. I’m on my hands and knees now, my back arched, my body presented to him. I feel so exposed, so vulnerable, like this, but the shame is overshadowed by a dark, thrilling excitement. I can hear him behind me, the rough, ragged sound of his breathing, and then his hands are on my hips, gripping them hard, holding me in place for his taking.

“Fuck, look at you,” he groans, and I can feel the heat of his gaze on my exposed skin. “So fucking beautiful. All mine.”

He enters me from behind in one swift, powerful thrust, and the new angle makes me gasp. He’s so deep like this, deeper than he’s ever been before, and the feeling is incredible. He feels huge, his cock filling me completely, stretching me in a way that’s both intense and incredibly satisfying.

He doesn’t start slow. He sets a brutal pace, his hips pistoning into me, the force of his thrusts making my whole body rock. He’s rutting into me like an animal, all control gone, driven by a primal, instinctual need. There’s no finesse, no technique. This is pure, raw, desperate fucking. And I can’t get enough.

My breasts are swinging beneath me with the force of his movements, the cool air brushing against my tight, sensitive nipples. My hair is a curtain around my face, and I can feel the sweat beading on my brow, my skin slick with it. The room is filled with the sounds of our bodies meeting, the wet, rhythmic slap of skin against skin, and the low, guttural sounds coming from deep in Damon’s chest.

“I can’t lose you, baby,” he groans, leaning down over my back, his chest plastered against my skin. His breath is hot against my ear, his words a ragged, desperate plea. “I’ll do anything to keep you. Anything.”

His hands leave my hips, sliding up my sides, and then he’s pulling me up, my back flush against his chest. His arm wraps around my waist, holding me tight against him as he continues to thrust up into me. The new angle is incredible, and I cry out, my head falling back against his shoulder.

“Anything,” he repeats, his lips finding the sensitive skin of my neck. His other hand comes up to cup my breast, his thumb and forefinger rolling my nipple, pulling and tugging until I’m writhing in his arms, overwhelmed by the pleasure. “I’ll fuck a baby into you. I’ll marry you. I’ll spend the rest of my life proving to you that you’re mine. That you were always meant to be mine.”

I can feel another orgasm building, coiling deep in my belly, a tight, hot knot of pleasure that’s threatening to unravel me completely. His words, his promises, they’re a dark, wicked drug, and I’m addicted. I want everything he’s offering. Everything and more.

“Say yes,” he demands, his teeth scraping against my shoulder. “Say you’ll have me. Say you’ll be my wife. Say you’ll have my babies.”

My answer is a choked sob, a sound of pure, overwhelming need. “Yes,” I gasp, the word torn from my throat. “Yes, Damon. Yes.”

His roar of triumph is a wild, primal sound that echoes through the quiet cabin. He shifts again, gently lowering me back to my hands and knees, his movements a little more controlled now, a little more deliberate. His hands grip my hips, his fingers digging into my skin, holding me in place for his final, desperate possession.

“That’s my girl,” he growls, and then he’s pounding into me, his movements becoming erratic. “Gonna fill you up, baby. Gonna fill this sweet little pussy with my cum. Mark you as mine.”

His words are the final push I need. The tight knot of pleasure in my belly snaps, and I’m coming again, my body convulsing around him, my vision going white as wave after wave of pleasure washes over me. I can feel him follow me over the edge, his hips jerking as he buries himself deep inside me, a guttural groan tearing from his chest as he pours himself into me, pulse after pulse of his hot seed filling me up.

It feels like forever before our bodies still, before the frantic, desperate rhythm of our heartbeats begins to slow. I collapse onto the rug, my limbs trembling, my body boneless. He follows me down, his heavy weight a welcome pressure on my back, his face buried in the crook of my neck. I can feel his breath against my skin, the steady thump of his heart against my back.

We lie there for a long time, a tangled, sweaty mess in front of the fire. The only sounds are the crackle of the flames and our ragged breaths slowly evening out. I feel... claimed. Possessed. In a way that’s both terrifying and deeply, profoundly comforting. Every part of me aches in the best possible way. I feel the warmth of him, the weight of him, and most of all, the heat of his release, reminding me of his words, of his promises.

