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      Nothing had ever been set in stone… except Rory’s relationship with Lena. She was it for him. If he was the darkness, she was the stars that lit him up.

      They’d shared all their firsts together, but even the certainty of forever came with its own obstacles.

      When Rory is forced to leave Lena for a job opportunity, one that can help secure their future, they fear the distance could press between them. Their relationship was stronger than steel, but even distance had its way of inserting it into someone’s life.

      And then a surprise pregnancy changes the course of everything, and their love and loyalty are tested to the limits.

      With the future so unsure, pressures mounting, and responsibility rising, the two have to navigate these new, uncharted waters together, of let it tear them apart.

      

      Reader note: This story was previously published as “Just Give In.” It has since been retitled, recovered, and reedited. Brand new content has been included, and there have been minor tweaks throughout the entire book. Although this is the same romance as before, there have been some significant plot changes. Subject matter may be sensitive to some readers.
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      The music was so loud and intense that as Lena Port let herself get lost in dancing, she felt light-headed. Hell, maybe it was the shots she’d had in the car on the way to the club. Being only eighteen meant she couldn’t drink legally at clubs and bars, but she knew how to party.

      She opened her eyes, not realizing she had closed them, and saw Rory Jaymes, the love of her damn life. The boy she wanted to marry one day, and the guy who had been her first everything … well, almost everything. Tonight, she’d rectify the fact she was still a virgin, even though she hadn’t told Rory yet. She wanted it to be a surprise, to be something special, even if she allowed herself to get good and buzzed.

      One night per month, the club in their city let underage kids stay past ten o’clock, and tonight was that night. So, they all piled into their cars and headed over to the club, making sure to drink enough alcohol before they got to the club to be good and drunk while partying.

      It was Friday night, and the underground room beat and pulsed, alive with the bodies gyrating, dancing, and all but fucking each other on the main floor. Lena was by herself although several girls from her school she’d come up with were nearby, grinding on their boyfriends or, hell, strangers even.

      The music meshed seamlessly together, going from one song to the next, so not one moment of silence filled the place. Lena started moving her hips to the beat of the song and stared at Rory, feeling her arousal grow.

      The lighting was low, and the flashing, neon spotlights made the entire atmosphere more sexually charged. Hell, Lena felt more sexually aware of what she wanted with Rory because of the atmosphere. She’d known him since she was just fifteen years old. Being with him for the past three years, doing all but actual sex that entire time, had been hard for her, and she knew hard for him, too. But despite Rory’s imposing size, the fact he was taller, bigger, and far more muscular than the majority of the guys at school, he was so gentle and understanding with her.

      That’s why she loved him more than anything else.

      But it wasn’t just that he took care of her and never pressured her into anything she wasn’t ready for. She also loved him so much because he didn’t have love in his life at home. She couldn’t count how many times she’d called him, or even gone over to his house to hear his drunken father yelling at him, belittling Rory with hurtful, disgusting names. She hated Rory’s father, wished things were different for Rory, but she also knew that they were seniors now, and he’d finally be able to leave all of that behind.

      She’d be by his side, as well.

      Rory was moving back toward her now, this aroused gleam in his eyes, which only made her hotter. He was right in front of her only moments later, his knee between her thighs, the friction and pressure of that limb causing her pussy to become wetter. They may not have actually had sex yet, but oral, touching, hell, almost everything else was open to experience. God, did she like it when Rory touched her.

      She’d just wanted to wait to lose her virginity until she was older and really knew what she was doing. She’d always known Rory was the one that she’d lose it to, and that time had come now.

      Lena was hot, and not just temperature wise. Her nipples poked through her tank top, her thong wet from her desire for the guy right in front of her. He smelled good, crisp, clean, but spicy from the cologne he wore. Sweat beaded between her breasts, and when she saw Rory look down her shirt, clearly able to see her cleavage and the droplets of perspiration that lined between them, she felt her pussy clench tightly.

      She wore a skirt, a short one that showed off her legs. But she was only showing off for Rory, only tempting him.

      Rory leaned in, slid his fingertips slowly over her lower back, the part that was exposed as she lifted her arms above her head and danced for him, grinding her body against his. He applied more pressure with his knee right up against her panty covered pussy, applied pressure to her lower back with his hand, pulling her harder toward him, and moved his mouth to her ear.

      “Damn, Lena, I want to take you to my truck, drive us out in the middle of nowhere, so that no one can bother us, and eat your pussy out until you come all over my face.”

      “You keep talking like that and I’m tempted to go into one of the bathrooms and suck your cock.” Yeah, they both had dirty mouths, but then again, she was kind of drunk and feeling extra aroused since she planned on being with Rory tonight in all ways.

      “God, baby,” he groaned. “I could come in my fucking jeans right now from the way you talk.”

      She rested her forehead on his chest, breathed in the scent of him, and continued to grind on his hard body. Before she knew what was happening, Rory was moving them backward, but she didn’t fight it, didn’t try to stop it. When she felt a wall greet her back only seconds later, she stared up at him. He’d moved them to the corner of the club. The people all around them were so close she smelled their sweat and heard their harsh breathing.

      For a moment, he didn’t say anything, just pressed her body to the wall with his and kept her there to let her feel his hard cock. She was wet. God, she was so wet that her panties felt uncomfortable. They’d almost gone all the way so many times when she’d been on the verge of begging him to take her virginity. The thing was, he’d always stopped, and not because he didn’t want to, she knew that.

      Rory was a virgin, too.

      Having been together since they were only fifteen, she hadn’t ever wanted anyone else. He’d come from a broken home and could have allowed himself to fall into the wrong crowd, get hooked on drugs and alcohol like his father, and gorge himself on the girls who would gladly spread their legs for him. But he was smart, such a good guy, and he’d always been faithful to her.

      She was the only one who knew he’d never had sex, but just by looking at him, no one would ever guess. He was big and muscular, even had some tattoos on his arms that made him look extra badass, and everyone knew they didn’t mess with him … or her for that matter. Maybe he looked like he’d be a man-whore, but that didn’t mean he fit the mold.

      No, Rory Jaymes was a breed all to himself, and God, did she love him because of it.

      “Seeing all these fuckers stare at you pisses me off. But I feel lucky you’re with me, and you’re my girl.” He pulled her impossibly closer to him. “I want you so damn badly, baby. My cock feels like it’ll rip right through my jeans. It’s starting to make me feel like I’ll bust a nut like some kind of amateur.” He cupped her ass, gave one cheek a squeeze, and groaned again. “And this fucking outfit you’re wearing … makes me want to punch a motherfucker out for even looking at you.”

      She moved her hands up his thickly corded and muscular arms until she curled her fingers into his T-shirt covered shoulders. She’d known wearing something so revealing would probably toy with Rory’s already razor-edged possessive and territorial urges toward her. But she loved that about him, loved that he only had eyes for her, and if any other guy tried to mess with her, he showed them what was up.

      Lena felt his erection pressing against her belly, wrapped her arms around his neck, and rose on her toes to press her lips lightly against his. They kissed for several seconds, his tongue moving along hers, and his cock a hard, steel rod between their bodies.

      “I’m here with you, Rory.” She pressed her pussy down on his leg a little harder until she gasped from the pleasure that shot through her body. “You’re the only one who makes me this wet.” She took his hand and pushed it lower, not caring they were in the middle of the club. She guided his finger under her skirt so he could feel how wet her panties were. “See, that’s all because of you, Rory,” she said against his lips. He groaned and lifted his leg a little higher, pressing a little harder.

      “I want to lick your pussy tonight, baby,” he said in a low, deep voice. “I want to run my tongue all over your cunt, and lick that sweet cream from you until you beg me to stop.”

      God, he had a filthy mouth, but she loved it.

      She pressed her lips to his fully, and he instantly deepened the kiss. He tasted sweet and spicy, like cinnamon. He wasn’t drinking tonight because he was driving her home. At least one of them was thinking clearly and levelheaded, and being responsible enough to be smart about things.

      “How about getting me a glass of water?” She leaned back and smiled up at him. Knowing so many people surrounded them didn’t deter her from slipping her hand between their bodies, curling her fingers around his rock-hard erection that pressed against his jeans, and saying in a low voice, “Tonight I want to be the night, Rory. Tonight, I want you to take my virginity. I want us to be together for the first time.”

      His body went solid, his muscles like stone. He cupped the side of her face after several seconds, leaned down to kiss her softly, then said against her lips, “We don’t have to rush anything.”

      She chuckled against his mouth. “We’ve been together for three years, Rory. I don’t think this is rushing,” she said on a breath. She rubbed her open palm on his cock again, the damn thing straining against his jeans.

      “Fuck, Lena. I’ll come in my jeans before I even leave the club.” He moved his lips to her neck, ran his tongue along her throat, over her pulse under her ear, and she heard him groan softly.

      “If you don’t stop, I might lose the little control I actually have right now, and I don’t think I want to lose my virginity in this club.” She chuckled, teasing him.

      He groaned again. “You’re right, and I’m not about to do that to my girl.” He licked her throat again. “Even your fucking sweat tastes sweet, baby.”

      That had her grinning and leaning up to give him a little peck on his lips. He groaned, pulled back, and stared down at her.

      She lifted her arms above her head, her shirt rising slowly to expose more of her midriff. Rory moved back from her, eyed her up and down, and made her feel like she was nude for him.

      She moved back toward the dance floor and slowly started moving to the music. Lena started dancing just for Rory despite the people surrounding them. His cock was hard, and she could see it pushing against his pants. He watched her with heavy-lidded eyes and this fierce expression on his face.

      The music washed through her, and the heat and alcohol made her feel even more light-headed. She watched as he moved through the people, pushing away the ones who weren’t smart enough to get out of his way. He might only be eighteen, but he was built like a linebacker.

      The bar was only about ten feet from where she stood, and once Rory was at the counter, he glanced over his shoulder at her, giving her a wink. That one act had her pussy clenching.

      Lena closed her eyes and continued to dance. She got lost in the feeling of swaying to the music, of her anticipation and excitement over what she was going to do with Rory tonight, and let herself get higher because of it. The heat in the club was intense, and she started to feel sweat line her spine.

      It seemed like minutes passed as she danced. And then the feeling of hands moving around her waist from behind, of warm breath sliding along her neck, and of a very hard cock digging into her back, had her smiling. Rory was insatiable, and she loved him more because of it.

      “I swear you’ll be the death of me,” she said, but knew he wouldn’t be able to hear her because of the music in the room. She pressed back against his crotch and felt him move his hands up toward her breasts. But it was the scent of liquor on his breath, the way she was being touched, that had her opening her eyes, knowing instantly Rory wasn’t the one behind her. He hadn’t had a drink all night, and she’d know how it felt when Rory touched her.

      “Don’t stop grinding that sweet ass on me, girl.”

      Everything in her froze at the sound of his voice. It most definitely wasn’t Rory.
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      Lena turned around and pushed the stranger away instantly. He stumbled backward a few steps, clearly taken aback by her sudden movements, and he didn’t look pleased by the fact either.

      When he moved toward her again, she scented the pungent aroma of stale cigarettes and sweat coming from him. “Come on. Don’t be like that, sweet thang,” he slurred out and grinned. His teeth were slightly yellow, probably from the smoking, and he had a very pronounced gap between his front teeth.

      “Dance with me some more.” He moved closer.

      “No thanks. My boyfriend is at the bar.” She turned to leave, but the guy reached out and grabbed her wrist, yanking her back toward him hard enough she stumbled backward.

      Lena might be bold with Rory, but she wasn’t a confrontational type of girl, especially when it involved a drunken guy at a club who clearly couldn’t take no for an answer.

      He stared at her, perspiration sliding down his forehead, his dark shirt damp from the sweat, and tightened his hold on her wrist when she tried to pull away.

      “Seriously, let go.”

      He was either too drunk to realize what the hell he was doing, he didn’t care, or he wanted to get the shit kicked out of him, which would be what happened if Rory saw.

      She tried pulling her arm free again, looked over her shoulder, and saw Rory’s back to her as he got her the water. “I said no. Now let me go.”

      “Come on. Quit being a cock-tease.”

      Okay, she’d had enough. She had no sympathy for guys who couldn’t take a hint and didn’t respect when a girl said no.

      He yanked her toward him again, so hard this time she practically fell forward. She had to brace her hands on his chest just to steady herself, but instantly pushed away.

      “You’re hurting my arm. Let go.” So many people were around, and the music was so loud that it wasn’t surprising no one was helping. No one probably even noticed the interaction.

      “You are a cock-tease, aren’t you?” he said with annoyance in his voice. “Swaying your ass, grinding all over me. You’re nothing but a little bitch—”

      And then she saw the expression on the guy’s face change. His eyes widened as he looked over her shoulder, and she knew from feeling his body heat that Rory was behind her .

      She turned around, and the guy finally let go of her. Her wrist hurt, would probably be bruised from how hard he’d held it, but she wasn’t worried about that right now. Rory looked pissed. He held a clear plastic cup of water in his hand, but the longer he stared at the guy who had touched her, the tighter his hold was on the cup. And then the plastic crumpled in his grasp, water spilling over his hand and landing on the floor.

      Rory had his hand on her shoulder and pulled her back behind him. She’d seen him get into a few fights at parties they’d attended, mainly because drunken guys started shit with him, trying to be stronger.

      They always lost.

      And then Rory was going after the guy without even talking to him. He slammed his fist into the side of the guy’s face, and the other man fell to the floor instantly. Rory picked him up by the collar of his shirt, his biceps straining from the force, from the power. Lena felt like she should stop this, but the guy had brought this on himself. She had no sympathy for guys who thought they could take from unwilling women.

      Rory hauled him off the ground and punched him in the face once more before letting him go. Blood sprayed out of the guy’s broken nose, and his lip was also split. He pulled himself off the ground, wiped his hand over his mouth, and looked at the smeared blood.

      People started moving back from the violence. Rory went after the guy again, but she knew she couldn’t let Rory get in trouble over this, and security would be coming any minute. She rushed toward him and grabbed the back of his shirt. But moving Rory when he was intent on something was like busting through a steel wall. It was impossible.

      “Come on, Rory. He’s not worth you going to jail over.” She tried to pull him away, but he shrugged off her hold.

      “No, Lena. This motherfucker put his hands on you.”

      “Do you really want this to be how the night ends, with security hauling your ass out and the cops throwing you in jail for the night?” she asked, trying to get through to Rory.

      He stopped, looked over his shoulder at her, and the rage she saw on Rory’s face was like a blast of cold air. She’d seen him like this before, and even if she knew he’d never hurt her, Lena couldn’t help the chill that moved through her.