He finally stirs, his arms tightening around me for a moment before he carefully shifts off me. I whimper at the loss, at the sudden coolness on my back, but then he’s pulling me into his arms, turning me so I’m facing him. He grabs the wool blanket from the nearby couch and covers us with it, tucking it around us, creating a warm, safe little nest.

I snuggle into his chest, my head finding its favorite spot right over his heart. The steady, reassuring beat is a comfort, a balm to my still-racing soul. I can feel the steady rise and fall of his chest with each breath, and his scent surrounds me, calming me.

I trace the lines of the muscles on his chest with my fingertip, a simple, mindless movement. I feel... happy. A deep, all-encompassing kind of happy I’ve never felt before. All my insecurities, all my fears, they feel so far away now. In this little bubble of warmth and firelight, with Damon’s arms around me, everything feels right.

He catches my hand in his, bringing my fingers to his lips. He kisses each one, a slow, deliberate touch that makes my tummy flutter. Then he laces our fingers together, holding our joined hands against his chest.

“I meant what I said,” he says, his voice deadly serious. “Every word.”

My heart does a little flip. I lift my head to look at him. His face is serious, his dark blue eyes fixed on me, and the intensity in them makes my breath catch.

“I’m going to marry you, Melody,” he says, his thumb stroking the back of my hand. “And I want to start a family with you. As soon as possible. The second we’re out of this cabin, I’m taking you to get a ring.”

I can’t help it. A wide smile spreads across my lips. “I love you, Damon.” I don’t care if I’ve only known him a day. I don’t care if it’s too soon. I do love him.

A slow smile spreads across his face, and it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. “I love you too, baby,” he murmurs, leaning down to press a soft, gentle kiss to my lips. “More than you could ever know.”

He pulls back, but only a little. “And I’m going to spend the rest of my life showing you.”

His words settle over me, warm and heavy, like the wool blanket tucked around our shoulders. I rest my head back on his chest, listening to the steady, reassuring thump of his heart. For so long, I’ve felt like a puzzle piece that didn’t fit anywhere, a weird, broken thing that had to be hidden away. But with him, I feel… whole. Like I was always meant to be right here, tucked against him, held in his arms.

And there’s no other place in the world I want to be.


Epilogue
Damon


Six months later:

The flashes are blinding. A constant, rhythmic strobing of white light that would have sent me into a tailspin of irritation a year ago. Tonight, I don’t even notice them. All I can see is her.

Melody is on my arm, her hand resting in the crook of my elbow. She’s wearing a deep emerald gown that clings to her curves, the silk shimmering under the glare of a hundred camera lights. Her dark hair is swept up, leaving the elegant column of her neck bare. But my eyes keep going back to her belly.

She’s six months pregnant with our child, and she’s never looked more beautiful. The front of the gown is cut to accommodate the perfect, round swell of our baby, and pride, thick and fierce, swells in my chest. She’s glowing. The photographers are yelling our names as we walk along the red carpet, but their words are just noise. All I can focus on is the feel of her, warm and solid against my side, and the quiet, happy smile playing on her lips. This is what matters. Not the movie, not the premiere, not this ridiculous spectacle. Just her. Just us.

“Mr. Rourke! Mr. Rourke!”

A woman with a microphone and a badge from some entertainment magazine pushes through the thicket of photographers, her expression determined. Her name is Chloe, I think. I’ve seen her at a few of these things. She’s always been pushy.

“I have a few questions for you and your wife, Mr. Rourke,” she says, slightly out of breath, her perfectly white smile firmly in place.

For the first time in my career, I find myself nodding. A real smile, not the fake, practiced one I usually give the press, touches my lips. “Of course.”

Chloe looks surprised for a second, then quickly recovers, pushing the microphone closer to my face. “Damon, it’s wonderful to see you so happy. This is your first major public event since your surprise wedding to Melody last month. Tell us, how does it feel to have her on your arm tonight?”