      “This fucking asshole needs to learn he can’t be a little motherfucker and touch women when they don’t want him to.” Rory rolled his head around his neck, lifted his hands, and cracked his knuckles. Lena looked over his shoulder to see the guy had already pulled himself off the ground. He had blood all over his shirt and the bottom half of his face.

      “You’re right, Rory, but I thought we had plans tonight?” Of course sex wasn’t what she wanted to tempt him with to stop beating on a guy, but they really needed to get out of here now. “I think he’s learned his lesson.”

      Rory stared at her for a moment, and then she saw the tension leave him. He wiped his knuckles on his pants, cleaning off the blood. “He deserves a lot fucking more, Lena.”

      She wasn’t arguing that point. Rory was like a walking, talking ad for masculinity and testosterone, and when he was pissed, nothing short of a miracle could derail him.

      Tonight was clearly a night for miracles.

      She saw security coming toward them, and she knew they needed to get out of here now. Lena spotted the people she’d come to the club with, but they lifted their hands, obviously knowing they had to go before things got even worse.

      And then Rory snapped into action. He took her hand and pushed people out of their way as they headed toward the front doors. The bouncer at the front didn’t stop them, and when they were outside, heading toward his truck, she knew that although Rory was dangerous and violent with anyone who crossed him, he was the only person she’d ever love, and the one person who would protect her above all else.

      That was reaffirmed by tonight.

      He helped her into the cab of the truck, and once he was inside and sitting in the driver’s seat, he turned and faced her. They stared at each other for several seconds, and then he reached out, cupped the back of her head, and pulled her forward. They kissed long and hard, and when he broke away, she was breathless.

      “Come on, baby, let’s go somewhere and just talk, okay?”

      She nodded, knowing that even after the events of tonight she still wanted to be with Rory in every way possible. Tonight was about the two of them, and she didn’t want the violence that had transpired to stop her from being with the guy she loved.
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      They’d left the club, and although she’d said she wanted tonight to be the night they both finally had sex, the fact was she didn’t know if he’d still be up for it. She could see the stress on his face and the tightening in his hands as he gripped the steering wheel. He was still upset about that guy, and she knew he had every right to be. But she didn’t want his anger to ruin tonight, not after she’d made up her mind and knew this was what she wanted.

      “Rory, look at me,” she said softly. They sat in the cab of his truck, his headlights on as he sat there idling. The entire ride back from the city to her house had been in silence as he clenched and unclenched the steering wheel.

      He turned and looked at her, and she saw his face relax, his tension slowly leaving him as she smiled.

      “I love you,” she said and reached for his hand. Holding it in hers, she wanted to tell him things were fine now, and she was okay, but before she could even open her mouth to get the words out, he leaned forward, cupped the back of her head, and kissed her. He was fierce in his kiss, his anger, his love for her—all of those emotions she felt projected in the press of his mouth and the stroke of his tongue to hers.

      “I love you, too, baby.” He rested his forehead on hers, both of them breathing heavily, clearly worked up from the kiss.

      They stayed like that for several moments, then she pulled back, feeling the events of the night wash away as she stared at Rory. His short dark hair was slightly spiky around his head, and even in the darkness of the cab of the truck, she could see how light and blue his eyes were.

      “My parents won’t be home until really late.”

      He lifted an eyebrow, that dark slash above his eye rising and a smirk covering his face.

      “They went into the next city over, two hours away.”

      He leaned forward an inch, rested his arm on the back of the seat, and stared at her lips. “Did they?”

      She nodded, licked her lips, and she swore she heard this deep groan leave him, or maybe she’d been the one to make the sound. “They’re gone until early in the morning, Rory,” she said and leaned in, dragging her tongue along his bottom lip. “They went to see a show, and it doesn’t end until one.” He still had his hand on her hair and pulled her head back, which caused her to gasp. The pain and pleasure were there, the excitement and anticipation consuming her. She was a little nervous, a little afraid it would hurt, but God, was she ready.

      “We have all the time in the world, baby.”

      “I know.” She reached out and touched his lips, ran her fingers along the masculine arch of them, over his cheek that was covered in stubble, and smiled. “But I’m ready. I’m really ready, Rory.”

      He groaned again, slanted his mouth on hers, and kissed her until she squirmed on the seat, breathless. Breaking their heated kiss by pulling away, she turned and got out of the truck. He cut the engine and followed suit, and they made their way inside. Once in her house, he grabbed her around the waist from behind, walked them toward the wall across from them, and ground his erection into her lower back. He was so much taller than her five-foot-six height at over six feet tall, so powerfully muscular and all man.

      “Come on, Rory.” Looking over her shoulder at him, she rose on her toes and popped her ass out, pressing her bottom to his dick. “Let’s go to my room.”

      He didn’t wait any longer. Taking hold of her hand, he led them up the stairs and down the hall. Once in her room, he shut the door with his foot. She walked backward, toward her bed, and sat on the edge of it. She was ready for this, ready for him. He was the guy she loved, the guy she saw herself being with forever.

      “I’m ready, Rory.”
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      Rory stared at Lena, the girl he was so fucking in love with sometimes it hurt to even think about. Yeah, he was a virgin, too, but he was proud he’d waited and was going to lose it right along with Lena. She was the only person he wanted to spend his life with. With a shitty father, but a future that looked promising, as long as his girl was by his side, he knew that being with her, and only her, in all ways was the right step for him to take.

      He wasn’t ashamed to let everyone know he didn’t fuck around on Lena, that he was waiting until she was ready to have sex with him. He was proud of that. How many guys could say that? Did he have blue balls more times than not? Fuck yeah, he did, but Lena knew just the right things to help him out with that.

      Thinking about what they were about to do, about her naked, hot as fuck body on display for him, the smell of her, taste of her, had Rory’s cock so hard it ached.

      He’d wait until the end of time if that’s what it took because Rory wasn’t going anywhere. Being with Lena was what he wanted, and having her by his side for the rest of his damn life was a dream come true. She knew about his life, about the shit he had to deal with, but she was still here with him every step of the way.

      Having sex tonight hadn’t been in his plans, but he’d be lying if he said he didn’t think about it, about Lena, every damn day.

      You think about having sex with Lena even when you’re not with her. She’s all you think about.

      Yeah, he fucking did.

      “Are you sure about this?” he asked again, waiting to make sure she was really ready. She nodded, licked those luscious lips of hers, and he moved closer to her. He was still fully clothed, as was she, and he moved onto the bed.

      Rory adjusted his much larger frame over Lena, and she slowly leaned back on the too small bed. His head was pumping hard and fast, his cock so damn hard he felt like the thing would bust right through his jeans. She’d been dancing at the club the whole time, and when he leaned down and ran his tongue along the underside of her jaw, the sweet and salty taste of her sweat had him groaning. Maybe he was a dirty fucker right now, but he didn’t give a shit. Lena was hot no matter what.

      He braced his weight on his elbows beside her head, kissing and licking at her throat, at her pulse, and loved when he felt her shift beneath him. She was getting turned on. He knew exactly what to do to get his girl good and ready for him. When he leaned back, his cock throbbing, his balls aching, he saw her cheeks were tinged pink and her pupils were dilated from her arousal.

      “I’m sure, Rory,” she said in a soft, arousal-laced voice. He’d heard her sound like that so many times before, and it always had him ready for her. But they’d waited, done everything but had sex, and he’d been content with that. He wanted her good and ready for this, ready for him.

      His cock was hard, really fucking hard, and the damn thing pressed against the zipper of his jeans incessantly. He’d jerked off plenty of times in the past three years, maybe too much if he were being honest. All he thought about during those times was this girl, and how much he loved her, wanted her, and would do anything for her.

      “And before you ask again, I don’t think you’re rushing me or this.” She pushed up, bracing her upper body on her elbows, and kissed him.

      Rory cupped the back of her head, opened his mouth, and pushed his tongue between her lips. He fucked her mouth with his tongue, groaned at the flavor of her, at how sweet she was, how she tasted like the alcohol she’d drunk.

      She made this soft sound in the back of her throat, and he felt her shift again, opening her legs wider. Rory moved closer to her, wedging himself between her thighs, and pressed his jean-clad cock against her pussy. They were both still fully clothed, but that didn’t stop him from dry humping her. He moved back and forth against her, harder, adding more pressure.

      She broke away, gasping, but he wasn’t going to let her stop this, not even to suck in air. He leaned down again and took control of her mouth with his. She was sweet and addictive, intoxicating and lush. The only thing Rory had ever wanted in his shitty, fucked-up life was this girl right here. Lena Port was the only person for him, the only person he’d ever loved. She made him want to be a better man. Because of her, he actually looked forward to the fucking future.

      It was no secret that his old man was a drunken piece of shit, that Rory lived in the crappy part of town, or that he had nothing to his name. Aside from the truck he owned, and the job at the local garage that allowed him to buy what he needed, Rory had nothing. He worked for everything he had, and even if he was only eighteen, he knew what it meant to work hard in order to earn his keep.

      Lifting just enough that he broke the kiss and could stare down at her, Rory knew he was one lucky son of a bitch. His heart tightened as he stared at Lena’s face, knowing she was the only person who could bring him to his knees. He’d seriously beat someone if they messed with her and kill anyone who hurt her.

      She was the only good thing in his life, and ever since that first day freshman year when she’d run into him at school, they’d been inseparable. But there were things, plans he’d wanted to talk to her about. They weren’t set in stone, but he’d been thinking about them, knowing what he wanted to do, what he would eventually do, would probably drive a wedge between them.

      The way she stared up at him with those big blue eyes of hers could bring his world down with no effort.

      “Do you know how much I love you?” He cupped the side of her face, bracing his weight on one arm.

      She smiled up at him. “Probably as much as I love you.”

      His heart beat painfully. “I want so much for us, Lena.”

      “Me, too.” She rose up and kissed him. “I want us to be together forever, Rory.”

      “We will, Lena.”

      They’d talked about college, and although he’d applied to the same ones she had, he hadn’t gotten in, not with his mediocre grades. That was also something he had to talk to her about. Maybe it was the home life he’d led that taught him working for what he wanted was where his life was headed. He saw himself with Lena forever, too, but the fact remained he hadn’t told her about the rejection letters from the colleges he’d received or the alternative path he’d decided to take.

      He should have told her now, before things got crazy, and he knew they would after he told her his plans, but they were for the best. He just wanted to be with her, to show her how much he loved her in a physical way.

      Her brown hair was a sexy mess around her head, and he leaned in and buried his nose in the strands, inhaling deeply.

      “You smell so fucking good, baby.”

      A gust of breath left her, and she lifted her hands and grabbed his biceps, curling her nails into his flesh.

      “That first time I saw you I knew you were the only girl for me, Lena,” he whispered against her ear. Her hands tightened on him, and she lifted her hips to grind her pussy on his cock. “Baby, you keep doing that, and I won’t be able to go slow, to take my time.”

      “Maybe I don’t want slow.”

      He chuckled softly, but it was strained from his arousal. “You may not want slow, but I do, baby, especially for our first time.”

      Rory had never messed around on her, never even thought about it. She was it for him. Whether he believed in fate or soul mates didn’t matter because what he felt for Lena, the amount of emotion he had for her, was something that went far beyond being in love.

      “I want what you want, Rory.” She still cupped his cheek and searched his face with her gaze, her eyes moving back and forth. “I trust you. You’re the only person I trust with everything in me.” And then she reached between their bodies, gripped him through his jeans, and gave his cock a squeeze. “I want you,” she whispered and squeezed his dick again, rubbing her palm up and down the length. “I want this inside me.”

      “Oh. Fuck,” he groaned and rested his forehead on hers. When she kept rubbing him, moving her hand up and down, faster and adding more pressure, he couldn’t hold his eyes open any longer. He heard her swallow, saw her throat move up and down from the act, and knew she was right here with him. She was just as in this moment as he was.

      When she moved her hand up and down his length again and made this soft moan, he nearly lost it right then. His cock throbbed with the need to feel her bare skin on him, and he cursed at the clothing separating them.

      “God, Rory.” She licked her lips and stared at him with wide eyes. “You’re so hard.”

      “I’m hard for you, baby. I’m only ever hard for you.”

      “I want you, want to feel you inside me.” Her mouth was parted, her breathing short, hard pants.

      Damn, she couldn’t say that kind of shit, not when he was so far gone as it was, and it was taking all of his self-control not to tear their damn clothing away. As it was, if she kept rubbing him like she was, he’d come right in his jeans like he was a kid just learning that touching his cock felt good.

      “You’re mine, Lena,” he said in a hard, possessive voice.

      She nodded. “Yes. I’m yours.”

      Rory was proprietary of her and made no secret about it to anyone. At school, everyone knew not to mess with her because doing so meant they’d have to deal with him. Being a virgin himself didn’t mean shit when he’d kicked enough asses to have the reputation at school that he didn’t put up with any shit. His size also helped in keeping motherfuckers back. But the life he led with his father, having to come to blows with his old man on more than one occasion, meant Rory had to learn early on to take care of himself.

      There were plenty of assholes at school who would love a piece of Lena if they had a chance, but they knew better. Everyone knew better. Yeah, she was his and always would be, no matter what, and being with her right now would make that sealed in fucking steel.
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      Rory stopped thinking about anything that didn’t have to do with him and Lena right now. He leaned down, took her mouth in another hard, deep kiss, and only focused on right here and now. Lena moaned again and moved her hand out from between their bodies to grip onto his biceps again. For several long moments all they did was kiss, move their tongue along the other, and grind their bodies on each other.

      She parted her lips wider, smoothed her tongue along the inside of his mouth, and he fucking snapped. It was like all that testosterone, adrenaline, and need just broke the hell loose and saturated him. He groaned, pressed his mouth hard on hers, and took her like he was starving and she was the best fucking meal he’d ever had.

      The wet sound of their kiss filled his head, made him feel feral almost. She breathed hard and moaned against his mouth, spread her legs wider, and when she lifted her hips, pressing her pussy on his cock again, driving him insane, he broke away, breathing heavily. His body was tight, his hands shaking with the force he was using to go slow. But Rory kept thinking about them being naked and about how it would feel to have his bare cock inside her pussy, feeling every part of her.

      He started kissing her again, needing the flavor of her on him, in him … fuck, he just needed her. Not breaking the kiss this time, he grabbed the edge of her skirt and pushed it up, exposing her creamy, smooth skin. Yeah, he wanted her fucking naked, wanted to look his fill at her body. He wanted them both naked and sweaty, wanted to lick the droplets of perspiration from her breasts, her belly button, and move lower until he was sucking on her pussy. And then after he had his fill of tasting her, he’d push his dick into her virgin pussy, and claim that cherry as much as she was taking his virginity.

      Pulling away from her was hard, damn hard. Before he could tear her clothes away, which was the point of him breaking the kiss, Lena sat up and grabbed her shirt. She pulled the material up and over her head, exposing a thin, lacy little bra covering her big tits. When she tossed it aside, she started undoing the button of her skirt, and then pushed the zipper down. Rory felt his pulse beat in the head of his cock, felt his mouth go dry as she got naked for him, and told himself not to come watching her get undressed.

      He’d seen her naked plenty of times, but this was different. She was getting naked so they could finally be together. When the skirt was gone and she only wore her bra and panties, he reached out, itching to touch her, and ran a finger along the edge of her bra. She was a lush, curvy girl. She had the kind of curves, the kind of body that had guys jerking off just to the image of what she might look like naked. But no one would ever see her, though. She was his, only his.

      Her nipples were hard, poking through the light-colored material. “Good fucking God, baby.”

      She reached behind her and unhooked her bra, pushing it off her shoulders and showing him her glorious breasts. Rory couldn’t think straight as he stared at her dark pink nipples. The tips hardened the instant the chilled air touched them. Or maybe it was the fact she was aroused, getting even more turned on because he was staring at her like he wanted to devour her?

      His mouth watered for a taste. Cock throbbing, hands wanting to touch her, or at least stroke his dick to ease the pressure, he held his breath when she got on her knees and rose a little. She started pushing her panties down, and the sight of her pussy, freshly shaved saved for a strip going right down the center, had this guttural sound leaving him.

      She reached for him, started pushing his shirt up, and he grabbed the back of the material and pulled it up and over his head.

      “Look at all the muscles,” she said almost to herself. She moved her hands down and undid his button and zipper on his jeans, then pushed the denim down his hips and thighs. His boxer briefs followed, and his cock sprang forth like a damn impatient beast.

      “Lena.” He said her name harshly, his voice deep like he was a damn animal.

      The tip of his dick was wet from pre-cum, and when she grabbed his shaft and moved her palm down the length, he felt more seep from the tip.

      “You’re so big, Rory.”

      He swallowed, his heart feeling like it might burst through his chest. He was a big guy in general, over six feet tall and heavily muscled. He didn’t brag, but yeah, his cock was big, and the fucker wanted his girl now.

      “Lay back for me, baby.”

      She moved on the bed, was flat on her back in seconds, and spread her thighs without him even having to tell her.

      “Spread them wider for me, Lena baby. Let me see how pink and wet you are.” It took a hell of a lot of will to even say the words when really he wanted to just act on them. “No going back, Lena.”

      She shook her head instantly. “Never.” She licked her lips, and he was riveted to the sight of her tongue moving along her lush lips. Her mouth was full, plump, pink, and glossy from their kisses. She smoothed her hands down her belly, and if it were even possible, she spread her thighs a little wider.

      The world could have fucking stopped right then and he wouldn’t have given a shit, not when her pussy was bared, all pink and wet, and her pussy lips spread for him, giving him a prime shot of her center. She had no hair on her labia, the lips so fucking smooth.

      “You do this for me, baby? For tonight?” He lifted his gaze to her face and saw her nod. He loved her pussy, loved eating it out, even rubbing his nose over the sweet, clean scent of the trimmed thatch of hair she had at the top of her mound. But holy fucking hell did he like her bare like this for him, nothing covering the sweetness that he worshipped.

      “You’re mine.” His voice was harsh and gruff. “This pussy is mine.” He cupped her cunt, held his hand to her scorching hot, soaked flesh, and added a bit of pressure. He loved how she gasped and grabbed the sheets beneath her.

      She might be his now without a doubt, but once his cock was inside her, there was no going back.

      He felt like some kind of animal right now, ready to mark her, claw at her, tear her up in only the best ways. Rory was spiraling out of control pretty damn fast. He wanted to lick and suck at every inch of her, wanted to run his tongue over the dips and hollows of her sexy as sin form, and memorize her body even more than he already had. Right now, he needed inside her, though.

      He pushed his pants all the way off. And just when he realized he didn’t have anything to use for protection, Lena showed him the condom she held.

      “I have thought about this, Rory,” she said softly. He went to reached or it, but she pulled it back. He stared at her, knowing what she was going to say, and how he wouldn’t deny her, even if it were the smart thing to do.

      “I want our first time not to have any barriers, even if the smart thing to do would be to use this.” She looked down at the condom, then lifted her gaze back to his.

      He should have been smart, too, insisted they use the condom because they didn’t need any babies right now, but he wouldn’t deny Lena, and the truth was he didn’t want to lose his virginity or take hers wearing a fucking piece of latex.

      She set the condom on the bedside table, and he moved back between her legs, resting his much larger body on hers. Rory could smell her, that sweet and musky scent of her pussy, of her arousal. It drove him insane with lust. Yeah, he wanted to run his tongue through her smooth, slick pussy folds, but that would have to wait because right now he needed in her bad.

      “I feel dizzy,” she said softly. “I feel like this isn’t really happening.”

      He knew what she meant. “It’ll be okay, baby.”

      She nodded. “I know.” She swallowed, held onto his shoulders, and said, “Are you nervous?”

      He thought about her question for a moment. “No, because this is meant to happen. You’re mine, and I’m not letting you go. Being with you in every way … just being with you is all I’ve ever wanted.” He moved his hand down the length of her outer thigh, slipped his palm under her smooth flesh, and pulled her leg out farther. Her pussy was hot as hell against his dick, and she was so damn wet, soaking his cock and her inner thighs. Moving his hand between their bodies, he took hold of his shaft and gave the fucker a squeeze and groaned.

      He tormented himself even more by leaning back and staring at her pussy. Rory placed his cockhead on her clit and started running the head up and down her cleft. He was riveted to the sight of the bulbous head of his erection pushing her labia out even farther as he moved up and down her slit, making her cry out every time he touched the little bundle of nerves.

      The little nub at the top of her mound was swollen. He wanted to suck it into his mouth, lick at her, make her come for him. Taking a deep, stabilizing breath, he positioned his dick head at the entrance of her pussy. Staring at her face, he held her gaze with his own. He didn’t push into her right away, didn’t want to cause her pain, although he knew that was inevitable. Slowly rocking back and forth, he didn’t penetrate her enough to break through her cherry. He was teasing them, making this last, and maybe that wasn’t the best idea.

      “Don’t stop, Rory.”

      The tip of his dick pushed in just minutely before he pulled back, letting her get used to his size. Over and over he did this, back and forth, not pushing in enough to actually bust through her hymen, but enough that she moaned for him to do just that.

      He closed his eyes and tilted his head back as pleasure assaulted him. He wasn’t even in her yet, and it felt so fucking good. God, he needed to stop doing this, or he’d come before he was even in her.

      “You’re torturing me here, Rory.”

      He leaned down and captured her mouth with his. She dug her nails into his back, clinging to him, and he groaned against her mouth. He took her lips and tongue harder with his own. He wedged his hand between their bodies again and grabbed his cock, putting the tip back at her pussy entrance. And then, while kissing her hard and possessively, he pushed into her body, breaking through her hymen.

      He dragged his teeth along the swell of her lips as she cried out from the pain. “It’s okay, baby,” he whispered, his jaw tight, the pleasure intense. He pushed in another inch, and another, until he was fully in her now. A shiver worked through him. “You’re so tight, so wet,” he groaned out the last word.

      She opened her mouth and cried out when he pulled out slightly and pushed back in.

      “You doing okay, baby?”

      She nodded but didn’t speak.

      Rory pulled back slightly and stared down at her face, feeling his own pleasure go so fucking high he didn’t know if he’d come down from the feeling. When she was breathing a little easier, and it didn’t look like she was in pain, he started moving in and out of her continuously, slowly at first, gently.

      She was tight, really fucking snug around his cock, and so damn hot and wet it almost bordered on pain. Rory had to grit his teeth and make sure he went slow so he didn’t hurt her more than he knew he already had. Goddamn, was it hard to go slow. She clenched around him, and he closed his eyes, gritted his teeth, and breathed out slowly. He’d come right now if he didn’t focus.

      “You can’t do that, Lena, not unless you want me to come before this has even really started.”

      She had a light sheen of sweat along her brow, her mouth parted, and she stared at him with a mixture of pleasure and discomfort.

      “Baby, tell me you’re doing okay.”

      “I’m fine. Just don’t stop.”

      Brushing a few strands of hair away from her face, Rory leaned down and kissed her on the forehead, trying to breathe evenly, but she felt so fucking good. Pulling back and staring into her eyes, he picked up his speed, wanting to get her off, needing to. He pushed into her a little harder this time until he was completely buried inside her and his balls were flush with her ass. A shocked gasp left her, but then she moaned softly.

      He continued to move his mouth against hers, not thrusting again for a few seconds, just enjoying this, hoping she did as well. Jerking off didn’t even come close to what this felt like. But it wasn’t just because he was fucking for the first time. He loved this girl more than anything in the world.

      He was making love to her.

      Rory started moving in and out of her then, his control slipping, breaking. The way her breathing changed, and the fact she wore a glazed-over look of pleasure on her face, had him moving faster inside her. A look down at her chest showed her breasts moving back and forth from his thrusting motion. The mounds were big and more than a handful. They were perfect … she was perfect.

      “It feels so good.” She sounded out of breath, and kept clenching and unclenching her fingers on his back, her nails digging into his flesh and making a pleasure-pain sensation course through him.

      “Fuck yeah, it does, baby.” He clenched his ass as he thrust deep inside her. “Christ. Fucking hell, Lena, you’ll never know how fucking good you feel to me, how perfect you are.” He was going to come, and really hard, but not before she did. He wanted her to get off, to clench around his cock, finding her pleasure as he found hers. And when he leaned back, gripped her ass with his hand, and watched as he pushed his cock into her and pulled it back out, everything in him stilled. His balls were drawn up and ready to fucking explode.

      The sight of the thick length of him stretching her wide, of her pink flesh sucking at him, was his undoing. He placed a thumb on her clit, started rubbing the little nub back and forth, and closed his eyes as he started thrusting in and out of her. A gasp left her, and he felt her clench around him. Opening his eyes, he stared at her face and watched as she came. The sight of her pleasure and the sound of her ecstasy were two of the hottest things he’d ever experienced.

      He started pushing his hips forward and pulling them back, faster and harder until he was coming, too. Thrusting into her once, twice, and on the third deep pump, he stilled and came so fucking hard lights danced in front of his vision. Her pussy clenched and relaxed around his cock, and her moans filled his head. His orgasm seemed to go on forever, and every muscle in his body was tense, straining.

      When his pleasure finally receded, he collapsed, bracing his elbows by her head and keeping his weight off her.

      “Lena, my sweet, sweet Lena.” The words just came from him, his love for this girl so strong it hurt just looking at her sometimes.

      Her mouth was by his ear, her breathing hard and ragged. He felt her smile against him, and then she kissed the shell of his ear.

      She moved slightly under him, and he rolled off her but curled his arm around her middle and tugged her to his body. Cupping the side of her face, Rory stared at her, smoothed his thumb along her cheekbone, and then leaned in and kissed her. His cock was semi-hard, but the fucking thing started getting stiff again when she opened her mouth and ran her tongue along his. They kissed for long, drugging moments, her breasts pressed to his chest, her nipples hard. Their skin was damp from sweat, slicked, moving together as they got as close as they could. It felt so damn good to have her like this with nothing separating them.

      “I hope I didn’t hurt you too badly,” he said against her lips.

      “It only hurt for a moment, and then it was …” Her silence got him so damn turned on because he knew exactly what she meant. “It was everything I thought it would be, knew how it would be.” She looked at him from under her lashes.

      “It was incredible, and I’ll never forget and want to do it again soon.”

      She started chuckling, and he grinned. “Well, that makes two of us.” She smiled and leaned in and kissed him. They lay there for several minutes kissing, their breathing picking up again as her moans filled his head.

      “I don’t want this night to ever end, Rory.” She rested her head on his chest, and he shifted on his back, staring at the ceiling.

      He didn’t want this night to end either, but he’d have to tell her his plans and hope that she could see they were for the best, for their future.
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      Rory had left Lena’s house at four in the morning, and it had been pretty fucking lucky for them seeing as when he’d got onto the main part of the road he saw her parents’ car driving in the opposite direction. He parked his truck in the gravel driveway, cut the engine, and stared at the piece of shit hovel that he’d only ever known as “home.”

      Climbing out of the truck, he saw the light from the TV coming through the living room window, the corner of the glass having old and peeling duct tape to try to mend the crack. This place was what he called home, even if it was a piece of shit one-story house that held a lot of bad memories.

      Walking up the driveway, he kicked away an empty beer can and climbed the broken and uneven wooden steps to the porch. He could smell the weed already saturating the air before he even opened the front door. He knew what he’d see once he stepped inside, knew his dad was probably passed out on the couch, maybe even with some random chick on top of him. The place would be trashed, as it always was, and it was because his old man just didn’t give a shit.

      When he opened the door and stepped inside, he looked into the living room, seeing exactly what he expected. He walked farther in the house and pushed his truck keys into the front pocket of his jeans, shaking his head and thinking how he couldn’t wait until he finally left this place. If he wasn’t used to the sights and smells whenever he came home, this might be a depressing thing to walk in on, but the fact remained he was used to it.

      God, all he wanted to do was go back to Lena and just hold her. She made everything seem better, made the world look less fucked up. She was his light in this dirty, grimy darkness.

      The sound of the television on low in the background was just loud enough he didn’t have to look at the screen to know porn was playing. His old man was on the stained and frayed gray couch with a cigarette hanging from his mouth, his arm hanging off the cushion, and his potbelly protruding under his wife-beater that should have been white but looked more brown. If Rory wasn’t stuck here, having no place else to go, wanting to finish school, and loving Lena too much to just leave like that, he would have gotten the fuck out of here.

      Rory turned and went into the kitchen, exhausted from being up all night and being with Lena, but hell, what a fucking reason to be tired. He filled a glass with tap water and drank it as he stared out the window.

      Old tires were stacked up against the nearly debilitated shed a few yards away. A car that was on cinder blocks, the wheels stripped, the paint gone to hell, and the engine gone, sat beside the shed. The yard was trashy, just like Brian, just like Rory’s life had been. Hell, the grass wasn’t even green—what little grass there actually was—and hadn’t been for years. It was like the grass had realized what a shitty life it had on this strip of property, and said, “fuck this.”