My gaze shifts from the reporter to Melody. The question was directed at me, but the answer is all her. The camera flashes catch in her dark eyes, making them sparkle. Her cheeks have a soft, rosy blush, and she’s biting her lower lip, a nervous habit I’ve come to adore.

“It feels like everything,” I say, my voice low and steady, but full of an emotion I’m no longer afraid to show the world. “It feels like I’m finally where I’m supposed to be. Like my whole life has been leading up to this moment, right here, with her.”

I squeeze her hand gently, and she looks up at me, her nervousness melting away into a look of pure love. The pride I feel is a physical thing, a warmth spreading through my chest so intense it’s almost painful.

“Wow,” Chloe says, clearly taken aback by my candor. “That’s... that’s beautiful. And there’s been a lot of speculation about your whirlwind romance. People are calling it a classic Hollywood fairytale. What’s the real story? How did you know she was the one?”

The real story. My mind flashes back to that small, stuffy cabin. To the storm, the fire, the way she looked at me with those wide eyes. To the taste of her skin, the sweet taste of her milk. This is not a story for the cameras. This is sacred.

But looking at Melody, at the way my words make her glow, at the way she unconsciously rests her other hand on our child, I find I don’t want to hide my love for her. Not a single part of it.

“It wasn’t a whirlwind,” I correct her, my eyes still locked on Melody’s. “It was a lightning strike. From the very first moment I saw her, I knew. There was no doubt, no question. My entire world... it just shifted on its axis. It was love at first sight,” I say, and the words feel so true, so right, on my tongue. “And I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that she was meant to be my wife. The mother of my children. My everything.”

A collective sigh seems to ripple through the crowd of reporters. Chloe looks utterly gobsmacked. The microphone wavers slightly in her hand. “And... and the baby? Congratulations are in order. Are you excited?”

Excited. The word feels too small. Too trivial. It doesn’t even begin to touch the deep, primal satisfaction that’s been humming under my skin for months.

“Excited doesn’t cover it,” I say, a low rumble of possessive pride in my chest. I shift, turning my body slightly toward Melody, shielding her from the worst of the lights. My free hand comes up to rest gently on her stomach, right over our child. She sucks in a soft breath, her gaze meeting mine. Her eyes are shining, filled with a light so bright it outshines every flashbulb. “It’s the most profound thing I’ve ever experienced. Knowing she’s carrying our baby. Knowing we created this life together. I look at her, and I see our future. All of it. And I’ve never been more certain of anything in my life.”

My thumb strokes the silk of her dress, tracing the curve of her belly. I can feel the heat of her skin through the fabric. The cameras are still flashing, the reporters are still shouting, but it all fades away into a dull, meaningless roar. The only thing that’s real is her. The only thing that matters is the life growing inside her, and the life we’re building together.

I turn my head, pressing a soft kiss to her temple. I can feel the softness of her skin, the faint scent of her perfume. It’s a light, floral thing she knows I love. She leans into me, a soft, contented sigh escaping her lips.

“Thank you, Mr. Rourke,” Chloe says, her voice a little shaky. She seems to have forgotten all her other questions. “That’s... that’s all the time we have. Congratulations to you both.”

I give a curt nod, my attention already back on my wife. “Let’s get you inside,” I murmur, my lips brushing against her ear. “It’s getting cold.”

She just nods, her body relaxing against mine, trusting me to lead her through the chaos. I wrap my arm more securely around her waist, creating a barrier between her and the world, and guide her toward the theater doors. The photographers shout our names one last time, but their cries are already fading behind us.

The heavy doors swing shut, and the noise drops away, replaced by the soft murmur of conversations and the clinking of glasses from the lobby. Melody lets out a long, slow breath, her shoulders slumping slightly.

“You okay?” I ask, my hand still resting possessively on her back.

She looks up at me, and her smile is real now, unguarded and bright. “I can’t believe you just told the whole world how much you love me. I feel like the luckiest woman in the world right now.”

“I’m not going to hide how I feel about you, baby,” I say, my voice low and serious. “Not from them, not from anyone. I want the whole world to know you’re mine.”

And I mean it. She’s mine, and I’ve never been so happy in my whole damn life.

***
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