      The hairs on the back of his neck stood on end, and the feeling of someone watching him filled him. Rory set the glass down and turned to look at his dad.

      Brian Jaymes might have been a decent human back in the day, but Rory didn’t remember a time when he wasn’t hassled by the man. After his mother died when Rory was only two, Brian told him he’d had no choice but to take care of “the kid.” But Brian hadn’t taken care of him, not in the sense that a parent took care of their child.

      Rory had done that all on his own, had dealt with everything that was thrown at him, and always came out standing. He hadn’t put up with his father’s shit since he was ten years old and could defend himself. He might have gotten knocked around back then still, but that didn’t mean he didn’t at least try to fight back. And then when he’d gotten old enough to actually do some damage, his old man had at least thought twice about laying a hand on him. Of course when he was drunk, like Rory could tell he was right now, the fucker thought he was Iron Man.

      Brian didn’t say anything for several seconds and then walked into the kitchen, opened the freezer, and grabbed a bottle of vodka. He popped the lid and drank straight from it. When he had his fill for the moment and set the bottle down on the yellow seventies-style Formica counter, he looked at Rory.

      “It’s late as fuck, boy.” Brian paused a moment. “Where you been?”

      “Out,” Rory said and went to move past him, but his dad grabbed his arm. Rory stopped, breathed in and out to calm himself, and looked at his dad. “You better get your hands off me,” Rory said, knowing that his old man was drunk enough he might start shit. Rory didn’t allow himself to get beat anymore, though. He threw punches back.

      “Who the fuck do you think you are, coming back here this early in the goddamn morning?”

      Rory wrenched his arm out of his father’s hold, turned and faced him, and showed him he wasn’t afraid of his bullshit. “I said I was out, and that’s the end of it.” He didn’t talk about Lena with Brian, didn’t even like thinking about her when he was in the fucker’s presence.

      Brian let go of Rory, grabbed a cigarette from off the counter, and the pack crumpled. He put one of the sticks in his mouth, bent over, and turned on the stove. The burner’s flame was a vibrant blue, and he bent closer to it and lit the end of the cigarette. When he straightened, he inhaled a few times, blew the smoke out through his nose, and chuckled. “You with that little girlfriend of yours?”

      Rory might not talk about Lena with his father, but that didn’t mean Brian didn’t know about her. It was kind of hard to hide the love of his life for three years, especially when she’d come to this shithole over the past few years for one thing or another.

      Rory turned and started walking toward his room, not about to talk about Lena with this worthless waste of space human. Brian had never been a father to him. He’d been a bully, a man who got drunk and started using his kid as a punching bag, because he’d been so worthless he couldn’t even find a shred of love in that black heart of his. Brian didn’t give a shit about what Rory did or when he came home. This was just a tactic to start shit with him, and if he kept at it, Rory knew they’d start throwing down.

      Did he want to fight with his father? No. He wished he’d had a decent childhood, and that he could talk to his dad about Lena and his plans for their future.

      “I’m still talking to you, Rory,” his father said with a slight slur in his voice. “You don’t fucking turn your back on me while I’m talking.”

      Rory continued walking away. He wasn’t going to let this asshole ruin what he’d shared with Lena tonight or the high she always gave him with just her presence. Brian and Rory might share the same six-foot-three height, but Brian no longer had the muscle mass he probably had back in the day. The alcohol, shitty lifestyle, and lack of staying healthy made him overweight, slow, and lazy.

      “You fucking that little girl? You want pussy, you need to fuck a real woman, boy.”

      Rory clenched his teeth and walked into his room. He should knock the fucker out for even saying anything about Lena, but he just wanted to crash for a few hours before he had to go to work. With school officially out, and Rory able to say he’d stuck it out and finished high school, he planned on working for a little while, saving more money, and moving toward his goal. He still had to talk to Lena about that, and that was what was on his mind, not the fight his old man was trying to start.

      He went to shut the door, but his father was there, putting his foot in the way so he couldn’t close it.

      “I asked you a question.” His father pushed the scarred wood inward, and Rory didn’t bother stopping him. If he wanted to do this, fine. Rory was more than ready.

      “What I do isn’t your damn business. It hasn’t been for a long fucking time.”

      Rory had lost any fear he’d ever had for this man. Now he just went up against him with what he had. Of course he wanted out of here—away from Brian, this shitty house, and the bad memories—and he would be gone soon. Leaving Lena wasn’t what he wanted to do, but he wasn’t, not really. He knew doing this would better both of their lives. He’d be able to provide for her and give her what she needed. Once he talked to her, told her what he planned on doing, they could decide how things were going to play out. He wanted her with him, right by his side, but he also didn’t want her giving up her plans and dreams.

      Brian chuckled and shook his head, leaning against the doorframe. “Why are you even still here, Rory?”

      “Believe me, I won’t be for long. And I wouldn’t be here if I had any other choice.”

      His father raised a graying, bushy eyebrow. “If it wasn’t for me taking care of you after your loose as fuck mother kicked the bucket, you’d be nothing but a memory now.”

      Rory clenched his hands into fists at his sides.

      “Shut your fucking mouth.” Rory didn’t know his mother, didn’t remember her, but that didn’t mean this piece of shit could badmouth her. Yeah, he knew from what Brian had said enough times that his mother had slept around before they got together and that she’d been heavy into drinking as well. But he didn’t care about any of that. This asshole didn’t talk bad about the dead, no matter who they were.

      “You owe me a hell of a lot.”

      “I don’t owe you anything, Brian.” He kept his body tense, his form ready if Brian really wanted to do this. “Believe me, I’ll be out of here and never fucking look back.”

      His father took another step toward him, but Rory held his ground. He refused to back down. If Brian was drunk enough to do this, then so be it, because Rory was primed for a fight. “You want to do this, Brian?”

      Something flickered in Brian’s eyes, maybe fear or realization that he couldn’t take Rory down. Maybe he saw that Rory was pissed and on edge enough that he’d get knocked the fuck down … again. Whatever went through Brian’s mind had him stopping and moving a step back, shaking his head in the process.

      “I don’t have fucking time for this, and you’re not worth it,” Brian mumbled, then turned around and walked away.

      Rory slammed the door hard enough it shook, and the noise reverberated through the shitty room. A moment passed before Rory felt calm enough to even move. He turned, stared at the small bed, the sheets and comforter mussed on top, and breathed out. Scratching his head and knowing he should take a shower, Rory said fuck it and walked toward the bed. Aside from the bedframe that was as old as Rory, he’d had to buy everything else in this room for himself. That was how worthless Brian was.

      He lay down on his bed face-first, closed his eyes, and let the only good thing in his life fill his head, which was the girl he was absolutely in love with … Lena Port.
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      Lena had been feeling on edge. She couldn’t say what it was or even explain where it came from, but when Rory had called her this afternoon and said he had some things to talk to her about, her belly had been in knots and her entire body had just felt … off.

      The past few days had passed in this kind of hazy, euphoric blur. All she could think about was being with Rory, about how they’d lost their virginity to each other, and how she wanted to spend the rest of her life with him. She might only be eighteen, but she knew what she wanted out of life.

      She had plans to go to college, already having been accepted to a few of the universities she’d applied to. Rory had applied as well, but she hadn’t heard one way or another on if he’d gotten in. Maybe that was what this was about? Maybe he got in, or maybe she was feeling all kinds of nervous because he hadn’t gotten an acceptance?

      She ran her hands over her thighs, her skirt rising slightly, and her heart beating wildly. She sat at a corner table at the local coffee shop in town, her vanilla bean scone and lemonade in front of her. The cup had droplets of condensation on it, and she watched those trails of water move down the plastic and collect on the tabletop.

      “Hey, baby.”

      The sound of Rory’s voice had her glancing up. She stood and walked into his arms, resting her head on his chest. The sound of his heart beating below her ear was comforting. He had his hand on her back, rubbed it up and down, and she inhaled the scent of his cologne. He smelled so good and felt so good against her. When she pulled away, she rose on her toes and pressed her lips to his. But she noticed how he looked, the way his face looked hard.

      He looked like he had something heavy on his mind by the strained, tight expression he wore. Rory pulled her chair out and gestured for her to sit down. After she did, he took the seat across from her. He didn’t get anything to eat or drink from the counter, and by the way he looked right now, she felt like something was definitely up.

      When he leaned back in the chair but stared at his hands on the table, the silence stretching between them, she couldn’t help but reach out and cover his hands with hers.

      “Rory, what’s wrong?” Her appetite was gone, and she pushed aside the cup and plate that held her scone. “Is it your dad?” Although she’d never actually met the man, it was no secret in town that Rory’s father, Brian, was an alcoholic who lived on disability because of a back injury he got from work over ten years ago.

      But the truth was Brian had been in so many drunk driving car accidents before that time that she had to wonder if it wasn’t those accidents that had been his ultimate downfall in not being able to work anymore. Either way, it didn’t matter because Brian Jaymes was an asshole who had hit Rory when he was younger and still tried to now.

      “Lena, I wanted to talk to you, to explain something to you,” he said and looked up at her. He put one of his hands over hers, gave it a squeeze, and the smile he gave her was a little forced.

      “Rory, you’re kind of scaring me.” They’d talked on the phone a few times since that night at her place, but he’d been working a lot, and she hadn’t actually gotten a chance to see him until now.

      He gave her another smile, this time not so forced. “I don’t mean to be, and I should have talked to you about this when I first found out last week, but I guess I was just looking for the right time to tell you.”

      She didn’t know what he was talking about, but she sat up straighter, waiting for the other shoe to drop. She didn’t speak again, just waited. It was clear he was working up the nerve to say what he needed to tell her.

      “I got offered a job, Lena.” He stared into her eyes. “It’s a damn good job, in fact, one that will have me making enough that I can get a place where you’re going to school and support you while you focus on your studies.” He leaned forward and smiled, lifted her hands to his mouth, and kissed her knuckles. “Baby, I can take care of you while you worry about school.”

      Her heart was beating so hard she felt dizzy. “That’s incredible, Rory, but I feel like there is also a ‘but’ in there somewhere.”

      He exhaled and leaned back again. He didn’t speak right away, and although she was happy, excited even that Rory found a job that was that incredible, there was that “what else is there” feeling filling her.

      “The job was brought up by Mickey and James at the garage. They are getting positions as well, and when they brought it up to me, I applied. I didn’t think I’d actually get it, but …” He shrugged and left the conversation hang after that word.

      God, she loved him so much. It wasn’t just that he was so damn attractive, and that the girls in this restaurant had no shame as they checked him out while Lena sat right across from him. She’d long since gotten rid of the jealousy, of the worry that he’d leave her one day and find someone thinner or prettier. Being with Rory, having a relationship with him, was so much more than just being boyfriend and girlfriend. They were perfect for each other, made for each other, and nothing would ever change that. Right now, she was just confused, and her worry was piqued because it felt like this heavy weight was moving between them.

      He was leaning back on the chair, the hat he wore frayed around the brim, and the shirt that was stretched over his wide, muscular chest, showed a few of the tattoos under the material. He was big, so big and powerful, so strong and confident in everything he did. But right now, he was nervous. That was clear by how he bounced his foot, his leg moving up and down under the table, the strained look on his face, and the fact he looked at her as if he didn’t want to really talk about whatever he’d called her here for.

      “Rory, I love you, but what is it that you’re not telling me?”

      He ran a hand over his scruff-covered jaw and leaned forward again.

      “The job is great, but I have to leave, Lena.”

      “Leave?” she asked. “Like town, commuting or something?” Although she asked the question, she knew the answer already, could feel it in her stomach, deep in the recesses of her cells. Just by the way he looked told her that this wasn’t about him commuting. This was about him leaving her.
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      Rory felt like shit right now, not because he’d taken the job but because he hadn’t told Lena sooner. Like right the fuck when he’d found out he was leaving. He stared at her, at the way her brow was furrowed, the stress on her expression.

      “You’re leaving me, aren’t you?”

      He shook his head. “Baby, I’m just leaving town. I’d never leave you. It’s you and me forever.” His throat was tight as he continued to watch her. He knew she’d see this as him leaving her and that this would hurt her. Fuck, this hurt him, too. “I don’t want you ever to think I’d leave you because you’re it for me, Lena. I don’t ever want anyone else.”

      “You’re it for me, too, Rory, but this is such a shock.”

      “I know, baby.” He smiled, hoping she’d see the love he had for her, because what he was about to say would make this harder. “The job requires me to leave town for the next year, Lena.”

      Her mouth parted, and this little sound left her. “A year, Rory?” He could see the panic on her face, knew she was thinking about how long a year would feel. Since they’d started dating three years ago, they hadn’t gone more than a week without seeing each other.

      He took his hat off and rubbed his palm over his head. “I should have talked to you about it.” They weren’t married, and they may only be eighteen, but she was the girl he’d marry one day, the girl he wanted to have his babies when they were ready, down the road. “I should have told you right away, but at first, I wasn’t sure I’d even apply, and then when I did and got the job, I wasn’t sure how to talk about it with you.”

      She swallowed, and he saw the slender line of her throat work from the act. “And I assume you won’t be able to see me at school?”

      He shook his head. “The job is going to Colorado for an entire year to help build a new prison. The work will be grueling, and there will be a few thousand men working on it off and on.” He gauged her reaction, but other than her picking at her napkin, she just stared at him. “It’s a massive project, and after it’s said and done what I’ll be getting paid, and until I land another construction job, which they’d guaranteed me if all goes well and I work my ass off, will have us set, baby.” He went to grab her hand, but she leaned back and rested them on her lap.

      “Can you come see me at all?”

      He shook his head again. “Because I’ll be working six out of seven days a week, and the hours, I’m told, are pretty grueling, I won’t have time to go see you and then get back to the jobsite.”

      She breathed out loud and looked down at her lap. “This freaking sucks, Rory.”

      “I know, baby, but once the year is up, I can go to where you’re at and have them hook me up with a job there. We’ll be set. I’ll have a shitload in the bank from the year’s work that you can live with me and just focus on school.”

      She didn’t speak for several moments, and when she finally looked up, he still saw the pain in her expression, but she was trying to look happy.

      “It’ll be good for you to get away from Brian. But God, Rory, I am going to miss you. A year is so long.”

      “I know, baby, but it’ll be worth it, I swear.”

      She nodded. “Will you be able to call me?”

      “Of course, although I’ll be working pretty much sunup to sundown, but you know I’ll make time for my best girl.”

      She smiled, and although it was sad, he did see the love she had for him in her face. When Lena grabbed his hand and gave it a squeeze, his chest tightened.

      “When do you have to leave?”

      He was silent for a long time, so long he noticed she started to shift on the seat. “Next month.”

      Her eyes got wide for a moment. She looked down at the table, her face showing she was thinking hard. “Next month?” she asked, but really it was as if she spoke to herself. “But school …” Again, she spoke to herself, shook her head once, and finally lifted her gaze to him.

      She hadn’t decided on where she was going yet, probably waiting until he told her if he got accepted, which he didn’t and hadn’t. That was something else he still needed to come clean about.

      “But what if you get accepted into one of the schools you applied? You still haven’t heard back from any of them?”

      He felt shame that he wasn’t as smart as she was, that he hadn’t been able to get into even the lowest college on his “hope” totem pole. He felt shitty that he honestly didn’t care about college. He only cared about her and making sure she succeeded. “I didn’t get accepted, Lena.”

      Her eyes widened slightly. “To any of them? There were like five you applied to, right?”

      He’d never been interested in school and had struggled to focus on it and making sure he passed his classes. Maybe if he’d actually applied himself, his GPA wouldn’t be shit.

      “I don’t know what to say other than I didn’t get accepted, and this job has come as a godsend, baby.”

      “You kind of stunned me with all of this, Rory.”

      He felt like an ass. “I know, and I should have told you about it long before now, but hell, the whole rejection letters humiliated me. You’re just so damn smart, and I’m lucky to have even graduated.”

      “Don’t say that. You are smart. You’ve just been dealt a shitty hand.”

      He smiled. “You have the sweetest heart, Lena, but the truth is the truth. I’m just not one of those guys.”

      “One of those guys?”

      He leaned back again. “One who hopes to get into the college of his dreams or even has a shot at a shitty townie one.”

      “You can be any guy you want to be, Rory.”

      There she went again, being optimistic even though everyone in town knew about his old man and the shit life he led. “You’re right, but the truth is still the truth, and reality doesn’t change. I’m the type of guy who loves his girl more than anything else, and that’s all I need in life.” He winked at her and loved that even three years later, she still blushed. “I’m the kind of guy who does hard, manual labor, providing for his girl because he wants her to have everything.”

      “Rory,” she said softly. She stood, walked over to him, and in front of everyone in the café, she sat right on his lap. But Rory didn’t care if anyone watched, didn’t give a fuck what they saw. He liked that she wanted to give him a little PDA, craved it even. He held her, pushed her hair off her shoulder, and pressed his mouth to her ear.

      “I swear, Lena, I fucking swear everything will work out.” He held her tighter and prayed that it would. He didn’t want to fuck this up because she was the one girl he didn’t want to lose.

      He meant it when he said he was the type of guy who worshipped his girl, that she was all he needed in his life, the only thing he needed to be happy. He didn’t lie when he’d said providing for her was what he wanted, needed to do.
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      She’d been dreading this day since the first time Rory spoke about it a little over a month ago. Lena sat on the back of his pickup truck, staring at the lake across from her, the beer in her hand ice-cold. Droplets of condensation slid down the bottle and landed on her bare thighs, and the sound of Rory rustling in the cab of the truck seemed overly loud. She was just in a whole other world right now, everything seeming too sensitive, too painful.

      Tomorrow morning, Rory would leave her, leave this town and his fucked-up father behind, and she hoped create something wonderful for himself. He deserved this more than anyone else, but a part of her, this selfish part she hated but was reality, wished she could just tell him to stay with her.

      Of course she wouldn’t say that to him, wouldn’t tell him to forget about leaving the bad life he’d been dealt to start fresh somewhere else because she was selfish. He’d be back, but a year was such a long time. Of course thoughts of if he’d meet someone else, fall in love with her, and forget about this town and Lena filled her head. It was inevitable, she assumed.

      She was starting school in just a couple of months, finally deciding on just going to a local college so she could save on dorm tuition and commute from her parents’ house. What was the point of leaving and being on her own when she’d wanted to experience that with Rory?

      The music started playing seconds later, and then the sound of the truck door and of Rory’s boots crunching on the foliage, coming closer to her, filled her head. She looked over her shoulder and saw him holding a blanket and a bottle of whiskey.

      Lifting her brow and smirking, she saw the wink he gave her right before he hopped on the tailgate of the truck beside her. They didn’t speak as he cracked open the bottle, the sound of the seal breaking having her watch him take off the lid, lift the bottle, and toss the liquor back, drinking a hefty shot. He breathed out when he was finished, looked over at her, and held the bottle out, offering it to her.

      Lena wasn’t into liquor like that unless they went to the club, which was only once in a while. She preferred beer, but right now, she wanted to forget about the fact the guy she loved more than anything else was leaving. Taking the bottle, not thinking about anything but enjoying this last night she’d have with him in a long time, Lena tipped the bottle back and drank a rather large swallow of the whiskey.

      Setting the bottle back on the tailgate, she gasped as the liquor burned down her throat, having her chest tighten and her mouth go numb, but finally having this pleasurable warmth filling her. Rory chuckled beside her, picked up the bottle, and took a long drink from it again.

      They sat there several more moments, both staring at the lake, neither speaking, and the tension moving between them like thick syrup.

      “I hate that I’m leaving you, Lena, but baby, this is for the best. You’ll see.”

      She nodded but didn’t say anything or look at him. She watched the water lap at the shore against the rocks, making a soft, almost lulling sound. If she really relaxed, just let herself only focus on right now, she could imagine that she’d see Rory tomorrow, and he wouldn’t be leaving. Things would be okay.

      Right now, she felt like she was losing it, like her life was crumbling around her. Maybe it would seem extreme to think and feel that way to anyone that didn’t know their relationship or the love they had for each other.

      “I know it’s for the best, Rory, and I really am glad you’re going because you deserve to get out of here and away from Brian.” She turned and looked at him. “But I’d be lying if I didn’t admit I just want to beg you to stay with me, that we can make it work without you leaving.” She wouldn’t cry, not now, not in front of him. She didn’t want Rory to feel any worse than she knew he already did. Tonight was about them being together for the last time in what would feel like forever.

      He set the bottle down again and cupped the side of her face, exhaling as if he were in pain. “Leaving you is the hardest fucking thing I’ve ever had to do, Lena, and that’s saying something given that bastard I live with.” He smoothed his finger over her cheek and leaned in close. “But no way in hell is this goodbye. This is a ‘see you later, baby, because I’m coming back for you.’”

      She smiled, leaned in, and kissed him softly.

      “Just promise you won’t let any motherfuckers bother you, and if they do you’ll kick them in the nuts like I taught you.”

      She started chuckling. “No one would even think about talking to me, not when they know I’m Rory’s girl.”

      “Damn right, you’re my girl.” He kissed her harder, ran his tongue along her lips, and she opened for him, allowing herself to just let go and focus on right here and now. “God, Lena.” There was a hitch in Rory’s deep voice, and he pulled her closer, so close she was now on his lap. His rock-hard cock between her legs pushed against the zipper of his pants and rubbed along her shorts and panty-covered pussy.

      Breaking the kiss, they both breathed heavily, their mouths just an inch apart and their eyes locked on each other’s. Leaning forward, she grabbed his shoulders and smoothed her palms over his rippling muscles. His strength poured from him, and she couldn’t contain her moan.

      She ran her tongue along his bottom lip, and tasted the alcohol and herself on him. He stared at her, and there was this very heated look in his eyes that had a small sound escaping her. He moved his hand behind her back to cup her ass, gave the mounds a squeeze, and she braced her legs farther apart and rubbed her pussy on him. The sound of the bottle falling over on the metal of the tailgate was loud, but not nearly as loud as the groan that came from him.

      “I love you so fucking much, Lena.” He speared his hand in her hair and gripped the strands, pulling her head back slightly to bare her throat. “You’re so fucking beautiful, so fucking mine.” He ran his tongue up the length of her throat, over her chin, and pulled her head forward so he could claim her mouth.

      Since they’d lost their virginity to each other last month, they’d had sex more times than she could count. Sometimes they remembered to use a condom, and sometimes they were too worked up to think smart and be safe. And although she didn’t need a baby right now, wanted to finish college and start her life, she also knew if it happened Rory would be right there with her to give his support.

      But she wasn’t thinking about being smart or safe right now. Lena was only thinking about being with the guy she loved. He speared his tongue into her mouth, stroked every inch of her, moaned and groaned, and tightened his hold on her hair until it bordered on pain and pleasure. She was frozen in place for him, for this very masculine man who she was incredibly wet for.

      Rory continued to kiss her, licked at the inside of her mouth, at her lips … everywhere until she was rubbing herself back and forth on his erection, wishing they had nothing on, separating them. Lena’s panties were so damn wet they were soaked clean through. But when he went to pull away, to break the kiss, she gripped his broad, massive shoulders even harder, curled her nails into his flesh until he hissed out in pain, and pulled him closer.

      “You’re so fucking hot, baby,” he murmured against her mouth. “Dig your nails into me, Lena.”

      She did it again and moaned.

      Her nipples were hard, stabbing through her bra and shirt, and she felt so damn aroused right now she couldn’t even think straight. Pressing her chest to his, Lena gasped out softly when his hard chest pressed against her nipples, making the already sensitive tissue even more responsive.

      He cupped both sides of her face, tilting her head to the side so he could deepen the kiss, making her want him even more. Their breath was heated, humid, and so frantic she couldn’t decipher where one ended and the other started.

      When Rory broke the kiss, and murmured, “Let me have you, baby. Give me something to keep me warm at night while I’m in Colorado.”

      If she hadn’t been madly in love with him already, those words would have made her fall hard for this boy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            9

          

        

      

    

    
      Lena could have cried at his statement, but instead, she pressed closer to him and kissed him harder. Rory moved away from her mouth and trailed his lips along her cheek, down her jawline, and started running his teeth over her pulse, right below her ear.

      “Take me right here, Rory.”

      He groaned against her neck, and she let her head fall back, relaxed and aroused, as he slid his hands onto her shoulders and yanked her impossibly closer. And then he moved his hands down, between their bodies, and cupped both of her breasts, squeezing the mounds until she cried out in pleasure.

      It felt so good. Rory felt so good.

      “God, I fucking love you, baby.”

      “I love you, too,” she said against his mouth, wanting their clothes torn off already. Endorphins were moving through her bloodstream fast and fierce. Lena felt high from them as if she’d never touch the ground. When she slid her hands over his arms and felt the muscles jump at the same time he squeezed her breasts, everything rushed forward, exploding like fireworks inside her.

      There was so much definition beneath his T-shirt that all she wanted to do was rip it off and memorize every inch of his chest, lick every defined line and hard ridge.

      “I want you,” he said again, more frantic this time, his voice deeper. He bit the side of her throat and a gasp of pain left her, but on the heels of that was this incredible spark of pleasure. Her pussy clenched, becoming even wetter. Her clit throbbed, feeling like her pulse was based right in that tiny bundle of nerves.

      “I am so wet for you, so needy, Rory.”

      That had him stilling and moving his head back to look at her face. “I’m coming back for you, baby. Wait for me.”

      “I’ll always wait for you.” She felt her eyes start to water and leaned in, kissing him as deeply as he had kissed her just moments before, telling him without words she felt the same way. She’d wait for him forever.

      He broke their kiss, gazed down at her for several moments, and then helped her off his lap. But before she could protest, he had the blanket spread out across the bed of the truck, and seconds later, she was on her back with his big body over hers.

      Rory had his gaze riveted to her chest, and she knew he could see how hard her nipples were. Hell, they felt like they’d rip through the material. He rose above her slightly, leaned back on his haunches, and that was when she looked at the crotch of his jeans and saw the huge bulge he sported.

      “Does it feel kind of dirty taking you in the back of my truck?” he asked the question, but there was heat and desire in his voice.

      “Yeah, it does, but I kind of like that.” Lena was so turned on, and they hadn’t had sex out in the middle of nowhere, with the trees surrounding them and the stars above them. It seemed like the perfect night, the perfect place to do this since he was leaving tomorrow.

      “I want to do so many dirty things to you, Lena.”

      They’d done just about everything, even before they’d had sex. “You can do whatever you want to me, Rory. I want it all, as long as you’re the one giving it to me.”

      He looked back at her face, and a low, almost animalistic sound left him. Lena gazed down at his chest, and his abdomen, and lower still. Rory was built like a tank. To say he was masculine was an understatement.

      “I want you to fuck me. Fuck me, Rory. Right here, right now.”

      The sound that came from him this time was so raw, so low, that she felt the vibrations through her entire body.

      “Baby, you can’t say things like that to me.”

      “I’m so ready for you.”

      Rory pushed her thighs open even wider with his knee. The way he breathed, and the force in which he was touching her, told her he was at his breaking point. But Lena would be lying if she didn’t admit this didn’t get her so worked up she felt like passing out.

      He positioned himself between her spread thighs, but her jeans and panties were still on. If they were really going to do this, all of the clothing was going to have to be taken off—or torn off as she’d prefer right now. She shifted under him as he stared at her chest and lower still until he was looking at her pussy, although all he was seeing was her shorts-covered slit. The seam of the jeans was right in the middle, right where her cleft and clit were. When she moved under him that seam rubbed along her erogenous zones and made her so damn anxious for this she was about to beg him to take her.

      Moving his lower half closer to hers, Rory pressed his erection right on her pussy and started grinding himself against her. A gasp of pleasure left her, and she reached up and grabbed hold of his forearms braced on either side of her.

      Rory thrust against her over and over again, pumped his hips forward and then retreated like he was really fucking her, really shoving all those hard, thick inches into her. She could have gotten off on this alone.

      Biting her lip as he continued to rub her clit, she felt the skin split as she bit down a little too hard. But that pain helped her pleasure mount even higher.

      Lena was ready to have an orgasm from dry humping alone. He closed his eyes and hung his head as he continued to dry fuck her, both of them making these noises of ecstasy, but neither making a move to stop to get their clothing off. The music still played low in the background, making this situation feel a little less real, if that even made sense.

      “Fuck me.” Lena knew what to say to make him lose his self-control, and she was hoping that was the case right now. She rose up and braced her upper body on her elbows to slant her mouth on his, swallowing his groans and making a moan of her own. Bracing herself on only one elbow now, she reached up and cupped the back of his head, spearing her hands in the short strands of his hair. Lena adjusted her body so she could move her other hand between them, undo his button, and push his zipper down.

      “God, Lena. Baby …” He broke away and moved back so he was now on his knees. Pushing her hand away, he pushed down his jeans and grabbed his cock from the confines of his boxer briefs. She stared at the flesh revealed—the lower half of his abdomen, the six-pack on display, and the tattoo of the detailed gun inked on his side.

      She started undoing her own shorts as she watched him stroke his erection, her mouth drying at the size of him. No matter how many times they’d done it, every time she saw Rory’s cock, she got this thrill that he was huge down there.

      When the button and zipper were undone, she lifted her ass and pushed her shorts and panties down. Rory grabbed them midway down her thighs and pulled them the rest of the way off.

      “We should use a condom this time, baby. We’ve been playing dangerously.”

      She knew that, and they should use one, but she’d just ended her period, so she was pretty sure they were safe in that regard, and just wanted Rory. “Just be with me without anything between us, Rory.”

      He made a deep sound in his throat again.

      She stared at his dick as he jerked off, and the fact he was doing this, getting off while staring at her, made this entire situation more heated. He was thick and long, with the crown round and wider than his shaft, and a drop of pre-cum dotting the tip. She stared in wonder as that droplet of his arousal, of his need for her, slowly slid down the underside of his cock before dropping between her thighs.

      “God, Rory.” She breathed out a gust of air, not realizing she’d spoken out loud.

      “Spread your legs wider. Let me see your pink, wet pussy, baby.”

      He used his other hand to grip his balls while he continued to stroke his cock, staring at her between her thighs. Lena spread her legs for him and felt her pussy lips part as she widened herself for him. Her gaze was glued to his cock and balls, and God, did he have big balls.

      “I am so turned on right now.” She hadn’t thought she could ever be more turned on than she normally was with Rory, but right now, right here, Lena felt like she could get off just from watching him masturbate. Maybe it was the fact he was leaving tomorrow, and she wouldn’t be able to do this with Rory for a year? Whatever it was, she didn’t want it to end.

      “You keep looking at me like that and saying dirty things to me, baby, and I might come right on your pussy without even fucking you.” He placed his hand between her thighs, and a moan left her at the feel of the heat that came from his fingers, and the slight calluses from him doing manual labor. He was such a hard worker, and it showed in his body. “You’re so wet for me, Lena, so ready for my cock.” He started moving his finger up and down, right through her slick folds, rubbing her clit on every upstroke and gently pressing into her pussy hole on the downstrokes.

      She gripped the blanket on either side of her and bit her lip hard. “I’m always this wet for you.”

      “You want my cock, baby?”

      “Yeah,” she said with a tight voice. For several seconds, all he did was move those fingers up and down her slit, faster and faster until she was moaning for more, begging for his cock. Then when she was about to curse at him to shove his dick inside her already, to stop tormenting her with the teasing, Rory removed his hand from her pussy and showed her the glistening digits. For a second, she tried to suck air into her lungs, and then he brought those fingers to his mouth and sucked the cream off.

      God, he was so dirty, so fucking filthy, and she loved every minute of it. When his fingers were licked clean, Rory then leaned down and kissed her, speared his tongue into her mouth, past her lips forcefully, and made her taste herself. Without breaking the kiss, he reached between them, placed the tip of his monstrous cock at her entrance, and for a second just stayed there, not moving, not breathing.

      The night and shadows wrapped around them, and the sound of the music and water lapping at the shore filled her head. He looked down at her, the darkness shrouding part of his face, making his eyes seem so dark. While holding each other’s gazes, he started to push his big cock into her. A gasp left her at the feel of him. He was stretching her to the point of pain, but that discomfort soon spread and morphed into pleasure, ecstasy that moved through her entire body and consumed her.

      Sweat beaded along his brow, slid down his temple, and she wanted to lean up and lick it off. He made these low grunts as he started pushing into her and retreating. Over and over he did this, his face a mask of strain and concentration, and his eyes trained right on her. When he placed a hand on her hip, keeping her stationary for his penetration, she closed her eyes and tilted her head back, just absorbing it all.

      Her pussy squeezed at his cock, like the damn thing had a mind of its own.

      He groaned, slamming his hands on the truck beside her head. The sound of his flesh hitting the metal, even though the blanket blocked it, filled her head and vibrated her body. “Don’t do that, baby, or I’ll come before I get you off.”

      She reached up, wrapped her hand around the back of his neck, and pulled him forward for a kiss. He groaned against her lips, and in one hard, quick thrust, buried himself fully inside her again. His balls slapped her ass, the root of his cock rubbed her clit, and she clenched painfully, pleasurably, around his cock.

      Wrapping her legs around his hips, digging her heels into his firm, muscular ass, she urged him to move within her.

      “Fuck—”

      “Me…” she panted. “Fuck me.”

      His chest rose and fell, and she slipped her hands under his T-shirt, ran her nails over his hardness, and gasped when he jerked his hips forward. His chest was smooth, hairless, and she ran her fingers over the ridges of his six-pack. He closed his eyes and started moving in and out of her faster now, a little harder. When he opened his eyes, he stared at her for several long seconds but continued to thrust deep inside her.

      The stretch and burn of having him in her, his large cock stretching her every time he penetrated her, had her head dizzy and stars moving through her vision. Sweat started to line her temples as she held off, straining not to reach her orgasm. She wanted it, but she wanted this to be prolonged.

      Lena reached down and started rubbing her clit back and forth, not needing the extra stimulation, but she did this as much for a little extra pleasure as she was for Rory having some visual excitement.

      “Fuck, that’s hot, baby,” he said in a harsh voice.

      His breathing was guttural, and she felt it cover her face and neck, the humidity from it making her hotter. The discomfort and pain of him being inside her waned, and the pleasure became dominant.

      “Kiss me, Rory. I’m so close.”

      He didn’t deny her. He slanted his mouth on hers, kissed her for several seconds, but then broke away. Rory grabbed her hand, brought the finger that had been rubbing her clit to his mouth, and licked the digit, sucking the wetness off.

      Rory was pounding into her frantically now like a man possessed. He rocked back and forth, slammed his cock into her pussy, and she felt her orgasm climb.

      The hard, very male grunts that came from him had her pleasure exploding within her. There was a tightness that started at the base of her spine, moved throughout her entire body, and claimed every inch of her.

      “Your pussy is so hot and tight, so fucking wet.”

      The sound of their sex slapping together, of her pussy sucking at his cock was obscene and erotic. Lights danced in front of her vision, her body tingled, and she curled her hands into his biceps. She held on tight as he thrust hard and fiercely into her, making her body move up an inch on the truck. A gasp left her when he slammed into her especially hard.

      Neck arched, throat bared, and moaning out as she climaxed, Lena couldn’t grasp reality, didn’t even want to. Rory grabbed one of her breasts, curled his big palm around it, and made these guttural noises. He moved his hand to her other breast, curved his fingers around it, and even though she still had a top on, she swore it felt like he had his bare hand on her flesh.

      Her orgasm crashed through her, stealing her breath, her very sanity.

      “Oh yeah, baby. Christ, I’m coming.”

      “I’m already there,” she managed to moan out the words.

      He grunted and groaned, and picked up his speed. He pumped into her once, twice, and on the third time slammed his dick so hard inside her that she slid up on the truck bed again. She felt him coming, felt the hard, hot jets of his cum filling her. His big body was so tense above her, and his muscles constricted and relaxed repeatedly. All Lena could do was ride out the pleasure, the high, and pray she landed on solid ground.

      Once both of them were sated and out of breath, he sagged on top of her, and for several seconds, they lay there, neither speaking but both trying to gasp for air.

      When he finally pulled out of her body and lay beside her, she curled into his chest, held onto him, and finally let the tears come.

      “I don’t want you to leave me, Rory.” He held her tighter, and she inhaled his scent, memorized it, and knew that this was going to be hell.

      “Neither do I, baby, but I swear I’ll come back to you. I’ll always come back for you.”

      “I know you will.” Even though she believed him, trusted him above all else, that didn’t assuage her insecurities, fears, and worries. All she could do was love him, wait for him, and hope that this really was for the best.
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        Two months later

      

      

      “I miss you so much it hurts, baby.”

      Lena lay on her bed, the sound of the clock ticking beside her the only noise filling the otherwise tense, stressful situation she felt like she was in.

      “Ten more months to go,” Rory said, but she hated that he counted down.

      “I know how many months, Rory.” Closing her eyes and breathing out, she rubbed a hand over her forehead. She was so tired, feeling like she’d been running a marathon the last month. Sitting up and balancing the cell between her shoulder and ear, she started unbuttoning her top.

      “Baby, don’t be like that.” He sounded so exhausted, and she could only imagine the strain he was in working all day. Although she’d love to talk to him every day, the truth was she was lucky to get a couple of phone calls from him every week. He texted her more often than he called, but she couldn’t be upset. He was working his ass off, and she was trying to get ready for school next month.

      “You’re right. I’m just tired.” Tossing her shirt into the hamper by her bed, she started undoing her bra. Her breasts felt heavy, and even the air hitting them had her wincing for a second because they were so sensitive. Cupping one of the mounds, she felt discomfort fill her. They seemed bigger, too. Her period was never regular, and although she’d gone months without having it, she’d never worried, not until she’d started having sex.

      But she wouldn’t tell Rory about any of this, wouldn’t worry him while he was away and trying to focus on his job. It was probably just the stress from the situation and because of Rory leaving.

      Lena looked over at the bedside table, stared at the small white plastic back atop it, and could see the small, rectangular box within it. Yeah, she was worried about the stress of school and Rory leaving, and that was probably why she hadn’t gotten her period, but she also had gone out and bought a pregnancy test because … she just wasn’t sure.

      “I’m going to get some sleep. I have to get up at the ass crack of dawn tomorrow.”

      “Get some rest. We’ll text later.”

      “I love you, Lena.”

      She smiled, and her eyes started to tear up. “I love you, too.”

      Closing her eyes and breathing out harshly, she hated the situation all around. Rory wasn’t here, and if she was pregnant, her dreams of getting her degree would be shot, or at least would take her far longer to acquire than she’d planned. She also knew Rory couldn’t just up and leave the job, not unless he wanted to be screwed for future jobs from that company.

      Her parents were working the night shift, and she knew that if she just went to sleep, maybe the morning would look better. But Lena couldn’t sleep with that pregnancy test staring at her from only a few inches away. Grabbing the bag, she headed to the bathroom. After she did what she needed to, she set the stick on the counter, washed her hands, closed the toilet lid, and sat back down.

      It was supposed to take only a couple of minutes, but God, that felt like an hour. When she was certain the test had enough time, Lena picked it up, took a deep, steadying breath, and stared down at the screen.

      Her world crashed down around her at the sight of those two pink lines, and at the fact she was pregnant.

      Pregnant.

      She was going to have a baby.

      Rory’s baby.

      She was alone for the next ten months, and she didn’t really have any close friends to talk to about this. She shoved the test in the plastic bag with the box, went back into her room, and shut the door. After sitting on the bed, she grabbed her backpack and shoved the plastic bag in it, zipped it up, and shoved it under her bed. God, Lena was screwed, and she didn’t even know where to start to get through this.

      Looking at her phone, having the need to call Rory and talk to him, because he’d always been the one she turned to, Lena decided that until she knew what she wanted to do, she wouldn’t stress him out. If she decided not to have the baby, Rory would never have to know. He already had so much shit to go through as it was. He didn’t need this extra hassle.

      Lying back on the bed, she curled her arms around her knees, closed her eyes, and let the tears come.
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        Three days later

      

      

      Rory hauled the wheelbarrow of sand to the pad that would be part of the foundation and dumped it over. He did this over and over again, the hot, summer sun beating down on him. Wiping his forehead with the back of his arm, he looked around at the men working on the prison. They were a long ways from being done, and the work was grueling, but in the end, he just kept telling himself it was worth it.

      “Rory, go get those bags of concrete and bring them over to Stu,” one of the guys in charge yelled out.

      Rory grabbed a bag of concrete, hauled it over his shoulder, and went back for another one after he tossed it where it was needed. Being so far away from Lena was hell, and when he got back to the motel the crew was staying out, that flea and roach trap of a shithole, he was so fucking tired he had a hard time just finding the energy to pick up the phone and call her. But he needed to hear her voice to help wash away the stress and grime of the day.

      More times than not, he couldn’t even fall asleep right away, no matter how tired he was, so he’d lie there and think about not being there for Lena when she started school, not being able to hold her, touch her … fuck her. No, he made love to her, he made her feel good, made her scream out for more.

      God, he missed her.

      “Rory, man, you up to let loose tonight?”

      He looked at Greg, one of the guys from Arizona who was working on the job. He didn’t know any of these guys aside from the two he worked at the garage with back home, but he’d come to be friends with a lot of the guys, although they’d never hung out more time than it took to drink a beer.

      “Let loose? You mean guzzle a beer and crash for the night?”

      Greg set a two by four beside a pile of others, grabbed the rag hanging from his shoulders, and wiped off the sweat and dirt from his face. “Nah, well, yeah on the guzzling beers. No work tomorrow means being able to actually enjoy the drinks.”

      “I’m already fucking tired, man. I don’t think I’ll last,” Rory said and grabbed another bag of concrete, moving it toward the others.

      “Come on. Don’t be a pussy.” Greg was determined, that was clear. “It’ll be good for the guys to get together and let loose.”

      “At the motel rooms? I’m sorry, but you gonna cram everyone in a room?”

      “Hell no. I ain’t being stuffed in a small room like a sardine with a bunch of men.”

      Rory chuckled. “I don’t know, Greg. Sleeping on my day off sounds about right.”

      “You can sleep all you want tomorrow. Just come and party. I’ll know for sure where it’s at when the shift ends.”

      Rory thought about it as he continued to work, and although he should have said no, these men were away from their loved ones as well and obviously wanted to let loose and forget about that shit for at least a few hours. The more Rory thought about it, the more it sounded like a better idea.

      “All right.”

      Greg slapped him on the back, his grin wide. “Thatta boy.”

      Rory chuckled again but got back to work. The sooner this day was over, the sooner he could chill for a while before crashing for the next twelve hours.

      Rory hadn’t meant to drink so much, but after work and when he’d gotten cleaned up and ate, he’d headed to the house of one of the local guys that was working on the job with them. The living room was packed with a lot of the guys from the jobsite, but there were also a lot of women, ones who were wearing “fuck me” clothes, hanging off the guys’ arms, and screaming, “I’m easy and ready.”

      He was drunk, and right now crawling into bed at that rat motel sounded like heaven. But he also couldn’t deny that it felt good not to worry about anything right now except what was the next drink he’d have.

      He’d been working his ass off at the jobsite, and he missed the hell out of Lena.

      He pushed past people and headed into the kitchen. He grabbed a beer out of the fridge and tossed his empty bottle into the trash.

      “Hey there.” One of the girls came up, her blond hair clearly not natural because of the black roots, and her tight as fuck shirt barely covering her chest. She was also wearing these pants that looked like they should be worn under another piece of clothing, or maybe something she’d wear when she went to bed. The bleached blonde leaned against the counter beside him, looked up with this smile he assumed was trying to look seductive, and moved an inch closer.

      “Not interested,” he said before she could say or try anything. But clearly, she didn’t care because she turned and faced him, pressing her tits to the side of his arm, and he shrugged her off again.

      His cell vibrated in his pocket, and he knew who it was before he even saw the screen. He missed Lena so fucking much and thought about her constantly, but he didn’t think talking to her right now was probably the best idea. He put his cell back in his pocket, took a swig from his beer, and felt the room spin. He’d had a few shots, several beers, and was already trashed. He should stop right now and either hitch a ride with someone who was heading out or just call a cab.

      He moved away from the blonde with the big tits, headed up the stairs to the bathroom, but when he tried the knob and heard the moans coming from inside, he walked over and leaned against the hallway. There was a room right across from him with the door open, the light off, and currently free of people fucking.

      He could sit on the edge and wait until they got done screwing in the bathroom, and then once they were done, and he’d taken his piss, he’d leave. He wanted to go back to the motel and call Lena, hear her voice, because she always made shit seem better. He was in a strange state, around people he’d only known for a few months, and it was real damn lonely.

      He made his way into the bedroom, stumbling and having to reach out and hold the wall to steady himself. He felt like he was getting drunker by the second. Damn, he couldn’t even hold his alcohol anymore, but maybe that was a good thing. After he was sitting on the bed, he got his phone out and started texting Lena.

      He’d let her know it was too noisy right now, but he’d call her when he got back to his room. He just didn’t want to talk to her all fucked up like this because it did shame him in a way.

      Rory stopped texting for a second and scrubbed a hand over his face. He needed to focus, suck down major amounts of water, or maybe throw up and get some of this alcohol out of his system. Opening his eyes and focusing on the cell again, he finished his text.

      Baby, going to have to call you later. Too noisy here for me to hear you.

      He read the text a few times, making sure it made sense, and then hit send. He shoved his cell in his front pocket and laid back. He’d just rest a minute until they were done, then find someone to take his ass home. But as his eyes closed, the heaviness slammed into him, and he felt himself drift off. No, he couldn’t pass out here, and not now. He needed to get back to his motel room.

      The sound of a woman giggling had him prying his eyes open and forcing himself to sit back up. The blonde from downstairs with the too tight shirt was leaning against the doorframe. She came inside, but Rory tried to stand, not about to be trapped in here with her. But he was so drunk that when he went to stand the room tipped and spun and he had to sit back down.

      “Wow, you’re really trashed,” she said in this singsong voice. She didn’t sound or look drunk, and he knew that this situation could go very wrong really quickly.

      “Yeah, and when I said not interested, I meant it.”

      She came closer and sat on the edge of the bed. His cell vibrated, and thinking it was a text from Lena, he grabbed it. But his hand and eye coordination was shot from the drinking, and the fucking thing fell to the floor. The bitch grabbed it before he could react, had the thing answered and started talking.

      “Hello?” she said in a soft, very erotic voice, one that pissed him the hell off.

      “Give me my fucking phone,” Rory slurred out, his head pounding and the room spinning. He hadn’t drunk this much in months, and it clearly wasn’t sitting well with him.

      “Who is this?” the blond bitch said.

      He went to snatch the phone, feeling his anger rise, but she darted off the bed, her grin wide, and one he wanted to smack off, if he wasn’t a good guy and didn’t fuck with girls.

      “Lena?” the blond bitch said. “Lena, he’s a little busy right now—”

      “You fucking cunt,” Rory said and grabbed the phone away, his anger overriding his intoxication. “Get the hell out.”

      The blonde’s eyes widened. She opened her mouth to say something, but clearly thought better and turned to leave.

      Rory was breathing hard, his blood pumping through his veins, and the room still slightly spinning. He put the phone to his ear, closed his eyes, and sat back on the bed.

      “Lena, baby …” He didn’t even know what to say. “She’s some damn bitch who came into the room I’m at and was starting shit. Nothing happened.” He could hear her breathing, but for several seconds, she didn’t say anything. “Lena baby?”

      “Are you at a party? Drunk, too?”

      He exhaled and stared at the ceiling. “Yeah, a bunch of the guys from the jobsite got together for the night.”

      She didn’t say anything after that.

      “Baby, nothing happened. You know that right, trust me?”

      It took her several seconds to answer. “Rory, I trust you, no matter what, but I really needed to talk to you tonight, and I can tell you’re drunk.” She exhaled. “Right now isn’t a good time for this conversation.”

      She sounded like she was crying, and that had him sobering.

      “Baby, are you upset because of that fucking bitch?” She didn’t answer right away, but he could hear her crying still. “Fuck, please don’t cry.” He hated that he was so drunk, that he couldn’t be there for her.

      “Listen, I thought I could do this on the phone, thought we could talk, but I can’t right now.” She sniffed. “Call me tomorrow when you’re sober, Rory. I love you.” And then she hung up, and he was tempted to crush his phone. He shoved his cell back in his pocket, rested his head in his hands, and cursed again. Whatever she wanted to talk about, whatever was making her cry, he had a feeling it didn’t have to do with this bullshit that just happened.
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      Lena woke at first because of a dream, one where she’d been running and running, but stayed in the same place. As she stared at the ceiling in her bedroom, sweat covering her forehead and chest, having her shirt damp, she realized it wasn’t actually the dream that had woken her up, but the pain in her abdomen.

      It wasn’t unbearable, but the longer she lay there, the minutes passing, the worse it became. Covering her belly with her hand, she closed her eyes and breathed out. They were horrible cramps, and as another wave slammed into her, she couldn’t help but think of Rory.

      The conversation just a few hours ago played through her head, that little bitch’s voice on the end of his cell making her angry, sad, and ready to break something.

      She sat up, gripped the sheet beneath her with one hand, and clenched her jaw. An involuntary cry left her, and sweat started to coat her forehead and between her breasts. Before long, she was huddled over her bed, her arms around her waist, and a small cry leaving her because of the pain.

      That was when she looked between her legs and saw the blood between her thighs. Wiping her finger over the inside of her leg, she brought her hand up and looked at the red substance that looked almost black under the moonlight.

      “Mom,” she said in a soft voice, her fear and panic mounting. “Mom!” She screamed out this time, feeling like she might pass out, but forcing herself to stand. The blood trailed down her thighs, and the pain picked up again. Her bedroom door burst opened, her light was turned on, and her mother and father stood there. She turned and stared at them with what she knew were wide, frightened eyes.

      “Lena, oh my God,” her mother said and came forward, her eyes seeing the blood, her fear and panic as clear as what Lena felt.

      Lena held up her hands and stared at the blood covering her fingers. “Something’s wrong.”
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        * * *

      

      “Risk of miscarrying.”

      “Risk of miscarrying.”

      The doctor stood in front of Lena and her mother, his white lab coat bright, stark … emotionless, just like his expression and voice. His bedside manner sucked. He’d said a shitload of stuff since he’d walked into the patient room, but that was all she heard.

      Risk of a miscarriage.

      He stared down at a clipboard, wrote something, and then finally looked at her.

      He started talking about what she’d need to do, precautions that would need be taken so she didn’t lose the baby.

      A baby.

      Pregnant.

      On instinct, she placed her hand on her belly.

      “Did you have any questions?”

      Lena stared at the doctor for a second and then turned and looked at her mother.

      “It’s okay, honey. If you have any questions, now is the best time to ask.”

      Lena stared down at her hands for a second, and when she had enough courage, she looked at the doctor again. He looked stoic as though this was a run-of-the-mill conversation he had any day of the week.

      “I’m still pregnant?”

      He nodded. “The ultrasound and bloodwork looked okay, but you’ll need to take it easy for the next few days, and drink plenty of fluids. We’ll schedule a follow-up at the end of the week to make sure everything still looks good.” He stared at her and gave a small smile although it looked blank. Bland. “The nurse will come in with more homecare instructions and a couple of prescriptions I’d like you to start. As well as starting prenatal vitamins right away.”

      “Is it something I did wrong?”

      The wall the doctor had on his face slowly faded as he gave her a genuine smile. “No. You didn’t do anything wrong. These things happen at times, and no amount of medical training can explain why.”

      She nodded, her tongue feeling too thick to say anything else.

      The doctor left a few minutes later, and the silence stretched out between her and her mother.

      Lena didn’t know what to say. She was in a pair of light blue hospital pants and a hospital gown. Lena hadn’t even told Rory about being pregnant, and now she had to tell him that she almost lost their baby. The tears came fast and hard, and when her mom pulled her close, wrapped her arms around her shoulders, and told her everything was going to be okay, Lena wanted to believe that.

      When she was able to get control of herself and stopped crying, she pulled away from her mother.

      “Have you told Rory about the pregnancy?” her mother asked in a soft, caring voice.

      She shook her head. “I just barely found out.” She expected her mother to maybe yell at her, tell her it’s stupid that she wasn’t careful, that she should have been smart and used protection, but all her mom did was hold her again, kiss the top of her head, and tell her things would be okay again.

      “We’ll get through this, sweetheart. Everything will be okay. We’ll make sure it is.”

      Lena pulled back and looked at her mom. “You’re not mad at me, Mom?”

      Her mom smiled and shook her head. She wiped the tears that were still on Lena’s cheeks. “No, honey. I’m just worried about you. But I know you’ll be okay because you’re strong. And this little one,” her mother said and placed a hand on her lower belly. “This little baby is strong, too, just like you.” She smoothed a hand over Lena’s hair. “It’ll be hard, I’m sure, but it’ll be okay, sweetheart.”

      Lena looked at her hands, feeling her mother’s words resonating in her. She couldn’t help but believe them.

      “He’ll be there for you. That boy loves you so much.”

      That had Lena smiling. “But his job in Colorado…” She took a deep, fortifying breath. “If I tell him, he’ll want to come back here and be with me, I know it.”

      “And as he should, sweetheart. But whether he does or not is his choice, but you have to tell him. He needs to know about the baby.”

      Her mom was right, of course, but it was the truth that he’d want to come to her, be with her. She didn’t want him leaving his job behind when there was nothing he could actually do right now anyway. Besides, he had been so determined and anticipated making something of himself with it. She didn’t want to ruin that for him, but she also wouldn’t keep this from Rory either.

      He deserved to know. He deserved the truth.
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      The feeling of his cell vibrating right by his face had Rory opening his eyes and searching the bed for his phone. He found it wedged under his pillow, grabbed it, and lifted the brightly lit screen to his face. The time read it was three in the morning, and the image of Lena’s gorgeous face on the screen stared back at him.

      He sat up, still slightly drunk, but he’d guzzled water and popped some pain relievers when he’d gotten home, so he was in much better shape than he had been hours ago.

      He scrubbed a hand over his face to wake up a bit more, and hit the accept button to answer the phone.

      “Lena, you okay, baby?” His voice was deep and guttural from sleep and still being partly buzzed. But the longer he sat up, the more he focused and the better he felt.

      “Rory …” She exhaled slowly, but he could hear the tension, the tightness laced in that lone word.

      That had everything in him coming to alert. This wasn’t about their conversation earlier in the night, he knew that with everything in him. No, his girl was calling him in the middle of the night because shit had happened.

      He stood, his heart beating fast as adrenaline pumped through his body. “Lena, what’s wrong? Are you okay?” There was more crying, and he was feeling frantic now. Rory was thousands of miles away from her, but at that moment, he wanted nothing more than to hold her.

      “I’m sorry to call you this late, and to have to tell you this on the phone …” She was breathing hard, sniffing every so often, but he could tell she was trying to get control of herself.

      “Baby, you don’t ever be sorry.” The first thing that came to his mind was that someone had died. He didn’t think it was about Brian because that son of a bitch was built like a tank, and no matter how he abused his body with alcohol and wear, he kept on ticking. Maybe it was Lena’s mother or father?

      God, he wanted to be there with her. Sitting back down on the edge of the bed and trying to calm himself as well, he took a deep breath in and focused on the wall across from him.

      “Talk to me, baby,” he said softly this time, giving her time to regroup and relax a little.

      “I called …” She paused a moment. “God, I wish I didn’t have to tell you any of this on the phone.”

      Yeah, he wished that, too, wished like hell he were with her right now. He gave her a moment to regroup, to find her comfort zone in whatever she was struggling with right now and having a hard time telling him. But inside Rory was a wreck. He was a beast wanting out, wanting to make things right for Lena.

      “I called earlier to tell you I was pregnant, Rory,” she said so softly, in a rush, and he almost didn’t hear her, or maybe he was in such shock it felt like he hadn’t heard her correctly.

      “What?” Rory wheezed out. He felt like his chest was on fire, like someone had a vise grip around his heart and lungs, squeezing, intent on sucking the very life from him. “Pregnant?” He wheezed out that lone word, but the silence stretched out between them. “Lena, baby, talk to me.” The shock was limb numbing, mind scattering, but he had to keep a straight head right now, for Lena’s sake. She was dealing with that alone, and he was in another state, not able to help her with this or be there for her.

      “Rory,” she said his name but started crying harder this time. That was when he heard someone else talking, heard her mother’s voice, and also made out what sounded like an overhead message because it sounded like it echoed. Sitting up even straighter, he knitted his brows.

      “Where are you, Lena?”

      Her mom kept saying something softly to Lena, and although he couldn’t make out the words, the tone told him it was comforting.

      “I found out I was pregnant a couple of days ago, but before I called you tonight …” She paused again. “I had to go to the hospital because I was bleeding—”

      Everything around him froze, the sound ceased, the air stilled, and all he could do now was stare at the wall and feel his heart pounding in his chest.

      Thump, thump. Thump, thump. Thump, thump.

      “Are you okay?” he said right away. “Are you okay?” He needed to know that above all else.

      “I’m fine.” Her voice was soft, distant. He felt relief fill him.

      “Good. That’s … good.” And then the second part hit him. The baby. “Lena … the baby?”

      She exhaled and he felt his heart seize again. “The baby is fine. But I was at risk for a miscarriage.”

      He hurt, all over. God, he hurt.

      He hated himself that he didn’t have anything comforting to say at that moment, but he knew one thing: he had to be with her. “But you’re okay? You’ll be okay?” He felt frantic, scared shitless, and didn’t know how in the hell he wasn’t pacing the room and breaking shit, his emotions in turmoil.

      “I’m okay,” Lena spoke softly.

      They were both so silent that it was like the line went dead.

      “Are you okay, Rory?” she asked.

      Damn, here she was going through this alone, and she was worried about him.

      “I’m fine, baby.”

      She cleared her throat, and he heard her mother speaking to her again. “Stunned … scared.”

      He breathed out roughly. “I wish I was there with you. I’d be holding you, Lena.”

      “I know, Rory. I wish you were here, too, but I’m okay. Everything will be okay.” More silence stretched between them, and he heard someone speaking overhead on the other line again. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you right away about the baby, but everything seemed to happen so fast.”

      He closed his eyes and shook his head. “It’s okay, Lena. You don’t apologize to me or about this. I am coming for you, coming to be with you. You don’t need to be alone right now.”

      “No, no,” she said and cleared her throat. “I’m fine. My mom’s here, and you leaving won’t do anything but have you possibly losing everything with your job. I am fine, really.” A moment of silence stretched out between them. “I’m taking the doctor’s advice and staying on bed rest, taking things slow. As long as I follow all that, I know I’m doing everything I can to make things work out to the best of my ability.”

      “I love you,” he croaked, feeling helpless and weak for the first time in his life.

      “I love you, too.” He heard the genuine emotions in those three words as she whispered them.

      He scrubbed his face. “Listen, get some rest. I love you, and we’ll talk tomorrow, okay?”

      Lena whispered she loved him again and got off the phone.

      No fucking way he was going to be able to stay in Colorado, not when his girl needed him. No, Rory would do whatever it took to get back, even if that meant losing his job and any opportunity he had with this company in the future. Lena was everything to him.

      She was his world, and he needed to be with her.
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        A few days later

      

      

      She sat on her bed, staring out the window, her thoughts confused and heavy. It had been three days since she’d told Rory about the baby, and although she’d spoken to him on the phone since then, all she could keep thinking about was how things would play out.

      Lena didn’t know how long she sat there, but the sound of someone coming up the stairs didn’t even faze her. She was too lost in her own thoughts, in wishing Rory was here, but knowing she didn’t want him to leave his job because he’d been so determined about it, almost excited about the advancements he’d make with the company and being able to provide for her.

      That had her smile. God, he was such a good guy, so thoughtful and compassionate.

      The feeling of someone standing behind her, the feeling of that awareness that she was being watched, had Lena turning around on her bed and staring at Rory. She felt her eyes widen, felt her heart start to pick up its pace. Standing, feeling like she was in this surreal moment, she wanted to move toward him but found herself rooted to the spot.

      “Rory?”

      “Hey, baby,” he said softly and smiled, although it didn’t reach his eyes. He walked into the room, and before she knew what was happening, he had her in his arms and just held her. They stood like that for what seemed like forever, but she was okay with that. She felt the love she had for him consume her, felt his love for her seep into her, and didn’t want this moment to end. Crying was right there at the surface, but it wasn’t just from the sadness. She was also so happy to have him here.

      “What are you doing here?” she asked and leaned back to look up into his face. “What about your job? Did they let you leave, or did you just walk out?” She had a feeling it was the latter.

      “I couldn’t let you go through this alone, Lena.” He cupped the back of her head and leaned down to kiss her. “I tried to do the right thing, the right way with the foreman. I told him it was a family emergency, but he flat out said if I left I couldn’t come back, and I wouldn’t be able to get any work with them down the road.”

      She felt despair and sadness fill her over that. “Rory, you shouldn’t have left. I’m okay, would have been okay.”

      He shook his head. “I couldn’t let you do this alone, Lena. I would have walked through fire to come back to you.” He smoothed her hair off her forehead and smiled down at her, sadness in his eyes. “You’ll go to college, do so damn well because you’re smart as hell. I’ll find work wherever you’re at and provide for us so you can focus on school.”

      She was going to cry. God, was she going to cry. How in the hell had she gotten a man so loving and compassionate? Her heart swelled with so much emotion it felt like it would burst.

      “You’re feeling okay, medically I mean?”

      She nodded and rested her head on his chest. “I’m much better now.”

      “What did the doctor say? You’ll be okay?” he asked again, and she smiled at the fact he sounded so worried and loved her so much.

      “I’ll be fine.” She’d had to go back to the doctor for a follow-up and to make sure things were still okay, but she was good now, more than good because she had Rory here with her.

      Pulling back and sitting on the edge of the bed, Rory stared down at her. She breathed in slowly and exhaled just as slowly.

      “You’re not just some guy, but the guy I love, the one I want to be with forever.”

      He smiled and cupped her cheek. “I love you, too, baby.”

      She looked out the window again, knowing that as time passed this would be a little bump in the road of life, and that with time, she’d heal. As it was it felt like she lost something so big, lost something she didn’t really know she’d wanted so badly until it had been there, right there for her. She had so many things she still wanted to do, so many things she had planned.

      The saying “things happen for a reason” had never felt truer than it did in the past few days, but she was glad she had the support of her parents and Rory here. Having them meant more than she’d ever be able to express in words, and she was so thankful she didn’t have to go through this alone.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Rory pulled her into his arms, onto his lap, and just held her. “I love you, baby. I want you to know I’m here for you. Always.”

      “I love you.”

      “And I’ll always love you, Lena. I will always be there for you.” He pulled back and stared down at her face. “I love you, more than anything in this world, and we’ll get through this together, baby.”

      She smiled, and a tear slid down her cheek. He ran his thumb under her eye, collected the droplet, and wiped it away.

      “God, I love you, Lena. Always.”

      “I love you, too, Rory.”

      He held her tightly again, kissed the top of her head, and stared out the bedroom window. He didn’t know what their future held, and this might be one of the hardest things they’d ever go through, but if they could get through this, then they could get through anything as long as they were together. And Rory wasn’t going to leave Lena, not ever. She was it for him.

      Lena was the woman he’d die for, kill for. She was the reason he breathed, and he’d make sure they got through this because if he couldn’t comfort and be there for the woman he loved, then what was he good for?
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        Six months later

      

      

      Whether Lena knew it or not, she held Rory’s heart in the palm of her hand. She was his world. His everything. And the baby she carried—his baby—was going to change things for them in only the best of ways.

      Life really had no meaning for him without the love of this woman in his arms and the future they were building together.

      He was the luckiest fucking guy in the world.

      Rory pulled Lena closer to his body, buried his face in her hair, and closed his eyes as he inhaled. She smelled incredible and felt so damn good in his arms—a living, breathing dream come true. He slipped his hand down to her belly and growled in possessiveness as he felt the swollen roundness of it. She was big and round with their baby—his baby. He closed his eyes and felt nothing but happiness.

      She carried a little girl, the ultrasound a couple of months ago confirming that he was going to be a father to a daughter.

      He started rubbing her belly and felt the baby kick. The smile that formed couldn’t be helped. God, he loved this. He loved both of them so much.

      And then she placed her hand over his. He hadn’t realized she’d woken up, but when she snuggled back closer to him and sighed in contentment, he knew this was what “being home” felt like.

      “I didn’t wake you, did I?”

      She hummed softly and turned her face to look at him. “I was drifting in and out.” She shifted so she was facing him now, chest-to-chest. Her sleepy smile had his cock getting hard instantly. Fuck, who was he kidding? Just being in the same room with her, hell, thinking about her, got him harder than marble.

      He moved his hand back to her belly and started rubbing the roundness, smiling at how much he loved doing this.

      And then his little girl kicked again.

      “Are you scared?” she asked hesitantly.

      He shook his head right away. “Never.” He stared into Lena’s eyes. “We got this.” A couple more slow circles. “I got you. Always.” She smiled wider at this as if she were hoping it would be his answer.

      “Only thing I’m scared about is how I’m going to beat down the little bastards who come sniffing around her when she’s older.” This had Lena laughing. “No dating for her until after I’m good and dead. Until then, I need to buy a fucking closetful of guns and bullets as soon as she’s born.” He leaned in for a kiss, and at the same time, he slid his hand along her neck to cup the side of her. He tilted her head back to really delve inside, stroking her, making love to her mouth. Lena tasted sweet. So fucking sweet. And mine.

      “You’re going to be one of those overprotective dads?” She was teasing. He could hear it in her voice.

      Rory grunted. “You bet I am. Fuck those little assholes who come knocking.”

      She started laughing, but he drowned out the sound by kissing her again, and as the seconds passed, all he thought about was this moment.

      When he pulled back it was to see her looking up at him with hooded eyes and a sleepy smile.

      What he saw in her reflection was no doubt what he gave her back tenfold.

      Love. So much love.

      “What?” she whispered as he kept staring at her.

      “I love you so fucking much.”

      “I love you, too,” she whispered, her breath hitching a little as if she were overcome with emotions.

      “I’m never leaving you again. I’m never leaving you two.”

      Pushing down the blanket, she rolled fully onto her back and he got a good look at her exposed belly. Mine. He leaned down, ran his lips along her flesh, and framed her roundness. She ran her fingers over his hair, and he shivered at her touch, knowing she would forever be his weakness but also his strength.

      Mine, he thought again and again and again

      After one more lingering kiss to her rounded bely, he lifted and pulled her closer, just holding her. Nothing was more important than the woman in his arms and the baby she grew in her belly.

      “It’s always been you.” The words were low, meant for his mind, but they spilled out. “You were always meant to be mine.” He leaned down to kiss the soft skin on her shoulder. “And I’ll always be yours.”
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        Two years later

      

      

      Lena was in her second year at college, doing well with her grades and trying not to get distracted at the fact every time she came home it was to see Rory waiting for her. Even that thought had her smiling.

      After all the shit they went through, him going to Colorado, and then coming back, then the birth of their little girl, they’d become closer than ever.

      She smiled as she looked down at her wedding ring, the band simple, the diamond in the center catching the light. God, even all these years later and she was deliriously happy.

      Life was hard, specially being young parents, but they had each other, and they had the help of family, and so far things had been going just about as perfect as anyone in their situation could expect.

      They’d gotten married in a simple, small, and intimate ceremony shortly after their daughter was born. It hadn’t been a fancy wedding, not extravagant or spewed about with wealth.

      But it had been perfect. For them. Always.

      Rory was it for her. He was Lena’s world, her other half, and not having him in her life was too unbearable to even think about. But she knew she’d never have to worry about that. He was with her for life. He loved her wholly, completely… possessively.

      She was his, and he was hers.

      Lena grabbed the shopping bags out of the back of her car, shut the door with her foot, and headed up the slightly cracked driveway of the small two-bedroom home she lived in with Rory. This house wasn’t their first, or even their second one they’d lived together in. But the difference was it was theirs. They’d saved, scrapped, and went without so they could have something they owned for the three of them.

      It was also only twenty minutes from the university and less than that at the garage Rory worked at full-time. He might have left Colorado only months into the project, losing the chance to have a secured job with that company, but he’d left for her, and she would have done the same for him. And in the end, everything had worked out. Now he made more at the garage as the lead mechanic than what he would have ever made in Colorado. And there was even talk of him taking over the place after the current owner retired.

      So yeah… things were working out.

      And here they were now, two years later, living together, loving each other even more with each passing day, and raising their little girl Lyric. And she wouldn’t have it any other way.

      She juggled the keys and the two plastic bags of groceries as she tried to unlock the front door. Cursing loud enough she was sure the neighbors, a young couple expecting their first baby, heard, she finally managed to open the door and push it open with her foot.

      When she stepped inside, she saw Rory coming out from the hallway holding little Lyric in his arms. He was smiling down at their daughter as he fixed the pink bow in her dark hair.

      “The most beautiful girl in the whole world,” he murmured and gave Lyric a kiss on the crown of her head. “Well, you and Mommy are the most beautiful girls in the world.”

      Lyric started babbling, some words coherent, others that would never be deciphered. He wore a pair of running shoes and track shorts, the white T-shirt stretched across his muscular chest instantly having her warm with desire. A sigh left her on its own at the power he displayed in that very male body, and the strength that made her feel very feminine.

      She thought she’d known everything there was to know about Rory being with him for three years, but since then, with all the ups and downs, trials and tribulations, she’d realized there had been so much that she’d been blind to.

      He hated coffee. He preferred water over soda. He liked sour treats, often forgoing chocolate when she brought it home. He also left the toilet seat up constantly, didn’t like to put his clothes in the hamper, and instead usually tossed them right beside it on the floor.

      She smiled at the annoying things he did, things she only found out after they started living together, but she’d grown to love those things about him.

      And the best part of all that?

      He was the most incredible husband and father. The best.

      A part of her ached that her gentle giant of a husband didn’t have the kind of parents she did, the ones who supported him no matter what. But he had her and Lyric, and he told her that was all he’d ever needed. All he’d ever need.

      They didn’t need his

      He set Lyric down and her baby girl ran over to her, gave her a monster hug, but then she saw her toys in the corner of the living room. Lena laughed as her little girl made a  beeline to the goods, forgetting about Mom or Dad.

      And then she looked at the man she loved. He had his focus already on her. The longer they stared at each other, the more the room grew heated, the chemistry that was always between them moving back and forth, always strong, continuously growing, the more she just wanted to be with Rory.

      He walked toward her with this intense look on his face. “I missed you,” he breathed, this devilish smile on his face.

      She set the two bags on the floor and smiled, allowing him to pull her into the strength of his big arms and just hold her. “Lena?” He spoke right up against her ear.

      “Yeah,” she said softly, closing her eyes and listening to the sound of his hear beating right by her ear. He pulled her back so she could look into his eyes. His expression was so serious.

      “There isn’t anything in this world I wouldn’t do for you and Lyric, you know that, right?” He smoothed a stray piece of hair off her forehead. “That’s how much I love you two.” Rory leaned down and kissed her softly. “I’d do anything for you two. You’re my girls. I only want to make you guys happy. Always.”

      She curled into him even more, wrapped her arms around his hard body, and closed her eyes again. “I love you, too, and you make us so very happy.”

      They were silent for a moment, the sound of Lyric gabbing to herself and her toys making them both laugh.

      “This is utterly … perfect.”

      Yes. Yes, it was.

      

      
        
        The end.
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